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Cheating Wife Does The Burglar



Okay. I can't remember which of our book club members suggested this ridiculous "cheating spree" theme we've been reading. Clearly it wasn't me, because I find the whole genre pretty damn unbelievable.

It’s not the cheating itself. Fuck knows, a bit of hot action on the side is exactly what I need in my life right now. I think that’s the only reason I’ve gone through with reading these silly books.

My husband, Warren, has been willingly and happily AWOL three weeks out of every four this year. He's on track to make partner, and pretty soon.

I get why that makes him feel like a big deal. It’s just that it lets me know my place in his life, which not as high up the list as I once was.

I guess the most important thing is, it keeps my champagne fridge stocked. Of course, if I was getting regular sex—or any sex—maybe I wouldn’t be so bothered about the bubbles.

So yeah, like I say, the cheating in these stories is absolutely believable, and understandable…not to mention totally desirable.

What I find utterly ridiculous are the setups. These women are practically tearing their clothes off for any stranger who just happens to be packing a penis. Now, admittedly, those strangers are packing a whole lot of penis, and that's something a girl could get used to.

I assume.

Yeah, I know, these are fantasies. Fuck, I have dozens of those running around in my head at any given moment.

But really? Half of these women are slumming it with the brutes they end up fucking. Okay, so builders and lumberjacks and what-not…yeah, they have hard hands and wide shoulders and filthy mouths, and who doesn't like the idea of a bit of rough trade? Even if it's only a fantasy.

But the book I've just finished seems beyond ridiculous. It's more like a cheap porn flick than a romance novel—though to be fair, romance was never mentioned when we discussed these books. It was erotica all the way. And the heroine of this book has just gone behind her husband’s back with a dangerous home invader.

It was so lame and unbelievable I almost couldn't jill off to it.

Almost.

I mean, okay, the guy sounded pretty forceful. And handsome, of course. Plus the tools he used to get inside her house were nothing compared to the tool he used to get inside of her. Wow.

Still, she's a married woman. She shouldn't be throwing herself at some strange man who shows up on her doorstep with a crowbar and a hard-on. And she certainly shouldn't be fantasizing about him fucking her in the ass with it. The cock, that is, not the crowbar.

God, this book is sooo ridiculous.

So…so why am I lying here in bed, dressed in my fanciest lingerie? Setting a scene and spoiling myself, having some indulgent me-time. And wondering how it would feel to be overpowered like that. To be held down by a stranger and fucked until you couldn't move.

Even worse, why is my hand inside my panties? My fingers grinding at my aching clit. Why the hell am I sprinting toward a fiery orgasm while I'm still shaking my head at the absurdity of the story I've just read?

Am I really that desperate and neglected? That I'd welcome an enormous thug with rough hands and hard-won scars kicking his way into my house, just so long as he also kicks his way into my bedroom?

Well, based on the sticky heat all over my fingers, the answer is clearly yes. God, I'm getting so close to coming, just from picturing the scene in this stupid book. A nameless, faceless guy plowing into the poor defenseless housewife, over and over again, until they both pretty much explode with lust.

Christ, what I'd give to explode with lust. Just once in my life.

Just as I reach the crest of my own personal wave, there's a sharp thumping sound from downstairs. It's loud enough in the quiet of night that it interrupts my train of thought.

Probably the damn neighbor's cat again. It always finds a way in. I have a good mind to get Warren to sue those people. Not for the home invasion, but for mental anguish. I was just about to fucking come!

I slide my hand out of my panties and slip out of bed. It's too warm for a robe, and besides, the cat won't care. It better not scratch holes in my stockings, though. It's my first time wearing this sexy little black and white ensemble.

As I pad down the stairs, the thumping sound gets louder. And it seems to be coming from inside the house. From Warren's office. There’s no way it’s a cat making that noise, and my husband is in Oklahoma this week.

I tip-toe up the hallway, glad I didn't put any kind of shoes on. Even my silk slippers would make some kind of sound on the porcelain floor tiles.

There's one more harsh noise, and if I'm not mistaken it's the locked drawer of my husband's desk being busted open. Then there's the hissing sound of papers being shuffled. Someone's definitely in there. And they're going through Warren's files.

I'm not sure what to do. My heart is racing, and my knees are suddenly weak. But I know I can't let the intruder get away with whatever it is he's doing. He's the one who's trespassing. I have the law on my side.

