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My husband had one too many drinks. I told him I was going to bed and to meet me after fifteen minutes. That was half an hour ago, and I was ravenous. Two weeks have passed since the last time we had sex. Most of that was my fault. I wasn’t in the mood at all. Today, on the other hand, I need what he has, and I need it now. The problem was the object of my desire was located on a drunk husband. The idiot probably lost track of time. Usually, I would pop myself with the silver bullet, but today, I wanted the real thing. 

I stroll into the living room in only a see-threw nightie. I loved how the material felt on my body when I was in the mood. The TV was on, but my husband had fallen asleep. Angry wasn’t the word to describe how I felt. He can’t do anything right. I grab the remote, turn off the TV, and place a blanket on my snoring husband. I guess it is time for the silver bullet, after all. Maybe I will try to wake him with sex. It was a game we used to play for years until someday, and by someday, I mean children, ended that affair. The kids were gone at my mother’s house for the weekend. Someone else was in the house, though. 

I look for his friend and the source of my hornyness. My husband's friend Ronnie came to stay with us for a few days while he looked at investment properties. Ronnie is everything my husband used to be but isn’t anymore. They were college football players, but Ronnie stayed in shape and kept his amazing body well into his forties. Ronnie was handsome, toned, and had a salt and pepper five o'clock shadow. My husband said fuck it; he ate everything and has exploded past dad body to beer belly. When we started dating many years ago, he was shredded—Musclue on top muscle. Work, kids, and the common excuses were the cause of the flub. I gained a couple of pounds but nothing like that.

We went swimming earlier in the day and then barbequed. Watching Ronnie jump in the water and flex his tone body sent my hormones racing like I was sixteen again. I couldn’t take my eyes off his swimming tunks as they gripped his cock when he got out of the water. I wished I could jump in the shower with him when we finished, but I couldn’t. I planned to use the hornyness that he gave me to pleasure my husband, but that idiot got too drunk reminiscing about the days they played football. Not fair.  

I sit on the couch and shake my husband's leg. The only response was a snore. I shake it again, and still nothing. I looked around for Ronnie, but he was gone. I lean down to look down the hallway, and the door to the guest room is closed. I crawl on top of my husband and kiss him. The next attempt to wake the sleeping giant was a lick and then nibbled his ear to wake him—still nothing. 

Desire increased by the movements. Was he awake and pretending to be still asleep? The hubster had a thing for that, and I did, too. I open his shorts and put his little limp cock in my mouth. Hoping this would wake him. I begin to suck, but it doesn’t get hard. I suck and suck and nothing. He doesn’t wake up, either my husband or his cock. I sit up and pound the couch. I want dick. 

Strong hands grip my shoulders, and I tense up. “What’s wrong, Kim?” asked Ronnie. I didn’t know what to say or do. I was half-naked in a sheer black nightie, my nipples could cut glass, and I held my husband's limp cock in my hand. The hands dug into my muscles, and my lady bits exploded. I had to tell my naughty little lovezone we were not doing that. 

“I am trying to wake Dan,” I muttered. 

“It looks like you are trying to do more than that. Maybe I can help,” he said. I felt a kiss on the back of my neck. Sparks of fear, nervousness, and horniness mingle for the cocktail of I am In Big Trouble. “I saw you watching me today. Did you like what you saw? Here, let me help you with this,” he said. 

I JUMPED UP, RAN INTO MY BEDROOM, LOCKED THE DOOR, AND SLEPT. 

No, I didn’t do that, but I should have. I was frozen in place because I allowed my naughty brain to drift too much that day. I wanted him to take me in the pool, on the couch, and at dinner. I should have done that, but I didn’t. I dreamed of having sex with him for twelve hours straight, and that is why I am contemplating it now. Usually, I shrug off unwanted advances and flirt a little during wanted advances. This was different. 

Devious fingers grabbed the spaghetti straps and moved them over my shoulder. Then, the strong hands massaged my shoulders down to my hanging breasts. The entire time, he kissed my neck, licked my earlobe, and told me I was beautiful. I was frozen with lust. My brain tried to override the situation, but it couldn’t. I had let the fantasy of Ronnie fester too long that day. It took root, and now it was blossoming. 

I haven’t moved yet. I was a bystander in the event. My eyes shut, and I felt the hands work on my nipples while my ears consumed the sweet nothings. One hand slid a little lower. I took a deep breath, eager for it and bracing for the pleasure that came moments later. Ronnie’s finger found my clit in seconds. I gasped out and opened my eyes. My husband snored on the couch, his limp dick glistening from the light and my spit.

What am I doing? Right in front of him? Am I really doing this? I need to get up and run, but I can't. Ronnie’s hand just slipped inside and was searching for Gspot. The other hand caressed my breast. The naughty mouth sucked and licked my neck. I took a deep breath only to consume the wonderful smell of man.

He pushed me forward on top of my husband. I felt his tongue enter the back of me. I moaned out and hugged my husband's fat body. Fingers plunge in after the mouth sloshed around in my wetness. They were wet now, too. How could they not? My lady bits were like Niagara Falls. I was so wet. The deviousness and naughtiness of this event rivaled nothing I had performed before. I only cheated once during our marriage, and that was on a girl's trip to Nashville, hundreds of miles away, and not on top of my husband. If he woke up by some miracle, I would lose it all. It was that danger that drove my arousal to levels I never dreamt possible. 

I felt the first shutter of my orgasm rush from the pit of my stomach. I grabbed my husband's chunky body tighter and prayed he didn’t wake up before I felt this. This massive rush of emotion and
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