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      Sex in the Crazy Zone is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to any organization, event, or person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      

      This short story is meant for readers over the age of 18.

      If curse words and graphic sex offend you, this story is not for you. If you love rolling-on-the-floor laughter and fun, this is the story for you.
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      This is for all the parents out there who are busy juggling jobs, family, and life…the lovers who are always on the hunt for a little bit of sex in the crazy zone. Hang in there. The parenting years fly by faster than you think.
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        ~A sexy short read.

      

      

      

      Ten years into their marriage, the love Ben and Angie have for each other is stronger than ever. They’re living the dream. They have a nice house in the suburbs. Ben drives a Mercedes Benz, Angie a child-safe SUV. Ben is a busy prosecuting attorney. Angie is taking time off to focus on raising their four kids and the family’s two elephant-sized dogs. Life in general is good.

      Their sex life? Not so much.

      With demanding schedules and the kids always under foot, their time beneath the sheets is practically non-existent. Always up for a challenge, Ben dreams of a few creative ways to keep their sex life alive and kicking.

      Will Angie go along with his ingenious plans for sex in the crazy zone, or leave Ben with a bad case of blue balls?
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      A foot kicks against my lower back and my left kidney screams in pain. I roll the top half of my aching body onto my right side, seeking relief. Instead, I’m met with a fist to the jaw. If I could somehow manage to get my legs out from under the body lying across my feet, I might be able to escape from the horrible beasts holding me hostage. But I am outnumbered. Unless reinforcements are sent to rescue me soon, I am doomed. I hope I’m able to survive the dark night. Surely things will look better in the light of day.

      I must have fallen asleep at some point in time because I awaken to a strong hand shaking my shoulder. I swing an arm out. “Go away.”

      “Angie. Wake up. It’s me. Ben.” His voice never rises above a whisper.

      “Shh. You’ll wake the enemy. I can’t handle any more torture tonight.”

      “Enemy?” He chuckles when I voice my fears. “They’re little kids, babe.”

      “You’re mistaken. Our children’s bodies have been taken over by MMA cage fighters… or something more sinister.” Ben tugs me into a sitting position. “That bad, huh?” He pats me gently on the back. I warm instantly to his touch.

      “You have no idea. So far tonight, I’ve sacrificed a kidney to Sydney’s feet and I’m pretty sure Taylor knocked three teeth loose with a right hook.” I rub my jawbone. Ben wouldn’t know about this because he didn’t stick around to field any of the damage inflicted by the vicious feet tap-dancing on my back, using it as a recital stage. “You wimp. You abandoned me and slept on the couch, didn’t you?”

      His answer is a quiet chuckle.

      “Traitor.” I push my tangled hair from my face. I can make out Ben’s bare chest in the moonlight trickling through the gap in the drapes. God, the man is beautiful, and all six feet two scrumptious inches of him belongs to me. Not to mention what he’s packing beneath his sleep pants.

      “I moved to the family room, but I’d barely started to snooze when Justin stumbled in and climbed under the quilt with me. If it makes you feel any better, our son elbowed me in the family jewels. I doubt I’ll ever be able to father another child.”

      I take a head count. He’s right. There are only three little invaders of the human kind, and two of the animal variety, in my bed. This time, I’m the one doing the laughing. “Yep. That makes me feel a whole lot better.”

      “Come here, Angie.” He peels the small, sleeping bodies away from me and lifts me to safety, cradling my body against his. “I have a plan.”

      “If it doesn’t involve an empty bed and sleep, I’m not interested.”

      “It involves sex, babe.” The warmth from his breath as he whispers in my ear sends a flood of molten heat through my body. He’s clutching a pair of red stilettos under his arm, the ones I retired after baby number two. I don’t even ask. If I ignore the vision, it may disappear.

      It’s been ages since we’ve had sex. Maybe even years. It’s as if our four children and two monster-sized dogs have dedicated their sad, misguided lives to destroying any chance Ben and I might have of achieving orgasms any time in the near future. Are they afraid one of their father’s sperm might get lucky with one of my eggs and in nine months another sibling will not-so-magically appear? Hell, I’m afraid of that possibility myself. Still, a screaming orgasm sounds awfully appealing right now. I’m even willing to ignore the fact that the hair on my legs is long enough to braid. Why shave if you’re not indulging in sex?

      I make an executive decision and decide sex takes precedence oversleep.

      “I like the sound of that.” I wrap my arms around Ben’s neck and hold on tight. His chest is bare and I snuggle into his warmth. My pebbled nipples grow harder as they rub against the rough hair on his chest.

      My big muscled guy carries me to the door that connects our room to the screened-in porch. He holds me as if I weigh nothing. Without losing his grip on me, he unlocks and opens the door quietly. He steps inside the porch and pulls the door almost closed, leaving a small crack. I look up at him but before I can ask, he answers my question. “In case one of the little people wakes up and calls for us.”

      “Personally, I worry more about one of them waking up and coming outside to find Daddy boinking Mommy under the glow of the dancing moonbeams.” Not only would it traumatize the child, but it could also ruin my chance at the elusive orgasm I’m always on the hunt for. Yes, I’m turning into a selfish bitch. I blame it on my recent lack of a sex life.

      “It’s not going to take me that long, babe. I’m about to blow my load just thinking about sinking my cock deep inside you. The hand jobs I give myself in the shower don’t seem to cut it anymore.”

      “I remember when we used to have shower sex together.” Back in the days before bringing home kids, or animals the size of elephants passing themselves off as dogs.

      “A distant memory, but damn, those were the days.” He covers my lips with his own and grinds his erection into my hip. “I gotta have you tonight. Or die trying.”

      Dying might be a bit overdramatic, but I won’t mention that. “You got me, big guy,” I reply in the sexiest voice I can muster.

      “Having all this backed-up semen inside me has got to be toxic.” He rubs his crotch, then jiggles his junk playfully. The size of him is visible through his superhero sleep pants. Damn, his dick is huge. And the things my man can do with it are beyond amazing.

      I pull my mind away from thoughts of the many ways Ben can please me in bed. Or used to, at least, back in the LBK days. Life Before Kids. “You sure know how to romance a girl, wearing those sexy cartoon pants.”

      “I’m very attached to them.” He glances down. “You gave them to me last Christmas, babe.”

      “That I did.” I gave the boys each a matching pair. But I sure miss the silk boxers Ben used to wear. I glance around the screened-in porch, searching for a blanket spread out on the floor, littered with rose petals. And where’s the romantic candles and soft music I assumed would be waiting for me? All I see is the kids’ plastic playhouse, their small picnic table, and a few toys that didn’t make it into the overflowing toy box.

      “Unless there’s a bed inside the playhouse, I’m thinking this isn’t going to happen,” I point out.

      “I’m over six feet tall. I don’t fit inside the girls’ little toy house.” His voice carries a spark of mischief.

      “Exactly.” I slide out of his arms and stand facing him with my arms crossed. Looks like he got me all excited for nothing.

      “Don’t look so disappointed, Angie. Surely you didn’t expect a romantic set-up. You know, like flowers and candlelight. This is all about getting a little relief for my blue balls and whatever it is you call ‘lack of sex until it reaches the painful plateau’ in a woman. It’s you and me against them, babe.” He crooks his head in the direction of our bedroom. “If we’re lucky, we’ll get a good fifteen minutes in before one of the kids wakes up and comes searching for us. If we get really lucky, maybe we’ll manage two full rounds before they launch a search and rescue party.”

      He looks so incredibly hopeful. And handsome. But yes, I did expect a little romance before we play the world-famous hide-the-salami game. Still, Ben is right. We both need sex. Romance before sex is highly overrated when you’re juggling four kids and two elephant-sized animals that won’t sleep in their own rooms. Which, by the way, is totally Ben’s fault. Not that I’m one to point that out to him…at least not more than a few times a day.
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