So I shove the door open and march in…and then pretty much lose both my mind and my self-control.

Standing in front of me, in all his hulking glory, is a man who could easily be the hero of the book I was just reading. He's a full head taller than me, with muscles that seem desperate to burst out through the confines of his tight leather jacket. He's got chocolate brown eyes that seem to glitter with mischief, and his black hair is messy, like he's just rolled out of bed after the best sex of his life.

Okay, that part could be my own imagination, but the fact that he's holding a stack of papers in one hand and a small flashlight in the other is not a fantasy. This is real. This man is here in my house, rifling through my husband's files, and I have no idea why.

Meanwhile, I'm standing here in my expensive but skimpy lingerie, trying like hell to keep calm. And not to picture him as the faceless, lawless man-mountain I’ve just been reading about.

After all, for starters, this guy has a face. A broad, chiseled face framed by luxuriant dark hair, and with warm, soulful eyes that seem to see right through my flimsy attire.

It try with all my heart not to think about his body. His ten-foot-wide shoulders and bank vault chest. The cliff face of his abdomen.

And especially, I strive not to imagine how his cock might look. Or wonder if it's in proportion to the rest of his tall, muscular body.

He flashes a smile at me, and it's all I can do not to swoon.

"Wha…who…?" I sound like a drunken owl.

"Well hey there, sweet thing," he says, his voice all dark chocolate and honey. "Ain't you a sight."

I should be fleeing for my life. Searching for my phone. Instead, I'm just standing here, wide-eyed and vulnerable. And, if I'm honest, more than a little turned on.

I'm still clutching my husband's office door handle, and I have no idea what to do. I've never been in a situation like this before. In fact, I'm not sure anyone I know has ever been in a situation like this.

"What…what are you doing here?" I ask. My voice is a little bit shaky, but at least it's a bit closer to human, now.

"Ah, sweet thing," he croons in his rich baritone. He steps out from behind my husband's desk and I get a good look at him. At all of him. "I'm just after my pound of flesh."

Jesus. His jeans are tight. And it looks like he's packing a pound of flesh in there. My cheeks flush so hot they practically glow in the low light.

"See now, sweet thing," he continues. "Your man screwed me."

At first my heart sinks because I think he's being literal. That this handsome burglar is gay. Oh…and I guess that would mean my husband is, too.

And then my brain finally catches up. "Wait…what did he do?"

The big, beautiful burglar tosses a stack of envelopes onto the desk. They're all stamped with red lettering that reads CONFIDENTIAL. "He engaged me for some…well, let's call it undercover work. Now, I ain't care that he backed out last minute. But seems he forgot there weren't no coolin' off period in our little agreement."

I frown as I do a little mental gymnastics. "So…he owes you money?"

"Bingo."

"And…you're here to collect?"

“That was the idea, but…” He gives me another once-over, licks his lips and chuckles. And holy hell, that sound sends a hot tingle straight down my spine. "I guess I didn’t know what other treasures he had for me, sweet thing."

I can't help but gasp at his words. Is he threatening my husband? Oh, god…is he threatening me? And if so, why does that turn me on so much?

He steps closer and I can smell his cologne. It's a heady mix of leather and musk, and it fills my head with filthy images. Of the two of us tangled together, naked and sweaty, struggling to catch our breath.

This big brute reaches out and strokes my cheek with his rough fingers. It never even occurs to me to turn away. To move away.

"You're a pretty li'l thing, ain't ya?" His voice is a dirty blues ballad.

I swallow, and then I raise my chin. Hoping it looks like defiance. "So I've been told."

"Yeah," he says. "But you got a mirror. You ain't need to be told you're hotter 'n a Texas barbecue."

I cross my arms at the wrists, in front of my suddenly wet pussy. As if that can somehow hide me from the bright scalpel of his gaze.

My burglar chuckles again. "Cute." Then he leans in close, his lips just a few inches away from my ear. "So tell me, sweet thing, where is this man o' yours?"

I feel like I'm in a dream. "In…interstate."

"Mm-hmm," he says as he stands tall again, his eyes half-closing. "Leavin' you all alone and…exposed."

"He's a…a busy man," I manage.

"He's touched in the head, y'ask me. Leavin' such a delicious treat at home. Expectin' her to…put out his fires."

"W–what do you mean?"

That smile is back. The one I want to sink my teeth into. Grind my pussy against. "C'mon. I gotta draw you a picture, here?"

I can't tell if he's threatening me. It feels more like he's just sounding me out. "Ah. You're wondering what, and how much, I might do to protect my husband. Right?"

He tilts his head and moves just that tiny bit closer. "Somethin' like that."

"Well, the truth is, not a whole lot."

This big, bad burglar narrows his eyes. "That's disappointin', sweet thing." But he steps closer, as if this is a done deal. His size and his sheer aura threaten to overwhelm me, but I'm no longer scared of him. Of what he might do.

Now, I welcome it.

"No, fuck Warren," I say. "What I'm about to do is not for him. I'm doing for myself."

I grab hold of the burglar’s leather jacket, and for the first time, I register surprise on his rugged face. He glances down at my hands, and then back up just in time to catch me as I leap into his brawny arms. He cradles me like I weigh nothing, but he stumbles back until he hits the wall with a deep thud.

"What you doin', sweet thing?" he growls.

"C'mon," I fire back at him with a sly grin. "I gotta draw you a picture, here?"

He snarls, the deep rumbling sound vibrating against my body. He sinks his hard fingers into the soft, giving flesh of my ass, then he swings us around to slam me back into the corner of the office.

The impact drives the breath from my body, and this rough diamond of a man pierces me with his dark, hungry eyes. "Sweet thing…" he says, and it's three parts whisper, one part threat.

"I mean it," I say. "Screw my husband. I'm done with waiting around for him to pay attention to me. You came for your pound of flesh. You’ll get it. Meanwhile, how about you just pound my flesh?"

He studies me for a moment, and then he grins. "Jesus."

The brief blasphemy has barely left his lips when he dives in and kisses me, his mouth searing hot and his skin rough with stubble. He conquers my lips in a heartbeat, and when he drives his tongue inside me, my whole body heats up from the inside out.

"You got a name?" he murmurs, his lips still pressed to mine.

"Probably," I whisper back.

He chuckles. "Sweet thing it is, then."

I press my body against his, writhing all over him in my desperate need to be utterly filled to the brim.

"Fuck, sweet thing," he moans. "You know how to make a man feel welcome."

He buries his face between my tits, and I wrap my legs around his waist. I'm so wet my panties are about to melt. And when he grinds his huge package against me, I gasp with pleasure.

"Please," I beg, barely able to breathe. "Just fuck me."

He chuckles. "With pleasure."

He releases his iron grip on my ass and reaches down between us. Between my wide spread thighs. As he works his jeans open, his hard knuckles bump and grind against the soaking wet fabric of my panties and I moan with every sweet, tingling impact.

"Huh," he says. "Those'll have to go."

He reaches a hand behind himself and brings it back holding a short but sharp knife. He holds it up at eye level, and I can tell it's more like a burglar's tool than a weapon. Even so, the way the low light glistens on the blade has me holding my breath.

I put my hands on his enormous shoulders, pushing at him like I could actually move him. He's still a fucking stranger, and I have no clue what he's capable of. When he fires his hand downward, a burst of panic shoots through me.

Then he takes hold of my panties and I realize it's his other hand. That the knife is still there, at eye level. He never stops gazing into my eyes as he glides that blade lower, and then there's a tiny snick sound, and a second, as he cuts through my flimsy panties and pulls them away from me.

This beast of a burglar groans with pleasure as my scent curls up to meet us. He hauls down his underwear and frees his cock, and I literally gasp when I see the fucking size of the thing. It's not just in proportion to his huge body. It's even bigger than that. I've never seen one as long and as thick as this bison of a ramrod.

"Oh, fuck, yes," I moan, sweet fear flooding my body. "Give it to me, you big fucking bastard."

He tosses the knife aside and grabs my ass again, one cheek in each hand. He pulls me against him, and then he punches his hard, thick cock all the way up inside me with a single stroke.

I cry out as he fills me. He's so fucking huge and it’s been months since Warren even touched me. This feels almost exactly like when I got my cherry popped back in college.

My pussy practically wails in agonized bliss as she stretches and burns. I swear I'm melting into lava, and gradually reforming around this man's rock hard cock.

He growls in my ear. "That's it, sweet thing. Take it all."

I bounce my head back against the wall, again and again, as if the pain up there could distract me from the sharp beauty of what's going on down below. My burly burglar leans in and swamps my throat with his hot mouth, lapping the salt from my skin as he squeezes the flesh of my ass. He holds himself still inside me, and it's like he knows exactly what I need.

Then again, with a cock like his, it's likely every woman he's ever fucked has needed a moment or two. Just a pause to get used to being railed by a fucking telegraph pole.

"Y'good now, sweet thing?"

I clench my teeth, and I push and pull my breaths through them. Big boy catches my eye and I curl my top lip as I tighten myself around him, and to my delight he flinches in reaction. "I'm a long way from good right now, but I'm ready. Do your worst, you fucker."

"Uppity little thing, ain't ya?" He says it with a teasing tone. In a man half his size it'd be cute. With him, it's the most deliciously dangerous sentence I can imagine.

He still hasn't moved his hips, and now I’m so fucking ready that his stillness is a tease. I'm all slicked up with nowhere to go.

My burglar simply leans back and releases my ass, and I tighten my legs around him. He grips my wrists and pushes my arms down by my sides, and against the wall.

"What…?"

This hard-handed home invader leans in and grinds his mouth on mine, swamping me with the majesty of his tongue. He hooks his meaty fingers into the straps of my lingerie and yanks down so hard he shreds the fabric. My tits burst out, jumping free like strippers out of cakes, and a split second later he has them in his huge bear paws. He grips them so hard it hurts, and I whimper my pleasure straight down his throat.

And that's when he glides his massive cock out of me. I cry out in despair and tighten as if I can hold him deep inside. As if he's about to leave me high and dry. Well, high, at least.

To my relief, he stops when just the broad head of him is still inside me. He pulls his mouth away and glares deep into my eyes, like a challenge. And when he pistons forward, it's like the first time yet again. I'm so raw and needy, and he's so thick and hard.

He thrusts in and out, and I slap my hands against the wall, scrabbling around for a hand hold. He might be re-entering me, but he's bouncing me around like I'm re-entering the atmosphere.

My bones shake and I'm coated in sweat. My teeth clack and my head lolls, and I swear he's going to break me into tiny pieces with the power of his pelvis.

"Fuck me, yes! Oh, lord above, keep fucking me." I've never been religious, but I could see myself worshiping at the flesh altar he's pumping in and out of me. He pounds into me over and over, and it's like riding a jackhammer. Like being hit by a train.

"Christ, sweet thing," he growls. "You're so fuckin' hot. So tight."

Then he pulls all the way out, and I swear I'm plummeting to earth through a raging thunderstorm. My skin crackles and everything suddenly feels so cold.

But my brutish burglar isn't done with me, yet. He holds me up with one arm, and sweeps the other over my husband's desk, clearing it in under a second. Then he swings me around to plant my bare ass on the top of it.

I reach for his jacket but he intercepts, gripping both my arms at the wrist in just one of his massive hands. In no time, he flips me so I'm facing the desk, my feet on the floor and my ass turned toward him, and he shoves me forward. I sprawl out and hold on, my tits squeezed between my ribs and the cold oak surface.

This big bastard angles his cock into my needy slit, and I hold my breath. He plunges in deep, and it feels like my whole body is getting fucked, not just my pussy. His balls slap my clit with every thrust, and he embeds his fingers in my flesh, hard enough to bruise. Jesus, maybe even hard enough to break the skin.

"That's it," he says, his voice tight with lust. "Take it all, sweet thing. Every goddamn inch."

I do my level best. There are just so many inches. He pumps into me, again and again, and my orgasm builds and builds like a tidal wave. There's a hard pressure inside me, and it's so fucking huge I can barely breathe.

"Oh, fuck, I'm coming," I moan, my voice hoarse with lust. "Fuck me. Fuck me!"

I buck my hips back against him, and he slaps my ass so hard it burns.

"More," I say, and I can hear it in my tone. I'm not just asking. I'm begging.

"Sweet…uppity…slut," he growls. I've never been one for dirty talk or rough play, but the way this man has me on a fucking string is absolutely everything.

"Yesss…" I hiss as he lands more and more sharp blows on every inch of my bare ass. Left side, right side, and down to my outer thighs. I've gone beyond heaven. The sharpness of the smacks and the searing heat of the pain coil around each other and swamp the rich pleasure in my core.

And when this enormous man drives his thumb in against my virgin back door, my entire body ignites. My bones grow spikes and pierce my flesh. My scalp catches fire and it burns down my spine like a trail of gunpowder. My pussy clamps down and I scream as surge after sharp, electric surge of pleasure floods through me.

And my burglar keeps fucking me. Harder and harder, faster and faster. He shoves his thumb in up to the knuckle and I scream again, louder and harder than I ever have before. My orgasm crests and crashes, and then it keeps right on rolling, as if it's an enormous boulder that can't be stopped.

The man behind me roars out with his own release, his hot cum shooting up inside me with such force I'm sure it's going to blow me apart. It fills me and fills me, and I swear I can feel it overflowing out of me and down my inner thighs.

We collapse on top of the desk together, gasping and panting, sweat-soaked and shaking. It's a good few minutes before I can even speak again.

"So," I say, my voice cracking. "What does my shitty husband owe you?"

"Hmm?" His voice sounds as cloudy as my head feels.

I roll over and struggle into a sitting position. My sex god gradually comes up off the desk and stands, tucking away his magical tool.

"Money," I say. "How much does Warren owe you?"

He smiles and shakes his head. "It ain't important no more, sweet thing."

"Don't do that. I already told you, I did this for me, not him."

My hunky housebreaker shrugs. "Four large."

I nod slowly, and ease myself off the desk. My legs barely work as I stumble across to my husband's safe and open it. Warren doesn't seem to realize his birthday is not exactly a secure combination.

"Let's see," I hum as I count out the money in hundreds. When I have it all together, I fan it out over the desktop. Where this man had me fanned out a moment ago. "Four thousand. All yours."

He steps forward and puts his hand down on the pile, but stops short of picking up the bills. "You sure about this, sweet thing?"

"Sure. Unless…"

He raises that damn eyebrow once more and it has me squirming with desire again. Instantly. "Unless…?"

I clear my throat and place my hand over his. "Well, if I pay you in full, you'll have no reason to come back, now. Will you?"

"Sweet thing…" It sounds a little like a warning, and a lot like a promise.

"Maci."

"Huh?"

"That's my name. In case you wanna scream it next time."

He flips his hand and grips mine, pulling me closer to his handsome face. "Now, who says there gonna be a next time?"

I lean past his face and flick his ear with my tongue. "Hey…a girl can dream, right?" Then I sink my teeth into his ear lobe and pull.

He hisses in surprise and then chuckles, and his rich voice rumbles through me like thunder.

"Sweet thing…you are the dream."

He presses a whisper-soft kiss to my cheek, and picks up a few of the hundreds off the desk. Leaving behind way more than half.

“Until next time,” he growls, and then walks out of the office and into the darkness.

“Until next time.”

THE END

Want more cheating stories?
Join my newsletter and get a bundle of bonus cheating erotic shorts.
Find it at:
https://so.trixytreat.net/sluttyfreebies


Like Bad Men?



Check out my earlier series, Cheating With My Exes, where April revisits some of her sexiest bad decisions, over the course of a wild, wet week!
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I need him to fill a role. I think he misheard me…

I haven’t always been the elegant, composed businesswoman you see before you. The ice queen who married stock trader Will McKinney.

My past is a wildland. I’ve never told Will how I paid for business school, but one look at my bod will clue you in.

Now that past is back to tempt me. Bradley Kirk. My first lover, my first husband…and the last man I want working for me.

He’s totally wrong for this job. Even if he was perfect, I’m not giving it to him. But the instant he strides into my office, I realize he doesn’t even want the job. He wants my body.

And, oh God…I’m giving it to him.

Find it at:
https://mybook.to/jobinterviewex


Or Flip The Script?



An older husband can offer so much. But can he offer what Tabitha wants more than anything else in the world?
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She takes all kinds of red hot lovin’…to get that sweet bun in her oven

I want a baby more than anything, and my husband’s apparently unwilling to come to the party.

So I take this show on the road, finding avid, boundless satisfaction in the arms of a younger man.

Okay, three younger men. After all, a woman has to keep her options open…not just her legs.

Includes: 
• Ravaging the Red Hot Rower

• Back For More While His Buddy Watches

• Breaking In His Bashful Buddy

• Coming Between Two Hot Jocks

• Taking Everything They Have

Find it at:
https://mybook.to/youngstudsbundle


About Trixy Treat



We're a husband and wife team exploring the illicit thrill of a wife doing something she knows she shouldn't. That heart pounding, intense emotion that you only get when you're really naughty. This wife would never cheat on her husband... or would she?

Check out Trixy's author page on Amazon for all the latest book releases!
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