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  Chapter One
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn pulled his Mercedes up to the gate, and stopped next to the uniformed policeman. His road trip had been long, and he was suffering from a severe case of car-butt.
 
  Laughlin Air Force Base. His eyes traveled over the brown grass and near-desert geography, and he suppressed a curse. He’d never visited this Air Force base before, and was glad he was only here for a visit.
 
  This place is unbelievable.
 
  The Air Force Base in question was located along the Texas/Mexico border, and the only thing in this god-forsaken area worth anything was airspace. So it was no surprise that the base’s mission was pilot training. Sleek white fighter aircraft circled on the east side of the airfield, and slower black-and-white aircraft with larger wings circled opposite their smaller number. The sky was filled with planes, and DeShawn couldn’t determine how they kept from hitting one another. There was little rain or cloud cover, so it was perfect for its intended use, but it was too far from a big city for DeShawn.
 
  A blast of hot air hit him as soon as he lowered his window, and he passed his identification to the gate guard. He was waved through immediately, and he started following the directions John and Becca gave him.
 
  Second thoughts ran through his mind. He’d driven from Florida to West Texas to see a couple he’d only met once. He still wasn’t sure about this visit, but they’d asked him several times to come, and he did want to see Becca again.
 
  Becca.
 
  He’d found himself thinking of her constantly, and the time they’d spent together haunted him. It wasn’t love, he knew that, but they’d shared a connection for that week in South Padre, and he wanted to see if it was still there.
 
  Becca’s husband, John, was the wild-card. He wasn’t sure how John would fit into this situation. He’d mentioned that to Becca during one of their phone calls, but she’d assured him that John was fine with everything.
 
  She was waiting for him when he pulled into their driveway. He’d found their house easily, and he noticed it had the best lawn on the block. She waved excitedly, and he slid out of his car just in time to catch her. She jumped into his arms, gave him a big hug that lasted long enough for them both to start laughing, and any worries he’d had immediately vanished.
 
  He set Becca back down on the pavement, and her amazing smile hit him like a ton of bricks.
 
  “It’s about time you got here!” She poked his chest. “How dare you keep me waiting, mister?”
 
  “I’m sorry, I’m sorry. It took me longer than I thought to make the drive.” He lifted his hands in surrender. “It’s a freakin’ long way from Florida, and my ass is completely asleep.”
 
  “Well, maybe I can do something about that for you.” She flashed him a naughty smile. “Let’s get you inside and settled. John and I made up our spare bedroom, so you’ll have your own space.”
 
  DeShawn’s half-smile reflected his confusion and uncertainty. Becca acted as though things hadn’t changed since South Padre, and that didn’t make sense. Finally he shrugged, grabbed his luggage, and followed her into their house. His eyes tracked her figure, and his smile widened in anticipation. She had her figure back, and if anything, she looked even more gorgeous now. The shorts she was wearing really emphasized her amazing ass.
 
  Their home 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 felt a twinge of jealousy. It was short-lived, though, because he quickly realized they could provide a very stable, loving home. His job and lifestyle simply had made it impossible before, but things had changed for him recently.
 
  Maybe it’s not impossible any longer.
 
  Becca led him into their spare bedroom, and he dropped his luggage on the bed. It was tastefully decorated, just like the rest of the house, and he let out a long sigh. Then he felt arms circle him from behind, and Becca laid her head on his back.
 
  “I’m so glad you came. Thank you so much. It means a lot to me…and to John.” She squeezed him tightly before letting him go.
 
  “You’re welcome.”
 
  She grabbed his hand. “C’mon. Let’s go see what John and the baby are up to.”
 
  They walked through the house, past the kitchen, and out the back door. The patio was small, but it was shaded by a huge oak tree. There was a light breeze, and combined with the shade, the outdoors felt surprisingly pleasant. John stood over a classic Weber grill, beer in hand, and he was studying the charcoal briquettes. He’d obviously just applied lighter fluid, because the briquettes were still in flames.
 
  He looked up, and smiled as Becca and DeShawn stepped out of the house. He didn’t seem bothered that Becca was still holding DeShawn’s hand. Smiling, he stepped over to greet them, and DeShawn expected a handshake but got a sincere hug instead. Surprised, he threw Becca a confused look, but she just smiled and winked.
 
  John stepped back. “DeShawn. Thanks for coming, man. It’s good to see you.”
 
  “Good to see you, too.” He motioned at John’s beer. “You got an extra one of those?”
 
  “Becca, would you mind getting DeShawn something to drink? I’ve got to tend this grill if I’m going to properly burn our hamburgers.”
 
  “Sure thing, honey.” She disappeared into the house, and John nodded at a chair. “Have a seat, dude. Make yourself at home. Mi casa es su casa…as they say down here on the border.”
 
  “Thanks.” DeShawn slid into the chair just as Becca reappeared with his beer. “Becca, you are an angel. Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.”
 
  She didn’t sit down in the chair next to him. Instead, she walked past John and bent over something, but DeShawn couldn’t see what it was. He leaned over to get a better look, and Becca motioned him over. He glanced uncertainly at John, but Becca’s husband motioned for him to obey.
 
  DeShawn took a swig of his beer, and moved across the lawn. She stood near the base of the oak tree next to a big plastic crib-looking thing, and she smiled invitingly at him. DeShawn approached until he caught sight of a little baby sleeping peacefully inside the crib. Then he stopped and stood next to Becca, studying the sleeping bundle of joy. Her skin was light brown, and her head was full of curly black hair. A cute pink headband with flowers circled her head, and she wore a matching pink dress with pink socks. It was a cute outfit, and he couldn’t help smiling.
 
  Their eyes met, they both smiled, and he hugged her. “Becca, she is absolutely beautiful.”
 
  “She’s the most beautiful thing in our lives, and we have you to thank for it,” she murmured against his shoulder.
 
  When they eased apart again, her eyes were misty. DeShawn was speechless, and simply stared at the baby for a while before he looked back at Becca.
 
  “Hey, what’s her name? Are you guys finally going to tell me?”
 
  Becca laughed. “Sorry, but we wanted you to be here when we told you.”
 
  “That was Becca’s idea, DeShawn, not mine,” John quickly demurred. “I wanted to tell you a lot sooner.”
 
  “Stop it, John. We discussed it.”
 
  John shook his head. “No, baby…you decided, and I knew better than to argue.”
 
  “Whatever.”
 
  DeShawn laughed, and Becca glared at him. He lifted both hands in surrender. “Sorry.”
 
  “Anyway…” Becca paused for effect. “Her first name is Bethany, and her middle name is DeShawna.”
 
  He grimaced. “I like the first name, but did you really curse this child with DeShawna…as a middle name?”
 
  That earned him a hard punch in the arm. “Yes. And I like it, so don’t make jokes!”
 
  “Sorry. It’s a beautiful name.”
 
  A strangely contented smile curved his lips, and he took a deep breath. Bethany DeShawna. She was beautiful.
 
  Becca saw his expression, and took his hand. “John and I both wanted to find a way to work your name into hers, and that name sounded the best. Besides, you definitely don’t want to hear the other options we came up with.”
 
  She pulled him back over to the chair, pushed him down, and slid onto his lap. Then she took a sip of his beer. He grabbed it back as soon as she was done, and she stuck her tongue out at him before sliding into the chair next to him. The homes in this area all had backyards with no fences, so there wasn’t an over-abundance of privacy.
 
  John transferred the hamburgers on the grill, and they shot the breeze while the meat burned. Just as they were finishing, DeShawn heard a little cry. Becca was up like a shot, and picked up the little girl. She instantly quieted down, and when John walked over, the baby held her hands out for him. He nestled Bethany in his arms, then twirled her twice before he walked over to the patio.
 
  “DeShawn, meet Bethany. Bethany, meet DeShawn.”
 
  Bethany took one quick look at the big black soldier, and then hid her face in John’s neck.
 
  “Oh, stop it, young lady. He’s not scary.”
 
  Bethany peaked at DeShawn again, studied him with one eye for a moment, then offered him a crooked smile.
 
  DeShawn couldn’t stop smiling. She was absolutely precious, and while his life didn’t have room for a child, staring at Bethany made him look forward to that possibility.
 
  Becca’s hand on his shoulder brought him out of his daydreams. “We’d let you hold her, but she’s still a little scared of strangers. I hope that’s okay.”
 
  “It’s fine. I don’t want to make her cry,” he assured her. “Besides, I need to watch John for a while, and see how it’s done.” He chuckled, and shook his head. “I’m proficient with a variety of firearms and knives; but I am helpless with babies.”
 
  Becca stared at him for a quiet moment before she smiled. “Not for long.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Two
 
   
 
   
 
  The hamburgers were done, so they all went inside. Becca had set up their dining room buffet-style, so they ate dinner sitting around the television. Bethany played on a blanket in the center of the room. Even though she wasn’t walking yet, she still managed to cover a lot of ground.
 
  DeShawn caught them up on his life since their vacation on South Padre Island. He’d rejoined his unit, and was back on active status. That basically meant he could be called anywhere in the world at any time, he explained, and he’d finished several short rotations overseas in places he couldn’t discuss. John and Becca were surprised at how calmly he could speak out his job.
 
  Then John filled him on their lives, which wasn’t nearly as interesting, but he listened politely.
 
  After an hour passed, he took a breath and lowered himself onto the floor next to Bethany. She was captivating, and he was surprised how much he enjoyed watching her play. A wistful expression slid over his face.
 
  Bethany glanced at him, but immediately turned her attention to a stuffed dog that barked. After a few minutes, Becca stepped closer and placed her in his lap. His arms automatically went around her, and he held her as she continued to play with her little barking puppy. Bethany’s warm little body felt good in his hands, and gently he nuzzled her. The scent of baby powder competed with her natural scent, and he realized he didn’t want to let her go.
 
  Becca stepped back, and quietly cleared her throat. When he glanced up at her, she arched her eyebrows questioningly and mimed taking a picture. He smiled his approval, and seconds later Becca started taking pictures. She circled the room, clicking away, and he was pretty sure she got every single possible angle.
 
  A few minutes later, Bethany fell asleep in DeShawn’s arms. Becca took more pictures, of course, and John then led him to their bedroom. He lowered a side of the crib, and DeShawn carefully placed Bethany on the mattress.
 
  John raised the side of the crib, smiled at him, and clapped him on the back. “You’re a natural,” he whispered.
 
  They quietly rejoined Becca in the living room, and helped her clean up. Once the food and baby toys were cleaned up, John broke out some beers. A deck of cards appeared, and they sat around the dining room table.
 
  Becca sipped her beer, then glanced at the bottle and met his eyes.
 
  “In case you’re wondering, we’re bottle feeding Bethany now, so I can have alcohol again. Yes!”
 
  DeShawn chuckled. “That didn’t even cross my mind. You guys seem to be doing a great job with Bethany.” He gave Becca a little salute with his beer bottle.
 
  “Well, I did breastfeed for the first few months, but it was very painful, and the doctor was fine with moving her to bottle feedings.” She laughed a little. “My breasts are finally back to normal size now.”
 
  John chuckled. “Christmas came early, that’s for sure!”
 
  DeShawn shook his head. “You two are hilarious.”
 
  They played cards for the next several hours until DeShawn couldn’t keep his eyes open. Becca showed him to his room, gave him a quick kiss, and then left again.
 
  As he undressed, he couldn’t square the situation with them. They were great parents and nice as hell, but they were full of mixed signals.
 
  What the hell is going on?
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Three
 
   
 
   
 
  The blessing and curse of DeShawn’s job was that he could go from deep sleep to wide awake in the blink of an eye. Being in a new, unfamiliar place only heightened his alertness, and when he heard sounds in the living room, he was wide awake in seconds. He flipped the covers back, pulled on his pajama pants, and went to use the restroom. When he’d finished, he washed his hands and padded carefully to the living room.
 
  Becca sat on the couch with Bethany, feeding her a bottle of formula. The simple beauty of Becca and his daughter caused him to stop. Rooted in place, he stared at the gorgeous woman wearing a long t-shirt who was holding his perfect, precious child.
 
  She smiled up at him. He managed a shaky answering smile, but didn’t move. After a moment, she motioned him forward.
 
  He carefully lowered himself next to her, and watched his daughter finish her bottle. Bethany was wide awake. She held the bottle, and seemed to smile around the nipple. For such a small bundle, he was surprised by how quickly she finished.
 
  Becca handed him the empty bottle, and with practiced ease shifted Bethany to her shoulder. DeShawn rose and headed into the kitchen, and rinsed the bottle in the sink. When he returned, Bethany let out a loud belch. It was the cutest sound he’d ever heard. Becca rolled her eyes, and continued patting Bethany.
 
  He leaned closer. “Do you mind if I get a bottle of water?”
 
  “No. Of course not.” She motioned toward the refrigerator. “Help yourself.”
 
  DeShawn returned to the refrigerator door, and pulled out two bottles. When he returned, Becca coaxed one last big belch from Bethany, and then the little bundle of joy promptly fell asleep.
 
  Becca leaned closer. “Stay here. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
 
  “Okay.”
 
  She carried Bethany down the hall, and he couldn’t help but enjoy watching her retreating figure. Becca definitely had her body back, and the long t-shirt did nothing to hide her curves. He wasn’t sure what would happen when she returned, but he was looking forward to talking with her privately. He couldn’t deny his attraction to her, and seeing her again brought it all back.
 
  He smiled to himself, and shook his head. When John and Becca had asked him to help them conceive a baby, he’d leapt at the chance. It had been the perfect situation for any guy, but especially for him, given his job.
 
  When he’d learned Becca was pregnant, he’d felt happy but conflicted. His feelings had grown even more conflicted after Bethany was born. DeShawn had confided in his best friend, Marcus, because he’d needed to talk about it. Marcus had helped him talk through the situation, and his friend’s perspective had been invaluable. Marcus had encouraged him to visit, and he remembered his words vividly.
 
  It may be the only child you have, DeShawn. You should go see her.
 
  His advice had been good, and once again, he felt thankful to have such a good friend. Marcus had gone through para-rescue training at the same time, but he was a class ahead. They were the only two black para-rescuers, and they’d formed a close friendship. Marcus had been married at the time, but like his own attempt at marriage, it had slowly disintegrated.
 
  Marcus was a great guy, and DeShawn trusted him with his life. The only thing they disagreed over was women. DeShawn preferred a relationship with one woman at a time, while Marcus preferred quantity over quality.
 
  Still, they were best friends, and when Marcus had seen pictures of Becca, he’d immediately agreed that DeShawn had made the right choice.
 
  One thing bothered him, though, and he couldn’t shake it: The way Marcus had stared at Becca’s pictures. His eyes had held a hunger DeShawn had never seen from his friend, and he knew instinctively that Marcus would’ve tried to take Becca from John.
 
  Marcus and John would never get along.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Four
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca closed the door carefully, holding the doorknob until the last moment when it clicked shut. John’s light snoring filtered through the door, and she smiled to herself. Her husband was still asleep.
 
  She walked quietly down the short hallway. DeShawn was staring down at the floor, and he seemed lost in thought. She took another step closer, and his head rose until his eyes locked on her.
 
  His mouth dropped open.
 
  An inviting smile curved her lips as she spun in place, letting the baby-doll lingerie twirl higher and show the sheer matching panties she wore underneath. Her lingerie was so sheer, a smile was almost the only thing she wore. DeShawn’s eyes roamed over every square centimeter of her body, and his answering smile turned hungry.
 
  Perfect. She enjoyed his attention, and she’d looked forward to this moment ever since her last time with him. DeShawn looked at her as though she was the most beautiful woman on the planet, and raw desire welled up inside her. She wanted him. She’d never stopped wanting him, and she could hardly wait to feel him inside her.
 
  What made it perfect? John had given her his blessing.
 
  The lingerie was specifically for DeShawn, and she’d informed her husband that she would never wear it for him. It was only for her boyfriend. He’d nodded his understanding, and although he’d tried to hide it, she’d seen excitement rising in her husband’s eyes. John wanted her to be with DeShawn. He’d finally accepted it, and now she could have her husband and her boyfriend.
 
  She stepped forward until she stood in front of the gorgeous black man. His mouth still hung open. She straddled his lap, and could feel his hardness through the pajama pants he wore. The feel of his cock sent a shiver through her. A sexy smile curved her lips when DeShawn’s hands found her hips and gripped them tightly. She held her breasts against his face and moved them from side to side, pushing her nipples against his mouth.
 
  Strong muscled arms circled her body and pulled her closer. Their lips met, and raw jagged desire enveloped them. She stayed on DeShawn’s lap, prolonging their kiss, until she felt his cock strain against his pajama pants and his hips thrust upward, lifting her off the couch.
 
  She pushed against his chest and broke their kiss. He groaned in disappointment, then smiled again when she slid off his lap and knelt in front of him. In one quick move, she hooked her fingers in his waistband and jerked his bottoms down past his hips until his cock sprang free.
 
  Becca gazed lustily at his cock. It was almost fully hard, long, thick, and veiny. Beautiful, she thought, remembering how good it had made her feel. Reverently she stroked it, and watched it grow even harder under her gentle touch.
 
  “Do you like my cock?”
 
  She tore her eyes away from the exquisite sight and whispered, “I love your cock. It’s absolutely perfect.”
 
  A ripple of pleasure made him close his eyes. “I love your touch.”
 
  She slid her hands over his washboard stomach and pinched his nipples. When his eyes snapped open, she flashed him a naughty smile. “Try and hold back as long as you can.”
 
  “Go ahead, baby,” he teased. “I’ll keep you on your knees all night.”
 
  A dam burst inside her, and she attacked his cock with all the pent-up lust she’d carried since they’d last fucked on South Padre Island. DeShawn. Her beautiful black man was finally here, and she had no intention of letting him leave until she was finished with him.
 
  A low groan escaped his lips as pleasure coursed through him. His eyes closed, and his head fell back on the couch.
 
  Becca licked his cock, starting with the perfectly formed head. She loved sucking cock, and DeShawn’s was the most perfect she’d ever seen. Slowly she ran her tongue up and down its entire length. Her lover was so large, she could use both hands—with a little left over—to massage his shaft.
 
  Finally she drew the tip in her mouth, and circled her tongue around it. Saliva coated it, and that helped her work it into her mouth. Her throat objected slightly, but she’d deep-throated him before, and knew she could do it again.
 
  The soft, satiny texture of his skin felt amazing against her lips, and she was careful to keep her teeth sheathed behind her lips. Each time she lowered her head, his beautiful cock slid deeper into her throat.
 
  Something tickled her nose, and satisfaction flooded through her. DeShawn’s pubic hair. She was close. A quick breath, and she lowered her head one more time, holding his hips to provide her leverage. She’d never been bothered by a gag reflex, and unfortunately that little fact had made her mildly famous in college.
 
  She banished those thoughts from her mind, and focused on the gorgeous black man in front of her.
 
  College is behind you. The fraternity is history.
 
  The tickling sensation returned, and her nose pressed against his groin. She’d done it! Another groan, louder this time, vibrated through her, and she felt her boyfriend’s body tense. She softly hummed, and DeShawn gasped with jagged pleasure. The combination of sensations was driving him crazy, and she sensed he was close.
 
  Her eyes opened, and she studied the perfect body in front of her. As if sensing her attention, DeShawn’s eyes opened, and she winked at him as she pulled his cock from her mouth.
 
  Without a second’s pause, she held his eyes and slowly licked the tip of his cock.
 
  Mingled lust and desperation twisted his face.
 
  Becca recognized that expression, and clamped her lips around his cock. His hand gripped her hair and held her in place. The amazing cock flexed in her mouth—and then exploded with a sudden rush of warm cum. It hit the back of her throat, and she swallowed greedily. The salty, creamy taste filled her mouth, and she savored every drop.
 
  So good!
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Five
 
   
 
   
 
  Eventually DeShawn finished, and Becca released his cock. She held it in her hands, not ready to let it go, and gazed affectionately at her gorgeous lover. His chest was still heaving as he fought to catch his breath. Finally he looked down at her and wearily smiled.
 
  “Holy shit! Damn, girl, you are really good at sucking cock!” He released a long sigh. “I’m sorry I couldn’t hold back any longer.”
 
  “I’m glad you liked it. I missed your cock, and I wanted to give you a welcoming present.” She smiled at him, rubbed her hands over his thighs, and rose to her feet. “I’ll be right back.”
 
  She walked to the bathroom, and brushed her teeth. Then she fixed her hair, and smiled at herself in the mirror. Just before she left, she slid her panties off and left them in a crumpled pile under the sink.
 
  When she returned to the living room, DeShawn had stretched out on the couch, and he motioned her closer. “Come here.”
 
  She lowered herself on top of him, and reveled in the firmness of his body. His big chest, strong arms, and firm abs made for the perfect mattress. Safe. He made her feel safe in a way her husband didn’t, and she never wanted to leave his embrace.
 
  She met his eyes, and he pulled her into a passionate kiss. His hands trailed over her back, and he softly caressed her curves.
 
  Finally she pulled back and rested her head on his massive chest. “I missed you so much,” she murmured.
 
  “I missed you.” He ran his fingers through her hair, and kissed the top of her head. “I’m confused, though.”
 
  “About what?”
 
  “I understand what happened in South Padre, and I’m glad you invited me to see Bethany.” He took a breath. “But I don’t understand what we’re doing now.”
 
  Silence followed his last statement, and he waited patiently for her to respond. She stared at him, and almost lost herself in his beautiful brown eyes and perfect smile.
 
  He is so gorgeous.
 
  She took a deep breath to steady herself, and ran her fingers over his chest, digging her nails in slightly. He arched his back, closed his eyes, and a low groan echoed from his very kissable mouth. She loved making him feel good, and felt his cock start to harden.
 
  DeShawn’s hands clamped lightly around her upper arms. “Stop trying to distract me and answer my question, Becca. You owe me an explanation. I like John, and I don’t want to hurt him—or your marriage.”
 
  “Okay. Okay. You’re right. You’re just so gorgeous.”
 
  He rolled his eyes, and she stuck her tongue out.
 
  “John and I had a long talk after we got back from South Padre Island. We obviously had some issues to work through, and I was pregnant, so there were a lot of ‘discussions.’” She used her fingers to mimic quotations. “The bottom line is, John and I love each other. We love our lives together. And we absolutely love our little bundle of joy, Bethany.”
 
  He nodded for her to continue, and she felt his hands caress her back. She couldn’t resist wriggling on top of him again, and pressing her tits into his chest.
 
  “Go on, Becca.”
 
  “Ok, Mr. Spoilsport. Well, through our discussions, we both learned some new things, and they’ve changed our marriage.”
 
  “What did you learn?” He sounded a little wary now.
 
  She took another deep breath. “John realized he liked the idea of me being with another man, specifically a black man. He’s obsessed with it, and he wants to watch me fuck another man.” She smiled. “He also trusts I can be with another man, and it won’t be a threat to our marriage.”
 
  His eyes widened in stunned disbelief. “No way. Seriously?”
 
  “Yes. In fact, before arrived at South Padre,” she confided, “John was having some issues performing in the bedroom. When we got back…those issues disappeared. Want to know why?”
 
  “Absolutely.”
 
  “I thought you would.” When he pinched her side, she giggled. “All John had to do was think of you and me together and bingo, his cock got rock-hard. No more performance issues!”
 
  “Wow.” He looked a little stunned by her revelations. “I’m not sure what to say.”
 
  “You don’t have to say anything. Our sex life is good, and we’re closer than ever.”
 
  “That’s great.”
 
  He looked away for a second, and she could tell he wanted to ask her a question.
 
  “What?”
 
  “Umm, have you been with any other men?”
 
  Her eyebrows rose. “Are you serious? I pour my heart out to you, and you ask me if I’ve fucked other men? I’m not a complete slut, DeShawn.” Her voice remained level, but dangerous sparks glittered in her eyes. “No. I haven’t been with anyone but my husband since South Padre. I don’t jump into bed for any guy, even black guys.” She punched his chest and pulled away. “You fucking jerk!”
 
  He sat up and tried to reach for her. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you.”
 
  “Too late.”
 
  She started to stand, but his arms circled her and he held her tight.
 
  “I’m truly sorry.” His voice was pleading. “It’s none of my business, and I know you’re not a slut.”
 
  “Just because I have a Queen of Spades tattoo doesn’t mean I fuck around.” She hit his chest again, but more gently this time, and pressed her face against it. “I never should have gotten that tattoo!”
 
  “Becca, I’m sorry. Please believe me.” His hand lifted her chin, and he gently kissed her. “I can be a jerk sometimes. I’m not perfect.” He paused. “This is a new situation for me, and I just wasn’t sure where I fit. I’d never want to upset you.”
 
  She nodded again, and kept her head resting on his chest.
 
  After a long silence, he quietly suggested, “Want to tell me about it? It might help.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Six
 
   
 
   
 
  Why not?
 
  Becca snuggled against DeShawn’s chest. “It was during college.”
 
  “You went to college?”
 
  “Yep.” She smiled proudly. “Athletic scholarship.”
 
  “That’s awesome. What sport?”
 
  “Track.”
 
  “Is that where you got your tattoo? College, I mean.”
 
  “Yes.” The sparkle left her eyes and her voice went flat, as if she was reciting someone else’s history. “I fell in love with this beautiful black athlete. At least I thought it was love, and maybe he did, too…at first.” Her voice quivered, and she took a deep, ragged breath. Despite the passage of time, her freshman year in college still weighed heavily on her. It had been a fantastic, amazing, dark, and dangerous time.
 
  A few minutes passed before she felt ready to continue. “He was a basketball player, really tall and well-built. He wasn’t as muscular as you, but he still had plenty of muscles. His personality was magnetic, and his smile melted my heart. We started dating, and it wasn’t long before we were fucking every chance we got.”
 
  She studied him, gauging his reaction, and her searching glance told him she was expecting derision or contempt. He kept his expression carefully neutral as he gently kissed her, then squeezed her reassuringly. “It’s okay. No judgments.”
 
  “Promise?”
 
  “Yes. I promise.”
 
  Her tensed muscles relaxed a little. “I loved him. At least, I thought I did. We spent every minute together, and my grades slipped a little because I was over at his fraternity almost every night.” She shrugged. “Our relationship lasted about six months before I caught him with someone else. Needless to say, I was devastated. Some of the other girls on campus had tried to warn me that he was a player, but I thought I’d changed him.” A bitter laugh escaped her. “God, I was so naïve.”
 
  “Good riddance.”
 
  His disgusted retort made her smile. “I swore off boys, and my grades improved. Everything went back to normal, except I was lonely. He obviously didn’t miss me, though, because I saw him with a new girl just about every week.
 
  “I had a class with one of his fraternity brothers, and we started talking.”
 
  “Fraternity brother?” DeShawn snorted, and shook his head. “Rich kid.”
 
  “He was nice, but you’re right,” she nodded. “He was a rich kid. Smart, good-looking, but arrogant—and he seemed to view people as chess pieces. As black men go, he also wasn’t my type. He was short, exactly my height, and he definitely wasn’t an athlete. I didn’t want to date him at first, but we kept talking, and eventually I agreed to go out with him. We started dating, and surprisingly it was nice.”
 
  A smile curved her lips, then turned into a little laugh. “I refused to go to the fraternity with him. I didn’t want to see my ex-boyfriend, and I was afraid of how the other guys would look at me. It irritated the crap out of him, because the fraternity was his life. He was some sort of captain or chairman or something, and his father had been a member of the same fraternity, so it was a big deal for him. We spent most of our time in my dorm room, but my roommate was pre-med, and she was always studying in our room. We didn’t have a lot of sex. Poor guy.”
 
  “That would suck. You’re not the kind of girl a guy wants to just kiss, Becca.”
 
  She narrowed her eyes a little. “Can I finish?”
 
  He smiled. “Yes, ma’am.”
 
  “His fraternity finally had a big party, and he insisted that we attend. I relented, and I was surprised at how nice everyone was to me. A lot of the girls gave me hugs, and told me I was better off. Most of the guys said the same thing, and they really made me feel comfortable. The only thing I didn’t like was how much alcohol the fraternity had at the party. They had drugs, too, but my boyfriend said it didn’t happen very often. Besides, it was college.”
 
  DeShawn snorted. “Drugs, alcohol, and college kids. Not a good mix.”
 
  “I’m not much of a drinker, and I’d only experimented with marijuana, so I didn’t worry about it much,” she shrugged. “Shortly after that party, though, my ex-boyfriend got arrested, and he had all these drugs on him. He got some serious jail time, and lost his chance at the NBA. It was a big deal on campus.”
 
  “Karma.”
 
  “I know, right?” She took a deep breath. “So then I was happy to go to the fraternity, and my new boyfriend and I started to have lots of sex. The bad memories were gone, and I was enjoying my new black boyfriend…a lot.”
 
  “You little snow bunny.”
 
  She pinched his nipple. “I can’t explain my attraction to black men. I just find them sexy.”
 
  “We are sexy!” He grinned and kissed her. “White women can’t resist us, especially after they have a taste.”
 
  “Whatever.” She rolled her eyes. “You’re not all that, mister!
 
  “Anyway, things were going great. My boyfriend and I were great, and his fraternity brothers were nice to me. I was happy.
 
  “One afternoon the fraternity held a barbeque, and one of his fraternity brothers suggested I get a Queen of Spades tattoo. I didn’t know what the heck they were talking about, but once they explained it to me, I agreed. I was young, infatuated with my boyfriend and black men in general, and I thought it would be hot.”
 
  “Put a lot of thought into it, did you?”
 
  She patted his chest. “Stop. I was young, and in love. We did it that afternoon. The fraternity brothers took me down to the tattoo place, and I had it done in about an hour. They wanted to add the words ‘black-owned’ around the bottom of the tattoo, but I said no.”
 
  DeShawn smiled. “So, that’s how you got the tattoo.”
 
  “Yep. I thought it was sexy, and I still do. I just wish I hadn’t gotten it in front of all his fraternity brothers. I meant it for my boyfriend, but the guys seemed to think I was available to all of them.”
 
  “You should have waited,” he agreed.
 
  Becca grimaced. “I didn’t realize it at the time, but some of his fraternity brothers really wanted to fuck me after I got that tattoo.”
 
  His eyes narrowed. “Did any of them make a pass at you?”
 
  “You could say that.” She kissed DeShawn’s chest, rested her chin on her forearm, and stared into his eyes. “The barbeque was held on a Friday before a three-day weekend, and most of his fraternity brothers left right afterward. It was strange how silent the fraternity house became. We finally had privacy enough for me to spend the night, and we were alone in his room. I had just bought some new lingerie, and I was modeling it for him.”
 
  “Lucky guy.”
 
  Memories of that night paraded through her head, and she paused for several seconds. When she continued, her voice shook with suppressed emotions.
 
  “One of his fraternity brothers, a senior, barged into our room. He was big. I mean really big, a football player, and I could tell he intimidated my boyfriend. I should have gotten dressed and left, but we’d smoked several joints and I was having a good time, so I let him stay. They watched as I danced for them. I remember thinking it was hot. I was very high, very horny, and very into black men.”
 
  DeShawn held her close, and tenderly kissed her.
 
  “It wasn’t long before they had their cocks out, and I was sucking them off. I remember loving the sensation of serving two black men. On my knees, with a cock in each hand, and I was deep-throating them with reckless abandon. I loved it. It was erotic. Taboo. I don’t remember when it happened, but it wasn’t long before we were all naked. His fraternity brother’s cock was bigger than my boyfriend’s. A lot bigger, and it was thick. At first, I had a hard time getting him down my throat, but after several tries, I could take the whole thing.”
 
  Her body was shaking a bit at the memory, and she was breathing heavily. DeShawn tightened his arms around her, and pulled her close against him.
 
  “Becca…you’re safe now. You’ll always be safe with me. I promise.”
 
  She gave him a grateful smile.
 
  “You don’t have to continue.”
 
  “No. I want to finish.” She took another deep breath. “His friend was a little rough at first. Normally I wouldn’t have considered being with him, but that night, it just happened. The thought of being with two black men was a surprising turn-on. We got on the bed, and they took turns fucking me all night long.”
 
  She stared at DeShawn, and felt her cheeks get hot. She buried her face against his chest again, and felt his arms tighten around her. She finally got enough courage to finish.
 
  “Y’know, people use that expression all the time.” She mimicked quotations. “‘Fucked all night long.’ Well, we literally did fuck all night long. At first, they spit-roasted me, that’s what they called it...spit-roasting. My boyfriend took me doggy style while his friend had me suck his cock, and then they would switch. They continued switching, delaying their orgasms, until they couldn’t hold back anymore. When they were ready, they’d cum all over me. I remember thinking it was pretty hot.”
 
  She buried her face in her hands again, and a few minutes passed before she raised her head, and brushed her hair back from her face.
 
  “After they came, his fraternity brother went to his room. He returned with more weed, and some lubricant. We fucked, smoked weed, and fucked some more. We settled into a rhythm where one would watch while the other fucked me, and when he came, the other would start fucking me. The big fraternity brother got progressively rougher. As the night went on, he pulled my hair, slapped my ass hard, and he’d shove my face into a pillow. The higher he got, the rougher he became. He liked cumming on me, especially my face, and he called me all sorts of names.”
 
  She closed her eyes, shuddered for a moment, and took a breath. “It turned me on, but it also frightened me. I liked that he was dominant, but in the back of my mind, I worried he might hurt me. I trusted my boyfriend would stop him if he got too rough, but I realize now that was very stupid of me.”
 
  “Fucking coward,” DeShawn growled under his breath.
 
  “Yeah.” Becca nodded. “His fraternity brother scared him, too.
 
  “Anyway, several times throughout the night, I got so covered in cum, I had to clean up. They made me walk down the hall to the bathroom. I was covered in cum and completely naked, but they insisted I make the ‘walk of shame.’ They thought it was funny. I was lucky no one saw me.”
 
  DeShawn muttered something under his breath.
 
  “Finally we all got tired, and the sun was just coming up. I was so sore. I gathered my clothes, left the fraternity, and went back to my room. I showered for about an hour. I was covered in bites, bruises, and my ass cheeks were tender from getting slapped.
 
  “I skipped classes for the next several days, and only talked to my boyfriend on the phone. He could tell I was upset. He kept asking me to come to the fraternity house, but I wasn’t ready to see him.
 
  “A week passed, and I finally went back to class. I hadn’t missed much and I caught up easily, so there wasn’t a big issue. After class, I finally saw my boyfriend, and he was very apologetic. He kept assuring me it was a one-time thing, but he also said it had been a lot of fun. Despite his apologies, though, I knew he wanted to do it again. I told him it would never happen. Ever.
 
  “He was upset, but I held firm. I thought he accepted my answer, but it didn’t turn out that way.”
 
  “What a dick!”
 
  She nodded. “I also told him my scholarship money was running out, and I needed to get a part-time job so I wouldn’t have to leave school. He didn’t like that idea because it meant we’d see each other a lot less, and he tried to talk me out of it. The asshole even offered to have his fraternity brothers find a job for me.
 
  “Hey.” She paused and stared intently at DeShawn. “Are you okay?”
 
  “Of course,” he replied.
 
  “It’s not making you think less of me?”
 
  “Damn it, no.”
 
  His vehemence made her relax and smile again. “I’m glad.
 
  “I looked for a job for a few weeks, but nothing paid enough to keep me in school. During that time, an Air Force recruiter was on campus, and we talked a bit about the opportunities the Air Force provided. It sounded good, but it also meant I’d have to leave college. I initially dismissed it, but that didn’t last long.”
 
  “Why?”
 
  “My boyfriend. The asshole. The fraternity had another party, and I went. It turned out to be a bad idea. When I got to the party, all the fraternity brothers stared at me like I was on the menu. The girls looked at me like I was trash. It was obvious everyone knew what happened that night. I was mortified, and tried to leave. My boyfriend took me to his room to calm me down, and he apologized again. As if an apology could make up for anything.”
 
  Becca took a sip of his water, and wiped her eyes.
 
  “He got me a beer, but I definitely didn’t want to drink, and I told him to forget it. Then he asked me if I wanted some weed, and I just about slugged him. He was quiet for a while before he asked me if I wanted something a little harder. I couldn’t believe he was saying that to me. I asked him what the fuck he was talking about, and he said he had some ecstasy. The bastard assured me I’d like it, and it would make me relax. I told him to get the fuck away from me, and I started for the door. Just as I got there, six of his fraternity brothers entered, and the one I’d fucked was in the back.”
 
  She shivered, and DeShawn held her tightly. “It’s okay, Becca. You’re safe.”
 
  “They asked my boyfriend if I was ready. He said no; he needed a little more time. I couldn’t believe they were talking about me like I wasn’t there. It was obvious they intended to use me as a party favor.
 
  “One of them laughed, and said it was time for everyone to sample The Queen. Another one had a video camera. He pointed it at me, and asked me smile. The big fraternity brother in back held up a collar and leash, and smiled at me. That’s it. He just smiled. God, I was petrified!
 
  “Just when I was about to start screaming, I heard loud voices coming from outside the room.”
 
  “Cops?”
 
  She shook her head. “My roommate. She’d gotten wind of the party, and she came to check on me. Her boyfriend had heard rumors about the party, too, and he came with her. He was also on the football team, and he was nearly as big as my boyfriend’s fraternity brother.
 
  “Well, she saved my ass that night. She gathered a few of her girlfriends, and they all rescued me. When I told them about the ecstasy, she threatened to go to the police, and the fraternity brothers backed off in a hurry. She was amazing!”
 
  When Becca smiled, DeShawn cocked his head. “What?”
 
  “She was my maid of honor, and she’s still my best friend ever.
 
  “Anyway, I went to speak to the Air Force recruiter the next day, and I enlisted that same week. I was off to basic training within a month, and I never saw my so-called ‘boyfriend’ again.”
 
  She hugged DeShawn tightly, and laid her head on his chest. His hands stroked her hair. They didn’t say anything for a long time.
 
  Finally Becca raised her head. “I told you that story DeShawn, because I wanted you to know more about me. Yes, I am attracted to black men, and I proudly wear a Queen of Spades tattoo. I’m not ashamed of it.”
 
  He nodded, and wisely remained silent.
 
  “But my time in college taught me to be very, very choosy about the men I allow into my life.
 
  “John is my husband, and I love him dearly. I will never leave him as long as he wants me.
 
  “You are a very special, very sexy man, and I can’t get enough of you. More importantly, though, you’re also a decent man, and you treat me with respect. That means the world to me,” she said simply. “You deserve the truth, and you also deserve to know I don’t sleep around.”
 
  “I’m sorry, Becca.”
 
  “You’re forgiven.” Content, she laid her head on DeShawn’s amazing chest, and in a few minutes, she drifted off to sleep.
 
  DeShawn held her close, but he wasn’t tired yet. Becca’s story wasn’t unusual. A surprising number of white girls found they really liked black men. Unfortunately, their desires sometimes got the better of them, and of course there were men ready to take advantage of that desire.
 
  A few minutes later, he felt his own fatigue finally rear its head. He tightened his arms around Becca, and she murmured in her sleep. The weight of her felt good, and he wondered what it would be like to have her as his own.
 
  Where is this going?
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Seven
 
   
 
   
 
  Bethany, John and Becca’s little bundle of joy, had turned into the world’s best alarm clock. Her cries woke John instantly, and he was up and moving within seconds of her first cry.
 
  Becca hadn’t slept with him long last night, but that didn’t surprise him. He’d expected his wife to spend some private time with DeShawn, and truthfully, he enjoyed it. It was nice to have Bethany’s biological father visit, and he privately hoped DeShawn would visit more often. John genuinely liked DeShawn, and he sensed that DeShawn liked him, too.
 
  Bethany was upset this morning—probably hungry—and he carefully lifted her out of the crib. The smell of baby powder made him smile, and he couldn’t help but hold her close, enjoying her warm skin.
 
  The changing station was only a few steps away, and he got started on the process that had become second-nature.
 
  Bethany smiled at him, and he couldn’t resist tickling her. While he had looked forward to being a father, the depth of love he felt towards his daughter surprised him. He hadn’t been prepared for how deeply it would affect him. The simple joy of being a parent was amazing, and he couldn’t imagine life without her.
 
  When he finished changing her, he picked out an adorable outfit. “Hey, cutie. Are you ready for some breakfast?”
 
  Bethany answered in her usual darling baby gibberish.
 
  As he walked into the living room, he saw Becca and DeShawn sleeping together on the couch. There was a time when the sight of his wife with a black man would’ve driven him crazy with jealousy and worry. After a multitude of heartfelt conversations, though, he found the sight of Becca and DeShawn strangely comforting, as if DeShawn filled a void in their marriage.
 
  He smiled at the two sleeping lovebirds, and carefully walked into the kitchen to get Bethany’s bottle.
 
  It was impossible to do anything quietly in a kitchen, and despite his best efforts, he managed to wake up them both. Becca disappeared into their bedroom, while DeShawn dressed and sat at the table. He studied John and Bethany with a strangely wistful expression.
 
  “Hey, bud, how’d you sleep last night?” John asked after a minute.
 
  DeShawn guiltily flushed. “Good.”
 
  “Cool.”
 
  John, listen…” He paused, and glanced at Bethany. “I didn’t plan last night, man, it just happened.”
 
  John sat down across from DeShawn, arranged Bethany in his arms, and gave her the bottle. Bethany locked her hands onto it, and started to enjoy her breakfast. He smiled at his daughter before he met DeShawn’s eyes.
 
  “It’s okay,” he assured DeShawn. “Becca and I discussed this several times before you got here. Believe me, it’s well-covered territory.”
 
  It still seemed hard to believe, but the black man’s muscles relaxed a little. “Cool. Thanks.”
 
  “You’re welcome. Honestly, I think I should be thanking you. You helped us bring this beautiful little bundle of joy into our lives.”
 
  DeShawn studied them without replying. John couldn’t read his face, and after a second he turned back to Bethany. Whatever the Special Forces operator was thinking, was his own business.
 
  “DeShawn?”
 
  Becca’s voice reached the kitchen, and both men glanced up as she walked into the kitchen. She stopped to give Bethany a quick kiss on the forehead, then kissed John’s cheek.
 
  “Yeah?”
 
  “The bathroom is all yours.”
 
  “Great. Thanks.”
 
  DeShawn left while Becca reached into the refrigerator and grabbed a jug of milk. She poured a glass for herself, and sat next to John.
 
  “Good morning, baby. How’d you sleep last night?”
 
  “Fine. Bethany slept pretty peacefully after you fed her last night.” He smiled at his wife. “How did you sleep last night?”
 
  “Good,” she said, and felt a blush color her cheeks. “Are you sure you’re still okay…with everything?”
 
  “Yes,” he said firmly. “I’m fine, and you know I like DeShawn.”
 
  Bethany was halfway finished with her bottle, and they took a moment to admire their daughter. Then a new sound broke their quiet moment, and their eyes met. Their house was small enough that the shower could be heard in almost every room.
 
  Becca smiled, finished the glass of milk, and put it in the sink. Then she turned and kissed John on the cheek.
 
  “I love you.”
 
  “Go ahead, honey,” he said to her unasked question.
 
  “You’re sure?”
 
  “Yes. I’ll take care of Bethany and get breakfast started.”
 
  “Thanks, baby. I love you so much!”
 
  “Yeah, yeah.” He grinned up at her. “Go see your boyfriend.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Eight
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca gave John a quick peck on the lips before she left the kitchen and hurried down the hallway. She grabbed a towel, and stepped into the bathroom. A second later, she pushed the curtain back and smiled at her lover. DeShawn greeted her with a surprised but happy expression. She moved into his arms, pressed herself against his dark, muscled body, and kissed him passionately.
 
  Hot water streamed down their skin, and steam billowed around them. Becca felt his cock rise against her leg. Her hands slid lower and she lightly grasped it, reveling in the feel of the long, thick shaft. DeShawn groaned and pulled her even more tightly against him, crushing her breasts against his chest. He thrust his tongue in her mouth, and she melted against him.
 
  He abruptly broke their embrace and picked her up, and her legs automatically circled his waist. She squealed in surprise, but immediately sensed what he wanted. Her arms circled his neck, and she shifted her legs around his waist until his cock rubbed against her pussy. His smile turned hungry, and he pushed her against the wall. His arms slid under her legs, and the muscles of his arm bulged nicely has he held her there.
 
  Lust was driving them, and her breathing was already labored. “Fuck me,” she begged. “Please.”
 
  DeShawn answered by thrusting inside her. A moan of pain and pleasure erupted from her, and she shuddered under the onslaught of competing sensations.
 
  “So big.” She shifted her hips. “Slow…please.”
 
  A deep growl emanated from his throat, and he pushed deeper inside her. He withdrew slightly, then suddenly thrust completely inside her. Her shout of pleasure was cut off by his eager mouth, and she moaned.
 
  When their kiss broke, he started fucking her in earnest with deep penetrating thrusts. She was beside herself with pleasure, and mewled like a kitten as her fingernails scraped his back. She was fully impaled on his cock. Her beautiful black lover owned her now, and she happily surrendered to him.
 
  DeShawn kept her pinned against the wall like an insect, and she lost herself in the overwhelming pleasure of his cock. She didn’t bother trying to be quiet, and her lusty pleasure-filled moans echoed off the small bathroom walls.
 
  Her orgasm approached with mind-numbing momentum, and her eyes snapped open, drinking in the sight of DeShawn’s muscular black body. His muscles rippled below that smooth dark skin. She licked the droplets of water that beaded on his beautiful black skin, and kissed his neck and shoulders until her climax exploded inside her.
 
  Becca lost control. The powerful orgasm made her buck and writhe in her lover’s arms. Her fingernails dug into his skin, and for several seconds her vision grew dark. A shuddering gasp brought her back to life, and the raw animalistic sex continued. DeShawn pounded her relentlessly, and his large cock bumped against her cervix. Their lips locked together again, and she hungrily pushed her tongue inside his mouth.
 
  When their kiss broke, she heard his breathing grow ragged, and she bit his ear. “Cum in me, baby. Please!”
 
  DeShawn finally let go with a shout. His cock thrust inside her, and she shuddered with another orgasm as his cock jetted inside her pussy. “Yes! I can feel you shoot inside me!”
 
  Becca felt a twinge of guilt as she instinctively compared John’s and DeShawn’s cocks. It wasn’t fair. John would never fill her like DeShawn, could never reach as deeply and create as much pleasure inside her as DeShawn.
 
  But he was her husband, and she loved him.
 
  Slowly, carefully, DeShawn lowered Becca until she stood on her own again. He leaned back under the full shower spray, and she saw his body visibly relax. She stared at her black lover, and desire welled up inside her again.
 
  DeShawn’s body was perfect. His chiseled abs seemed to force her gaze down to his waist. The cock that provided her so much pleasure hung between his legs, partially soft, and it was huge even after sex. It was beautiful! Her mouth started to water, and she suppressed a desire to take it into her mouth.
 
  He could have me again if he wanted. I’d do anything for this man.
 
  Becca shook her head, and grabbed the new bar of soap. She lathered her hands, then started to wash DeShawn’s chest. His eyes opened, and he studied her with a pensive expression. She ignored him, and focused on her task. The white soap suds contrasted nicely against his skin, and she enjoyed every second of washing his muscled body.
 
  When his body was completely covered in suds, she replaced the bar of soap, and used both of her hands to slowly clean his body. A small smile curved her lips the entire time.
 
  She felt incredibly submissive as she washed her lover’s body. At that moment, she desired only to nurture and care for the man in front of her. She knelt before him, and her hands lovingly washed and caressed his waist, lingering over his cock and balls before moving on to his muscular legs. Then she laid her hands on his hips, turned him around, and started the process all over again.
 
  Eventually her lover was completely clean, and he insisted on washing his own hair. Her arms circled his body as he finished, and she never wanted to let him go. She couldn’t get enough of his body. His hard muscles made her feel so feminine!
 
  “Want me to wash you?” DeShawn’s voice broke into her thoughts, and he turned to face her.
 
  She shook her head, and smiled back at him. “No. I just wanted to do that for you. I wanted to feel closer to you.”
 
  “I enjoyed it. Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” She blushed, and kissed his cheek. “I still need to clean up, though. You can stay if you want, but I laid a towel out for you in case you want to get out and dry off.”
 
  DeShawn kissed her gently before moving behind her.
 
  “I’ll get out, and let you finish your shower. I’d like to spend some more time with Bethany, anyway.”
 
  Becca watched her muscular boyfriend exit the shower, and a twinge of disappointment spiked inside her. She sighed, stepped under the hot spray, and let it play over her body. Fucking DeShawn had been fantastic, and her body responded so easily to his touch that it was almost overpowering.
 
  She took a breath, and reminded herself that she was married to a great guy who loved her very much and was a great father.
 
  Another breath, and she focused on moderating her feelings.
 
  In another world, in another place and time, she would’ve fallen hard for DeShawn, and worked to win him as her husband, lover, and father of her children. Unfortunately, that time and place were not her present reality.
 
  Back to reality, bitch.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Nine
 
   
 
   
 
  John placed Bethany in her play crib near the kitchen, and started making breakfast. He’d just finished getting all the ingredients together when he heard Becca moaning, almost screaming, in the shower. He stopped to listen for a second, and felt himself harden. Becca’s moans became louder, more insistent, and a stab of jealousy ran through him. Despite his obvious excitement, he knew this was something he couldn’t give Becca. He knew she loved him and he was confident in their marriage, but Becca found black men attractive, and he could never satisfy that particular urge in her.
 
  After a moment he shook his head, and refocused on his task. Breakfast wasn’t going to make itself, and he had Bethany to watch. It would be a while before he could see to his own needs. French toast was Becca’s favorite breakfast, and it wasn’t hard to make.
 
  DeShawn joined him just as he was finishing up, and he set the French toast in the oven to stay warm. The atmosphere in the kitchen was a little uncomfortable, and DeShawn sat at the table checking his smartphone.
 
  “French toast okay?”
 
  “Sounds great.” DeShawn finally tucked his smartphone away and glanced at him. His mouth opened, then closed, and he looked out the window.
 
  John understood the reason for his discomfort. “It’s okay, dude. Becca and I have talked about it. You don’t have to feel awkward around me.”
 
  DeShawn shook his head and managed a crooked smile. “It’s just an unusual situation.”
 
  “That it is.”
 
  He took a sip of his coffee. “You’re a rare kind of guy.”
 
  “Y’know, Becca told me the same thing, so I guess it must be true.” John poured his own sip of coffee, and made a snap decision. “Listen, why don’t we make this easy on everyone?”
 
  “Easy? What do you mean?”
 
  “Why don’t you and Becca take the master bedroom? I’ll sleep in the spare room.”
 
  DeShawn blinked in surprise, then narrowed his eyes and studied John for a long moment. Finally he shrugged. “If Becca is fine with it, then I think it’s a great idea.”
 
  “Cool. How about we surprise Becca with it tonight?”
 
  DeShawn chuckled. “As long as I don’t get my ass kicked…fine.”
 
  The two men reached across the table and bumped knuckles. Becca joined them a few minutes later, and they enjoyed breakfast. Becca sat next to John, which made him happy, and conversation flowed easily around the table. It was Saturday and it promised to be hot, so they made plans to go out to the local lake. The lake had several pavilions that would provide much-needed shade, and the water would still be cool.
 
  John showered while Becca and DeShawn packed for the picnic. Packing for any kind of trip with a baby was always an adventure. When they were finished, it looked like they were planning to stay a month. Still, everyone looked excited, even Bethany, so John called to reserve a pavilion.
 
  Becca wore one of her hot little bikinis, but covered it with jeans shorts and a t-shirt. John and DeShawn wore swimsuits and t-shirts. John drove, DeShawn rode shotgun, and Becca sat in the back with Bethany.
 
  “How’s life lately, DeShawn?”
 
  He sighed. “Busy. Way too busy as far as I’m concerned.” He fell silent for a moment, then continued, “My best friend is over in the sandbox now, and it’s a bit frisky where he’s located.”
 
  “Is he okay?”
 
  “He’s fine. Marcus is made of Teflon—nothing sticks to him.”
 
  “Well, I hope he stays safe, and comes home soon,” Becca added.
 
  “He’s due to rotate back in a few weeks, and he’ll be back on the prowl in no time.” DeShawn glanced at John, and then at Becca. “Marcus is my best friend in the world, but he’s a serious player.”
 
  Becca laughed. “Is that so?”
 
  “Yeah. We went through training together, and received the same permanent duty station. He’s the brother I never had, and he pushed me to visit you guys.”
 
  “You’re an only child?”
 
  “Yep. My mom and dad kept trying for a brother or sister, but it never happened.” He chuckled. “They keep pushing me to get married again and have kids, but it doesn’t make sense right now. I’m never home more than a few months, and it’s almost impossible to meet someone who can handle that type of lifestyle.”
 
  John nodded. “That does seem tough.”
 
  “It’s not fair,” he said frankly. “Always worrying. Never seeing the man you married.”
 
  “I don’t think I could do it,” Becca added softly.
 
  Conversation in the car died for a moment; then DeShawn surprised them by adding, “Anyway, it won’t be long before I move into a training role or get promoted to a non-combat position. It’s time.”
 
  Becca leaned forward a little. “Are you looking forward to getting away from the action?”
 
  “Hell, no!” he shot back. “I’m good at what I do, and I think it makes a difference. I don’t want to hang up my spurs just yet. Unfortunately, I don’t think I’ll have much choice.”
 
  John smiled inwardly, and said a quick prayer of thanks. It sounded like DeShawn’s career would keep him from becoming a threat to his marriage. He trusted Becca implicitly, but it was reassuring to know DeShawn was still committed to his job. Though it sounded as if his job might change in the future.
 
  Cross that bridge when you come to it, dude.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Ten
 
   
 
   
 
  After they’d arrived at the lake and found the pavilion, John and DeShawn unloaded their stuff, which included a travel crib for Bethany. Once they’d arranged everything, they walked to the water. Becca had dropped her jeans shorts and t-shirt, and jumped into the water. Her Brazilian-cut bikini showed off her curves nicely, and every man within view craned his head for a better view.
 
  DeShawn joined her in the water while John carried Bethany. He walked into the cool water up to his waist, and let Bethany get wet. She smiled happily, and kicked her legs when he lowered her into the water. Always careful, he only lowered her to her waist.
 
  Becca watched them play, and John noticed her eyes get misty. She threw him a loving smile when their eyes met, and he guessed the direction of her thoughts. They’d been married long enough that he could accurately guess what she was thinking, and Becca had a horrible poker face, so he was usually right. Happiness welled up inside him. He played with Bethany a bit more before carrying her back to the pavilion. The Texas sun was punishing, and she didn’t need to spend that much time out in it.
 
  “Is Bethany okay?” DeShawn asked from the water.
 
  “Yep. I just don’t want her to get too much sun. I’ll play with her up here for a while.”
 
  “Anything I can help with?”
 
  “Nope. I’m good. Thanks for asking.”
 
  “Cool. I’m going to go teach Becca how to swim.”
 
  John chuckled. “Good luck. Becca swam in high school, and she’s pretty good.”
 
  “We’ll see.”
 
  John carefully placed Bethany inside her play crib with her favorite toys. She immediately seized a little stuffed dragon, and smiled as she hugged it close. The dragon played a tune when it was stretched properly, but Bethany didn’t care…she just loved to hold it.
 
  John transferred his attention to the water, and his heart kicked into a higher gear.
 
  They look great together!
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Eleven
 
   
 
   
 
  The rest of the day passed too quickly, in Becca’s opinion. She couldn’t get enough of staring at DeShawn’s body. Still, she switched regularly with her husband and watched Bethany so he could go swimming.
 
  Lunch was great, but mostly because everyone was hungry, and then they returned to John and Becca’s house. John called to see if their normal babysitter was available, and arranged to have Bethany watched for the evening.
 
  Becca disappeared into the master bedroom, and started changing clothes. With DeShawn in mind, she picked out a short jeans skirt and a blouse that showed off her boobs. She wanted her boyfriend’s eyes on her all night. After a moment’s consideration, she decided she didn’t need her panties, and slipped them off.
 
  John’s voice echoed down the hallway. “How does a movie sound to everyone?”
 
  “Sounds great, babe,” she shouted back.
 
  “Great! Tell ya what…I’ll drop off Bethany at the sitter’s, and you two pick out a movie.”
 
  “Great idea. Thanks for handling Bethany.”
 
  “You’re welcome, honey buns!”
 
  “Get the fuck out of here, Johnny!” Becca’s voice was light and mocking because she knew he hated to be called Johnny.
 
  Her husband muscled Bethany’s bag out to the car, and buckled the baby into her car seat. Becca kissed him on the cheek before he left, and he replied with a discreet wink.
 
  As soon as he was out of the driveway, she jumped into DeShawn’s lap and locked her lips on his. His arms circled her body, and she knew he’d been thinking the same thing. Their kiss broke just long enough for her to grab his shirt and pull it above his head. His hands locked onto her breasts, and he massaged them until her nipples became hard as diamonds. She guided him to the couch and grinned before she pushed him down and knelt in front of him. When she pulled his shorts down, his already-hard cock sprang free. She immediately took it in her mouth.
 
  DeShawn’s head rolled back, and he closed his eyes as she continued her assault on his magnificent shaft. She cupped his balls, took a quick breath, and then slid his entire cock down her throat. When her nose pressed against his groin, she began to hum lightly.
 
  Another groan echoed in his throat. “I love the way you suck my cock!”
 
  She winked up at him, then released him and licked his tip with a naughty smile. “I love sucking your beautiful cock, baby.”
 
  “You’re my little queen of spades slut, aren’t you?”
 
  Becca nodded, and ran her tongue up the side of his cock. “Yes. I’m your queen. Only yours.”
 
  DeShawn growled, curled his hands around her head, and forced his cock down her throat. A wave of submissive pleasure washed through her. She splayed her hands on his legs, and focused on taking all his cock in her mouth. His dominant, forceful command touched something inside her. She found it extremely erotic to be controlled by her strong black boyfriend, and she loved feeling his hard cock glide over her lips and down her throat.
 
  He groaned again, and she sensed he was getting close. His cock hardened even more, and he shoved her head lower until his entire cock slid down her throat. Then he held her down until her vision narrowed before he allowed her to surface.
 
  She sucked in a great gasp of air just before he did it again—just as his amazing shaft exploded in her mouth. His tasty cream filled her mouth, and she swallowed it happily.
 
  When he finally released her, she sat back and smiled at her lover. DeShawn’s chest rose and fell with the exertion only a great blowjob can cause.
 
  She stared at him for a moment longer, then rose and returned to the master bedroom. DeShawn’s big hands had made a mess of her hair, but she didn’t mind.
 
  She smiled guiltily at her reflection. You’re married, Becca. Don’t forget it.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Twelve
 
   
 
   
 
  It took longer than usual to drop Bethany off, because their babysitter wasn’t quite ready. When John returned, he found DeShawn relaxing on the couch, watching television. They exchanged short nods; then he headed into the master bedroom to find Becca.
 
  “Hey, babe.”
 
  “Hey, honey,” she replied. “How’d it go with the sitter?”
 
  “Great.” He leaned against the wall, and studied his wife. “Is everything okay with DeShawn?”
 
  “I think so, why?”
 
  “He seemed kind of quiet when I returned.”
 
  “Well, the blowjob I gave him after you left probably took the energy right out of him.”
 
  His wife’s matter-of-fact response didn’t register with him…at first. When it finally did sink in, his mouth dropped open and his brain stopped working. She giggled, and nudged him with her hip.
 
  It took a full minute before he found his voice. “Damn. Can I get one of those?”
 
  Becca pushed him up against the wall. “Yes. I was hoping you’d ask.”
 
  His beautiful wife dropped to her knees, opened his pants, and freed his cock. Without a moment’s pause, she slipped it into her mouth. She moved her head quickly, taking all his cock easily into her mouth, and her tongue circled the head in a slow, torturous motion.
 
  His head fell back, and a low groan rumbled in his chest. He didn’t bother trying to hold back. She was too good at oral sex.
 
  She cupped his balls lightly, and thrust her head down on his cock just as he released into her mouth. His hips bucked, and he shuddered under the savage pleasure of an amazing orgasm.
 
  When he finished, Becca smiled up at him. “I love you, John.”
 
  “I love you, too. Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome. Now let’s go see a movie.”
 
  He took a deep breath, gave her a tired but happy nod, and re-fastened his pants. Becca applied some make-up, pulled her hair up in a ponytail, and announced that she was ready.
 
  They made it to the theater just in time to catch the opening previews, but unfortunately the theater was full, so they couldn’t find three seats together. John told Becca and DeShawn to sit together, and he found a single seat near the front. It was the newest comic book superhero movie, and it was one of the best he’d seen.
 
  He watched the entire thing without trying to check on Becca and DeShawn. It wouldn’t have done much good, anyway, because the two lovebirds were almost in the back of the theater.
 
  When the movie ended, he found them waiting outside for him. “What did you think?” he asked
 
  DeShawn grinned at him. “It was great! The action was good, and the special effects were amazing!”
 
  They discussed the action sequences in detail until Becca rolled her eyes and started walking towards their car. She seemed a little miffed.
 
  “What’s up with Becca? Did you two have a fight?”
 
  DeShawn chuckled. “No. She wanted to fool around, but I wanted to watch the movie. I think she’s a little pissed off.” He glanced at John. “She has a temper, doesn’t she?”
 
  “You have no idea.”
 
  John had planned to suggest a late dinner at a local restaurant, but a glance in Becca’s direction made him reconsider. Instead he drove them home, made snacks, checked in with the sitter, and confirmed everything was okay with Bethany. When the sitter offered to let Bethany spend the night, he agreed. Then he joined Becca and DeShawn in the living room, and they munched on popcorn, chips, and salsa while they watched TV.
 
  When the program ended, he winked at DeShawn and saw that his silent message had been instantly understood.
 
  DeShawn stood, grabbed Becca’s hand, and helped her to her feet. “Come with me.”
 
  “Are we going to your room?”
 
  “No. John is sleeping in the spare bedroom.” He stared directly into her eyes. “You and I are sleeping in the master bedroom for the remainder of my visit.”
 
  Becca’s eyes widened before she glanced over at John. He smiled, nodded, and motioned for her to follow her boyfriend.
 
  DeShawn had another idea. He bent, and quickly swept Becca into his arms. She squealed, but her surprise immediately turned to pleasure, and her arms slid around his neck. The muscles on his arms bulged as he held her tightly.
 
  “You’re mine.”
 
  Becca lowered her head against his chest. “Yours.”
 
  John watched them disappear down the hallway. A tangled web of emotions grew hot in his chest, and he struggled to make sense of them.
 
  He knew Becca needed this time with DeShawn, and he wanted her to be happy. Her attraction to the handsome black man was strong, and the fact that DeShawn had fathered her child only strengthened the bond between them.
 
  It would’ve been too much for him, but prior to DeShawn’s visit, Becca and he had discussed the topic repeatedly. He’d had a chance to voice his concerns, work through his emotions, and now he was confident that Becca would always choose him.
 
  Trust. It wasn’t easy, but it was simple.
 
  He trusted Becca.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Thirteen
 
   
 
   
 
  DeShawn didn’t waste any time. Once inside the master bedroom, he closed the door with his foot and lightly tossed Becca onto the bed. Then he slipped out of his clothes while Becca studied him. His muscular body was fully naked, and his cock was already half-erect. Her eyes locked on it, and she swallowed carefully.
 
  “You like what you see?”
 
  “Yes,” she whispered.
 
  “Then get over here.”
 
  He held his cock, and waved it at her. She didn’t need any more encouragement. Quickly she rolled onto her stomach, moved closer, and took his cock into her mouth. Her hands found his hips, and she held them tightly while she licked and sucked on his hardening cock.
 
  He grinned. His horny little white slut was hooked on his cock, big time, and she attacked it with reckless abandon. Becca was a true queen of spades, a woman who loved black cock, and she belonged to him.
 
  He stepped back abruptly, and his cock popped out of her mouth. Confusion and disappointment warred on Becca’s face as she stared up at him.
 
  “What…?”
 
  “Get. Naked.”
 
  Only two words, but the command in them was unmistakable, and she leapt to comply. She rolled off the bed, and almost ripped her clothes off. A few seconds later, she stood naked before him, a vulnerable expression on her face and her chest heaving with desire.
 
  “Please.”
 
  A confident smile curved his lips as he viewed his possession. He moved closer, grabbed her arms, and spun her around. Then he pushed her upper body down, gently but powerfully, and nudged her legs apart. Becca gasped as he took control, and her body seemed to respond of its own volition. Bent at the waist, her back arched, and she pushed her pussy back at him. Light shudders shook her body, and she mewled like a kitten.
 
  DeShawn’s cock was fully erect and he couldn’t wait to bury it inside Becca, but he wanted more. He wanted total control of his slut. He pulled her hands behind her back, held her tiny wrists with one hand, and slapped her ass with his free hand.
 
  Becca gasped, and tried to move her pussy closer to him. “Yes!”
 
  Still cuffing her hands, he positioned his cock against her pussy. She was very wet, and he smiled as her pussy lips drenched the tip of his cock. He rubbed it over her pussy, deliberately teasing the little slut, and Becca moaned in anticipation. He continued teasing her until her voice broke with frustration, and her body shook from pent-up desire.
 
  Without warning, he thrust forward, and sank his entire cock inside her. Becca’s body reacted as though she’d been struck by lightning. Another long, low, ecstatic moan tore from her throat.
 
  DeShawn held himself fully inside her, and shoved her head against the mattress. Then he withdrew again, leaving only the tip of his cock inside her, before thrusting forward again.
 
  This wasn’t about Becca’s pleasure, and it wasn’t about being intimate.
 
  DeShawn was fucking her solely for himself.
 
  The tattoo. She bore the mark. As a true Queen of Spades, Becca understood she was always available for his pleasure. She was a slut who existed to satisfy a powerful black man.
 
  A triumphant smile curved his lips when he heard her moan, and felt her push back against his him. She needed more of his cock.
 
  Slowly DeShawn pulled his cock out of her again. He hesitated, watching his little white slut writhe on the bed. She was desperate now, moaning into the thick comforter, begging and crying in desperation for more of his cock.
 
  He waited a moment longer before he thrust back inside her, and her body shuddered uncontrollably below him. The little slut had already climaxed!
 
  When her lush body relaxed, he sensed her surrender. A submissive sound emanated from her, and he realized his ownership of her was complete. She was his willing possession now.
 
  DeShawn quickened his pace. He thrust savagely into her before withdrawing slowly and then ramming her again. The slow, hard pace drove Becca wild, and her moans became constant. His thrusts drove her up on the balls of her feet—but she didn’t resist, didn’t complain, and she begged him not to stop. The primal intimacy of the moment stole his control, and he sensed a powerful orgasm building. He couldn’t hold it back.
 
  He released Becca’s hands, and she braced herself on the bed while he clamped his hands around her hips, and drove his cock relentlessly into her pussy.
 
  The sweet explosion of an orgasm burst from his cock, and he felt his cum jet powerfully inside Becca. The climax rocked his entire body. He shoved his cock deeper inside her, and held her fully impaled. Privately he hoped he was getting her pregnant again, because this was the woman who should bear his children.
 
  It took a few minutes for them to catch their breaths. Finally, he backed away, and his cock left her pussy with a little pop. He flopped onto the mattress with a blissful sigh, and stared at the ceiling. Becca quickly walked to the bathroom. A moment later she returned, smiling happily. She held a towel between her legs as she carefully approached the bed. She’d brought a hand towel for him, too, and she draped it over his groin. Then she stopped at the edge of the bed, and stared at him. Her eyes tracked over his body, as though she was trying to memorize every curve and muscle.
 
  He arched one eyebrow. “What are you looking at?”
 
  “I’m looking at a beautiful, strong, gorgeous black man. He’s an amazing lover, strong but gentle, and he’s very…gifted.”
 
  “Hmmm. Thank you.” He motioned her closer. “Now get in bed with me.”
 
  Becca smiled, and pulled the covers back. A moment later, they embraced beneath the blankets, and she laid her head on his chest. Her restless hands roamed over his chest, stomach, and other more interesting regions.
 
  “I like the way you touch me.”
 
  “I’m glad. I can’t get enough of you.”
 
  DeShawn chuckled, then wriggled beneath her touch. “That tickles, baby.”
 
  “Sorry. I didn’t realize a big strong Special Forces operator like you was ticklish.”
 
  “There’s a lot you don’t know about me.”
 
  She smiled. “Oh, really?”

 
      
  Chapter Fourteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca’s tone had been playful, but his wasn’t. She raised her head and stared questioningly at him. He stroked her blonde hair and offered her a weak smile, but didn’t elaborate. After a second, she realized he wasn’t going to continue, and she lowered her head on his chest again.
 
  They rested in silence for several minutes before his mouth started working ahead of his brain.
 
  “Becca, I…”
 
  His mouth closed, opened abruptly, closed again. He shook his head, and looked away. Unfamiliar emotions were flowing through him, and he wasn’t sure it was a good idea to say what he was thinking.
 
  He felt her fingers on his face, and she gently pulled on his chin until their eyes met. “You don’t have to talk or explain anything.” She kissed him. “Just be with me.”
 
  Her eyes were smoldering with lust, and his own body responded in kind. His arms tightened around her, and their lips met. The afterglow of sex quickly turned into the burning fires of desire, and their hands moved over the sensitive parts of each other’s bodies, reigniting the flames of passion.
 
  DeShawn moved on top of her, and slowly pushed inside her tight pussy. This time wasn’t urgent or reckless, and there wasn’t a trace of dominance or submission. Their earlier sex had tempered their passion into a warm, gentle heat that enveloped them.
 
  Becca’s fingernails slid down his back, and her hips pushed up to meet his thrusts. Soft gasps replaced loud moans, and their bodies moved in a timeless, intimate rhythm.
 
  He took her nipple into his mouth, and bit it gently. Becca’s back arched, her hands pulled him tighter, and she gasped his name. He moved to her other nipple, and she cried out as pleasure surged through her. The scent of vanilla flooded his senses, and he reveled in the soft, satin texture of her skin.
 
  Her body shuddered under him when he thrust fully inside her. The orgasm rippling through her body reflected on her face. Tender caresses and soft kisses flowed freely as they explored each other’s bodies.
 
  He rolled Becca on top of him, and she slowly rode his cock, smiling down at him. His hands squeezed her ass, and her breasts swayed invitingly. When his hands found her breasts again, she arched her back and moaned with raw pleasure.
 
  As inevitable as the sunrise, DeShawn felt his orgasm building inside him again. He didn’t want to finish with Becca on top of him, so he carefully moved her onto her back again. His hands glided over her smooth, muscled legs, and he spread them until they rested in the crooks of his elbows. Her pussy lay open, exposed, and it gleamed in the dim light. This position allowed him to penetrate her deeply while keeping their faces close together, and he pushed until he was balls-deep inside her. He covered her lips with his own, and set a slow, sensual rhythm. As his orgasm neared, he couldn’t help but increase his pace. The intensity of his thrusts grew, and the gentleness of their lovemaking disappeared.
 
  Becca seemed to sense the change in him. She grasped his ass, and pulled him against her. A long, low growl emanated from his chest, and the sweet release of a climax wracked his body. Her hands slid over his back and shoulders, and she kissed his neck and chest repeatedly.
 
  When his orgasm passed, he collapsed on his girlfriend. Becca continued to run her lips over every inch of his exposed skin. He smiled as he felt her soft lips trace his collarbone.
 
  “You are amazing. You know that?”
 
  She beamed up at him. “I’m glad you think so. I think you’re pretty amazing yourself.”
 
  He moved off her, and lay on his back. Becca grabbed the towel she’d used earlier, and she moved it between her legs.
 
  “Ugh. You have a lot of…stuff, mister.”
 
  “Sorry, baby. It’s a black thing.”
 
  Becca giggled, slid out of bed, and disappeared into the bathroom. Just as she was returning, he went to clean up, too. When he returned, he found his sexy white girl laying in bed wearing new super-sexy lingerie.
 
  Just for a few more days. She’s married, dude. Forget what Marcus told you.
 
  It was so easy to throw caution to the wind when he was with her, but he couldn’t allow himself that luxury. They were only together because she had a generous and understanding cuckold husband. John trusted her, and he deserved to have that trust rewarded.
 
  For her part, Becca seemed to sense the direction of his thoughts. She smiled warmly at him, but it wasn’t the same, and he had a good idea why.
 
  “Everything okay?”
 
  “Yes. Everything’s fine.” She ran her hand over his chest again. “You’re a very special man, Deshawn, and an amazing lover.”
 
  “But…?”
 
  “You know the but.”
 
  He sighed. “Yeah. I know, and he’s a really nice guy.”
 
  “Yes, he is, and he’s a wonderful husband and father.”
 
  DeShawn rolled onto his side and faced her. “Do you want me to go back to my room?”
 
  “Hell, no. I only have you for a few days, and I plan on enjoying every minute of it.”
 
  DeShawn laughed. “Good. So do I.”
 
  Becca patted his chest. “Then get some sleep, gorgeous, because I’m going to wear you out again in the morning.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Fifteen
 
   
 
   
 
  John knelt at the doorway. His heart hammered in his chest.
 
  His body was safely hidden from view, but he couldn’t tear his rapt gaze away from Becca and DeShawn. His mouth hung open as he drew in ragged gasps of air. Watching his wife and her black lover coupling went beyond sex, beyond porn, and it affected him on a deep primal level.
 
  It also confirmed something he’d suspected, but never truly forced himself to confront.
 
  Right here. Right now. He was a cuckold husband, and it felt…right. 
 
  Another gasp. He sucked in the cool, sweet oxygen, closed his eyes, and tried to slow his heart. His mind sought balance as he focused on his breathing, but his libido had taken over. The moment his eyes closed, visions of them flashed through his brain—an erotic vignette of images that reminded him of the picture books he’d enjoyed as a boy. He’d flipped the pages faster and faster, and the single images on each page had combined to form a moving picture that had captivated him.
 
  Tonight, his brain replayed images of DeShawn and Becca and, like his childhood, these images entranced him. 
 
  Becca’s naked white skin pressed against DeShawn’s dark skin. The contrast was so erotic, so beautiful that it eclipsed the most famous artwork hanging in the Louvre Museum. DeShaw’s body glowed in the low light, and his muscles rippled beneath his gleaming skin. Their lips locked as they moved together, and he couldn’t help noticing they fit perfectly together.
 
  John’s body started tingling as oxygen deprivation took hold, and he sucked in another series of deep, slow breaths. The tingling sensation slowly abated, but the visions in his head wouldn’t go away. His mind was determined to relive this moment, and truthfully, he wanted to cement these images in his head. No porn flick could compare to real life, and Becca and DeShawn were stars in his own personal porn movie.
 
  DeShawn’s body was on top of Becca’s. His mind loved that image more than most. Her fingernails slid over DeShawn’s back. Her legs were spread wide and her hips thrust upward, meeting DeShawn’s thrusts with an undeniable urgency. Echoes of flesh slapping together reverberated against his eardrums, and it was the most exciting sound he’d ever heard.
 
  Images of his wife clutching DeShawn’s ass nearly made him climax, and he had to take another deep breath. Finally the inevitable happened, and Deshawn finished inside his wife. That was the ultimate moment, because DeShawn wasn’t wearing a condom. Becca’s boyfriend, her bull, had fucked her bareback, and his cock had filled her eager pussy. His wife’s moans stabbed into his heart, kicking it into a higher gear, and once again he struggled to keep from passing out. 
 
  John shook his head, and cleared it of the erotic images. He had to stop, or he’d pass out or climax while he knelt just outside the bedroom. If he was discovered, the humiliation would never leave him. Instead of rising, though, he spent several moments making sure his breathing was under control, and the tingling in his arms and legs had passed. 
 
  Finally he tiptoed back to the living room, careful not to make a sound, and smiled. He’d overheard Becca’s and DeShawn’s final conversation, and his heart was almost bursting with happiness. The situation with DeShawn had created a ton of anxiety, but now he felt happy and secure in his marriage.
 
  He shook his head. How any husband could feel secure when his wife was fucking another man in their marital bed…was a mystery. It was a weird situation, but it worked, and the sight of DeShawn fucking Becca satisfied something deep inside him.
 
  He grabbed a hand towel, and quickly jerked his cock to orgasm. The memory of Becca’s white legs spread wide for her lover’s dark body were seared into his brain. Those memories played on a continuous loop in his brain, and they brought him to a powerful climax. His hips bucked uncontrollably against the towel in his hands, and his breath came in great gulps. His vision narrowed, and he had to lean against the wall until his body recovered.
 
  A part of him railed against his current situation. It was stupid. Reckless. But another part of him, the larger part, realized it had brought their marriage a level of happiness he couldn’t describe. He shared something with his wife, and it was unique to them. A happy wife, a strong marriage, and a precious child: those things weren’t stupid or reckless.
 
  Quietly he put the towel into the clothes hamper, reminded himself to do the laundry tomorrow, and returned to the couch. He considered sleeping in the spare bedroom, but DeShawn’s stuff was still in there, and the couch was just as comfortable.
 
  Becca and DeShawn’s words circled his brain.
 
  Everything will be just fine.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Sixteen
 
   
 
   
 
  Becca woke early the next morning and gazed over at DeShawn, watching his chest rise and fall. Awake or asleep, her lover was gorgeous.
 
  Her conscience told her to let him sleep, but her body insisted she wake him in a creative, sexy fashion. A slow smile crept over her lips as memories of the previous night replayed themselves. The passion and lust between them was undeniable, and her hand slowly drifted lower until her fingers slipped under her panties.
 
  She started to move lower, intending to wake him with a little oral sex, but she heard activity in the living room. A quiet sigh of frustration escaped her, and she carefully got out of bed.
 
  She checked the spare bedroom before walking to the living room. Then she stopped and stared down at her husband. He was very good-looking. They’d met in technical training school, and several other women had been openly jealous of her when they’d started dating. The love she felt for him welled up inside her, and she kissed his cheek. Her fingers ran through his hair as he opened his eyes and stretched on the couch.
 
  I’m lucky to have John.
 
  “Good morning, sunshine,” she whispered.
 
  “Hey, babe. Good morning. How are you?”
 
  Her husband’s eyes raked over her body, and she suppressed a smile. She still wore her new lingerie from the previous night.
 
  “Like what you see?”
 
  “Like it? No.” He winked at her. “I love it. I love it from nose to toes, baby.”
 
  “Good answer.”
 
  He yawned. “What’s up? Want me to get breakfast started?”
 
  “No. But would you mind picking up Bethany? I miss her.”
 
  He checked the clock. “Sure. Give me a few minutes to wake up, and I’ll get her.”
 
  “Thank you, baby. Will you also swing by Dunkin Donuts?”
 
  He chuckled. “Anything else?”
 
  “Please? Please?”
 
  “Okay, okay.”
 
  He swept the blanket back from the couch, and his morning erection was painfully obvious.
 
  “I’ll take care of that later,” she teased, and flicked it with her finger.
 
  “You’d better, missy.”
 
  Becca slipped on a t-shirt while John got ready, and kissed him on his way out the door. She watched him drive off, then ripped the t-shirt off and almost ran back to the master bedroom.
 
  DeShawn was still asleep. She stared at him again. His dark skin contrasted nicely against the cream-colored sheets and blankets, and she drew them back from his body. The sight of his naked body and impressive endowment caused a tidal wave of lust to wash through her body. She lowered her head to his cock. Like her husband, DeShawn suffered from a morning erection, and she planned to help him with it.
 
  She ran her tongue across the tip of his cock. The salty taste was exquisite.
 
  The scent of sex filled her nose, and she lowered her head further until half his cock slid down her throat. The hard, smooth, veiny texture of his shaft tasted amazing.
 
  His body shifted, and she glanced up to see her lover wide awake. His hands were linked behind his head, and a big smile curved his lips. Perfect cute dimples framed his smile, and she winked at him before she lowered her head again. His cock was completely covered in saliva within seconds, and it slid deliciously in and out of her mouth.
 
  At that moment, her only goal in life was to give DeShawn the best blowjob of his life.
 
  Barely a minute later, her efforts were rewarded with a groan, and his hips pushed upwards. Becca cupped his balls and pushed down on his cock, humming lightly when she had it all in her mouth. She knew DeShawn loved that sensation, and it usually brought him close to an orgasm. Her talent was rewarded with another groan, and her experience with DeShawn proved right again.
 
  “Here I cum!” he gasped.
 
  Hot cum blasted inside her mouth. She quickly swallowed the rich, creamy juice, savoring the taste and texture. She kept her mouth locked on his cock until he gently eased away.
 
  “Wow. What a great way to wake up!”
 
  Becca smiled. “I’m glad you liked it.”
 
  “Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome. How do you like your shower, baby? I’ll get it ready for you.”
 
  “I like it hot, almost scalding.”
 
  She kissed his cheek, and left to get the shower running. A few minutes later, she pulled him to his feet and pushed him into the shower.
 
  “Get in. I’ll lay out some clothes for you.”
 
  “Wow. Thank you.”
 
  “You’re welcome.” She smiled again. “Coffee sound good?”
 
  “It sounds great.”
 
  “Cream and sugar?”
 
  “No, black is fine.”
 
  Becca looked him over from head to toe, and a smile lit her face. “Yes…it is!”
 
  DeShawn shook his head and closed the shower curtain, and she walked into the kitchen.
 
  His coffee was ready when he walked into the kitchen. She’d taken the time to iron his clothes, and they fit him perfectly. His muscular chest stretched the shirt nicely, and his narrow waist hinted at what hung between his legs.
 
  She shifted in her seat, and smiled at her boyfriend. “Good morning, handsome. Need a refill?”
 
  “No. I’m good.”
 
  “TV’s all yours. I’ll clean up.”
 
  “Cool. