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  Prologue
 
   
 
   
 
  John sat in the small examination room, stared at the sterile white walls, and wished he was anywhere else. The heavy, bitter scent of antiseptics and other chemicals bothered him most. He could handle the cold room, the scratchy thin paper spread over the examination table’s black vinyl cushion, and the boring posters on the wall showing the different layers of human skin. Tongue depressors in a glass jar, and the industrial-sized hand sanitizer next to the sink…those items didn’t bother him.
 
  Fucking hate that smell.
 
  A severe case of childhood asthma had kept him in hospitals until he’d known the doctors and nurses by name. His illness had followed an ugly pattern, and it had never deviated. A severe asthma attack had left him gasping for oxygen, and that damned scent had filled his nose until he’d silently prayed for suffocation.
 
  The scent of hospitals made his skin crawl, and he knew he’d have trouble sleeping for the next several nights. It was the precursor to uncomfortable furniture, plastic smiles, and quiet conversations with young, earnest doctors.
 
  And nothing has changed.
 
  The door opened, and the Air Force doctor stepped into the room. Like the doctors of his youth, this one looked like he’d just graduated from medical school. Despite his youthful appearance, though, he was cool, and John liked his easygoing manner.
 
  The doctor set his clipboard down, slid a rolling chair closer to the examination table, and met his eyes.
 
  “What’s the score, Doc? Give it to me straight.”
 
  “You have the lowest sperm count of any human male…maybe ever.”
 
  “I’m sterile?”
 
  He shook his head. “No. You’ve got some live swimmers, but they’re so few and far between, they might as well be carrying the winning lottery numbers.”
 
  “Is there anything I can…?”
 
  “You’ve done everything, John. There’s nothing I can prescribe. There’s no procedure, operation, or secret formula that will materially affect the quality of your sperm.”
 
  “Fertility treatments…?”
 
  “Are expensive, and in my opinion, they’re unlikely to produce a different result.” The doctor took a breath. “You’ll spend a ton of money, experience a lot of disappointment, and likely find yourself in exactly the same spot…only poorer.”
 
  “Well, that sucks.”
 
  “You can still be a parent, a father, a dad, but you need to consider the sad, simple fact that you won’t be the biological father.”
 
  “Yeah. Okay.” John’s shoulders sagged.
 
  “I know your first attempt at adoption didn’t end well, but that’s no reason to give up,” the doctor continued encouragingly.
 
  John shook his head. “Becca can’t go through that again.”
 
  “I understand. There is always a reproductive facility. A cryo-bank.”
 
  “A what?”
 
  “Sperm bank.” The doctor gave him a supportive smile. “That’s the common term. It’s pretty advanced nowadays, and most facilities have a search function that allow you to choose basic characteristics…like race and ethnicity. Or you can roll the dice with an anonymous donor.”
 
  “My wife…” John released a ragged sigh. “I don’t think she’ll go for it.”
 
  The doctor’s warm hand settled on his shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Give it some thought. Discuss it with your wife. If you have any questions, call me.”
 
  “Yes, sir. Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.”

 
      
  Chapter One
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn’s pace slowed…only half a step, but it was enough to cause a spike of anger, and he pushed himself harder. The hotel loomed only a short distance ahead. That was the end of his run. He drifted closer to the surf where the sand was firmer and provided more traction. His stride lengthened, his lungs labored for oxygen, and he leaned into the final sprint. He sucked in great gulps of air, and the familiar light-headedness of a hard run narrowed his vision.
 
  He didn’t let up. He wasn’t built that way.
 
  Weakness was for lesser men. Weakness got you killed.
 
  An angry shout of defiance exploded from his chest, and he coaxed an extra effort from his fatigued body. He added one last burst of speed, pumping his arms hard, and flashed by the hotel that marked the end of his run.
 
  His eyes flicked to his wrist, and he smiled at the time reflected on the screen.
 
  Best time since…
 
  Memories of that day flashed through his brain for the billionth time, and he jerked his attention back to the beach. Waves rolled onto the shore, and the soothing sound of the ocean calmed his heartrate. He rested both hands on top of his head, and the sweet taste of oxygen filled his lungs. A smiled curved his lips.
 
  I’m ready.
 
  One last deep breath, and he turned back to the hotel.
 
  Despite his best efforts, his mind drifted back to his last assignment in Afghanistan. He’d been seriously injured, and he’d lost a damned good friend and mentor. Memories made him wince. They were still too fresh, too raw, too painful to examine today.
 
  He trudged through the deep white sand, and reminded himself that he was at the beach to relax and forget the past.
 
  It was summertime.
 
  He was at the beach.
 
  Life was good.
 
  The daily invasion had begun, and tourists started to stake out territory along the beach. He maneuvered his way around a few clusters of tourists, and finally reached the hotel property. He offered a plastic smile to the other guests as he passed, and studiously avoided the lingering stares of a few more aggressive females. It wasn’t that he wasn’t interested, because he was, but a romantic entanglement was the last thing he needed in his life.
 
  When he made it back to his room, he found the message light flashing on the phone. He snatched the handset, and punched the necessary code to retrieve the message. An excited smile curved his lips when he heard his commanding officer’s voice on the other end.
 
  His smile died a quick death.
 
  A second later, he slammed the phone down and threw his hotel key across the room. Anger, concern, and worry flooded through his body, and he slumped into the hotel recliner. The rough fabric scraped his skin, but he ignored it and replayed the message in his head.
 
  DeShawn, I hope you’re enjoying South Padre. Listen, I spoke to the major today, and we’re not going to bring you back to combat-ready status. We both feel you need a little more time. I know this news is a real gut-punch, but I have more bad news. The team is being deployed. We got the call last night, and we’re departing in about thirty minutes. You know the deal.
 
  His friends had been supposed to meet him, but now they were being deployed on short notice. Their destination was classified, but it didn’t take a rocket scientist to know they’d end up somewhere in the Middle East. Only one reason existed for a rapid deployment, and it certainly wasn’t a training mission.
 
  Worry, guilt, and shame washed over him.
 
  I should be there.
 
  It wasn’t right. It sure as hell wasn’t fair. But he didn’t live in a world of right and fair, and he’d accepted that fact the moment he’d enlisted.
 
  The silent hotel room had no answers, but he couldn’t bring himself to move. Several minutes passed before the message light started blinking again. He knew better, but he still hoped it was his captain calling with better news. He picked up the receiver, retrieved the message…and rolled his eyes. A welcome package was at the front desk.
 
  A fuckin’ welcome package?

 
      
  Chapter Two
 
   
 
   
 
  John stuffed the last suitcase into his truck, and slammed it shut. Sweat poured down his forehead, and he swiped a hand across his face before the sweat could reach his eyes. The summer heat of west Texas sucked the moisture out of his body. He heaved a deep sigh, started the car engine, and set the air conditioning on full blast. Then he closed the car door, stared at their front door, and debated whether to go check on his wife.
 
  Their vacation to South Padre Island was only for a week, but Becca had packed as though it was going to be a month. He didn’t mind, though, because they needed the vacation. Their marriage had been under a lot of stress recently, and this vacation was their chance at a fresh start. Large amounts of sun, sand, surf, and lots of drinks were on the docket. Summertime at the beach! He smiled, remembering the bikinis Becca had packed. Sex—lots of sex—was also on the menu.
 
  Then his smile died a slow, painful death.
 
  Not that it will matter. I’m the next best thing to sterile.
 
  They’d just celebrated four years of marriage, and since they were junior enlisted personnel, they’d been assigned a small home on the base. It was cool because they were surrounded by other junior enlisted folks, and they had lots of friends nearby. There was always a BBQ, potluck, or some other get-together happening. Even though money was tight for folks in their pay grade, no one minded cheap beer, hot dogs, and hamburgers.
 
  He left the car running, and jogged inside. “How’s it coming…love of my life?”
 
  “I’m ready, baby. Let’s roll!”
 
  Becca emerged from their bathroom, adjusting the straps to her tank top, and he couldn’t help but admire the view. The tank top covered her ample breasts…barely. It wouldn’t get her arrested, but it provided the maximum amount of cleavage.
 
  She pinched his ass as she passed him, and skipped out the door. He took the opportunity to admire her ass as she headed for the car. Her yoga pants left nothing to the imagination, and her ass looked amazing. She’d pulled her long blonde hair back into a ponytail, and a baseball cap and sunglasses completed her outfit.
 
  I don’t deserve her!
 
  He completed one last visual inspection of the house, then locked the door and followed Becca. He slid into the driver’s seat, and backed out of the driveway. A kiss on the cheek from his beautiful wife, and they were off!
 
  The drive to South Padre Island was uneventful, except for his wife flashing her large breasts at several truck drivers along the way. Normally it was a five-hour drive, but they made it in four hours thanks to his heavy foot. The summer weather was supposed to be great on the island. No hurricanes, and no torrential rains. The weather guys on base had assured him the forecast held only solid sunshine for the entire week.
 
  They drove over the large bridge, and stared open-mouthed at the water below them. The sight was breathtaking and a little scary, and he was glad when they finally located the hotel. He pulled into the parking lot, and popped the trunk. Another kiss on the cheek from Becca, and he smiled in response. That cheek was getting a lot of action.
 
  “Woo hoo! We’re finally here.” He cut off the engine, and grabbed her hand. “Let’s have some fun this week, baby. It’s just you and me. Let’s throw limits out the window, and get crazy. I want to wake up every morning with a hangover and a smile. Sound good?”
 
  “You have no idea how good that sounds. Just remember you said that, mister, because I’m holding you to every word. I hope you brought you’re A-game, because I fully expect you to get me pregnant this week!”
 
  He forced a smile. “I’ll get the luggage if you’ll get us checked in. Text me with the room number, and I’ll meet you there with the luggage.”
 
  His wife kicked her feet excitedly before she skipped towards the hotel entrance. The hotel was huge. John had reserved a room on the ground floor with access to the pool and the beach. On their meager salaries, the cost was significant, but Becca and his marriage were worth it.
 
  His phone buzzed as he pulled the last suitcase out of the trunk. Becca texted him their room number and, after a second, he realized he’d parked on the wrong side of the hotel. Their room was located on the other end of the property. He surveyed the three suitcases, and cursed his bad sense of direction. Two of them belonged to Becca and, of course, they were the heaviest. His own suitcase was light, because it basically held a bunch of shorts and t-shirts.
 
  Their luggage was a hand-me-down gift from his parents, which was great because it had been free, but it also meant the luggage was old. None of the suitcases had wheels, so he was stuck carrying all three suitcases to the room.
 
  Stuffing his phone in his pocket, he slid his suitcase under his arm and grabbed Becca’s two suitcases. Unfortunately, the hotel path took him all the way around the hotel. There wasn’t a short-cut. When he finally arrived at their hotel room, his face was flushed, he was breathing heavily, and his shirt was plastered to his skin.
 
  When he knocked on the door, Becca opened it and then started laughing. “Holy shit, honey. What the heck happened to you? You’re drenched!”
 
  He struggled inside the room, dropped the luggage, and collapsed on the bed.
 
  “I thought our room was on the other side of the hotel. When I got your text, I realized I’d parked on the wrong side. I thought about re-parking, but the car is already at the entrance.”
 
  Becca leaned over him, and patted his face dry. “Well, I’m glad you made it. Why don’t you take a quick shower, and then we can hit the pool?”
 
  “Sounds great, want to join me?”
 
  She shook her head. “The front desk has a welcome package for us. It’s a military appreciation thing.”
 
  “Cool. That’s nice of them.”
 
  “I thought so, too. I’ll be right back.”
 
  He pulled himself upright with a sigh, and started for the bathroom. He heard the door close behind him, and got the shower going. It felt good to let the cool water run over his neck. He closed his eyes, and reminded himself why they’d come. His wife. His marriage. Their future. He’d move heaven and earth to make Becca happy.
 
  He smiled to himself. Memories of their first meeting flashed through his brain, and he let the sweet memories take over. They’d met in Technical Training School, but despite having several courses together, he hadn’t bothered to speak to her. She was always surrounded by men vying for her attention, and since he’d always been naturally shy, the thought of initiating a conversation with her terrified him. Besides, his training was demanding, and the wash-out rate was almost fifty percent. Becca was a distraction he didn’t need…until she wasn’t.
 
  “Hi. John, right?”
 
  Becca’s perfect smile tore through his thoughts, and he croaked a response. “Uhhh, yeah.”
 
  “Looks like we’re working together.”
 
  “Right. Yeah.”
 
  She slid into the seat next to him. “Where do you want to start?”
 
  Whether it was fate or luck, he wasn’t sure, but they were paired in several exercises, and surprisingly they worked well together. After they scored a perfect score on an important exam, Becca took the initiative and asked him to a movie. He still couldn’t remember what they talked about on their first official date, because every time he looked at her he lost his train of thought. Despite what had to be a poor showing on his behalf, she suggested another date, and it wasn’t long before they became a couple.
 
  Becca had gone to college before joining the military, and it was clear she was more experienced…especially sexually. They’d been dating for a several months before they had sex and, of course, she took the lead. Several weeks after their first time together, he summoned the courage to ask her about the tattoo on her hip. It was a black spade about the size of a playing card, with the letter Q in the middle. The letter was done in red ink, and the entire spade was surrounded by a wreath. A professional had obviously done the work, and he thought it looked sexy.
 
  He’d expected a cute story, maybe about a dare or something, and his mouth dropped open when she explained what the tattoo meant. “It’s a Queen of Spades tattoo. It means I prefer black men. I mean, I used to prefer black men. I don’t anymore.”
 
  “Wow,” he replied after his shock had passed.
 
  “It was a phase I went through in college.” She squeezed his hand. “That’s it. I promise.”
 
  He offered a half smile. Despite her assurances, he remained concerned he wasn’t her type. He’d heard the saying about black men, and he’d seen enough black guys in the showers to know it was more true than not.
 
  When she saw his hesitation, she kissed him and whispered that she loved him dearly.
 
  He proposed the next day. And she’d been the center of his world ever since.
 
  He released a deep, heavy sigh, and the cool water brought him back to the present. He finished his shower and dressed in shorts, a T-shirt, and flip flops. He was just about to text Becca when he heard her laughing. Slipping the curtains aside, he peeked out the window, and saw her laughing and talking with someone.
 
  He pulled the door open, and Becca motioned to him. “Baby, come over here. I want you to meet someone.”
 
  He stepped outside. “Hi. I’m John, and you’ve obviously met my wife, Becca.”
 
  The new arrival smiled and shook his hand. John guessed he was in his late twenties, and he looked like he’d just stepped off the cover of a muscle magazine. His chest muscles stretched his tank top, his shoulders and biceps bulged, and veins were clearly visible beneath his dark skin.
 
  “I’m DeShawn, and yes, I’ve met your lovely wife. The front desk had our welcome packages, and it turns out I’m staying in the room next door. We chatted on our way back over here.”
 
  DeShawn had a smooth baritone voice, and he spoke with a compelling confidence that John found reassuring. His smile revealed perfectly straight white teeth and dimples. He stood a few inches over six feet, and he was obviously in great shape. If he had any body fat on him, John couldn’t see it. His hair was cut close to his scalp in a classic military cut.
 
  John kept his smile in place. “Cool. So you’re in the military, too?”
 
  “Air Force. Para-rescue.”
 
  “Hey, that’s cool. We’re Air Force, too.”
 
  “Yeah, your wife mentioned it. I’m here on vacation, and I was supposed to meet some friends, but they were deployed unexpectedly.”
 
  “That sucks.”
 
  DeShawn shrugged. “It happens, especially in our career field. You get used to it after a while. It’s the families that really suffer.” Concern briefly furrowed his brow, and it was obvious he was thinking about his friends and their families.
 
  Becca smiled sympathetically at him. “We have friends who deployed overseas. Fortunately the Air Force provides a lot of support, and the other families really pitch in to help them.”
 
  John nodded, and exchanged a glance with his wife. They were thinking the same thing.
 
  “You’re more than welcome to hang out with us. You’re right next door, and we’re going to be here all week. We’d enjoy the company. I gotta warn you, though, Becca can get pretty wild.”
 
  His wife laughed, blushed, and punched his arm. “You’re so full of shit. Don’t believe a word he says. I’m an angel, and if you look close, you’ll see my halo and wings.”
 
  DeShawn smiled. “An angel, huh?”
 
  “You’ll see,” she replied.
 
  “Can’t wait.”
 
  DeShawn’s response was light and friendly, but his eyes expressed an obvious interest. Becca noticed, and gave him a wide, interested smile.
 
  “Seriously though, you’re hanging with us this week, and we won’t take no for an answer.” She winked. “We also know where you’re staying, so don’t try and hide.”
 
  “I wouldn’t dream of it, ma’am.”
 
  John watched the interplay between his wife and DeShawn, and couldn’t help but notice the electricity between them. His heart rate spiked, his breathing grew shallow, and he had to force himself to remain calm. His wife liked black men, but he trusted her, and DeShawn seemed like a great guy.
 
  Relax.
 
  He took a quiet deep breath. “Why don’t you two put those packages away, and let’s hit the beach.”
 
  “Great idea, babe,” his wife replied.
 
  DeShawn smiled. “I’ll meet you there.”

 
      
  Chapter Three
 
   
 
   
 
  A few minutes later, they staked out their own territory on the sand, and as luck would have it, they were near the hotel bar. John rented some lounge chairs, DeShawn ordered drinks, and Becca settled into her chair…content to be waited on by two men. The ocean breeze kept the heat to a manageable level, and their umbrellas kept them in the shade.
 
  In short, it was a perfect day at the beach.
 
  South Padre Island sat just north of the Texas/Mexico border. The blue/green water contrasted nicely against the white sand beaches. The sound of the surf filled the air, and it provided the perfect accompaniment to their drinks. It wasn’t long before they were talking like old friends.
 
  “I’m hot, and the water looks great. Who’s with me?”
 
  Becca had picked a chair in between the guys, and was on her third margarita. She finished the potent beverage with a flourish, stood, and removed the wrap around her waist. Her micro-bikini left little to the imagination, and almost every male face on the beach turned in her direction. Based on DeShawn’s expression, it was clear he also approved of her bikini.
 
  “Quit staring, put your tongues back in your mouths, and let’s go!”
 
  His wife walked through the sand, her hips swaying, and John’s mouth suddenly went dry. Becca worked out regularly, and the Brazilian-cut bikini did little to cover her toned assets. DeShawn followed her, but John decided to use the restroom. When he returned, Becca and DeShawn were playing around in the surf and splashing each other. His wife’s eyes were devouring DeShawn, and she seemed to fall against him with an erotic regularity. Instead of joining them, though, he ordered another drink and returned to his lounge chair.
 
  Becca stumbled in the surf, cried out, and started to fall. DeShawn surged through the water, and managed to catch her before she went under the waves. His arms slid under her, and he carried her out of the water. She slid her arm around DeShawn’s neck, and leaned her head against his chest.
 
  John took a long sip of his beer, and admitted they looked amazing together. The contrast in their skin tones was beautiful. And strangely…erotic. He glanced around, and couldn’t help noticing several women seated near them watched DeShawn and Becca with envious eyes.
 
  He shifted on the lounge chair, and embarrassment flooded through him when he realized he was hard as a rock.
 
  What the fuck?
 
  DeShawn lowered Becca carefully onto her chair, and his mouth dropped open. John smiled, because he knew DeShawn had just seen how transparent Becca’s suit got when it was wet. She’d purchased the suit just for this vacation, and it was made of a light material that turned sheer when it got wet. DeShawn’s eyes were also locked on her midsection, specifically the spade tattoo on her hip, and recognition flashed in his eyes. His gaze eventually left the tattoo, traveled up her body, and finally their eyes met. An inviting smile curved her lips. It was a sexy smile that clearly communicated she’d seen him admiring her tattoo, her body, and she was happy to have his attention.
 
  “You rescued me, and that makes you my hero.” She kissed him. “Consider that a thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome. Anytime, anytime at all.”
 
  DeShawn made it back to his lounge chair, took a long pull from his beer bottle, and then excused himself. John watched the entire interlude with some amusement, and more than a little lust. Becca was beautiful, and there was no denying it. Early in their relationship, it had made him nervous and sometimes angry when men had grown aggressive in trying to get her attention. She hadn’t encouraged it, but she hadn’t stopped it, either. Finally, after struggling with it for several months, he’d realized there was a price to pay for marrying a beautiful woman.
 
  His wife was always careful to politely decline any offers, and there were a lot of them. She never led anyone on, and she didn’t have any special male friends. She’d never once given him a reason to be jealous. They had several male friends who were African-American, and she’d never reacted to them the way she was acting towards DeShawn…
 
  And that made all the difference.
 
  He’d never seen Becca so visibly excited by another man, and her obvious attraction to DeShawn affected him deeply. She was clearly attracted to DeShawn, and based on the looks DeShawn received from other women, it was obvious he was uncommonly good-looking. He had a charismatic and authentic personality, and even though they’d only known each other for a short time, John sensed DeShawn was a good person.
 
  An idea started to percolate in his brain. A crazy, unbelievable idea. He dismissed it at first, and then dismissed it again because it was frightening…and exciting. He focused on the beach and tried to shift his mind away from the idea, but it was growing like a fungus.
 
  “Be right back,” he mumbled.
 
  Becca’s voice followed him. “Have fun!”
 
  He ran down to the beach, and dived into the water. Smooth, strong strokes carried him out past the waves. Beyond the surf it was quiet, and his mind cooled. After a few minutes of treading water, he regained control of himself, and swam towards the beach. He stayed in the water, body-surfing in the waves until his skin started to prune. Finally he glanced towards the shore, and noticed DeShawn and Becca laughing together.
 
  The idea exploded in his brain again, and demanded his attention. It couldn’t work. Could it? Even if Becca agreed, he doubted DeShawn would, and he didn’t want to take the risk.
 
  Hunger rumbled in his stomach, and he decided he’d had enough body surfing. He walked back to their chairs.
 
  “You guys getting hungry?”
 
  “Absolutely.” DeShawn nodded.
 
  “Yeah, babe. I need something in my stomach before I do any more drinking.”
 
  “Cool. Let’s clean up and grab something.”
 
  Becca slid her hand inside his, and pressed herself against him as they walked back to their room. It was nice to be close to her again, and he needed to talk to her about DeShawn. The idea wouldn’t go away, and he knew instinctively that the only way to exorcise it would be to share it with his wife. He needed her input, and he hoped she wouldn’t kick him out of the room for the rest of the week.
 
  Only two outcomes were possible with this kind of idea.
 
  It would either be a fantastic success, or a spectacular failure.

 
      
  Chapter Four
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca went straight for the shower and invited him in with her, but he held back. He sat on the bed, and searched his brain for the right way to share his thoughts. Finally, he gave up, and decided to wing it. He entered the bathroom, lowered the toilet lid, and sat down.
 
  “What’s on your mind, baby?” she asked when she realized he was there. “You were awful quiet. And how come you didn’t join us in the water?”
 
  He didn’t answer. Truthfully, he didn’t trust is voice. His heart pounded in his chest, and a light sheen of sweat covered his forehead. Tension joined the silence, and together they grew until they filled the small bathroom.
 
  Finally she pulled the shower curtain back. “Earth to John. What’s going on? Are you okay?”
 
  “I’m fine, honey. I just have something on my mind. That’s all.” He wiped his face, and gave her a shaky smile. “Finish your shower, and we can talk about it.”
 
  “You’re not mad, are you? DeShawn thought you might be mad because you spent so much time in the water, then suggested we leave.”
 
  He leaned forward, kissed her, and snuck a quick look at her naked body.
 
  Yep, it was still fantastic.
 
  “No. I’m definitely not mad. DeShawn is a great guy, and I’m glad we met him. I noticed you two seemed to hit it off, and he certainly liked your tattoo.”
 
  A bright, cute blush colored her cheeks, and she pushed him away. She pulled the shower curtain back into place, and resumed her shower. A second later, she stated the obvious.
 
  “Baby, don’t get mad, but Deshawn is super handsome, and his body…holy shit, it’s amazing. He also doesn’t have the arrogance that always seems to come from being really good looking.” Her voice fell silent for a moment. “Anyway, I enjoyed his company.”
 
  John watched her silhouette as she ran the bar of soap over her body. He loved to watch her. She thought he was crazy, but sometimes watching his wife was like watching softcore porn.
 
  He swallowed carefully. “I understand, and that’s what I wanted to talk to you about. Okay?”
 
  “Sure thing, honey,” she said. “Give me fifteen minutes. I love you.”
 
  “I love you, too.”
 
  He hoped she’d continue to love him after…
 
  The TV was showing an action flick with car chases, scantily clad women, and explosions. He did his best to focus on it, but he failed miserably. Almost exactly fifteen minutes later, Becca flopped down next to him and kissed his cheek. Her hand slid down to his ass, and she gave it a squeeze.
 
  “Do you think we’ll be getting naked tonight?”
 
  “Damned straight! The last time didn’t go so well, and I definitely want a rematch.”
 
  It was hard to acknowledge his recent performance issues, but he thought pretending it hadn’t happened would make it worse.
 
  Becca ran her fingers through his hair. “Baby, it’s just a temporary thing. You’re putting too much pressure on yourself. It will happen, don’t worry.” She snuggled closer, and kissed his cheek again. “I’ll just have to spend more time naked around you.”
 
  “Maybe not.”
 
  Becca went still, and her eyes searched his face. “What do you mean?”
 
  He released a deep sigh, silenced the television, and sat up. Becca sat up with him, and her hand stroked his leg.
 
  “I met with the doctor before we left.”
 
  “You told me,” she said. “A low sperm count, that’s all.”
 
  “No. He said a very low sperm count. There hasn’t been any improvement, and he told me I may never be able to…”
 
  “Honey, stop. I don’t care how low your sperm count is…we’ll keep trying.”
 
  “And failing. We’ve been trying to conceive for almost two years. I can’t wait to be a parent with you, but we need to face the fact that our child may not come from me.” A shaky breath left him. “From my sperm.”
 
  They held each other, and her body shook with silent tears. It had been two years since they started trying to conceive a child. They’d tried everything, but his sperm count was just too low.
 
  They’d tried adopting, but it was expensive, and their last attempt had ended painfully. The little girl they’d tried to adopt was beautiful. She’d been just three months old…and perfect. The fact that she was black hadn’t mattered for a second. They’d wanted her as soon as they’d seen her.
 
  The adoption process had been going fine, but without warning, the adoptive mother had changed her mind. They hadn’t faulted her decision, but it had still been excruciating. Their friends and family had shared their heartbreak and provided a ton of support, but in the end, they’d been left childless.
 
  He sighed, quietly retrieved some tissues, and handed them to his wife.
 
  “Thank you. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be such a mess.” She sniffed, and let out a short laugh. “It’s summertime. We’re supposed to be on vacation, and here I am crying.”
 
  “I’m sorry, honey. It’s my fault.”
 
  He moved behind her and massaged her shoulders. Becca liked massages, and he could feel the tension in her muscles start to recede. Her groan broke the silence as she leaned into his hands. It was as good a time as any. He took another quiet, deep breath.
 
  Here goes nothing!
 
  “We both want you to get pregnant this week, right?”
 
  “Yeah.” She dragged the word out.
 
  “And you mentioned this a fertile time of the month for you. Am I right?”
 
  “Yep. I’m definitely ovulating this week.” Her head moved in circles, and she directed him to those hard-to-reach spots. “That feels really good, honey…don’t stop.”
 
  “I was just thinking that we should take every opportunity we have this week. “
 
  “Duh. I thought we already agreed on that part.” She patted his hands, and that was her cue for him to stop. “What are you trying to say?”
 
  Silence hung in the air for several seconds before he gulped a deep breath, took her hand, and met her questioning gaze. “What I’m trying to say is…we just want a happy, healthy baby. We obviously don’t care about the race of the child, so long as it’s ours.”
 
  “I agree.”
 
  “If an opportunity presents itself…”
 
  “An opportunity…?”
 
  “Even if it’s not me, I think we should take it.”
 
  He released the breath he’d been holding, and waited for her to explode. Her expression was blank with confusion…at first. Then she connected the dots. Comprehension dawned on her face, followed quickly by denial, and finally genuine surprise. Her chin lowered, her mouth dropped open, and her eyes flashed a question at him.
 
  He answered with a slow nod.
 
  It was a small victory that she didn’t throw him out on his ass.
 
  A really, really small victory.
 
  She stood abruptly, moved off the bed, and sat down on the small chair in the corner of their room. She wouldn’t meet his eyes. She was quiet…too quiet. It was the kind of quiet he’d learned to fear. His heart thudded in his chest, but he closed the hole under his nose and waited. And waited. He’d planted the idea, and now he could only wait to see if it grew.
 
  A lifetime of seconds passed before her voice broke the silence. “Let me get this straight, because I think we need to be very clear about what we’re discussing.”
 
  He jerked his head in a nod-like gesture.
 
  “You’re suggesting I fuck DeShawn. You want your wife to fuck another man.”
 
  “Honey…”
 
  “Not just fuck him. No. That would be too easy. You want me to fuck him bareback. You’re suggesting we let him knock me up. Impregnate me. Am I right?”
 
  A flood of words tried to escape his mouth at once. What ended up coming out wasn’t words; it wasn’t even a language. It was more of a garbled squawk. He swallowed, took a breath, and collected himself. “Let me explain…”
 
  “No. You’ve explained enough.” She stabbed a finger at him. “Answer me. Is your intent to have DeShawn fuck me and impregnate me? It’s a simple question.”
 
  In for a penny, in for a pound.
 
  He took a breath. “Yes. That is exactly what I’m suggesting. If DeShawn is cool with it, you two have as much sex as humanly possible this week. Hopefully you’ll conceive.”
 
  “I can’t believe you.”
 
  “I’d still like to have sex with you, but given my recent performance, I don’t think I’m your best option.”
 
  He immediately wished he could take the words back.
 
  He winced, wiped the sweat from his brow, and took a deep, quiet breath.
 
  A memory returned while he waited for the wrath of Becca, and it fit his situation perfectly. At his wedding, his father had pulled him aside and given him some advice.
 
  Son, there is a simple undeniable truth. All married men come to understand this truth, sooner or later, and I’d encourage you to accept it now.
 
  Husbands screw up. It’s the way of the world.
 
  Admit your mistake, and take your punishment.
 
  No amount of talking, explaining, or cajoling will work. The game is up. The fat lady has sung. And the only thing left between you and your marriage…is your pride.
 
  Don’t let pride win.
 
  He took a deep breath, hung his head, and prepared to spend the rest of the week apologizing, buying flowers, and drinks. Anything to repair the damage.
 
  “Look at me.” Becca’s voice was calm, eerily calm, and it took a herculean effort to meet her eyes. “I love you.” When he didn’t reply, she walked over, and sat on his lap. “John, I love you. Your…suggestion surprised me, and I definitely didn’t expect it. But I know it couldn’t have been easy for you.”
 
  “I’m sorry…” His voice cracked, and he swallowed. “I’m just not man enough to give you a baby, and I’m so sorry.”
 
  The tears he was holding back finally broke through his restraint, and his body shuddered with grief.
 
  Her arms drew him into her chest. “You are more than enough man for me, and there isn’t a man on the planet who can control his sperm count.” Her voice was resolute, and it held a mild rebuke. “Now stop it. You’re the man I love, the man I married, and the father of our child yet to be.”
 
  Now, it was his turn to sniffle, and she handed him some tissues. She ran her fingers through his hair, and kissed him lightly.
 
  “Honey, I’m not saying yes, but I do have some questions, and I’m going to be blunt.” She took a deep breath. “Are you sure you could handle me fucking DeShawn?”
 
  “I know we just met him, but he’s…genuine. Know what mean?”
 
  “Yes.” She paused. “Do you want to watch?”
 
  “I don’t…” He swallowed convulsively. “I don’t think so. I mean, I want you to be safe, but I’m not sure I could handle watching.”
 
  “Okay…”
 
  He coughed, and his mouth started moving before he could stop it. “What if I liked it?”
 
  She choked back a laugh, and covered her mouth. “Sorry.”
 
  “It’s okay. I don’t have to be there.”
 
  “Last question. Do you want to tell DeShawn what we’re doing, or do we make up a story? We’re closet swingers, or something?”
 
  “He deserves the truth, honey.”
 
  “I agree.” She hugged him. “Let’s make dinner plans, and we can talk it over with him. Who knows, he may not be interested.”
 
  “Yeah, right. No offense, honey, but I saw the way he looked at you.”
 
  “Whatever…”
 
  “And the way you looked at him.” His voice was soft, and his eyes dipped to the tattoo on her hip.
 
  His wife saw where his eyes landed, and she nodded. “Yes. If I was still into black men, DeShawn is definitely my type.”
 
  “I figured.”
 
  “I love you. I hope you’ll remember that this week…no matter what happens.”
 
  “I will.”
 
  It was hard to hear, but at the same time, her honesty gave him a renewed sense of relief. A huge weight had dropped from his shoulders. Becca’s temper was legendary, and he felt lucky to have avoided it.
 
  “Now go get DeShawn.”

 
      
  Chapter Five
 
   
 
   
 
  After a final hug, Becca disappeared into the bathroom to finish, and John knocked on DeShawn’s door. The para-rescue man answered the door with a big smile.
 
  “Dude, I’m starving. I was just about to come over. We’re still doing dinner, right?”
 
  “Of course! Becca and I were thinking we could find a bar or a club after dinner.”
 
  “Sounds great.”
 
  Becca chose that moment to join them. She stepped out of their hotel room, and John’s chin dropped. He actually started salivating. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw DeShawn’s mouth fall open, too. Words could barely describe how gorgeous his wife looked, and the two men were momentarily speechless.
 
  A simple low-cut black blouse showed off her tanned shoulders and amazing cleavage. Tight-fitting jeans outlined her muscular legs and perfect ass. She saw their expressions, rolled her eyes, and performed a slow turn. “I take it you both like my outfit.”
 
  “You look nice, baby,” John offered.
 
  DeShawn snorted, stepped closer, took her hand, and raised it to his lips. “No. You don’t look nice, Becca. You look gorgeous. You’re absolutely beautiful, and I would consider it an honor if you’d let me escort you tonight.”
 
  “Wow.” Her eyes gleamed. “I like you.”
 
  DeShawn tucked her hand under his arm, glanced at John, and gave him a wink. “Suck-up!” he snorted. “Let’s go.”
 
  They walked back to the parking lot, and John headed towards their car. When he glanced over his shoulder, he realized DeShawn had stopped next to a Mercedes convertible. It was sleek, snazzy, and straight-up cool. He’d opened the door for Becca, and his wife was sliding into the passenger seat.
 
  DeShawn whispered something, closed the door, and nodded at him. “Mind if Becca rides with me?” He smiled. “I’m her escort tonight, after all.”
 
  “Sure. No problem, Mr. Smooth! Do you know where you’re going?”
 
  “Yep, this baby has a navigation system that can find just about anything. Why don’t you follow us?”
 
  “Sounds good. See you there.”
 
  The little Mercedes was quick, and DeShawn really knew how to drive it. As a result, John struggled to keep up. He lost them at the first stop light, and a few turns later, he realized he was lost. It was a small island, but it was large enough for him to get lost. He pulled into a gas station, and pulled out his phone.
 
  “Dude you totally lost me. You jerk.”
 
  “Sorry, man. Where are you now?”
 
  John told him, and DeShawn gave him directions to the restaurant. He found it, but he didn’t see Becca or DeShawn. The waitress had just escorted another couple to their table, so he waited patiently for her to return. She was back in a few minutes, and he described Becca and DeShawn. The waitress gave him a big smile, and motioned for him to follow. DeShawn and his wife were sitting in a U-shaped booth with an awesome view of the water. The sun was setting, and the ocean seemed alive with colors. Boats were still out on the water, and the seagulls competed for food dropped by tourists. It was a nice night at the beach.
 
  John brought his attention back to the table, and noticed how close DeShawn and Becca were to each other. An intimate distance. She leaned against him as she tried his drink. He encouraged her to drink more, but she made a face and declined.
 
  They both looked up as he approached, and Becca scooted away from DeShawn.
 
  “Hey, look who just showed up.” DeShawn smiled. “You drive like a senior citizen. We’ve been waiting for ages!”
 
  “Sorry. I didn’t realize you were such a crazy driver. That’s it—from now on, Becca rides with me. You’re just not safe. How do you like them apples?”
 
  Sarcasm was thick at the table and John thought he’d scored a point, but DeShawn was too quick. He glanced at Becca, and shot John a sly smile. “I think we ought to let Becca decide who she wants to ride with, don’t you? I mean, it is her safety we’re talking about here.”
 
  A deep blush colored Becca’s cheeks, and DeShawn wore a triumphant smile. Both men turned in her direction, and John immediately got the sense he’d missed something.
 
  Becca took the opportunity to take a big gulp of her margarita, then set her glass down and smiled. “That’s strong. If I’m not careful, it won’t matter who drives me home, because I’ll be unconscious.”
 
  It was obvious she thought she dodged a bullet with her neutral comment. Unfortunately, neither of them were going to let it rest until she made her choice.
 
  DeShawn was the first to speak, but only by a second. “You’re not getting off that easy. John and I want to know. Who do you want to ride tonight?”
 
  Her eyes bulged at his innuendo.
 
  “Excuse me,” he amended with an easy grin. “Who do you want to be with tonight?”
 
  She gulped more margarita, and signaled the waiter for another one. Silence seemed to echo around the table, and his wife glanced between them.
 
  She finished the last of her margarita, placed it at the edge of the table, and smiled at them. “Here’s the deal, boys. I will ride back to the hotel...” She looked pointedly at DeShawn when she said the words ‘back to the hotel,’ and he winked at her. “…with whoever dances with me the most. That’s the deal, take it or leave it.”
 
  “Deal,” John said quickly.
 
  DeShawn hesitated a moment, then held out his hand to Becca. “Deal.”
 
  She shook his hand before the waiter came by with her second margarita. John and DeShawn both ordered whiskeys. The conversation picked right up from where they’d left off earlier at the beach. Their new friend carried a conversation easily. His light sense of humor and biting sarcasm had them laughing throughout their meal.
 
  The waiter came by to clear their plates, and offered them dessert. Becca gave John a smile and a meaningful look before she excused herself to the restroom.
 
  He took a quiet, deep breath. Becca approved!
 
  “DeShawn, I wanted to talk to you about something fairly important,” he began after she was gone, “but I don’t want to offend you. Mind if I ask you a few personal questions?”
 
  A quizzical look passed over the big man’s face before he shrugged. “Go ahead. I don’t mind.”
 
  “Are you in a relationship?”
 
  “Are you asking me out? I’m straight, dude.” DeShawn meant it as a joke, but his smile disappeared when he realized John wasn’t smiling.
 
  Becca returned at that moment, and John helped her back into the booth. She’d slid closer to DeShawn, and John was almost positive it was intentional.
 
  “No. I’m not seeing anyone. It’s hard, given my job, to have a steady relationship, and I’ve been married twice. My first marriage was doomed from the start because we were too young. We divorced just before I qualified for para-rescue. Unfortunately, I was deployed on missions more than I was home, so my second marriage ended, too. We parted as friends, but it was still hard.”
 
  Becca placed her hand on his arm. “I’m sorry.”
 
  “It’s okay. I’ve been single for the last several years. Nothing serious with anyone. I was injured in my last deployment, and until recently, I was at Johns Hopkins. The doctors there gave me the green light, and I came down here expecting to have a final bash before getting re-assigned.”
 
  John nodded. “Thank you. We appreciate you letting us into your personal life.”
 
  “No problem. It’s funny you ask, because I was thinking I may never get married again. I’m okay with that, but I did want to have children. That’s the one regret I’d carry with me.”
 
  “We know how you feel,” Becca murmured.
 
  DeShawn noticed their expressions. “What’s up? Are you planning to adopt me?”
 
  John’s eyes met hers, and Becca nodded at him. “Let me give you a little background on us.”
 
  “Fire away.”
 
  “We’ve been married for several years, and it’s been great. We’re really blessed.” He smiled at his wife, and she mouthed I love you. “Unfortunately this love story has hit a rough patch. You mentioned having children is something you’ve always wanted, and it’s the same with us. We’ve been trying for a long time, but without success.”
 
  Becca stepped in. “It’s not your fault, honey.”
 
  “I know, baby; thank you.” He turned his attention back to DeShawn. “Anyway, we’ve tried everything, and I mean everything, and still no luck. We even tried adopting, but it didn’t work out.”
 
  DeShawn winced. “I’m sorry, guys. You seem like you’d be great parents.”
 
  Becca leaned against him. “Thank you.”
 
  “Yes. Thank you,” John echoed her. His breath grew shallow, and he struggled to continue. “Becca and I were talking this afternoon, and we wanted to ask you something.”
 
  “Ummmm, okay.”
 
  He cleared his throat. “Will you help get Becca pregnant?”

 
      
  Chapter Six
 
   
 
   
 
  Silence exploded over the table. DeShawn stared out the window.
 
  Several minutes passed before Becca gathered her courage and squeezed his arm. “If we’ve offended you, we’re really sorry. It’s a huge and unusual thing to ask of anyone.”
 
  DeShawn nodded but remained silent, and it seemed his expression had been cast in stone. He finally took a deep breath, and squeezed Becca’s hand. “Wow…you two are not boring company.”
 
  It was a perfectly timed joke, and the tension dissipated.
 
  DeShawn signaled for the waiter to bring another round of drinks. “Why me?”
 
  Becca smiled. “You’re perfect. You’re handsome. Your body is amazing.” She ran her hand over his chest, and shuddered. “I’ve wanted to do that all day.”
 
  He smiled. “Stop it…some more!”
 
  “We love that you’re in the military, and you have a tough, demanding job. Para-rescue doesn’t allow for flakes or weirdos, and we’re confident you’re a quality guy. We just met you, but it’s clear we all get along, and I know that’s important to John.”
 
  DeShawn glanced at him. “Are you really okay with this, John? Seriously…be honest.”
 
  “Yes. It was my idea.”
 
  DeShawn’s eyebrows rose.
 
  “You’re single, and that’s important because we don’t want to hurt anyone’s relationship. We’ve considered asking our friends, but that’s way too awkward, and our friends are married. It really wouldn’t work.”
 
  “I get that part, but have you considered that the baby will obviously not be yours? Everyone will know that you’re not the father.”
 
  “We honestly don’t care about the baby’s race,” John told him. “Our friends, our family, and even our first sergeant is aware of our situation. It wouldn’t surprise anyone if the baby is black, brown, green, or purple.”
 
  “Wow.” DeShawn looked impressed. “That’s great to hear, but now it’s my turn to ask a few personal questions.”
 
  “Fire away.”
 
  “Will I get to see the baby? I mean, I will be its biological father.”
 
  Becca immediately answered, “Yes. Absolutely. We definitely want you to be part of the child’s life. You’re welcome to visit anytime, and you’ll always be welcome in our home.”
 
  “How about financial support? I’m not trying to be insensitive, but we should discuss it.”
 
  “It’s completely up to you,” John assured him. “We’ll never put any pressure on you to provide support. At the same time, if you wanted to do something for the child, we wouldn’t prevent you.”
 
  “Thank you. I’ve never thought about this type of situation, but it does seem tailor-made for our situation. I’d like to father a child, but I’m not ready to quit my job.” He motioned at them. “You want a baby, and I’m happy to help.”
 
  They all exchanged glances, and DeShawn seemed to reach a decision. He took a big gulp of his drink, pulled Becca close, and his expression turned serious. “I agree. I will do my best to knock you up this week, but I need something from both of you.” He paused and glanced at Becca, but then his gaze rested on John. “Your wife is my girlfriend for the rest of the week.
 
  “Fine…”
 
  “And I want to be alone with her. A lot.” He paused. “And at my discretion.”
 
  John started to protest, but Becca got there first. “That’s fine, but I don’t want to just leave my husband by himself.”
 
  “Fine. Anytime we’re out of our hotel rooms, he can come with us. You’re still with me, though, even if we’re out in public. You’re my girl.”
 
  “That’s fine with me,” Becca said. “Is that okay with you, honey?”
 
  No. It wasn’t okay. But John didn’t see a way around it.
 
  Besides, it was only for a week, and their rooms were next to each other.
 
  He finally nodded, gulped down his whiskey, and finished it in two swallows.
 
  DeShawn wasted no time. He pulled Becca’s face towards him and kissed her. The kiss started soft, but the intensity built, and he could see their tongues wrestling with each other.
 
  “I’ve wanted to do that all day.”
 
  She smiled. “Me, too!”
 
  Becca melted into his arms, and ran her hands over his chest and stomach. Her hand descended below the table, and a second later, she let out a low moan. DeShawn kissed her again, harder, and she moaned again into his mouth.
 
  John’s body went still, every muscle froze, and he felt something he hadn’t felt in a while…his cock was hard as granite. The erotic tableau displayed across the table affected him deeply, and he was surprised at his own reaction.
 
  John signaled the waiter, and asked for the check. If the waiter saw anything unusual, he gave no sign of it. The check came, and Becca and DeShawn were whispering together. Rather than interrupt them, John signed the check, and sat quietly.
 
  Becca glanced at him, realized the bill had been settled, and guiltily pulled back from DeShawn. “Are we all set, honey?”
 
  “Yep. What do you two kids want to do next?”
 
  “Dancing,” DeShawn said firmly. “Becca said she wanted to go dancing, so let’s find a club.” He rose, and held his hand out to Becca. She smiled, accepted it, and slid out of the booth. His arm circled her shoulder, and she pressed herself against him. They were a strikingly beautiful couple.
 
  DeShawn glanced at John. “Becca will ride with me. Follow us, and try not to get lost this time.”
 
  His voice was soft, but authoritative, and John didn’t argue. They walked out of the restaurant, with John following.
 
  DeShawn led Becca to his car, helped her inside, and smiled at John before he slid into the driver’s seat. John did a much better job of keeping up this time, and he parked a few spaces down from DeShawn’s Mercedes.
 
  The new couple virtually ignored him as they entered the club, and DeShawn paid for their cover charge…leaving John to pay for himself. The club was about half full, so they didn’t have any issues finding a table. They ordered another round of drinks, and DeShawn asked Becca to dance.
 
  Once they hit the dance floor, two things were obvious.
 
  One, DeShawn was an excellent dancer. Two, they were a great couple. His wife loved to dance, and she had some serious skills. Whenever they went to clubs, she frequently spent most of the night on the dance floor. He never got jealous, because most guys couldn’t keep up with her. Unfortunately, that wasn’t true in DeShawn’s case. He could move!
 
  Surprise and approval lit Becca’s face, and she moved closer to him. Their bodies picked up the same sensual rhythm, and despite himself, John enjoyed the show. He wasn’t the only one, either. It seemed most people in the club were watching Becca and DeShawn.
 
  They were both out of breath but smiling when they returned. “Isn’t DeShawn a great dancer?”
 
  “Ummm, yeah.”
 
  DeShawn chuckled. “Well, I’m either deployed or just back from being deployed, so my friends and I usually hit a club to blow off steam. We like to party when we get back into town.”
 
  He stood with his arm around Becca, and pulled her close. She turned her body, slid her arms around his neck, and pulled him into a deep kiss. He responded by moving his hands over her curves and hips before finally stopping on her ass. His large, dark hands squeezed her ass cheeks. The contrast in their skin tones was sexy and beautiful.
 
  Becca finally pulled back, and patted DeShawn’s chest. “I have to use the ladies’ room. I’ll be back shortly.”
 
  DeShawn nodded. “Hurry back—we have some more dancing to do.”
 
  “Yes, sir.”
 
  DeShawn and John admired her backside, and DeShawn’s softly whistled. “Wow. You are one lucky man.”
 
  “She is amazing. She’s also the center of my world, so please treat her respectfully.”
 
  Their eyes met, and John’s meaning wasn’t lost on DeShawn. The Special Forces operator held out his hand, and John took it. They measured each other as they shook hands.
 
  “I will definitely treat her with respect.”
 
  John nodded his thanks, and DeShawn continued, “Did you know your wife used to date black men exclusively? That’s what her tattoo means.”
 
  “Yes, I do. I’ve always found it kind of sexy.”
 
  “It’s not often you find a white guy who’s comfortable with his wife having gone black.” DeShawn cocked his head. “You’re not worried about her going black again?”
 
  John shook his head. “No. Becca has never given me any reason to think she’s not happy.”
 
  DeShawn’s expression was doubtful, but after a moment he raised his glass, and John clinked his glass against DeShawn’s. He couldn’t make sense of his emotions, and after a moment, he gave up. They were committed to this course now, and he was confident Becca loved him.
 
  A sudden awkwardness sprang up between them, and DeShawn stood abruptly. He’d seen Becca returning, and moved to intercept her.
 
  He grabbed her by the wrist. He wasn’t being rough—just the opposite; he’d made a show of taking her wrist, and Becca’s eyes widened in comprehension. He steered her towards the dance floor.
 
  Becca smiled at John as they passed, and he couldn’t help thinking he’d seen something important.
 
  His wife leaned closer, and whispered into DeShawn’s ear for a few seconds. He nodded back, and they stepped onto the floor. They danced several fast songs before a slow one came over the speakers. Becca said something to her dance partner and he resisted at first, but she narrowed her eyes and finally he relented.
 
  DeShawn came back to the table. “Becca wants to dance with you.”
 
  “Great!” John stepped into his wife’s arms, and felt lucky to be next to her. “I missed you.”
 
  She smiled. “Missed you, too. How are you doing?”
 
  “Fine. It’s not easy seeing you in his arms, but I’m managing.”
 
  “I love you.”
 
  “I love you, too.” He cocked his head. “Did I miss something?”
 
  “What do you mean?”
 
  “DeShawn. He made a show of grabbing your wrist.” John shrugged. “It seemed almost like a ritual.”
 
  Becca stared at him for a moment. “It’s a sign of ownership.”
 
  “What?”
 
  “When a black man holds a woman by her wrist, especially a white woman, it means he owns her. She’s with him. And if another black man wants to talk to her, he needs to talk to her owner first.”
 
  “Are you fucking kidding me? What, he owns you now?”
 
  She laid her hand on his chest. “Baby, it’s not what you think. Calm down. Please.”
 
  “Fine. Explain it to me.”
 
  “It’s a sign of ownership, but it’s also a sign of respect. I’m safe. Everyone in the club knows I’m with him, and no one will bother me. No men will hit on me. No one will be disrespectful to me. I don’t have to pay for drinks.” She snuggled next to him. “It’s an honor, honey.”
 
  “I’m not sure I agree.”
 
  Her expression turned hard. “I don’t need you to agree. This was your idea. Deal with it.”
 
  “Fine.”
 
  “Honey…” She waited until their eyes met. “I love you. I’ll always love you.”
 
  Their slow song ended a few notes later, and they walked back to the table. DeShawn held her chair, and she smiled her appreciation. It wasn’t long, though, before they were out on the floor again.
 
  Becca’s eyes devoured DeShawn as he danced, and John could see his wife undressing their new friend with her eyes. For his part, Deshawn moved fluidly on the dance floor, and his clothes accentuated his muscled body. She moved close to him, and leaned her back into his chest. They danced slowly together, her hands ran over his thighs, and she brushed his groin several times.
 
  When his wife had told him she’d dated black men exclusively in college, he’d thought he knew what that meant. Watching her with DeShawn, he realized he didn’t have a clue.
 
  It had never mattered before.
 
  It mattered now.

 
      
  Chapter Seven
 
   
 
   
 
  John walked to the bar, and shouted a drink order at the bartender. When he returned to the table, DeShawn and Becca were still dancing. His arms circled her midsection, and she was wiggling her ass against his cock. They danced several more songs before returning to the table. Fresh drinks were on the table when they returned, but surprisingly, DeShawn declined and opted for a diet coke. Becca didn’t hesitate, though; she took a long sip of her margarita. Then she set her drink down, and lowered herself onto DeShawn’s lap.
 
  It wasn’t long before they finished their drinks, and decided to call it a night. Once again, DeShawn held her wrist as they walked towards the exit. She received a lot of attention, particularly from other black men, but they noticed DeShawn holding her wrist and nodded in respect.
 
  Initially, John had thought his wife was kidding about DeShawn expressing his ownership of her, but based on the behavior of the other black men…it was real. A mild spike of concern surged through him, because he didn’t know the limits of DeShawn’s ownership.
 
  They parted as they left the club, and he walked over to his car. He didn’t even consider asking if Becca would ride with him. That decision had been made already.
 
  On impulse, he stopped at a liquor store and bought a bottle of whiskey.
 
  My only company tonight.
 
  When he returned to the hotel, he parked next to DeShawn’s Mercedes. His heart pounded as he approached their hotel room, and Becca’s laughter echoed from inside. He took a breath, opened the door, and found Becca giggling and laughing on the bed. DeShawn sat astride her, and his fingers danced over her ribs. Her laughter had covered John’s entrance, and neither of them noticed his presence.
 
  “Say it, or I’ll tickle you all night.”
 
  She squealed. “Don’t you dare, mister.”
 
  “You asked for it.”
 
  He ran his fingers along her ribs, and she jerked and writhed below him, barely able to catch her breath from her laughter.
 
  “Stop. Stop. Okay. You have a big cock.” She gasped for breath. “Are you happy now?”
 
  He kissed her. “Yes, now I’m happy.”
 
  “Good.”
 
  He sat back on his hips, and glanced over his shoulder. “What took you so long?”
 
  Becca’s eyes got huge and her face turned red, but John ignored his wife. “Stopped at the liquor store.”
 
  He put the bottle down on the table, and Becca pushed DeShawn off her. She slid off the bed. “John, honey, he made me say that. You saw him tickling me. I can’t stand being tickled.” She kissed his cheek. “I’m sorry. Don’t be mad.”
 
  “Don’t worry about it. I picked up some refreshments.” He showed her the bottle. “I’m going to get some ice.”
 
  Becca studied him until the door closed behind him. He walked down to the ice machine, and the sound of his footsteps mocked him. He was walking away. His wife was in their hotel room preparing to fuck another man, and he was walking away.
 
  A no-win situation, and he’d created it himself.
 
  It was the work of a minute to fill the ice bucket, but he didn’t return to the room. He leaned against the building, and tried to make sense of his emotions. The rational part of him understood what would happen next, and the reason it was necessary.
 
  The other part of him, the emotional part, knew instinctively this was a mistake, and not because Becca was going to fuck a black man. He could wrap his mind around that easily.
 
  He liked it…that was the mistake.
 
  Seeing them at the club. The thought of them naked together.
 
  He loved it.
 
  But what did that mean?
 
  The night held no answers, and after another few minutes, he trudged back to the room. His wife offered him a reassuring smile when he entered.
 
  “We opened the bottle, honey. Now we just need your ice.”
 
  DeShawn and Becca sipped their whiskey, but he decided to gulp his, and he was two drinks ahead of them in no time. The whiskey helped. It burned going down, but it steadied his nerves and calmed his emotions.
 
  “Slow down, honey. Are you in a hurry?” She squeezed his hand. “You’re going to have a helluva hangover tomorrow if you’re not careful.”
 
  A reckless smile tugged at his lips. “Nonsense, baby. I’m good. I don’t have to drive, and I don’t have anywhere to be tomorrow. We’re at the beach in the summertime…it’s all good.”
 
  He stretched out the last three words, and tried to add a southern accent. It was a hideous attempt at humor, but it was still funny because he was trying so hard. DeShawn chuckled and Becca smiled, but concern still showed on her face. She patted his arm, and continued to sip her whiskey. He over-poured his third glass, but acted like it was intentional, and added some ice.
 
  DeShawn’s voice cut through his bourbon-induced haze. “John, I’m going to head back over to my room. If you’re up to it, we can go for a run tomorrow morning.”
 
  He raised his glass in response, and took another gulp of whiskey. Becca saw DeShawn to the door, and they whispered for a few seconds. His wife closed the door, sat on his lap, and kissed his cheek.
 
  “Honey, talk to me…please. We don’t have to do this.” She stroked his arm. “I love you, please don’t ever believe different.”
 
  His wife’s mouth was moving. The words were in the English language, and he spoke the English language, but he couldn’t make sense of what she was saying. It was like the words skipped off him before he could catch them. After a few seconds, he gave up trying and surrendered to the bourbon.
 
  “Just go fuck him.” He tried to move her off his lap. “It’s what you want. You’re a Queen of Spades, after all, and DeShawn owns you.”
 
  “Stop.” Tears filled her eyes and she drew in a shaky breath, but she didn’t move. He reached for the bottle again, but she stopped him. “You’ve had enough. Let’s go to bed.”
 
  Her soft lips brushed his cheek, and she went to the bathroom. He glanced out the window, and released a low sigh. Even at night, the beach was beautiful. The waves rolled into the shore and created a white champagne foam as they surged onto the beach.
 
  He closed his eyes.
 
  You want this to happen.
 
  Becca wants this to happen.
 
  DeShawn wants this to happen.
 
  Man-up, and deal with it. You will get your wife back, and you’ll have a baby to boot. You can do this—and besides, if it gets too uncomfortable, you can stop it.
 
  A deep breath, and another, and he made it to his feet. He swayed in place and the room tilted a little, but he could put one foot in front of the other.
 
  When he made it to the bathroom, Becca was sliding a t-shirt over her head. He got a great view of her flat stomach, lacy panties, and perfect ass. The shirt dropped over her head, and he surprised her with a kiss, then wrapped his arms around her.
 
  “I’m sorry. I can be an ass sometimes, and I’m sorry. I love you so much, and I’m struggling a bit, but I do want…”
 
  “No. Honey…”
 
  He laid his finger over her lips. “Baby, I’m fine with it. Really, I am. It’s not the liquor talking.”
 
  “But…”
 
  “No buts. We talked about this, and it’s something we both want. Heck, even DeShawn wants it. This is our best chance to have a baby.” He smiled at her. “Please.”
 
  A long silent moment passed before she hugged him and whispered, “I love you.”
 
  He stepped back to give her room, and she pulled out a baby-doll lingerie set. It was new, and she had it on in no time. He let out a low whistle.
 
  “You look…”
 
  “What? How do I look?”
 
  “Hot. Sexy. Amazing. Beautiful. Gorgeous.” He took a breath. “Wars have been fought over women half as beautiful as you.”
 
  She beamed at him, but her expression was cautious. “One last time, are you sure?”
 
  “Yes. Go. But please come back to me.”
 
  “I will always come back to you!”
 
  Becca kissed his cheek once more before she slipped on some insanely high heels and walked to the door. His mouth dropped open when she walked outside wearing nothing but her baby-doll lingerie, sheer thong panties, and stripper heels.
 
  He dropped some ice in his glass and filled it with whiskey. The small hotel room suddenly seemed larger, and the silence was deafening. He flopped on the bed, and flicked on the TV. After a few seconds, he found an action movie and stared numbly at the flickering screen. The heroine in the movie reminded him of Becca…of course.
 
  He brought his glass to his lips with robotic movements, barely tasting the potent liquor.
 
  An action sequence ended, and in the brief moment of silence…he heard it.
 
  A moan. Becca’s moan. His beautiful wife always moaned during sex.
 
  He loved it. He’d always loved it, and in the heat of passion, her moans could grow quite loud. Their neighbors had mentioned it from time to time, but it had never bothered his wife.
 
  A moment later, another moan, and DeShawn’s baritone filtered through the wall.
 
  He turned up the volume, hoping to distract himself.
 
  It didn’t work.
 
  His mind kept returning to DeShawn’s room, and his ears were focused on the sounds drifting through the walls. Something banged and shook the wall, and he silenced the TV. Becca’s moans were constant now. Her beautiful sexual symphony now played for another man—and worse, it turned him on. His cock had grown harder than steel, and he was actively listening now.
 
  His fingers pressed a button on the remote, and the TV went black.
 
  Becca’s moans were familiar, but harder tonight, more insistent, and they were joined by DeShawn’s lower voice. He was talking to Becca, but John couldn’t make out the words. It didn’t matter. Becca loved to talk dirty during sex, and DeShawn’s words would only make the sex better between them.
 
  His hand drifted lower. He stroked his cock, slowly at first, but his excitement grew quickly, and it wasn’t long before he was jerking on it with reckless abandon.
 
  He imagined his wife underneath DeShawn.
 
  Her legs spread.
 
  DeShawn’s cock pummeling her.
 
  Their skin tones contrasting against one another as their bodies moved in a timeless rhythm.
 
  A ragged cry burst from his chest. He lurched into the bathroom, stood over the toilet, and gasped with the sweet release of an orgasm. His body shook, and his muscles trembled as he spurted cum into the porcelain receptacle.
 
  Finally he caught his reflection in the mirror, and a wave of embarrassment and humiliation washed over him. He washed his hands, and staggered back to the bed. The alcohol and post-orgasm fatigue robbed him of strength.
 
  His body hit the mattress, and within a minute, sleep took him.

 
      
  Chapter Eight
 
   
 
   
 
  A gentle nudging brought John back to consciousness. He opened his eyes, and realized he had two visitors…a splitting headache and DeShawn. His new friend stood next to the bed in workout clothes, and smiled down at him.
 
  “Get up. We need to hit the beach.”
 
  He winced. “No way.”
 
  “C’mon. Best way to get past a hangover is to sweat it out.”
 
  John wasn’t convinced, but he nodded and rolled out of bed. “Gimme a minute.”
 
  “I’ll meet you outside.”
 
  DeShawn left, and he stepped into the bathroom. A few minutes later, he stepped outside and squinted against the bright morning sunlight. DeShawn was already warming up.
 
  “Took you long enough.”
 
  “Sorry, I drank too much last night.”
 
  “You don’t say.”
 
  A snappy comeback was beyond him this morning, so John started his own warm-up. It was apparent they weren’t going to discuss Becca or last night, and that was just fine with him. They were just two guys getting ready for a run, and that was something he could handle.
 
  The beach was beautiful. He put their situation out of his mind, and tried to enjoy it. The wind came off the water nice and cool, and the ocean seemed bluer this morning. The seagulls were everywhere, and their familiar cry rang out over the beach. Despite the hammering in his head, he took a moment to enjoy his surroundings.
 
  They finished their warm-up, and started with a slow jog. Fortunately, his preferred method of keeping in shape was running, so he didn’t have any problems keeping up. They ran close to the water, where the sand was harder. Neither of them spoke. They locked into each other’s energy, and jogged down the beach. John’s headache made running difficult, but after the first mile he felt a lot better.
 
  They passed hotels and single-family homes, and tourists started to make an appearance. The beach was coming alive with people setting up their lounge chairs and little kids collecting sea shells. A small drink stand was just setting up right at their turnaround point, so they grabbed a bottle of water. John chugged his while DeShawn looked on, smiling.
 
  “A little dehydrated this morning?”
 
  “Just a little.” He finished the bottle, and threw it in the trash. “The friends I was out with last night let me drink too much.”
 
  “I seem to remember Becca trying to slow you down, but maybe I’m wrong.”
 
  John let that pass, and glanced at him. “Ready to head back?”
 
  “Sure, want to race?” DeShawn threw the challenge out lightly, but he was serious, and they both knew it.
 
  “You’re on. First one to the hotel wins.”
 
  “Cool…go!”
 
  It was two miles back to the hotel, and neither of them sprinted, but their speed kicked up several notches. They carefully paced each other, and waited for the other to make a move. John had run track in high school, and had won several track meets, so he felt confident.
 
  When they passed the first mile, their pace increased again. If asked, each would have said the other had started going faster, but the result was the same. They were flying down the beach with more than a half a mile before the finish line.
 
  Worry started to flare inside John because DeShawn looked strong. Their pace increased again, both pushed hard, and what had started as a simple race turned into something serious.
 
  DeShawn put on a fresh burst of speed, and pulled a step ahead of him. He let him stay there, because it put DeShawn in a tough position. He couldn’t see him, and running behind allowed John to draft off DeShawn.
 
  They ran for another quarter mile, and as they neared the finish line, he made his move. He surged into a small lead, and focused on his breathing. They were both sprinting now. Their arms were pumping, and their feet were digging into the sand for the last bit of speed.
 
  The finish loomed, and he leaned forward at the end.
 
  It was a close finish—maybe a photo finish—but he knew he’d won.
 
  They slowed to a walk, and caught their breath. The sound of clapping turned their heads, and they saw Becca walking towards them. She wore a new two-piece bikini, and it fit like a second skin. It wasn’t a micro-bikini like yesterday, but it still showed off her assets…including her spade tattoo. Small gold hoops accentuated the royal blue material, and it really looked hot.
 
  She smiled. “How are my men this morning? Were you racing over little old me?”
 
  DeShawn answered first. “No, but you are definitely worth racing over. You didn’t mention your husband was a runner. He almost beat me.”
 
  “Did beat you,” John retorted.
 
  “Are you still drunk?”
 
  Despite himself, he couldn’t help laughing. “Call it a tie?”
 
  “Deal.”
 
  Becca clapped her hands again. “I’m hungry. Take me to breakfast.”
 
  “Yes, ma’am.”
 
  John ducked his head. “Yes, ma’am.”
 
  “I’d hug you, but you’re all sweaty, and I just got out of the shower,” she said.
 
  “No problem, babe.”
 
  She stepped close to DeShawn, and kissed him. “I’ll congratulate you later, mister.”
 
  “You better.”
 
  Becca slid her arm inside John’s as they walked back to their room, and when they went inside, she helped him undress. When he finished his shower, he heard the bed springs squeak.
 
  “Honey, can I do anything for you?” Becca’s voice came from their bed, and he peaked around the corner. She lay on her side, naked and smiling. “Come here, baby.
 
  A silly grin curved his lips, and he stepped closer. By the time he reached the bed, his cock was rock-hard. Becca took his shaft in her mouth, and warm, intense pleasure radiated from his groin. His eyes closed, and he heaved a huge sigh.
 
  And then it happened. The worst possible thing crept into his brain.
 
  Doubt.
 
  He started to worry about losing his erection, which broke his concentration, and his cock started to soften. It was a vicious cycle.
 
  Becca felt his cock go limp in her mouth, and she squeezed it.
 
  “Owww.”
 
  “Look at me, John.”
 
  His eyes found hers, and a sensuous smile curved her lips.
 
  “Cum for me, baby! Cum in my mouth, cum on my face, I don’t care, just give it to me!”
 
  His wife’s slutty talk worked. The blood flow returned, his cock grew hard, and his amazing wife kept up her stream of sexy profanity. “Do you like seeing me suck cock? Would you like to watch me suck DeShawn’s big, beautiful, black cock?”
 
  A jolt of electricity shot through him, and an orgasm ripped through his body. It was an almost involuntary reflex, and he finished in her mouth. She swallowed, and smiled up at him.
 
  “Wow. You liked that idea…watching DeShawn and me. Didn’t you?”
 
  His face heated, and he couldn’t think of a response. A strange expression crossed her face before she stood, hugged him, and left to fix her hair and make-up. They didn’t speak again until they stepped outside to meet DeShawn. John wasn’t sure what to say, and Becca seemed focused on getting ready.
 
  John drove, and Becca sat in the back seat with DeShawn. It was quiet in the car. They pulled into the restaurant, and Becca slipped her arm inside DeShawn’s. The couple walked into the restaurant and he followed, enjoying the sight of his wife and her new boyfriend.
 
  The waitress seated them in a booth, and the reality of their situation returned with a rush.
 
  He forced himself to relax.
 
  DeShawn and Becca shared a menu, and they talked and flirted over their options. Becca’s hand disappeared under the table, and it looked like she was rubbing DeShawn’s leg. It was too much. He buried his head in his own menu and took slow, deep breaths. Despite knowing what he wanted, he didn’t put the menu down until the waitress returned.
 
  After she left, the happy couple exchanged a long glance, and faced him. Becca’s face was carefully neutral. “What were you thinking we would do today?”
 
  “No idea.” John glanced between them. “Why, what’s on your mind?”
 
  “Well, there’s a water park on the island, and I was thinking the three of us could check it out.”
 
  “Sounds fun.”
 
  DeShawn smiled, and their food arrived a few minutes later. Breakfast was good, and despite their unusual situation, the tension dissipated. They joked and laughed throughout the meal.
 
  When they left for the waterpark, Becca’s obvious affection for DeShawn didn’t bother him…as much. The water slides were awesome, and the swimming pools were great. Becca divided her time between them, and her attention helped reassure him.
 
  There was one point, though, when John was in line for the waterslide, and he saw them kissing. They’d found two lounge chairs under an umbrella, and his wife sat on DeShawn’s lap, with her hands over his shoulders. She was using her big sunhat as cover, but it was obvious they were kissing.
 
  The sight froze him in position, and the person behind him in line had to nudge him forward. He continued to walk up the stairs, but his eyes were glued to the scene below him. DeShawn’s hands looked amazing against Becca’s skin.
 
  Their kiss ended, and he rubbed sunscreen over her body in slow, sensuous motions. Then he rolled her over, and lightly slapped her ass. She wiggled her butt at him. When he turned her bikini into a thong by moving the fabric between her ass, she laughed again, and swatted his hands before turning over onto her back.
 
  The line moved again, and he lost sight of them. Finally he made it to the top. The blue ocean was beautiful. Peaceful. The breeze was strong, and the salty, briny smell of the ocean filled his senses.
 
  His turn finally came, and he flew down the waterslide before it dumped him into the pool. When he breached the surface of the water, he saw Becca and DeShawn applauding. He bowed slightly, and waded through the water towards the smiling couple.
 
  When he stood next to them, he shook his head vigorously and sprayed them with water. “How’s it going guys?”
 
  “Just great! Thanks for getting me all wet.”
 
  “I’m glad I can still get you wet, honey.”
 
  DeShawn barked a laugh at his innuendo, and his wife glared at him. “You’re so bad. Both of you have one-track minds. Men.”
 
  Several hours later, they decided they’d had enough of the water park. Gathering their things, they made their way back to the car and eventually the hotel.
 
  John and Becca flopped down on their bed with a heavy sigh.
 
  “It’s nice to be back in our room. I love me some air conditioning,” Becca said as she rolled onto her side, facing him. “How are you doing, honey? Are you okay with everything?”
 
  “I’m still madly in love with you, and I still really want to have children with you. That hasn’t changed.” John sighed. “It’s not easy seeing you with DeShawn, but I’m dealing with it.”
 
  “Good. I’m glad.”
 
  I’m glad. That’s it?
 
  He’d hoped to hear Becca say she loved him, but those words didn’t make it past her lips. Hurt and anger started to build inside him, and despite his better judgement, he started talking.
 
  “Are you going to want me back after this week? After all, I’m not black!”
 
  She pulled back, and sat up. “What?”
 
  “You heard me. It’s obvious you’re enjoying this situation, and it’s not just because you might get pregnant. You like being with DeShawn…because he’s black. Just admit it.”
 
  “Where is this coming from?”
 
  “I heard you moaning last night. You sounded like you were having a lot more fun with him than you usually do with me?”
 
  “John…”
 
  “I’m trying really hard to deal with this situation, because it was my fucking idea and I want us to have a baby. But I tell you I love you, and your response is…I’m glad? That’s it?” He moved into a sitting position, and fixed his eyes on his wife. “How many times did he fuck you last night? How many orgasms did you have? I’ll bet you remember that! You can’t remember to tell me you love me, but I’ll bet you remember the size of his cock!”
 
  Becca’s eyes filled with tears, and she buried her face in her hands. Her body shook silently, and he suddenly felt like shit. He hated it when she cried, and it was worse when he was the cause.
 
  After several minutes, she wiped her eyes, took a deep, calming breath, and glared at him. “You can be a real bastard sometimes, you know that?” Her voice was shaking. “This isn’t an easy situation for me, either. I do love you. I love you more than anything in the world. I’m sorry if I didn’t respond the right way, but I can’t read your mind.”
 
  “I know. I’m sorry, baby. I’m just not… Fuck!”
 
  “You’re forgiven. I’m sorry, too.”
 
  Becca slid her arms around his shoulders, and pulled him down until they lay next to each other. Then she shifted until her back was to him, and they spooned. It was their favorite position.
 
  Silence hung in the air until she broke it with one word: “Five.”
 
  John’s eyebrows shot up.
 
  Becca rolled over until she faced him, and a wicked smile curved her lips. She trailed her hand down his chest, past his stomach, and cupped his groin. “DeShawn fucked me five times last night, and I lost count of my climaxes. If I had to guess, I’d say I had three orgasms each time he fucked me.”
 
  She squeezed his cock, and her eyes widened when she realized it was getting hard again. His wife’s words drew a jumble of emotions out of him, and on impulse, he kissed her hard.
 
  Becca broke the kiss, and cupped his groin again. “He fucked me three times before we fell asleep. Sometime during the night, he woke me up and fucked me senseless, and this morning I attacked him. His cock is at least ten inches, and thick…holy cow, is it thick! The first time we fucked, I made him go slow, and eventually I had to mount him so I could control it better.”
 
  His wife’s voice was matter-of-fact and she could’ve been discussing a grocery list, but she wasn’t, and her words caused a tsunami of lust inside his body. His heart pounded, his cock grew rock-hard, and his breath grew short. It wasn’t long before he was panting, and hanging on her every word.
 
  “The second time we fucked it was easier, and by the third time, I had stretched to accommodate him. I’m still tight…for him…but once I get wet enough, he slides in me easily.”
 
  Her eyes measured him, and without warning, she jerked his swimming trunks down. Cool fingers circled his cock, and he gasped at her firm grip. She stroked him slowly, and gauged his reaction. His eyes closed, his hips jerked spasmodically, and his body shuddered under her touch. He wanted to take her, but at the same time, he didn’t want her to stop talking.
 
  A second later, she was gone. His eyes snapped open, and he saw his beautiful wife return with a towel. She straddled him, grabbed his cock, and started stroking again. A low moan escaped him, and his back arched. Barely a minute passed before his body tensed, and Becca covered his cock with the towel just before his cock exploded. He jerked his hips, fucking the towel, and all the while his wife studied him.
 
  Finally he collapsed on the mattress, spent. He gasped for breath, and avoided his wife’s eyes.
 
  “Honey…” She leaned down and kissed his cheek. “I noticed you like it when I talk about DeShawn. Would you like to watch us?”
 
  “No.” The quick refusal almost burst from him. “I don’t want to make things more difficult. I’m also not sure I could handle it.”
 
  Her blue eyes studied him for a long moment before she nodded. He knew the subject of him watching would surface again, but it could wait.
 
  Becca gathered the towel, and went to the bathroom to clean up.
 
  “Let’s take a nap,” she said, when she returned.
 
  “Sounds good.”
 
  It wasn’t long before Becca’s breathing deepened, and she drifted off. He managed to stay awake a little longer, because her last question kept echoing through his mind:
 
  Would you like to watch us?
 

 
      
  Chapter Nine
 
   
 
   
 
  “Wake up, sleepyhead.”
 
  Becca’s beautiful voice woke him, and her lips pressed against his cheek.
 
  “Hey,” he said, and stretched. “Sorry. I was more tired than I thought.”
 
  “No worries, honey.” She ruffled his hair. “But will you get ready? The movie starts soon.”
 
  “Movie?”
 
  John stumbled into the bathroom, and Becca filled him in on their plans. DeShawn and Becca didn’t feel like going to another club, and they’d decided on a movie. Instantly he wondered whether they’d had sex again. He shook his head, splashed some water on his face, and changed into new clothes.
 
  He convinced them to take his car, so they wouldn’t get separated this time. DeShawn and Becca slid into the back seat, and he controlled his rising lust with a deep breath. He caught DeShawn’s eye in the rearview mirror, and the Special Forces operator winked at him.
 
  During the drive, the two lovebirds whispered to each other, and he studiously ignored them. The movie theater was only a few minutes away, but it was long enough for him to hear the unmistakable sounds of kissing. Keeping his eyes on the road became a herculean effort. Despite having an orgasm a few hours earlier, his body fairly sung with lust, and it was all he could do to keep from pulling over and watching the beautiful couple.
 
  They stopped a traffic light, and he glanced in the mirror. DeShawn’s lips were locked on Becca’s, and his hand massaged her breast. If the semi-public display bothered his wife, she sure didn’t show it. She shifted in place to allow his hands greater access to her body, and an occasional moan emanated from her mouth.
 
  The light turned green, and he turned into the movie theater parking lot. A small line had formed, and once again they got in line before him. DeShawn and Becca acted as though they didn’t know him, and focused their attention on each other. He didn’t mind. He’d surrendered to the fact that he enjoyed watching them together.
 
  They picked a movie, then got their tickets and some soft drinks.
 
  When they entered the theater, DeShawn stopped him. “Do you mind if we sit separate from each other?”
 
  John glanced at his wife, but she stood several feet away, sipping on her soda.
 
  “No, I guess not.”
 
  “Thanks. I really appreciate it.” DeShawn punched him affectionately on the shoulder, and grabbed Becca’s wrist again.
 
  John took a deep breath to steady his nerves, and watched them disappear into the dark theater. A few minutes passed, and several movie-goers entered the theater before he gathered enough courage to follow them. He found a spot along the aisle, towards the front of the theater, and out of the corner of his eye, he thought he saw DeShawn and Becca in the back row.
 
  Just like teenagers.
 
  They’d selected a new action flick, and it was excellent. The movie was so good, it provided him a nice two-hour break from constantly thinking about DeShawn and Becca.
 
  During a lull in the action, he made a quick trip to the bathroom, and when he returned, he didn’t see Becca. DeShawn’s face was fixed on the screen, and he obviously liked the movie, too, because he had a big smile on his lips.
 
  Becca must be in the restroom.

 
      
  Chapter Ten
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn had known John might get upset if he asked to sit separately, but he didn’t care. He would deal with the budding cuckold if he got upset. He didn’t mind John’s presence, but he wanted Becca at his side without her ever-present husband. Fortunately, the cuckold agreed. Not willing to risk him changing his mind, he grabbed Becca and steered her towards the back of the theater. Becca glanced at him as they made their way up the steps, and instinctively he knew she’d been thinking the same thing.
 
  They took their seats, and fortunately they were the only ones in their row. Truthfully, they were the only couple in the last three rows. The movie was new, but the busy season had passed, and the island had almost emptied of tourists. As a result, they had as much privacy as possible in a movie theater.
 
  Becca raised the armrest and leaned against him when the lights lowered. Her hand traveled over his chest and down his stomach until it rested on his cock. He controlled himself and waited until the previews were over before he pulled her into another kiss. Becca moaned into his mouth, and caressed his cock.
 
  When their kiss ended, she pressed her lips against his ear. “I need your cock, baby!”
 
  “You’ll get it,” he whispered. “But not until I allow it. Now watch the movie!” She bit his ear and squeezed his cock at the same time, and he softly groaned. “Knock it off, or you’ll be sleeping with your needle-dicked husband tonight.”
 
  Becca’s face was a mixture of lust, desire, and frustration. If his comment about John bothered her, she didn’t show it, and she settled back in her seat. He could tell by the way she squirmed that the little snow bunny was almost overcome with lust. A smile tugged at his lips.
 
  Little white girl is a true Queen of Spades.
 
  Bitch can barely control herself.
 
  DeShawn waited until the movie was at the halfway point before he decided he’d tortured her enough. He didn’t talk. He didn’t even take his eyes off the screen. He simply grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her head into his lap. Becca’s body melted next to him, and she didn’t bother leaning over. She slid out of her seat and knelt in front of him. There wasn’t much room and the floor wasn’t that clean, but she obviously didn’t care.
 
  The desperate white girl unzipped his pants with the intensity of a drug addict finally getting a fix. His cock sprang free, and Becca dived onto it. He adjusted himself in his seat, and let his personal Queen of Spades go to work on his cock. She’d be on her knees for a while. He had great stamina, and the little bitch needed to earn his cum.
 
  Becca licked the head of his cock, enjoying his pre-cum, and her eyes were half-closed as though she’d just tasted ambrosia. She ran her tongue up and down, and focused on getting his cock wet with saliva. When she had it wet enough, he watched as she thrust half of it down her throat. Halfway was easy for her. Becca could take it all, but she needed to work up to it.
 
  His smile widened when her nose pressed against his groin, and his entire cock had disappeared into her throat. His hand came down, and he held her in place for a long moment before he let her up. She raised off his cock, took a deep breath, and gave him a victorious smile.
 
  Becca continued her assault on his cock, and within a few minutes he had to work hard to control his breathing. This little Queen of Spades was a first-rate cocksucker, and her skill threatened his normal iron control. Barely two minutes passed, and he knew he’d lost the battle. She was just too good. He grabbed a fistful of her beautiful blond hair, thrust his entire cock into her throat, and hissed intently, “Swallow it all, bitch!”
 
  Her lips clamped on his cock, and her throat convulsed as she swallowed his load. He was a heavy cummer, and she had to swallow several times—but in true Queen of Spades fashion, she didn’t spill a drop.
 
  Finally she zipped up his fly, adjusted his clothes, and moved back to her seat. When he had everything back in place, she leaned on him, and released a contented sigh.
 
  “You are amazing,” he whispered.
 
  “Wait until tonight. You haven’t seen anything yet, baby.” She kissed his cheek and neck before her lips returned to his ear. “You’re in for a long night!”
 
  He chuckled and wrapped his arm around her shoulder, and she settled against him.
 
  When the movie ended, they rejoined John and headed back to the hotel. Becca sat in front with her husband on the way back to their hotel, and held his hand. That was okay. Before they’d left the theater, he’d instructed her to pay some attention to her husband.
 
  When they reached their hotel, John disappeared inside his room, and he pulled Becca against him. Her eyes blazed with lust. At that moment, he knew she’d do anything he asked of her.
 
  “Five minutes. I want you in my room in five minutes.”
 
  She smiled. “Yes, sir.”
 
  “Go!”
 
  Becca spun away from her gorgeous black lover, opened the door to their room, and tried her best not to seem in a hurry.
 
  Five minutes. It wasn’t long.
 
  Once inside, she pulled out a new set of lingerie, and started to put it on. It was expensive, but her new lover deserved nothing but her best. Her heart thudded in her chest, and she could barely stop her fingers from shaking. She slipped on the bra and panties first before she donned the garter belt and hose. Finally, she latched the garter belt to the hose, and slid her heels over her feet.
 
  John watched her the entire time. His eyes tracked her every movement, and when she glanced at his crotch, she saw that he was hard again. His expression held an intensity she’d only seen in animals when they were waiting to be fed.
 
  Four minutes later, she faced her husband.
 
  “I’m all set, honey. Last chance…do you want me to stay with you?”
 
  Her husband’s eyes traveled over her body, and it didn’t take a rocket scientist to know he admired the view. A war of emotions played over his face, but eventually he took a breath and held up his hands.
 
  “Go. I’ll be fine. We’ll have breakfast in the morning. I love you.”
 
  He stood and wrapped his arms around her, and she hugged him tightly. Barely a second later, she patted his back, and dropped her arms. She almost checked the clock, but managed to keep her eyes from betraying her. “I love you, too. Please remember that, because I’ll never stop.”
 
  She walked toward the door, but John’s voice stopped her. “You’re not wearing something over that?”
 
  “No.”
 
  She opened the door, and stepped out into the night. Anyone looking would see a gorgeous woman in expensive lingerie walking to the room next door. In any other place or time, she’d have been embarrassed, but tonight she was overcome with lust and she didn’t care.
 
  She knocked on the door, then smiled when DeShawn opened it and his eyes appraised her with approval.
 
  “Five and a half minutes,” he said. “I ought to make you wait outside.”
 
  “Please, baby.”
 
  “Get in here,” he snarled.

 
      
  Chapter Eleven
 
   
 
   
 
  John watched his beautiful wife walk out the door mostly-naked, and realized his plan, his idea, was wildly successful. And he hated himself for it. Becca had fallen under a spell, and he wasn’t sure if it was DeShawn, or if she acted this way for every black man. What had seemed like a good idea at the time now surrounded him like a prison, and he didn’t see a way out. He’d forged a cell of his own desires, and there was no door, no key, and no parole.
 
  Queen of Spades. He hadn’t realized what it meant until this week.
 
  A heavy sigh escaped him, and he changed into shorts and a t-shirt. Then he flopped down on the mattress, and prayed sleep would come quickly. Unfortunately, his heart pounded in his chest, anxiety gave his body energy, and he wasn’t anywhere near tired. He listened for a moment, but didn’t hear anything from the other room. Becca was probably trying to be quiet because he’d mentioned her moans earlier, and now he wasn’t sure if he preferred quiet over his wife’s passionate voice.
 
  He tried to re-direct his thoughts, but they boomeranged right back to Becca and DeShawn.
 
  Humiliation flared inside him and he knew it was a bad idea, but he pressed his ear against the wall. Voices. Becca and DeShawn were talking, but he couldn’t make out their words. After a minute of listening, he gave up. His gaze moved toward the door, and he ran a hand over his face. The door represented another bad idea. He knew it, but just like his first idea, he couldn’t resist.
 
  He had to know.
 
  He had to see it for himself.
 
  The half-full whiskey bottle still sat on the table, and the amber liquid beckoned to him. Taking a deep breath, he slid off the bed. A pair of jeans replaced his shorts, and he switched to a dark t-shirt. Before he stepped outside the room, he poured a generous shot of whiskey, hoping it would steady his nerves, and he swallowed it in one big gulp. The powerful liquid burned down his throat, and gave him the necessary courage to twist the doorknob and step into the night.
 
  A small sliver of light shown through a break in the curtains. He shifted closer, moving his face closer to the window, and a lusty smile curved his lips. The view was good. The hotel room had a thick curtain, but it also had a sheer white curtain. The thick curtain was parted slightly, and the sheer curtain provided him enough detail to see Becca and DeShawn without risking being seen himself. Details were muted, but two bodies were clearly visible, and the difference in their skin tones was enhanced by the sheer curtain.
 
  In short, it was a voyeur’s perfect situation.
 
  Moans filled the room. DeShawn’s muscular body covered Becca’s, and his hips jackhammered into her. Becca’s arms and legs were wrapped tightly around his torso. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, and as John watched, she raked his back with her fingernails. Her moans and cries continued unabated, and her head whipped from side to side, a reaction he knew meant she was having an orgasm.
 
  Becca was in her own special heaven.
 
  Queen of Spades heaven.
 
  DeShawn slowed his pace, and slammed his cock into her in deep, penetrating thrusts. Her eyes widened, her hands found his ass, and her fingernails dug into his flesh. His beautiful wife frantically pulled her lover deep inside her, and it was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen.
 
  As he stood next to the window, he realized he was almost painfully erect, and it also dawned on him just how suspicious he looked standing outside their room. The classic peeping-Tom situation. He’d probably get arrested if he stayed there much longer.
 
  It was a like hacking off his own limb, but he took a breath and tore his eyes away from the erotic tableau. Quietly he crept back to his own room, and closed the door. Once inside, he lurched towards the bathroom, jerked his cock twice, and finished within minutes.
 
  Post-orgasmic fatigue hit him hard, and he slumped onto the bed. Before he slipped into unconsciousness, he thought seriously about asking Becca if he could watch them next time.
 
  Maybe I’ll ask if I can watch.
 

 
      
  Chapter Twelve
 
   
 
   
 
  Sunlight streamed into his window, and his hand slid across the cool sheets. Empty. Becca wasn’t in bed with him. He shook away the last bit of sleep, and raised his head.
 
  “Becca?”
 
  No answer.
 
  The small hotel room now seemed more like a tomb. Worry caused his heart to kick into a higher gear, and he flipped the covers back. A quick glance at the clock revealed it was a little past five in the morning. Going back to sleep was out of the question. Instinctively he knew he needed to burn off his excess energy, because he’d go crazy waiting for his wife. He changed into his running gear, and stepped out to the beach. He considered waking DeShawn, but he wasn’t ready to see them in bed together—and besides, their new friend had quite a workout last night.
 
  Running. It gave him time and space. After a few minutes of stretching, he took a moment to enjoy the morning. Summer at the beach.
 
  The beach was quiet except for the sound of the surf, and that had to be the most soothing sound known to mankind. Despite everything going on in his life, at this moment he felt a sense of peace wash over him. South Padre Island was as close to perfect as a person could get on planet Earth.
 
  He released a sigh, and started for the harder sand close to the surf.
 
  “Hey! Are you seriously leaving a man behind?”
 
  DeShawn’s voice was light and friendly, and he jogged closer and cheerfully rapped knuckles with John.
 
  Smiling, John shrugged. “I didn’t realize you were awake, and I didn’t want to bother you.”
 
  “I always run in the morning. It doesn’t matter where I am or what I’m doing, I go for a run. Unless I’m on a mission, of course,” Deshawn amended, “and then I’m usually so active, I get enough exercise.”
 
  His matter-of-fact explanation held layers of meaning, and most folks wouldn’t have understood that ‘mission’ meant ‘combat.’ John tried to dislike him, but truthfully, he couldn’t. DeShawn was just one of those humble people who was easy to like. Being an introvert by nature, he appreciated that about DeShawn.
 
  His thoughts must have shown on his face, because DeShawn gave him a weird look.
 
  “What’s on your mind?”
 
  John shook his head. “I was just thinking we picked the right guy.”
 
  DeShawn cocked his head and looked like he was going to make a joke, but then his face grew serious. “Thank you.”
 
  An awkwardness sprouted between them, but it passed quickly, and they started their run. They took it slow today. No racing. Just a quiet run on the beach with only the sunrise to keep them company.
 
  When they finished their run, they plopped down on the sand to enjoy the morning. Away from the shore, the waves were large, and he saw a few people trying to surf in them.
 
  “I love summer at the beach.” DeShawn’s voice broke through his thoughts. “My parents used to take me to the beach every summer. I loved the seagulls, the sand, and the waves. Summer at the beach is the best place in the world. That’s why I came down here after my rehabilitation ended.”
 
  “The beach is special,” John agreed. “Although I’m partial to bikinis more than the sand, but I agree. It’s nice.”
 
  “Yeah, the bikinis are nice.”
 
  A sly smile curved John’s lips, and he reflected on something his drill instructor told him in Basic Training. ‘It doesn’t matter where guys come from, their background, or even if they speak the same language; most guys will agree on some stuff…and bikinis are one of those things.’ The list of other agreed items was long, lewd, and just as true.
 
  John sat with DeShawn for several minutes, talking sports and assorted guy stuff. Finally frisbees started flying in their direction, and they returned to the hotel.
 
  Becca made reservations for breakfast while they showered, and they walked together towards the hotel restaurant. Becca and DeShawn held hands, and John walked in front this time.
 
  Breakfast was standard hotel fare, with a menu no one used and a buffet that saw all the action. As they ate, they decided to stay at the hotel and relax for the day. He wanted to try parasailing, and DeShawn offered to go with him. No surprise, Becca wanted to work on her tan, so after breakfast they split up.
 
  Parasailing was awesome, and he tried it twice before Deshawn suggested another activity. They rented jet skis, and spent two hours riding through the waves. It was a straight-up blast. Hunger eventually intruded on their good time, though, and they returned to the hotel.
 
  His wife was on the beach, covered in sunscreen and reading a book. She greeted both of “her boys” with a hug, and they had lunch at the hotel bar. The slower pace of beach life, combined with the fun activities, gave them plenty to talk about, and when lunch ended, all of them sported wide smiles.
 
  DeShawn picked up the check for lunch before he returned to his room. He needed to check in with his commanding officer, and he hoped he’d have news of his friends. Becca added another layer of sunscreen, and returned to her lounge chair and book. After perusing the list of activities offered by the hotel, John decided to rent a small surfboard, or body board. He dropped off a fresh margarita for his wife, grabbed his new toy, and ran into the water.
 
  It took a few tries to get the hang of the smaller board, and he joined a nearby group of guys doing the same thing. They offered him a few pointers, and it wasn’t long before they were calling each other by their first names. Most of the guys were local to the area, and since the spring break had passed, they were enjoying the almost tourist-free beach.
 
  A few hours passed before he thought to look for Becca, and he found her lounge chair empty. He waved to his new friends, and walked into shore. His wife wasn’t on the beach, she wasn’t in the bar, and her lounge chair was now occupied by someone else. Finally, with no other options left, he walked back to their room.
 
  Empty. The only thing that greeted him was an echo.
 
  The phone, keys, and hat she’d carried to the beach lay on the bed.
 
  He started to text her when he heard a familiar sound, and he stopped to listen. His stomach flipped over, and his heart shot into high gear. He pressed his ear to the wall.
 
  Becca. He’d found his wife.
 
  DeShawn and Becca had obviously come back to fuck, and based on her urgent moans, she was clearly enjoying his black cock. Her passionate cries carried through the wall with startling clarity. He listened with his ear to the wall, and his cock responded with enthusiasm. His hand drifted lower, and he started to stroke himself.
 
  Becca must have thought he was still at the beach, because she was giving a full-throated review of DeShawn’s performance. The loud, urgent sounds of great passionate sex created a predictable reaction in his body. He rushed to the toilet, and barely managed to get his cock clear of his clothes before it shot into the white porcelain.
 
  A light sheen of sweat covered is forehead, and he gasped for breath. The way his body responded…he couldn’t explain it, and he couldn’t deny it. On a primal level, he loved his wife fucking another man.
 
  Why?
 
  The toilet held no answers.
 
  He cleaned up, slipped out of the room, and returned to the beach. No other option remained.
 
  He rented another board, and returned to the ocean waves. The ocean was constant, steady, and it cooled his white-hot emotions. The local guys were still there, and he rejoined them. Only a few waves rolled past before he forgot about his wife and her lover, and lost himself to the simple enjoyment of riding waves.
 
  DeShawn and Becca appeared almost an hour later. They walked to the beach holding hands, and his wife wore another micro-bikini. The waves had carried him a good distance from the hotel, and the happy couple didn’t see him. They walked into the water, and moved out in to the waves. Based on the color of her bikini—baby blue—he knew it also became transparent when it got wet.
 
  The sexy suit was supposed to be for him.
 
  Becca put her arms around DeShawn, and kissed him hard.
 
  She’d worn the suit for DeShawn.

 
      
  Chapter Thirteen
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn left John and Becca after lunch. Despite enjoying the couple’s company, he’d had enough of John. He was a great guy, but DeShawn didn’t have time to wet-nurse a new cuckold husband. Based on his reactions and how easily he’d taken to DeShawn fucking his wife, John was a classic cuckold husband. Even if he didn’t realize it yet.
 
  A smile curved his lips.
 
  Becca’s a legit Queen of Spades. I’m sure John will be a full-fledged cuckold husband soon.
 
  His commanding officer answered on the second ring, and he raised the subject of his next duty station. Florida had been his first choice, but that was before he’d met Becca. There was a slot in San Antonio if he wanted it, and it would place him perfectly to continue his relationship with the young couple. The two duty stations had vastly different roles, though, and he struggled to decide. The Texas job would be a training position, and it would take him out of active operations. That sucked. Bigtime. But he wasn’t ready to let go of Becca. He had some time to consider his options, but not much, and he’d have to make a final decision soon.
 
  The call ended, and he sat in his quiet room.
 
  Becca.
 
  Their relationship had started with sex, but somewhere along the way, he’d stopped seeing her as a purely sexual object. Sure, they were great in bed, but they’d done a lot of talking, too. There was a lot more to the gorgeous, sexy blonde, and he found himself envying John.
 
  That was the other reason he needed space. He’d started to imagine seeing Becca after this week ended, and if she had his baby…
 
  All bets were off.
 
  He shook his head, changed his clothes, and left for the beach. The wind carried the shouts of kids, the commands of parents, and the ever-present cries of seagulls. He crested a small dune, and a toddler no older than three waddled past him. The little guy was laughing and holding a colorful bucket, and a harried but smiling man hurried after him. The escaped toddler was eventually caught and hoisted into the air, laughing and giggling so hard it was infectious.
 
  DeShawn watched the scene unfold with a sad smile on his face, and an ugly realization sliced through him. He might never get the chance to do that with his own child.
 
  After a second, he realized he was staring, and hurried along.
 
  Becca was gleaming in the sun, because she’d applied about ten layers of sunscreen lotion. He stopped at the bar for a drink, and stared at the beautiful blonde. Her body rocked. Becca had large breasts, a narrow waist, and an ass that cried out for attention. Piercing blue eyes and a model-perfect smile completed an amazing ensemble.
 
  After a quick swallow of beer, he started in her direction. Blood rushed to his cock, and he was semi-erect when sat down next to her.
 
  “Hey, gorgeous, how’s the book?”
 
  Becca’s smile pierced his heart, and her eyes reflected a genuine happiness to see him. His own lips curved into a wide smile, and he knelt next to her. Initially he’d thought the big sun hat she wore was a little ridiculous, but it had grown on him, and now he thought it looked a little sexy.
 
  “Hey, handsome. It’s great, but I’m ready for a break. Want to get wet with me?”
 
  “Yes, but not in the water.”
 
  He tried to make his words light, but they were heavy with lust, and her eyes widened at his brazenness. Her surprise passed quickly, though, and she rose from the chair.
 
  “Let’s go.”
 
  Becca didn’t wait to see if he’d follow. She started towards his room without a backward glance, and he followed a few steps behind. He glanced at the water, and noticed John enjoying the waves. From the smile on his face, it looked like he was having a blast with a big group of people. DeShawn dismissed him, and hurried to catch his snow bunny.
 
  She’s mine now.
 
   
 
  When he caught her, he clamped his hand over her wrist, and she gave him a heated glance. Becca liked dominant men. It couldn’t have been more obvious if she’d held a sign.
 
  They reached his room, and the door wasn’t even closed yet when Becca started pulling her clothes off. He stepped out of his own clothes, and their bodies met on the mattress.
 
  A small moan escaped her just before his lips covered hers. They fell sideways on the bed, and her hand slid down and gripped his cock. Another moan. Becca’s muscles relaxed, and she melted against him. Her tongue flicked out and licked his neck before she moved lower on this body. Her eyelids were heavy with lust, and she worked her way down his stomach. Climbing between his legs, she held his cock in both hands. It was almost completely hard, and she licked the tip.
 
  “You like my cock?”
 
  “It’s a nice cock.” She sighed, and her eyes locked onto his shaft. “A really nice cock. I love how it tastes. I love how it makes me feel…so full, so feminine.”
 
  She stopped talking, and shoved her mouth down on his shaft. Her hands flowed up both sides as she stroked it, and she focused her mouth on the tip. She bathed it with her tongue until it gleamed in the low light before she lowered her head and spread his legs. A second later, a long, low groan rumbled in his chest because a soft, warm, pleasurable sensation enveloped his balls.
 
  “Damn, baby! You make a man feel good.”
 
  Becca raised her eyes, and beamed with happy pride. She shot him a sexy wink before she lowered her head again, and he lost all capacity for rational thought. The pleasure emanating from his groin prevented him from thinking about anything but how good she made him feel.
 
  His pleasure sharpened, his breathing grew ragged, and he sensed himself start to lose control. Before that could happen, he sat up and pulled her off his cock. She moaned with disappointment.
 
  “Whoa. You’re going to make me cum.”
 
  “Is that so bad?”
 
  He slid off the bed, his cock waving wildly. Becca’s eyes locked onto it with the intensity of a drug addict, and he grabbed her legs and jerked her closer. An excited squeal escaped her, and she smiled at his muscular display. Moving swiftly, he spread her legs, and pushed his cock inside her.
 
  She gasped. “Slow. Please, baby.”
 
  “Bitch, you a Queen of Spades. Shut up and take my cock.”
 
  Her body shuddered at his words, and he smiled confidently. She loved hot, dirty pillow-talk. Still, he didn’t want to hurt her, so he slowed slightly to give her time to adjust. As his cock slid further inside her, she gripped his shoulders, and her head flew backwards.
 
  “Big…” She gulped and gasped, “So big!”
 
  “Big black cock for you, baby. You gonna be addicted soon.”
 
  Her eyes snapped open, and her mouth spread in a wordless scream. He recognized the signs. A powerful orgasm was shaking her body—so powerful, it robbed her of the ability to even moan. Her knuckles were white, and her fingernails dug into his skin.
 
  The jagged orgasmic pleasure made her body shudder for almost a minute before she collapsed on the mattress and sucked in a large gulp of air, and another, and another. He wondered for a moment if she would actually pass out. Fortunately, she remained conscious, and flashed a languid smile up at him.
 
  “You fuck me so good, baby.” She pulled him down into a passionate kiss. Her arms circled his back, and her hands wandered down to his ass. “Keep fucking me. I want your cum.”
 
  He groaned, and thrust fully inside her.
 
  My pussy.
 
  “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck your little white snow bunny!”
 
  Becca wasn’t the only person who liked sexy, dirty talk. It drove him crazy, too. He pulled out slowly, and slammed back into her. Her eyes grew wide and, moaning, she pushed her hips up and ground them against his cock.
 
  Little honey likes it hard.
 
  DeShawn gripped her shoulders, and established a fast rhythm of deep, hard stokes. Raw and possessive, it was a primal fucking that drove her wild. She threw her arms around his back, and pulled him into her. Her legs spread further, and her fingernails dug into his flesh. He sensed her orgasm again, but he didn’t care and he didn’t stop. The pace of his fucking increased as his own orgasm built with the intensity of a thunderstorm. Thrusting hard and fast, he wanted to possess her. Own her. She belonged to him. Even if she was married, he wanted her thinking of him when she was with her husband.
 
  And then she said it.
 
  “I’m yours, baby! All yours. Cum in me!”
 
  His shout echoed in the room, and he released inside Becca. The orgasmic pleasure almost stole his control, but he managed to push himself fully inside her as his cum sprayed her womb. The intoxicating sensation of filling the sexy white girl surged through him, and he sensed her body shudder underneath the weight of another climax.
 
  When he was certain he was finished, he pulled out and rolled on his side. Becca started to get up, but he put his hand on her chest.
 
  “No. Lay down. Raise your legs, and hold them against your chest.”
 
  It was an order.
 
  Becca complied without hesitation, and a second later she started giggling.
 
  “What are you giggling about?”
 
  “This.” She motioned between them. “Fucking you with my husband’s approval, and loving every second of it. But if that weren’t enough, I’m trying to get pregnant, and you’re helping. Don’t get me wrong, it’s great, but it’s also…weird.”
 
  His smile disappeared. She was correct. Their situation was weird, and not a single bit of it was permanent. Becca wasn’t his, and he needed to stop with the daydreaming.
 
  “What’s wrong?”
 
  “Nothing.”
 
  “Did I say some…?”
 
  “No.” He rolled onto his side, and studied her. “I do want you to have my baby, and that surprises me a little. I guess this situation has affected me more than I realized.”
 
  “DeShawn, I…”
 
  “Don’t worry. I haven’t changed my mind.”
 
  A few minutes later, she rose and disappeared into the bathroom. When she returned, she paused in front of a mirror and ran her hands over her belly. A hopeful smile lit up her face.
 
  “You’re gorgeous, you know that?”
 
  She smiled, and walked over to the bed. “Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.” Her fingers found his abs, and she slowly traced each one.
 
  “Hmmm. I like your touch.”
 
  “Good.”
 
  Becca’s hand drifted lower, caressing his skin as it descended, and his body responded with enthusiasm.
 
  “Again?” Surprise showed in her voice. “Wow.”
 
  “Well, what did you expect? You’re naked and running your hands over my body.”
 
  The gorgeous Queen of Spades moved between his legs, and took him in her mouth. Under her skilled touch, his cock sprang back to full hardness in record time. He pushed her back, rolled off the bed, and moved behind her. It was a perfect doggy-style position, and he rubbed his cock against her pussy. She smiled at him over her shoulder.
 
  “Don’t tease me, baby.”
 
  “I’ll do what I want with you.”
 
  Instead of replying, she pushed herself against him. The head of his cock pushed inside her, but she was still too tight to fully impale herself. His hands moved from her hips to her shoulders, and he pushed himself fully inside her, enjoying the moan that escaped her lips.
 
  Becca gripped the bedspread, and her knuckles turned white. He fucked her steadily, not fast, not slow; just a deliberate deep fucking that stretched her pussy. She moaned and screamed as climax after climax exploded inside her body.
 
  In this position, he could control himself better, and he kept his orgasm under iron control. At first Becca’s ass moved in tandem with him, but she started moving against him, slamming her ass back against his cock, and his control suffered. Barely a minute later, he gave another shout, thrust inside her, and enjoyed the sweet release of another climax. He held himself inside her until he finished, and then shoved her head against the mattress.
 
  “Stay there until I tell you otherwise. Head down, ass up. I want my cum to saturate your cervix.”
 
  “Yes, sir.”
 
  Her tired voice was slightly muffled by the pillow her head was resting on. He slapped her ass, but she didn’t move. The constant stream of orgasms had robbed her body of energy.
 
  A single clean towel remained in the bathroom, and he smiled wryly.
 
  I need to call room service.
 
  He glanced at Becca and noticed she was still in the same position. A sense of satisfaction welled up in him. She took direction well. A true Queen of Spades.
 
  “That’s enough. Clean up. We’ll hit the beach when you’re done.”
 
  He slipped his shorts and tank top back on, and flopped back on to the bed. Becca walked swiftly into the bathroom, and closed the door behind her. He idly checked his phone while he waited, and his little hotwife came out after a few minutes.
 
  “Honey, I need to fix my hair, and I’d like change to into another suit.”
 
  “Fine. I’ll wait.”
 
  The suit she wore when she returned was a micro-bikini, and it left little to the imagination. He was tempted to take her again, but she shook her head.
 
  “Oh no.” She wagged a finger at him. “Give me time to recover.”
 
  He chuckled. “You look great. Let’s go.”
 
  “Good. I’m hot. It’s summertime, and I’ve barely spent any time in the water.”
 
  They returned to the beach, waded into the waves, and she moved in front of him until the water covered her chest. They splashed each other for a few minutes until he saw what the water did to her swimming suit. A wide smile curved his lips.
 
  “Did you wear that for me?”
 
  “Yes, handsome.” She smiled happily. “Just for you. I want you looking at me, and no one else!”
 
  DeShawn threw his head back and laughed. “No chance of that, Becca.”
 
  She threw her arms around his shoulders and kissed him.
 
  When they separated, her eyes flicked over his shoulder, and he spun in the water.
 
  “Hey, John.”

 
      
  Chapter Fourteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca saw her husband approaching and fear spiked in her body, but she pushed it down and smiled. She hoped he wouldn’t be upset about the bikini. He’d purchased it for her, and now she was wearing it for DeShawn. He’d been so good about everything, and she hoped that would continue.
 
  “Hi, honey.”
 
  Her husband forced a smile. “Funny meeting you two here.”
 
  DeShawn greeted him with a high-five. “How’s it going? Enjoying the water?”
 
  “Absolutely. I’ve been doing a little body surfing, body boarding, whatever. I’m not sure what it’s called, but it’s a lot of fun.”
 
  “Cool.”
 
  She smiled. “That’s great, honey.”
 
  Becca and DeShawn replied at the same time, and her husband smiled uncertainly. An awkward moment hit them, but passed quickly when John described what he meant by body boarding.
 
  They stayed together in the water, and talked until the sun started to set. The beach was almost empty when they waded back to shore, and it was safe for Becca’s now-sheer bikini. John led the way, and she stayed close to her husband. DeShawn brought up the rear, and she was sure he spent the entire walk staring at her ass.
 
  A nighttime cruise ran during the summer, and it was recommended by their hotel, so they decided to try it. The cruise offered dinner and drinks, and it was a short walk. A cool breeze blew in from the ocean, and that was a nice change from the heat of the day.
 
  As they walked, they commented on the relaxed feel of the island.
 
  Becca made it a point to walk between both men, and she slipped her arms inside of theirs. They walked arm in arm towards the ship, boarded it, and picked a spot on against the railing. The beach was nice during the day, but it was absolutely beautiful when viewed from the ocean at night. The lights of the island, a soft summer breeze, and soft music from the boat combined to make it very romantic. No one spoke. Words would’ve cheapened the moment.
 
  Eventually a loudspeaker announced dinner. It seemed almost criminal to leave, but hunger won the battle, as it usually does, and they headed inside. Dinner was excellent, and in Becca’s opinion, the rest of the cruise passed too quickly.
 
  When they disembarked, she pulled her two men to a stop.
 
  “Thank you.”
 
  They exchanged a glance, and John asked the obvious question. “For what?”
 
  “For everything. This week. The cruise. Everything.” She took a shaky breath. “Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome, honey.”
 
  Her husband hugged her, and DeShawn did the same. The walk back to the hotel was quiet. During the cruise, she’d drifted slightly towards DeShawn, and she held his hand a bit more than her husband’s. When they walked back to the hotel, she held John’s hand, but slipped her arm inside DeShawn’s and leaned against him. It was subtle, but she knew her husband noticed.
 
  When they arrived at their rooms, she kissed her husband on the cheek without speaking, and walked towards her boyfriend’s room. DeShawn motioned her into his room with a nod of his head, but remained outside…presumably to talk to her husband.
 
  John was hurt. She knew it. But she needed to be with DeShawn tonight. She faced the door, and realized DeShawn had left his window cracked, so she could hear their conversation.
 
  “John, are you okay, bud?
 
  “Fine.”
 
  “Listen, your vacation is almost over. She’ll be yours again soon.”
 
  “Is she okay? I mean, are you treating her, y’know, respectfully?”
 
  “Yes. Becca is fine, and I would never mistreat her.”
 
  “I’m going to head down to the beach.”
 
  “You want some company?” DeShawn asked. “I’ll let Becca know what we’re doing.”
 
  “No. Thank you, but no.”
 
  “Okay.”

 
      
  Chapter Fifteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Deshawn watched John walk towards the beach, and a twinge of sadness hit him. Becca’s husband was a good man in a tough situation, and he was clearly struggling to manage his emotions. While DeShawn suspected he was a budding cuckold husband, he still had feelings, and this situation had stretched them considerably.
 
  When he couldn’t see John any longer, he stepped inside. Becca was already between the sheets. She flipped the covers back, and exposed her naked body.
 
  “Get in this bed,” she commanded. “I need you.”
 
  “Your husband…”
 
  “John wants this, DeShawn. It was his idea.” She waved him forward. “Now, come fuck me.”
 
  He considered arguing with her for a half a second, but he was selfish enough to want her all to himself. The last thing he needed was a brooding cuckold husband messing up his evening. His feet carried him forward, his clothes dropped to the floor, and his mind focused on the beautiful blonde woman waiting for him.
 
  Sex with Becca was amazing.
 
  But now, he had another motive.
 
  The idea of seeing Becca after this week ended was growing stronger. The biggest challenge was his job. It had killed his previous relationships, and it made having a normal relationship almost impossible. He loved his job. It fulfilled him in a way he couldn’t describe, and saving others was ingrained too deeply to consider giving up…even for Becca. But Becca knew what he did for a living, and he suspected she’d be strong enough to handle the challenges his job carried.
 
  The only way to tell, though, was to see her again. Visiting her after this week ended had become a top priority. He’d make time for Becca, and potentially their child. He just hoped John would agree.
 
  John would be a sticking point.
 
  “Hey, handsome. What are you thinking?” Becca took his hand, and guided him onto the mattress. “Something naughty, I hope.”
 
  “I was thinking about the future.”
 
  Her face grew careful, and her body went still. “And?”
 
  “And I want to see you again.” He met her eyes. “I want…”
 
  She pressed her finger against his lips. “Shhhh. Not now, please.”
 
  Those were the last words spoken between them. Their appetites were insatiable. At first, Becca clung to his body like a shadow. A manic energy emanated from her, and their lips didn’t separate for several minutes. When they finally did draw separate breaths, his white snow bunny slid beneath the sheets, and kissed her way down his chest and stomach.
 
  The unmistakable warm, pleasurable sensations of oral sex exploded from his groin, and the blanket moved up and down in a timeless rhythm. Becca attacked his cock with reckless abandon, and despite his normal stamina, he felt her pulling an orgasm out of his body. A long groan left his mouth, and he gave up trying to hold back his climax. Seconds later, his body shuddered, his hips bucked, and he flooded Becca’s mouth with cum.
 
  When she reappeared, a happy, dreamy smile curved her lips, and she rested her head on his chest. She ran her hand over his body in slow, random circles, and every few minutes she kissed her way across his chest. An electric charge seemed to roll over her skin, giving her energy, and lust hung heavy in her eyes.
 
  Becca’s constant attention triggered a predictable response from his body, and only a few minutes passed before his cock rose once more. He pushed her onto her back, and moved between her legs. He met her eyes, and saw a hunger he’d never seen before. Becca needed him.
 
  Her hands slid over his shoulders until they rested on his cheeks, and she pulled him down into a soft kiss. Their lips met, and he shoved himself deep inside her.
 
  Becca belonged to him. No one else.
 
  A deep, long shudder rippled through her body, and she moaned into his mouth as a powerful orgasm took over her body. He held himself inside her, not moving, and waited for her shaking to subside. When their lips broke, she gasped for breath, and he pulled out slowly. The tip of his cock stayed inside her, and he waited until she met his eyes before he shoved himself inside her once more.
 
  Unable to speak, she jerked her head in a nod, and her hands scrabbled to his ass and pulled him against her. Her hips ground against his cock, driving him even further inside her. Becca’s wanton desire unleashed something inside him, and he proceeded to fuck her senseless.
 
  Rough and dominant, he took her in a variety of positions, moving her from one end of the bed to the other. When he came, Becca immediately took his cock in her mouth, cleaned it, and sucked him to hardness again.
 
  At one point, they moved off the bed, and fucked in every part of their room. Electricity flowed between them; when one of them seemed finished, the other person took over, and started the electric lust flowing again.
 
  As their bodies moved together, pleasuring each other in equal amounts, DeShawn felt something pass between them. A connection, tenuous at first, but it grew until it bonded them.
 
  A deep, primal connection, and it left a mark.

 
      
  Chapter Sixteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca woke the next morning, and the aches and pains of amazing sex filled her body. Her throat was raw, her pussy felt sore, and she was sure she had blisters on sensitive parts of her body. She couldn’t believe how much sex they’d had last night. A deep sense of satisfaction—and more than a little guilt—washed through her. She’d needed DeShawn desperately, and her lust had taken over. Memories of their sex flitted through her brain, and she covered her face in embarrassment.
 
  Our sex was…amazing.
 
  The air conditioning clicked on, and she glanced at the sleeping figure next to her. Perfect brown skin, clearly defined muscles, and a gorgeous face. He was perfect. She watched his chest rise and fall gently, and her eyes feasted on every part of his body. A tingling began in her groin, and she couldn’t believe she was getting wet again.
 
  Her hand lifted the bedspread, and she peered down at his waist.
 
  Morning wood.
 
  A naughty smile curved her lips. She lowered herself below the sheets, found his cock, and slipped the head between her lips. Her tongue circled it slowly, savoring the earthy, salty taste for a moment, before she slid the rest of his cock into her mouth. She didn’t stop until her nose pressed against his groin, and the familiar sense of satisfaction welled up inside her.
 
  She loved sucking cock. And she’d never suffered from a gag reflex.
 
  A low groan came from above the sheets, and DeShawn’s hands pushed her head down on his cock. She relaxed her throat, and took his entire shaft. His hands gripped her head, and he face-fucked her for several strokes before the sheet flew off her. DeShawn flipped her onto her back, and she spread her legs automatically, but her lover had other ideas. He straddled her chest, and continued to feed her his cock. She had to work harder in this position, but she didn’t care. She sucked him greedily, and his cock grew harder in her mouth. His big, beautiful cock moved easily in and out of her mouth, and she was careful not to scratch it with her teeth.
 
  DeShawn’s breathing grew ragged, and she sensed he was close. Her lips tried to clamp onto his cock, but his hand pushed her head back, and his cock popped out of her mouth. She looked up, and his face held a sexual intensity she immediately loved.
 
  “I’m cumming on your face, slut!”
 
  Dirty talk exploded her libido, and a powerful wave of lust surged through her. Becca’s hands flew to her clit, and she rubbed it furiously. DeShawn stroked his cock several times, aimed it at her face, and groaned loudly.
 
  The first rope of his cum splashed against her cheek as her own climax burst through her body. She moaned loudly, and another rope of cum shot into her mouth. She promptly swallowed, and felt another hot splash on her forehead. Her hips bucked as her orgasm continued to thrill her body.
 
  Another splash of cum landed on her tightly-closed eyes. It felt like her face was completely covered.
 
  DeShawn’s amazing cock spurted several more times before he sighed and moved off her chest. Becca lay gasping for breath, and the heavy scent of cum filled her nose. It was everywhere. Her face was covered with his essence, and more than a little had landed in her hair and on the sheets.
 
  It was slutty, naughty, and she loved it.
 
  DeShawn collapsed on the bed next to her, and she heard his breathing. Her hand found his, and they lay together gasping and holding hands. She couldn’t open her eyes because her face was coated in cum, but she didn’t care. It was deliciously kinky.
 
  DeShawn’s cum. Her lover’s essence. The baby-making material she desperately wanted to inseminate her.
 
  Eventually he helped her into the shower. He joined her, and they spent the next hour washing their bodies and staring into each other’s eyes. The intimacy of the moment surprised them both, and they stayed in the shower until their skin pruned. When their shower finally ended, Becca put her T-shirt on and went back to the room she shared with her husband.
 
  John. Her husband.
 
  Becca entered the room, and saw her husband shaving at the small sink. She hugged him carefully, because she didn’t want to jostle him when he had a razor against his throat. He made room for her, and she opened her make-up bag.
 
  After he finished shaving, he met her eyes in the mirror. “I went for a run by myself this morning. I guess DeShawn was busy.”
 
  She dropped her gaze to her mascara. “He felt like sleeping in this morning.”
 
  “And you didn’t have anything to do with that decision? It’s not enough that you two fuck all night, but you have to fuck again in the morning?”
 
  “Honey…”
 
  “I heard you. All night. I heard you. You’ve been fucking him non-stop. You just can’t get enough of his big black cock, can you? Not interested in white cock anymore?” He stepped away, and dressed next to their suitcase. “Why did you marry me? If you love black guys so much, why marry a white guy?”
 
  Pain, sharp and white-hot, exploded inside her. She closed the bathroom door, and sat on the toilet. Tears sprang from her eyes, and her shoulders shuddered as her body cried openly. John’s words were painful, sure…but something else augmented her pain.
 
  Truth.
 
  Becca eventually stopped crying. She left the bedroom, and joined her husband on the bed. They sat together holding hands for several minutes. He ran his fingers through her hair, and kissed her forehead. In their marriage, John had always been the one to apologize first, and he did so again.
 
  “I’m sorry, Becca. I really am. My jealousy gets the better of me sometimes. I know this was my idea. I just didn’t expect you to like it so much…and that hurts.” Tears started to form, and he quickly wiped his eyes.
 
  She nodded, leaned into his chest, and hugged him tightly. “I’m sorry, too. You’re right, I have been enjoying DeShawn. I can’t help it. I can’t approach sex with someone like a job interview, and you know I like black men, so it’s hard not to enjoy it.” She pulled back, and met her husband’s eyes. “I may enjoy the sex, but it hasn’t changed how I feel about you. I love you with all my heart, and I don’t want to make a life with anyone else. I’m not going to leave you, and I won’t let you leave me.”
 
  They kissed softly, and held each other until her phone buzzed. She knew it was DeShawn, but she ignored it. He could wait.
 
  Despite how much she loved being with him, the week would be over soon. John was her future.
 
  And he’d heard them fuck all night.
 
  She took a breath. “Let’s do something. Just you and me.”
 
  “Are you sure?”
 
  “Yes.”

 
      
  Chapter Seventeen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca was ready in record time, and John scrambled to get his wallet and keys. She shut off her phone, slid her arm inside his, and they walked to the tourist shops that dotted the main street. Shopping was Becca’s favorite activity, and since the weather was so nice, they took their time.
 
  There was a snow cone vendor along the street, and they shared a large snow cone.
 
  John smiled. “When I was a kid, I used to mix all the flavors, and it turned out being more syrup than snow-cone, but I loved it. My hands would get sticky and my mom would scold me, but I didn’t care. It was summer, and I could have a snow cone.”
 
  “Strawberry.” She stretched the word into two long syllables, and groaned at the end. “My favorite was always strawberry, and my dad would buy one for me after my softball games. I played for several years, and my dad always bought me a snow cone. Win or lose, I got one.”
 
  They spent the day together, and reconnected as a couple. John liked the way his wife held his hand, and she was never far from his side. Despite her time with DeShawn, Becca seemed perfectly happy with him. They bought several souvenirs, and enjoyed lunch overlooking the ocean. He spied a particularly beautiful necklace, and bought it while his wife was next door at another shop. It was expensive, but he didn’t care. He had his wife back, and he was going to spoil her.
 
  When she rejoined him, she hugged him, and gently kissed him.
 
  “Wow. That was nice.”
 
  She smiled. “I’m with my husband today, and he’s the most important man in my life.”
 
  “Thank you, baby. I needed to hear that from you.”
 
  Becca’s ability to shop was unmatched, and the island had a seemingly inexhaustible supply of tourist shops. Several hours passed before she announced she was finished, and they found another restaurant near the water. Becca had several drinks, and the restaurant had a karaoke machine. She sang a few songs, and everyone enjoyed her performance. She had a good voice, and she received a standing ovation. She smiled, bowed, and skipped back to their table where she sat in John’s lap and gave him a big kiss.
 
  An announcement interrupted their quiet moment.
 
  “Hi, folks. I’d like to sing a song, and dedicate it to someone special.”
 
  DeShawn’s voice carried over the sound system. His voice broke their quiet moment, and they stared at the stage. He proceeded to sing a very slow, syrupy song about being sorry and losing someone special.
 
  John cursed inwardly because DeShawn also had a good singing voice, and he received a standing ovation. Several women shouted ‘encore’, but he smiled, shook his head, and stepped off the stage.
 
  He walked to their table, sat next to John, and their eyes met.
 
  “First, I’m sorry. I saw you were hurting, and I should’ve sent Becca back to you last night, John. It was selfish.” DeShawn shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t have a good explanation for my behavior. Simply put, I’ve really enjoyed being with Becca, and it clouded my judgment. The two of you deserved better from me.”
 
  It took a lot of courage for DeShawn to apologize, especially since his wife was equally at fault. He could have left the island, and never seen them again. Instead, he’d tracked them down and apologized.
 
  “Thanks, man.”
 
  Becca slid off his lap, and gave DeShawn a big hug. “Apology accepted. Now join us, or we’ll make you sing another song.”
 
  DeShawn found a seat, and they ordered dinner. It took a few minutes, but eventually the awkwardness passed.
 
  “Hey, did you two want to do anything else tonight?”
 
  “What did you have in mind?” John asked.
 
  “It’s our last night together, and there is a new club that just opened. It’s a bit of a drive, and it’s not on the island, but it’s supposed to be pretty cool.”
 
  Becca’s eyes lit up, and John could see her excitement, but he was exhausted. He hadn’t slept last night, and he was running on empty.
 
  Becca saw his reaction, and the light faded from her eyes.
 
  “Thanks, but we’re going to call it a night.”
 
  DeShawn nodded, but his disappointment was obvious.
 
  For his part, John felt like a shmuck. He’d spent an amazing day with his wife, it was their last night on the island, and his beautiful wife wanted to go dancing.
 
  “Becca, why don’t you go?”
 
  “Honey, what…?”
 
  “Seriously, I’m tired. I’m just going to get some sleep, but I know you like dancing…so go. Have fun. Dance your ass off.”
 
  “I don’t mind staying in tonight.”
 
  “I know, baby, but this is the last chance you’ll have to dance with someone who does something more than shuffle his feet.”
 
  He glanced at DeShawn, and the Special Forces operator immediately understood. He squeezed her arm, and smiled. “Becca, at least give me the chance to spoil you one last time.”
 
  It was easy to see his wife was torn, but after a second, she kissed his cheek. “Baby, are you sure you don’t mind?”
 
  John chuckled. “Yes. Go have fun. Just let me know you got home safe. Please.”
 
  She gave him another kiss, and a big hug. Then she immediately left with DeShawn to change.
 
  John finished his soda, paid the check, and caught a cab back to the hotel. They were already gone when he got back to his room. He ordered a movie, and promptly fell asleep before the opening credits had finished rolling up the screen.

 
      
  Chapter Eighteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca couldn’t stop smiling. When DeShawn had suggested dancing, she’d nearly accepted immediately, but she’d remembered her husband had spent a horrible night. Then John had insisted she go with DeShawn, and a deep sense of love for her husband had engulfed her.
 
  John was so selfless. She didn’t deserve him.
 
  She’d show him that when their vacation ended, but right now a handsome, sexy black man had offered to take her dancing.
 
  After hugging and kissing her husband, she followed DeShawn out of the restaurant. Her boyfriend broke several speeding laws on the way back to the hotel.
 
  A little black dress hung in the closet, and she slipped it over her head in a flash. It hugged her body perfectly, and she smiled at the mirror. She freshened her makeup, and met DeShawn outside their hotel room. His expression jumpstarted her heart.
 
  They drove over the bridge that connected the island to the mainland. It was beautiful and a little scary, especially at night, and when they reached the club, there was a line.
 
  “Ugh. We’re going to have to wait.”
 
  DeShawn didn’t say anything; he slipped out of the car and opened her door. When he helped her out, she smiled at his display of chivalry. He handed the keys to the valet, held her by the wrist, and walked up to the door. Then he mentioned his name, the doorman nodded knowingly, and he held the rope open for them.
 
  She squeezed his arm excitedly, and he pulled her into the club. Once inside, he led the way, and she proudly walked next to him. DeShawn received several open, friendly looks from several women, and she received a corresponding number of glares.
 
  He led them to the reserved section of the club. The VIP area was set in the back, private, and an empty table had his name on it.
 
  “Wow. You certainly know how to treat a lady.” She kissed his cheek.
 
  “I’m going to need more than a kiss on the cheek.”
 
  Becca flung herself into his arms and kissed him. The kiss left her nearly breathless, and while she recovered, her boyfriend ordered drinks.
 
  The club was obviously new, tastefully decorated, and it had several dance floors. The music was hip-hop, which was her favorite, and the club was filling up fast.
 
  One detail caught her attention.
 
  The men in the club were all black. There were an even mix of women—black, white, Hispanic, and even a few Asian—but the men were all African American.
 
  The club clearly enforced a dress code, because everyone was dressed in the latest fashions, and she couldn’t help but enjoy the smorgasbord of black men.
 
  When her eyes returned to their table, she noticed DeShawn staring at her.
 
  “What?”
 
  “I was just admiring the view,” he said. “You’re beautiful, and I’m lucky to be with you.”
 
  “Awww. Thank you.”
 
  He leaned close, and his voice held a warning. “This is a new club, and I don’t know this area, so I want you to stick close to me.”
 
  “Of course, baby.”
 
  “Also, you are not to accept a drink from anyone. Understood?”
 
  “It’s not my first time in a club, honey. I know how to be careful.”
 
  “Becca, I just want you to be safe.”
 
  “Yes, sir. Now, take me dancing.”
 
  They hit the floor, and she lost herself in the music and her handsome, sexy dance partner. The beat of the music reverberated through her body, and she closed her eyes. DeShawn moved behind her. His arms circled her body, and she leaned against him. His lips brushed against her neck, making her shudder, and she finally opened her eyes. His gorgeous smile melted her heart.
 
  Finally he gripped her wrist gently, and guided her through the crowd. Content, happy, and lost in the moment, she let her gorgeous boyfriend lead her. They were almost back to the table when the doorman appeared and said something to DeShawn. They spoke for a second, their voices too low for her to hear, before DeShawn pressed his lips against her ear.
 
  “Sit at our table. I’ll be right back.”
 
  He followed the doorman through the crowd, and she turned towards the VIP area. She was almost at their table when a hand appeared out of nowhere and gripped her wrist. At first, she thought it was DeShawn, and her body turned without hesitation. She walked several steps before she realized the hand didn’t belong to DeShawn.
 
  When she caught sight of the man holding her wrist, her heart leapt into her throat. A huge, heavyset black man smiled down at her. He pulled her to him, and his hand slid around her waist and rested on her ass. She tried to pull back, but he was too strong.
 
  “Hey, girl. Your man is gone. You’ll be sittin’ with me and my boys. You belong to us now.”
 
  “Wait. No…”
 
  “Now, don’t be like that.” He gripped her hard enough to constrict her chest, and walked towards a dark area of the VIP section. “You are so fine. We’ll take good care of you.”
 
  Becca tried again to pull away, but she couldn’t move. “Let. Me. Go.”
 
  “C’mon, girl. You a white chick that likes brothers. We got some party favors at our table. Baby doll, you be feelin’ fine in no time.”
 
  He rhymed the last several words, and his laugh was short and guttural. He flashed a small baggie full of white powder in front of her nose, and she turned her head. She tried again to break free, but he was too big and strong. Her eyes darted around the club, searching for DeShawn, and she suddenly felt stupid for acting so brave earlier.
 
  Please help me, DeShawn.
 
  The guy pulled her towards a section of the VIP area with couches and chairs instead of tables, and her fear grew exponentially. Their section of the VIP area was almost entire enclosed. As they approached, three guys were sitting on the couch, and ugly, wide smiles curved their lips. Their eyes held vicious lust, and all of them had a lean, dangerous air about them. Her fear increased until it almost robbed her of rational thought.
 
  One of the guys dumped something into a drink, and pushed it across the table.
 
  “I fixed a drink for our fine girl.”
 
  Her captor chuckled. “That’s real nice of you. She’s thirsty, and I think she’ll love hanging out with us tonight. Won’t you, baby?”
 
  Becca found her voice. “No! I told you, I’m here with somebody. I’m not staying at your table, and I’m not fucking drinking that shit! Now, let me go!”
 
  She raised her voice, hoping it would cause people to come to her aid. Unfortunately, these guys had picked a spot just under the speakers, and her voice didn’t carry over the music.
 
  Unbelievable.
 
  We’re in a crowded club. This can’t be happening!
 
  Where’s DeShawn?
 
  The guy holding her twisted her wrist in an awkward angle, and nudged her with his hip. Pain shot through her arm, making her gasp and almost lose her balance. The sudden movement made her whip around, and her calves hit the couch. Momentum forced her to sit down, and anyone watching would think she’d simply twirled before she sat down. It wouldn’t look out of the ordinary.
 
  She started to rise, but the guy who had spiked the drink put his arm around her shoulder. “Listen here, girl. You don’t want to be causin’ no problems. We own this here club, feel me? Ain’t nobody gonna come save you. Now, why don’t you just relax, have a drink, and I promise you’ll feel so good in a minute, you’ll be beggin’ us to stay. We fun, girl.”
 
  Low and hard, his voice pierced her ear and made her heart pound in her chest. His words carried a threat of violence, and she sensed they wouldn’t hesitate to hurt her. She scanned their faces, hoping to see a sympathetic expression, but there were none to be found.
 
  The guy who’d brought her over sat down next to her, and handed her the drink. “Here you go, baby-girl. Have yourself a nice drink, and we’ll party. You going to love this party, baby, because you’re the entertainment.”
 
  The men around her laughed, inched closer, and she took the glass. She intended to throw it away, but the large man kept his hand around hers. He guided it to her lips, but she turned her head. A sharp squeeze on her neck made her gasp in pain.
 
  “We paid for that drink, girl, and you gonna finish it. You hear me? We ain’t got all night, so let’s get this party started.”
 
  He squeezed her neck again harder, and tears of pain stung her eyes. Becca knew she couldn’t take a sip of that drink, and she was deathly afraid of what these men planned for her. The glass trembled in her hand, and she slowly raised it to her lips.
 
  I’ll spit it out.
 
  “Guys, I think you have the wrong girl.”
 
  DeShawn’s baritone voice carried over the music, and her heart leapt with sheer joy. The men on either side of her shifted in their seats, and fixed their gaze on DeShawn.
 
  “Nah man, you got the wrong girl. This fine bitch is with us. Get the fuck outta here before you get hurt.”
 
  The large guy who’d grabbed Becca stood. He reached under his shirt, and stepped towards DeShawn. His friend stayed next to her, and tightened his hold on her neck. DeShawn stood completely still as the guy approached, and she caught the glint of metal in his attacker’s hand. A knife, possibly a gun, and she opened her mouth to scream, but a hand quickly covered it.
 
  The large man lunged at DeShawn; his hand snaked out, and revealed a knife at the end of his fist. DeShawn dodged to the left, his fists flashed in a dizzying blur, and the man dropped to the floor limp and unmoving. He was unconscious by the time his head hit the floor.
 
  Becca felt the hand on her neck and mouth disappear, and she threw her drink into the face of the man next to her. The alcohol hit him directly in the eyes. He cursed, slid back, and wiped the liquor from his face. She scrambled away from the couch and into DeShawn’s arms. He hugged her briefly before he forcibly moved her behind him. “Stay there.”
 
  The man who’d held her by the neck stood up, and his eyes moved between Becca and DeShawn. He moved around the table, ignoring his unconscious friend, and a drug-induced rage reflected in his eyes. A gun appeared in his hand, and it gleamed dully under the club lights.
 
  “You dead!”
 
  DeShawn lunged forward, slapped his hand skyward, and unleashed a series of strikes. Barely five seconds passed before the gun-wielding assailant joined his friend on the club floor. DeShawn took the firearm from him, unloaded it, and dropped it into a nearby trashcan.
 
  The last remaining guy stayed seated, raised his hands, and shook his head. “It’s all good, brother.”

 
      
  Chapter Nineteen
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn scanned the immediate area before he took Becca by the wrist and led her out of the club. He passed the valet several bills, and his Mercedes appeared in seconds. The tires squealed as he left the parking lot. DeShawn drove aggressively, but within the speed limit, and they made good time back to South Padre Island.
 
  He visibly relaxed once they crossed the bridge. “Becca.” His voice pierced her brain. “Becca, look at me.”
 
  She met his eyes. “What?”
 
  “Are you okay?”
 
  “No. I’m not okay. You left me. I was almost drugged and abducted by those assholes. I was scared to death. Fuck, I’m not okay, DeShawn!”
 
  She didn’t realize she was shouting until she stopped talking. Her chest was heaving, and adrenaline was coursing through her system. Nausea hit a few seconds later, and she thought she was going to be sick.
 
  “Pull over. I think I’m going to throw up.”
 
  DeShawn pulled into a public parking area next to the beach, and she staggered out of the car. Everything seemed to be spinning. She focused on breathing, just breathing. The sound of the surf finally calmed her, and her heart rate returned to normal. The world slowed, and a sense of control returned to her.
 
  DeShawn had stayed next to her, but remained silent, and she appreciated his presence. When she felt stronger, she straightened, and faced him.
 
  “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have yelled at you.” DeShawn nodded, but kept his distance. “Where were you? I kept looking, but I couldn’t find you. I was so scared. They kept pushing me to take this drink, but I knew they’d put something in it.” She hugged him, and pressed her head against his chest. “I was so scared.”
 
  “I’m sorry. The door guy took me to the manager, who said there was a problem with my car.” Anger crept into his voice. “I suspected they were playing me, and when I braced them, they backed down. I returned to find you with those guys. I guess they figured they could get you to drink their special cocktail before I could return, and then you’d say whatever they wanted you to say. God knows what was in it.”
 
  Becca smiled against his chest. She stopped listening to his words, and focused on his gentle baritone. Her mouth found his neck, and she nuzzled and licked it softly. A moan escaped her, and she started to grow moist. His strong arms tightened around her, and his scent drove her crazy.
 
  “You’re safe now. No one is going to hurt you. I promise. You’re safe.”
 
  Now that the trouble was over, she found herself desperately wanting him. She kissed him hard, thrusting her tongue into his mouth, and pressed against his body. “I want you. I want you inside me. I want to feel you cum inside me. I want to please you, and do anything you want me to do! Take me back to your room.”
 
  DeShawn lifted her, and carried her to his car. He gently deposited her in the seat, and buckled her seatbelt. She caught him in a kiss before he could get away, and after a second, he broke the kiss and jumped into the driver’s seat. They were back at the hotel and in his room in minutes.
 
  She started to undress, but he stopped her.
 
  “Becca, what you’re feeling is a rush of energy that’s common when someone has gone through a traumatic experience. It will go away, and you’ll feel differently tomorrow once you’ve had a chance to sleep on it.”
 
  “But…”
 
  “Wait, let me finish. I want you to stay with me tonight, but we’re not going to make love. I won’t take advantage of you. In the morning, if you still want to have sex, we can burn up the sheets and make John wait until we’re done. I’m not going to touch you, though, until you’ve had time to recover. How’s that sound?”
 
  “It sounds like bullshit. I’m fine, and you saved me. I think we should fuck like rabbits.”
 
  DeShawn laughed. “Tomorrow.”
 
  They stripped, and Becca decided to sleep naked. A private smile tugged at her lips when she glanced at the clock. Tomorrow was in exactly two hours away, and she was going to see how much resolve DeShawn had when the clock struck midnight.
 
  She also noticed that her boyfriend was almost fully hard when he came to bed.
 
  Tomorrow, my ass!
 
  Sure enough, when midnight rolled around, she was still wide awake and watching DeShawn sleep. She stroked his chest, and her hand slowly moved past his stomach until she reached his cock. She stroked him gently, and it responded enthusiastically to her touch. When she glanced at her handsome lover, she found him staring at her…a wide smile curving his lips.
 
  “You are so bad,” he said, his voice heavy with lust.
 
  “Anything for you, baby.”
 
  She moved under the covers again, and lowered the waistband of his underwear. Freeing his cock, she savored the taste of his pre-cum. Then she took his cock deeper into her mouth and throat. The taste and texture of his amazing shaft drove her wild. She moaned around his cock. A groan above the sheets let her know he appreciated her efforts.
 
  Her hands found his hips, and she held him tightly as she moved her head up and down on his cock. She sucked harder, and pushed his cock deep into her throat.
 
  Without warning, his hips bucked upwards, and his cum hit the back of her throat. She swallowed convulsively, and enjoyed the hard flesh releasing in her mouth.
 
  DeShawn’s strong hands pulled her upwards, and when their eyes met, he wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t angry though, either, and she gave him an innocent look. “What? Check the clock! It’s tomorrow, and I still want to fuck you.”
 
  “Here I am trying to be honorable and respect your personal space, and you take advantage of me while I’m sleeping.” He pulled her next to him. “What am I going to do with you?”
 
  “You’re going to fuck me.” She stared deeply into his eyes. “Please take me, DeShawn. I need you inside me.”
 
  DeShawn pulled her to him, kissed her passionately, and rolled her onto her back. Her intoxicating pleas had obviously given him a burst of energy, and his cock had never been harder.
 
  He pushed into her roughly, but she was already wet and stretched to fit him, so it didn’t hurt. A cry of pleasure escaped her, and she clamped her legs around his waist. He started with deep thrusting, and Becca didn’t ask him to be gentle. She took all of him, and begged for more. She surrendered to the gorgeous black man who’d saved her, and they created a bond neither could explain.
 
   
 
  Sunlight streamed through the window, and found DeShawn still pushing in and out of Becca. They’d fucked all night, and she still wasn’t satisfied. DeShawn’s performance in the club the previous night had unlocked something inside her, and she wanted to prolong their sex as long as possible. His back was scratched, her muscles ached, and she whimpered now instead of moaning, but he was thrusting inside her as if they’d just started.
 
  He gave one last thrust before releasing inside of her with a shout. She held his ass tightly, pulled him against her, and arched her back. They lay together, gasping for breath, and enjoying the intimacy of primal sex. Finally, he collapsed on top of her, her arms circled his shoulders, and she gently kissed his neck.
 
  A few minutes later, DeShawn took a deep breath, pulled out of her, and flipped over onto his back. Becca pulled her legs up to her chest, and held them in position. No words were spoken. They simply lay next to each other, and enjoyed the afterglow of great sex.
 
  “Wow. You’re…”
 
  A beeping sound jolted them, and reminded them they had a life outside their hotel room. She’d set the alarm yesterday, because she and John needed to check out at a specific time. Her frustrated groan echoed through the room. She released her legs and walked quickly to the bathroom. DeShawn’s cum started running down her leg, and she stepped into the shower.
 
  She finished quickly, and borrowed one of his t-shirts to wear while she got ready to leave. She held it to her nose, breathed deeply, and tears welled up in her eyes. She couldn’t believe the week was already over.
 
  She stared at herself in the mirror, and took a deep breath.
 
  It’s over. It was fun, but it’s over.
 
  You have a life. A husband.
 
  Time to get back to reality, Becca.
 
  She walked back to the bed, and lay down on her stomach.
 
  He smiled at her. “You are so gorgeous. You know that? You don’t need makeup, and you don’t need a fancy haircut. You’re gorgeous right out of the shower.”
 
  He ran his fingers through her damp hair, and she offered him a sad smile.
 
  “I have to go, DeShawn. John and I need to check out.”
 
  “I know, baby. I know.”
 
  Becca rested her head on his chest. “I don’t know what to say. This week has been truly amazing, and you were a big part of that for me.”
 
  “Thank you. I’ve never met anyone like you, and your husband is pretty cool, too. It’s hard, but we both knew this week was going to end.”
 
  “So…we just say good bye? Two ships passing in the night?” She sighed, and wiped her eyes. “It doesn’t seem right.”
 
  “Well, I meant to talk to you about that at the club, but we didn’t get a chance. How would you feel about me visiting you and John? I don’t want to lose touch…with you.” He stroked her cheek. “After all, you’re probably carrying my child.”
 
  A wide smile curved her lips, and deep inside, she knew he was right.
 
  “I’ll talk to John, but I definitely want to see you again. We agreed that if I am pregnant, you’re welcome anytime. If I’m not pregnant, maybe you could continue to…help us.”
 
  He chuckled. “Y’know, that’s the first time I’ve ever wanted to fail at something.” He kissed her. “I sincerely hope you’re not pregnant, Becca.”
 
  So do I, DeShawn.
 
  The rest of the morning passed quickly. John had packed most of their things, and once she was dressed, they were ready to leave. DeShawn offered to help with the luggage, and John gratefully accepted. Once their car was loaded, John went to front desk to check out, and left DeShawn and Becca a few minutes to say goodbye.
 
  DeShawn held out his arms, and she stepped inside them. She’d miss his body, his smile, and his…endowment. Basically, she’d miss everything about this fine man.
 
  She tried to hold back tears, but failed miserably. DeShawn shushed her, ran his fingers through her hair, and held her close. When she regained control of herself, she kissed his cheek, and stepped back.
 
  It had only been a week, but the bonds they’d formed were strong, and they each knew they’d see each other again.

 
      
  Chapter Twenty
 
   
 
   
 
  John watched his wife and her lover embrace, and a sense of relief washed through him. They’d made it through the week, and they were saying goodbye to DeShawn. He was a great guy, but John wanted his wife back.
 
  After several minutes passed, he walked to the car, and the couple separated when they heard him approach. DeShawn offered is hand, and he took it. He held no ill-will towards DeShawn. Just the opposite, in fact, because he hoped DeShawn had given them what they desperately wanted…a child.
 
  After a polite goodbye, they slipped into the car and drove away.
 
  The drive home was long, and they picked up a passenger before they left the island.
 
  Silence.
 
  It joined them in the car, and rode with them the entire drive home. They spoke to each other some, and laughed a bit, but they were lost in their own thoughts. Their hands rested together, fingers intertwined, and gentle squeezes and soft smiles became their primary method of communicating.
 
  It was a five-hour drive home, but he didn’t mind. They were a couple again, and he couldn’t wait to rejoin their life.
 
  Their little car finally made its way into their driveway, and John volunteered to unload the luggage. She rewarded her husband with a kiss on the cheek.
 
  When he finished unpacking, she met him in the kitchen with a beer.
 
  “I’m glad we’re home,” he said.
 
  “Me too.”
 
  Becca stepped over to their phone, and retrieved their messages. It was clear they’d missed several parties while they were on vacation. His eyes tracked his wife’s body, and he admired the view. Becca had changed into short shorts, a tank top, and she was braless.
 
  I love my wife!
 
  “John, will you get me a beer? Pretty please, baby?”
 
  “Of course.”
 
  He finished his own beer, and grabbed two more. He stuffed a lime wedge into both bottles, and dusted the bottle top with salt. A smile lit Becca’s face, and she took the beer from him. They clinked bottles, and he flopped down on the most comfortable thing in the world—his own couch—and closed his eyes.
 
  A second later, the couch moved, and Becca sat next to him. She leaned her head against his shoulder.
 
  “How are you doing?” she asked.
 
  He slid his arm around her, and pulled her close. “I’m fine. It was a great vacation, and we needed a chance to get away. While we didn’t plan what happened with DeShawn…I don’t regret anything. Do you?”
 
  “No. I don’t regret it, honey, and I’m really hoping we brought a little package back with us. DeShawn is a great guy, and I don’t think we could have picked a better person. He treated us both with respect, especially you, and that made everything easier. It wasn’t easy for me, but he made it easier.”
 
  He kissed her head. “I love you, Becca.”
 
  “I love you, too. Always and forever.”

 
      
  Chapter Twenty-One
 
   
 
   
 
  As usual, John was up early on the next morning. His body clock wouldn’t let him sleep past six unless he was hung over. He tiptoed into the closet to dress, and carried his jogging shoes to the door before slipping them on.
 
  Just before he left, he stopped to admire Becca. Her face was angelic when she slept, and she looked more beautiful than ever. He shook his head, and quietly walked out of their small home.
 
  It was relatively cool for a Texas morning, and he decided against his normal warmup. He hit the track running, and his pace was considerably faster than normal. Despite his calm demeanor when they’d gotten home yesterday, uncertainty and anxiety filled his brain, and it gave him a nervous energy only exercise would deplete.
 
  Did I do the right thing?
 
  That question circled his brain, and he didn’t have a good answer. Being a parent meant everything to Becca and him, and their options were limited. Artificial insemination was clinical, cold, and depressing. He still shuddered every time he thought of it, and Becca had cried each time they’d discussed it.
 
  DeShawn had presented the perfect solution. He was a great guy, he was in great physical condition, and he was a legitimate hero. John thought back to the incident at the nightclub. He hadn’t been there, but Becca had made it clear that he’d saved her, and risked his own safety to do it.
 
  He fucked your wife, repeatedly, and she loved it!
 
  And you asked him to do it, dumbass!
 
  He shook his head, and tried to quiet his brain. The sound of his footfalls on the track echoed in the early morning. They were his only company.
 
  Images of DeShawn fucking his wife, and Becca enjoying every second of it, burst into his brain, and energy surged through him. His footfalls came faster, harder, and his pace increased.
 
  Half a mile down.
 
  He imagined DeShawn next to him, and increased his pace further. He was almost sprinting now, and sweat flowed down his face. He gulped great gasps of oxygen. His arms pumped out a fast, steady rhythm, propelling him forward, and he cruised through the turn.
 
  One mile down.
 
  C’mon, pick it up!
 
  Don’t let him win!
 
  DeShawn was still beside him, still pushing him, and still fucking Becca!
 
  The tingling always started in his fingers, but moved quickly past his hands, past his elbows, and approached his shoulders. Oxygen deprivation. He recognized the signs, and still refused to slow down. In his mind, slowing down would mean losing to DeShawn, and he’d lost enough to him already.
 
  His vision grew blurry, narrow, and he sensed a blackness closing his vision. Nausea finally joined the party, and he felt his stomach tighten. His mouth filled with a metallic taste.
 
  The inevitable happened, and deep down, he wanted it.
 
  His stride faltered, his feet tangled with one another, and he crashed onto to the track…hard. His momentum caused him to slide forward, and the crushed rocks dug into his palms, scraping and tearing his skin away. He stopped sliding, cursed in pain, and used his forearms to carefully flip himself onto his back. He held his palms in front of his face, and surveyed the damage.
 
  Damn! That stings!
 
  Blood dripped from his palms. Rocks and dirt were packed into his wounds, and he winced in pain. He lowered his hands to his heaving chest, ignoring the blood soaking into his shirt, and stared up at the sky. The world was spinning, but fortunately he could tell the spinning was getting slower, and he was pretty sure he could keep from throwing up.
 
  “SHE’S MY WIFE!”
 
  He shouted as loud as he could, straining his throat, and he didn’t care who heard him. One run wouldn’t exorcise any demons, but the pain and exhaustion made them easier to handle. He’d kept telling Becca he was fine with what had happened on their vacation, but it was a lie. His emotions were jumbled and confused, and the last thing that described him was…fine.
 
  They’d barely touched each other the entire week, and she’d seemed more than happy to let DeShawn have his way with her. They’d fucked like rabbits every night, and even snuck back during the day to fuck each other.
 
  His wife liked black men. She’d even tattooed her love for them on her skin.
 
  Queen of Spades.
 
  Was it possible for her to love him? Love a white guy?
 
  Before they’d gone on vacation, he’d have bet his life on Becca’s love for him. Now…he wasn’t sure.
 
  John forced himself to his feet before the tears started to flow, and swayed slightly as he tried to stay upright. A pair of red stains on his t-shirt bracketed his chest, and he realized there was no hiding it from his wife.
 
  He started for their home, and he couldn’t help wondering just how long Becca would stay in their marriage.
 
  Once you go black…
 
  He left blood on the door handle when he entered, and walked into the kitchen to rinse his hands. With any luck, Becca would still be in bed.
 
  “Hi, honey. Have a good run?”
 
  Fuck!
 
  It clearly wasn’t his day.
 
  Becca’s bright smile greeted him as he rounded the corner into the kitchen.
 
  “Yeah…”
 
  “What the hell happened to your shirt?” Her smile disappeared. “Holy shit, are your hands bleeding? Get over here now!”
 
  Becca guided him to the sink, and started the water running. Cool water hit his hands, and a hiss escaped him. He gritted his teeth, and kept his hands under the faucet.
 
  “Start talking, mister! Your hands look like hamburger. What happened?”
 
  Becca’s eyes were flashing with concern and fear, and after several years of marriage, John knew those two emotions usually combined to form anger. Becca hated being afraid of anything, and after the fear faded, it was replaced with anger. She wasn’t necessarily angry with John. She grew angry at her own reaction to whatever had frightened her.
 
  Ultimately, it didn’t matter though, because John was usually the one who had to calm her down, and today was no different.
 
  A pair of tweezers appeared out of nowhere.
 
  Oh God. No!
 
  She started pulling rocks out of his skin. She wasn’t gentle.
 
  Definitely not my day.

 
      
  Chapter Twenty-Two
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca finally got John’s hands cleaned up, and she insisted on using the entire roll of gauze to bandage them. That was a disaster, but he went along with her because he knew better than to argue. A few minutes later, he sat on the couch, and admired his mittens. Becca watched him try to work the remote control for almost a minute, laughed at his frustration, and eventually took pity on him. The mittens turned into medium-sized bandages, and he regained the use of his fingers.
 
  Once his hands were functional, she assigned him the laundry.
 
  Laundry got sorted into different piles, and he put the first load in the machine. The smell of food cooking was coming from the kitchen, and he walked in that direction. Becca had just finished making breakfast, and they sat down together.
 
  “Honey, you run every day. I’ve never seen you have an accident.” Her eyes were full of concern, and her tone was low, soothing. “What happened?”
 
  “It’s nothing. I was just running too fast, and I tripped. Honestly, that’s what happened.”
 
  John’s eyes focused on his eggs, and he felt Becca’s hand on his shoulder.
 
  “What were you thinking about when you tripped?”
 
  “You and DeShawn.” He couldn’t meet her gaze. “I’d convinced myself that once we were back, everything would go back to normal, but it’s not normal, and I can’t stop thinking of you two together. I’m worried I convinced you to do something you’ll regret, and I’ll lose you because of it. I let you down, honey, and I’m sorry.”
 
  Silence descended on the table, and he finally risked a glance at his wife. Her eyes were full of tears, but she was smiling. She stood, hugged him tightly, and ran her fingers through his hair. Her lips felt cool as she covered his face in kisses.
 
  “I love you so much, honey. You have never let me down, not once, not ever, in our entire marriage. You certainly didn’t let me down in South Padre.” She stared steadily into his eyes. “Most people will never understand what it’s like to want children so badly you cry yourself to sleep at night. Those same people will never be faced with the choice of going without children, or going to a clinic for random sperm. It’s a difficult choice, and you had the courage to choose a different path. It’s a better path than the one we were on, and I will be forever grateful to you.”
 
  “Yeah, but…”
 
  “I love you. Nothing will ever change that, and I will never leave you. I promise. DeShawn is a great guy, but he’s not you, and he’s not my husband.”
 
  A smile curved his lips, and he hugged her close. They sat quietly for a several minutes before they finished lunch. Becca cleaned the table, and he remembered something important.
 
  “I have an idea.”
 
  Becca closed the dishwasher. “What’s that?”
 
  “Let’s go to the grocery store. We need a few items, and one item in particular.”
 
  “Okay. What special item do we need?”
 
  “You’ll see. Come on.”
 
  They made a quick list of items—minus his secret item, of course—and Becca drove because his hands were still painful. Once inside, they collected the things on their list, and walked towards the front to check out.
 
  John squeezed Becca’s hips. “You go ahead, baby. I’ll meet you there.”
 
  “Don’t take too long.”
 
  John almost sprinted back to the pharmacy, and frantically searched for it. When he found it, he reached onto the shelf, and took every single one. They were a bit pricey, but he didn’t care. He couldn’t stop smiling as he approached Becca in the checkout line. She looked up at him, noticed what he was carrying, and burst out laughing.
 
  She leaned toward him, and whispered. “Oh my God. How many did you get?”
 
  “All of them. I wanted to be sure. And hey, if you’re not pregnant, we’ll use them eventually. Right?”
 
  “I love you so much. I couldn’t have picked a better man to share my life.”
 
  They drove home, and on the way, she reminded him that home pregnancy tests were sometimes inaccurate. She suggested they wait to see if she got her period, and that was still two weeks away.
 
  They returned to work, resumed their normal lives, and soon their vacation slipped into the past. The only difference in their lives, and it was significant, was that he no longer had any performance issues. His cock got rock-hard at the mere thought of Becca fucking DeShawn. He didn’t understand why, but the thought of them together worked like a charm.
 
  His confidence restored, he didn’t hesitate to initiate sex, and his gorgeous, amazing wife enthusiastically embraced his super-charged libido.
 
  Fortunately, she didn’t inquire about his change.
 
  And he didn’t offer the reason.

 
      
  Chapter Twenty-Three
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca stared up at the ceiling, and reminded herself to dust the ceiling fan. She suppressed a sigh, and slid her hands over John’s shoulders. She held her husband close to her naked body, and waited for him to finish. It wouldn’t be long now. His breathing had grown ragged. Her husband thrust inside her with reckless abandon, and it felt good, but she’d given up trying to achieve her own orgasm. It just wouldn’t happen. She didn’t find sex stimulating with John, and she knew the reason.
 
  John wasn’t DeShawn.
 
  A groan filled the air, and John pushed himself inside her fully. She kissed his neck and whispered encouragement, and he finished with a shudder. A moment later, he rolled off the bed and fetched a towel for her. Her husband had initiated sex for the fourth time that week, and each time, she’d faked an orgasm rather than risk a serious blow to his confidence.
 
  Truthfully, she didn’t mind. She didn’t care what had caused the change in him. It was nice to have sex without worrying about whether he would be able to perform. It was also nice to see the change in his personality. He laughed and smiled more, and it seemed a huge weight had been lifted off his shoulders.
 
  John slipped between the covers, kissed her cheek, and promptly fell asleep. She waited a few minutes, until his breathing deepened, before she slid out of bed. She cleaned up and stood next to their bed, staring down at her handsome husband. The reason for the increase in sex was obvious, but she didn’t say anything. If she were correct, broaching the subject would sabotage his newfound confidence. It was easier to enjoy being sexual with her husband again, even if that meant she kept some secrets. While their sex wasn’t satisfying, she hoped that would change, and it was nice to be so openly desired. It made her feel beautiful, and she had missed that with her husband.
 
  Besides, John wasn’t the only one keeping secrets.
 
  Since being with DeShawn, she could barely feel her husband inside of her. She could tell when he entered her, and he wasn’t small, but he didn’t compare to DeShawn. For the first time in their marriage, she relied on oral sex for orgasms, and faked another orgasm before her husband finished.
 
  John being John, he gladly performed oral sex for her, and it worked...for a while. It wasn’t long, though, before she found herself masturbating to the vivid memories of sex with DeShawn.
 
  I’ll forget him…eventually.
 
  She sighed, slipped on a t-shirt and padded out to the living room. Her eyes found the calendar, and her heart skipped a beat. Her period should’ve started today. She could set a clock by her cycle, and her period should’ve arrived.
 
  She took a deep breath, ran her hands over her stomach, and smiled.
 
  She was pregnant. She knew it.
 
  The test would confirm it, but deep down, she knew already. She reached into the closet, retrieved a blanket, and lay on the couch. Before sleep took her, a question circled her brain:
 
  Whose baby am I carrying?
 

 
      
  Chapter Twenty-Four
 
   
 
   
 
  When the next morning dawned, Becca was up before John. It took all her resolve not to rush into the bathroom and take the test. She wanted to wait a bit longer to see if her period started before she raised her husband’s hopes.
 
  When the day ended with no period, she arrived home and eagerly carried all three pregnancy tests to the bathroom.
 
  John’s face was flushed with nervous excitement. “You all set? You need me to do anything?”
 
  “No, baby. Just wait.”
 
  She disappeared into the bathroom, and she could hear him pacing in the hallway. When she finished, she sat on the toilet and stared at the results. Three tests. Three results. She took a deep breath, calmed herself, and opened the door. John was right there waiting, and he tried to read her expression.
 
  When she didn’t start instantly beaming, his shoulders fell. “Aww shit, baby. I’m sorry. Don’t wor…”
 
  “Blue! It’s blue. It’s blue.” She couldn’t contain herself any longer and squealed loudly, jumped in place, and clapped her hands excitedly. “It’s blue!”
 
  “Blue…” His eyes bugged wide. “That means…”
 
  “Yes! We’re pregnant!”
 
  John threw his arms around her, and hugged her tight. She started sobbing, and for the first time in a long time…they were tears of joy. Excitement lit both of their faces.
 
  John insisted they have a nice dinner to celebrate. Later they made slow, passionate love until they fell asleep.
 
  The next morning, John poked his head into the bathroom. “You ready, baby?”
 
  “Yes, sir.”
 
  They’d asked for the day off and surprisingly, it was approved on short notice. He drove them to the clinic. Their hands were locked together while they waited in the doctor’s office, and after a short exam, the doctor confirmed it.
 
  Becca was pregnant!
 
  The medical staff gave them a ton of material, and Becca received her first bottle of pre-natal vitamins. After they left, he drove to the bookstore, and they purchased almost every baby book in stock.
 
  Once they returned home, they sat down and planned their communication strategy.
 
  Becca started writing down names. “I’ll create separate email lists. One for friends. One for family.”
 
  “How much detail are we going to provide to everyone?”
 
  “Well, we’re not going to tell them everything, that’s for sure.” She lifted her hand to mimic a phone. “Hey, Mom, I just spent the week in South Padre getting my brains fucked out by a gorgeous black guy, and oh by the way, I’m pregnant!”
 
  He chuckled. “Yeah, that wouldn’t go over so well. Artificial insemination?”
 
  “Definitely. It’s the only thing that makes sense, and everyone knows we’ve been considering it.”
 
  “Agreed. Y’know,” he suddenly ventured, “there is a small chance that the baby is mine.” Becca raised a skeptical eyebrow, and he squeezed her arm. “Hey, be nice. It’s possible.”
 
  “You’re right, baby,” she quickly agreed, even though she knew deep down in her heart just how—and when—it had happened. “But let’s just not mention race, and if it’s yours…great. If it turns out to be DeShawn’s, we’ll say we didn’t ask the donor’s race. That’s never mattered to us anyway, and besides, you’ll be the only person in the delivery room.”
 
  “Sounds like a plan. When do you want to tell DeShawn?”
 
  Becca answered quickly, as if she had already considered it. “I think we should call him now.”
 
  John nodded. “Sounds good.”
 
  “Will you hand me my purse?”
 
  “Sure.” While she dug through her purse, he couldn’t resist giving her a hard time. “Jeez, you could lose a whole person in that thing.”
 
  “Aha! Found it.” She showed it to him, and stuck out her tongue.
 
  “Real mature, baby.”
 
  “Enough. Let’s call him.”
 
  Visible excitement was coursing through his wife and he told himself it was just the pregnancy, but he wasn’t sure. A part of him remained convinced she was excited because she was getting to speak with DeShawn again.
 
  Becca had to dial the number twice before she finally got it right, and they put the call on speakerphone.
 
  DeShawn answered on the third ring. “Hello.”
 
  “Hi, DeShawn.”
 
  They said his name simultaneously, looked at each other, and laughed. After a second, John nodded at Becca. “It’s John and Becca,” she quickly added. “How are you?”
 
  “Hey, guys. I’m good.” They could hear the smile in his voice. “It’s great to hear from you. How are things in Texas?”
 
  “It’s freakin’ hot. That’s how it is, dude.” John answered before Becca, but she followed him without hesitation.
 
  “Yes, it’s very hot. Where are you? Did you decide on Texas, Florida, or Washington for your next assignment?”
 
  “I decided on Florida. It’s a special operations base, and I’m back on active mission status.” He paused. “It’s actually weird that you caught me, because I’m packing to leave. I’m headed out tomorrow.”
 
  Becca and John both knew that probably meant he was going somewhere dangerous, but he couldn’t tell them where. As a special operator, DeShawn could be called just about anywhere in the world on short notice, and his assignments were never easy or safe.
 
  “Will you be gone long?” Becca asked.
 
  “I’m not sure.”
 
  “You be careful out there, and come back safe…you hear me?”
 
  “Yes, ma’am. So, what’s up guys? You calling to wish me luck, or do you have good news?”
 
  Becca laughed, and clapped her hands over her head. “We have awesome news. We are pregnant! We’re having a baby. We’re having a baabbby!” she sang.
 
  DeShawn chuckled. “That’s great, guys. I’m glad to hear it. I know you’ve been trying for a long time. Congratulations!” Happiness rang through his voice, but it was also tinged with a tiny bit of uncertainty.
 
  John replied. “We’re ecstatic right now, and we wanted to share the news with you first. We also wanted to say thank you…again.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” DeShawn gave a short laugh. “Actually, it was my pleasure. Really, it was my pleasure, wasn’t it, Becca?”
 
  Becca clucked her tongue. “You are so bad, DeShawn.”
 
  John’s eyes narrowed, and Becca caught the look on his face. She sat up straighter, and visibly focused on the phone. “DeShawn, the baby is probably yours, but John and I have been together since our vacation. Bottom line, we’re not sure who the father is at this point.”
 
  He hesitated for the briefest instant, then said, “No worries, guys. I understand.”
 
  “Good. We’re going to wait until the baby is delivered. I hope that’s okay.”
 
  “Yep, that’s fine.”
 
  Becca continued. “We’ll keep in touch with you, and let you know after I deliver. How’s that sound?”
 
  “I’d love that, and thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” She glanced at John, an obvious question on her face, and he nodded. “We had one last question.”
 
  “Shoot.”
 
  “Would you like to visit us after the baby is born?”
 
  John sighed quietly and reminded himself they were pregnant, and it was likely due to DeShawn. Like it or not, if the baby was his, they’d agreed to keep him involved in the child’s life.
 
  DeShawn didn’t answer right away, and when he did, his voice was filled with emotion. “Are you sure?”
 
  They responded together, “Yes.”
 
  John leaned closer. “We told you we’d keep you involved, and we meant it. We’re not trying to pressure you. You’re welcome anytime you want to visit.”
 
  Silence followed his comment, and they waited patiently. After almost a minute, DeShawn’s voice rang through the speaker. “I’ll have to think about it. I hope you’ll understand.”
 
  “Of course. We understand completely, and we’ll keep in touch,” he replied.
 
  “Sounds good. Thank you again. Now I gotta get going.”
 
  “Be careful, DeShawn.” Becca’s voice was full of emotion.
 
  “Yeah, man, watch your ass,” John added.
 
  “I will,” DeShawn replied. “Take care.”
 
  The call ended, and John met his wife’s eyes. “I don’t think he wants to be involved, do you?”
 
  Becca shrugged. “I don’t know. He’s probably not sure how he feels right now.”
 
  “You’re probably right.” He rose, and grabbed a beer from the refrigerator.
 
  “Let’s keep in touch with him through e-mail. It’s probably the best way. We can give him updates, and maybe some pictures of me as the pregnancy moves along.” She sighed. “And if we don’t hear from him, we’ll know he doesn’t want to be involved.”
 
  “Whoa. Pictures of you?” John spun around to gape at her. “When did we talk about sending him pictures of you?”
 
  “Calm down, honey. We were going to document the pregnancy anyway. I’m just talking about pictures that show my belly getting bigger. That’s it…nothing nude or X-rated.”
 
  “Baby, that’s not a good idea. I think simple emails should be fine.”

 
      
  Chapter Twenty-Five
 
   
 
   
 
  John took a long pull of his beer, and pushed his chair back. Irritation was welling up inside him, and he took another long swallow.
 
  Becca flashed him a model-perfect smile, sat down on his lap, nuzzled his neck, and bit his ear. “Please,” she whispered.
 
  His cock got hard in a second, and his hands caressed her back. She kissed him gently, and her hand drifted down to his waist.
 
  “Someone is getting frisky,” she murmured.
 
  John couldn’t help himself, and Becca made things worse when she ground her hips against his cock and pushed her tits against his chest. She kissed him again, hard, and continued to move her hips over his cock. He groaned under the weight of her lap dance.
 
  “Baby, don’t you want to watch as my belly swells?”
 
  He knew better, but he nodded anyway.
 
  “You want to take pictures as it gets bigger and bigger, right?” When he didn’t answer right away, she pinched his nipple. “Right?”
 
  “Yes. Yes, damn it.”
 
  “I’ll just send one or two of those pictures to DeShawn.” She ground her hips harder against his cock. “Okay, baby?”
 
  He nodded. “Okay! Fine!”
 
  “Good. I think he should see his baby growing inside me.” She stared intently into his eyes, and in that moment, he knew she was aware of his secret. “I think he’ll love to see his black baby growing inside my white belly. Don’t you?”
 
  Instead of answering, he stood abruptly, and his chair flew back from the table. Becca’s legs automatically circled his hips, and she thrust her tongue in his mouth. He carried her into the bedroom, and they were naked in seconds. He didn’t bother trying to control himself, and he didn’t care if Becca enjoyed their sex. He thrust frantically inside her.
 
  Becca moaned and pushed against him as he pumped spastically. Barely a minute passed before he shuddered, and thrust inside her with a shout. The exquisite pleasure of an orgasm made his body shake. Becca held him close, and kissed his neck and shoulders.
 
  Still gasping for breath, he rolled off his wife and lay on the bed. He stared at the ceiling, and struggled to think of something to say.
 
  Becca’s last words flashed through his brain again, and embarrassment flooded his body.
 
  I almost came in my pants.
 
  His cheeks grew so hot he worried they’d actually catch fire. There was no way to hide it from Becca. She knew him too well. His secret was out, and now his wife knew how the thought of her with DeShawn still excited him.
 
  He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye, and found her smiling.
 
  “Do you want to talk about it, or pretend that didn’t just happen?” She rolled onto her side, facing him, and kissed his cheek.
 
  “I don’t know what to say. I don’t know how to begin, or how to put it into words.”
 
  She hesitated for an instant, then suggested, “Do you mind if I ask you questions, then? Will that make it easier?”
 
  He didn’t answer. He couldn’t answer. It was too humiliating.
 
  “John. I love you,” she said quietly. “Nothing you tell me will change how I feel about you. I promise.”
 
  She stared at him for a long time before taking his hand and bringing it to her lips.
 
  “You know I used to date black men exclusively when I was in college, right? We’ve discussed that before.”
 
  “Yes. Obviously. I see your tattoo every day.” A note of bitter sarcasm laced his voice. “I also remember you saying I was more than enough man for you.”
 
  “That’s true, honey. It was true then, it was true while we were on vacation, and it’s still true now.”
 
  “Are you sure?” His eyes narrowed slightly. “I’m guessing DeShawn is much larger than me. At least, from the way you were moaning, it seemed that way. I mean, as long as we’re talking, let’s be honest.”
 
  His wife took a long, deep breath, and he could see her visibly restrain herself. “Men are so fucking obsessed with the size of their cocks,” she muttered. “Even guys with big cocks.”
 
  “It’s a guy thing.”
 
  “No shit. And it’s fucking irritating.” She straightened her clothes and sat up. “You are more than enough man for me. I like the size of your cock, and I love having sex with you. I always have, please believe me.”
 
  “I do, baby, but size matters…right?”
 
  “Yes…size matters, but only to a point,” she countered. “The emotional connection matters more.” She patted his chest. “Just because a guy has a huge cock doesn’t mean the sex is good. In fact, the sex may be horrible because he just pounds away like a jackhammer. It’s also painful for a woman, and believe me, sex isn’t good when you’re in pain.”
 
  “You didn’t sound like you were in pain with DeShawn.”
 
  “Fuck!” Exasperated, she threw up both hands in surrender. “Okay, let’s talk about DeShawn.”
 
  John gave a short laugh. “This’ll be interesting.”
 
  “Stop, I’m being serious.”
 
  “Fine. Go ahead.”
 
  She tried hard not to grit her teeth. “Yes, DeShawn is well endowed, and yes, it was painful the first time.” She kissed his cheek. “It was also awkward.”
 
  “The first time, maybe,” he said a little coolly, “but things clearly got intense between you two.”
 
  She nodded. “Yes. I won’t deny it. I think that was inevitable, though, because DeShawn is a good-looking guy. He’s funny, and his body is awesome. It’s probably why you suggested him in the first place.”
 
  John winced. She had him there. One of the reasons he’d suggested DeShawn was that he was a nice guy who was in great shape, and had a job that ensured he was medically clean.
 
  “Besides, are you telling me if you met a nice, beautiful woman, you wouldn’t have great sex after the first few times?” She retorted sarcastically. “Somehow I think the same thing would’ve happened if the situation was reversed.”
 
  She had him there, too. “Okay, you’ve got a point. I admit it,” he shrugged. “So what do we do now? What do you want?”
 
  Becca ran her fingers through his hair, and kissed his forehead. “Understanding and honesty. That’s all I want.”
 
  “Fine” He could handle that. He was almost sure of it. “Before we begin, promise to love me, and never leave me. I need you in my life. It’s that simple.”
 
  “I love you, and I’ll never leave you,” she said obediently. “Now answer my questions. Please?”
 
  He nodded. “Okay.”
 
  “The thought of me being with DeShawn, not only sexually, but just being with him…turns you on, doesn’t it?”
 
  “Becca!” He covered his face with his palms. “This is so embarrassing. I can’t believe we’re talking about it.”
 
  Her voice was soft, pleading. “John, Please.”
 
  Reluctantly he dropped his hands. “Yes. Okay? Yes. It excites me, and it’s the reason I’ve been able to get hard lately. I imagine you two together, and bingo, I’m hard enough to cut diamonds. There! Is that what you wanted to hear?”
 
  He’d expected laughter, giggling, disbelief, and a little disgust when he looked at his wife. Instead, he was rewarded with love. Her eyes reflected simple love and understanding.
 
  She slowly lowered her head and kissed him. It was a simple kiss, but the meaning it conveyed was complex. Words were simply inadequate.
 
  “I love you.”
 
  “Still?”
 
  “Yes. I will love you always.”
 
  Relief flooded through his body. A load had been lifted from his shoulders, and he felt closer to his wife now that he’d shared his feelings. He sensed she felt the same way, too.
 
  Becca tweaked his nose. “Baby, it’s okay. It doesn’t bother me in the least. In fact, it excites me, too.”
 
  “Really? Are you just saying that to make me feel better?”
 
  “No. I’m being serious.” She rested her chin on his chest. “Can I confess something to you?”
 
  “Sure.”
 
  “The thought of you watching us makes me wet. It’s more than sex, though. The thought of you watching us at dinner, on the beach, or just sitting on the lounge chairs. Wow, it really gets me hot.” She sighed. “I like the idea of you watching me. It’s like we’re sharing something private, even though we’re with another man.”
 
  “Wow!”
 
  She lifted her head to watch the expressions chasing across his face. “Does that change the way you feel about me?”
 
  “No, it doesn’t. It’s changing something else, though, and I need your help.”
 
  She laughed. “What?”
 
  He guided her hand down to his cock.
 
  “Ohhhh, John.” 

 
      
  Epilogue
 
   
 
   
 
  John savored every second of their pregnancy. He wore out their camera taking pictures of his beautiful wife, and he insisted Becca keep up with their baby book, jotting down miscellaneous items that were cute and endearing. He memorized the information in their baby library, and he kept a running list of baby names. At one point, their friends remarked that they were at risk of catching diabetes because the happy couple was so sweet with each other.
 
  A sense of intense well-being filled him every time he looked at his wife’s belly. It seemed to swell a bit more each day, and she positively glowed with happiness.
 
  Becca became meticulous about her weight, planning each meal around protein, carbs, vitamins, and minerals. In addition to her diet, she altered her exercise routine.
 
  Unfortunately for him, Becca also stopped regular sex.
 
  I don’t want to take any chances John.
 
  Those words became her mantra, and nothing he said would change her mind. Still, she realized her husband was suffering, and she did her best to keep him happy. Becca soon became an expert at giving him hand-jobs, which wasn’t really sex in his opinion, but it was his best option. She gave him blowjobs in the beginning, but she transitioned to hand-jobs when her morning sickness kicked in.
 
  In the end, he realized it didn’t matter. They were having a baby, and he was going to be a father. That’s what mattered.
 
  Even if I’m not the biological father, I’m still going to be a dad.
 
  They sent DeShawn regular email updates, and pictures of Becca’s growing belly. She was always fully clothed in the pictures, which made him feel better. DeShawn responded to each of their emails, but was noncommittal about doing anything more.
 
  For his part, John was still torn about DeShawn. He was a great guy, but their marriage would be a lot simpler without him in their future.
 
   
 
  The day finally came, and Becca woke him early in the morning.
 
  “Honey, it’s time!”
 
  In an instant, he was wide awake, and he sprang out of bed. He’d been quietly rehearsing this exact situation for weeks, and he’d planned everything down to the most granular detail.
 
  A few pre-planned texts let everyone know the baby was coming. He snatched the baby bag and a bag of Becca’s personal items, and carried them to their car. Each bag had been pre-packed and placed by the door. Finally he checked the trunk to make sure the just-in-case bag was still there. It held every possible item short of the kitchen sink…just in case.
 
  Becca was amazing, and her body handled the delivery with surprising ease. It was so easy, several nurses commented that they’d never seen a birth go this smoothly.
 
  “The women in my family have child-bearing hips,” she replied to the nurses. “My mother and grandmother had easy deliveries, and I’m sure glad I inherited that gene.”
 
  An hour later, their baby arrived.
 
  It was a beautiful baby girl. The doctor proclaimed her healthy, and her wonderful crying filled the delivery room. Becca got to hold her first, but only after John gave her a quick kiss. She held the baby close, stroked her cheek, and whispered softly to their new daughter.
 
  She had beautiful curly black hair, and a button for a nose. In short, she was perfect.
 
  After staring at her for almost an hour, they agreed she resembled Becca…more than her biological father.
 
  DeShawn.
 
  The birth certificate identified John as the father, which met the primary legal standard for him to be recognized as the father, and shortly thereafter, John and Becca’s families and friends arrived and congratulated them. No questions were asked about the race of the baby. Everyone was so happy they’d finally became parents that the subject never came up. Everyone accepted their story about a sperm bank, and it helped that interracial and inter-ethnic babies were commonplace in the military community. 
 
  Their little daughter was loved, and that was what mattered.
 
   
 
  == < || > ==
 
   
 
  If you liked “Tangled Lives,” be sure to read “Twisted Choices,” coming soon!
 
   
 
   
 
  Twisted Choices
 
   
 
  John and Becca were desperate for a baby. A vacation fling with a handsome black man presented provided tons of hot sex for Becca, an erotic discovery for John, and a new baby for the young couple.
 
   
 
  When DeShawn, Becca’s lover, comes to visit them, Becca’s feelings for the gorgeous black man deepen, and John makes another shocking discovery about himself. The erotic visit forces John, Becca, and DeShawn in directions they never anticipated.
 
   
 
  ~~~~~ Excerpt ~~~~~
 
   
 
  DeShawn’s smile reflected his confusion and uncertainty. Becca acted as though things hadn’t changed since South Padre, and that didn’t make sense. He shrugged his shoulders, grabbed his luggage and followed her into their house. His eyes tracked Becca’s figure, and a smile slid over his lips. She had her figure back, and if anything, she looked even more gorgeous now. The shorts she was wearing really emphasized her amazing ass.
 
  It was a typical military housing unit for junior enlisted personnel, but John and Becca had done a great job of furnishing and decorating it. DeShawn also noticed pictures of the baby everywhere, and a twinge of jealousy hit him. It was short-lived though, because he quickly realized that John and Becca could provide a very stable, loving home. Unfortunately, that was impossible for him. His job and lifestyle simply had made it impossible before, but things had changed for him recently.
 
  Maybe it’s not impossible any longer.
 
   
 
  == < || > ==
 
   
 
  And don’t miss J.C.’s popular “The One Less Traveled” series!
 
   
 
  The One Less Traveled
 
   
 
  On the surface, Nick has it all: a beautiful wife and family, and a great job. His life is one of clear skies, calm waters, and smooth sailing.
 
   
 
  Just over the horizon, however, a wave is building that threatens to change his entire life. A harmless trip to a swingers club, an attempt to try something different, leads Nick and his gorgeous Latina wife, Nicole, to Collin. The handsome, rich black man immediately enthralls Nicole, and the feeling is mutual.
 
   
 
  What follows is an exciting, gut-wrenching ride for everyone—especially Nick, who has to come to terms with his wife’s infatuation with a man who desires her. Nick is faced with a choice: remove Collin from their lives and risk his wife’s happiness, or allow Collin to remain in their lives, and risk his marriage.
 
   
 
   
 
  Stolen Moments
 
   
 
  Nicole is a gorgeous suburban housewife with a handsome husband and great kids. In short, she has it all—until Cynthia enters her life and captures Nicole in a hot, steamy lesbian relationship.
 
   
 
  Nicole’s world careens in a wild new direction. When she agrees to a private vacation with Cynthia, she starts to question her marriage and consider a life with Cynthia.
 
   
 
  “Stolen Moments” is a thrill-ride of lesbian relationships, sex, and an amazing conclusion.
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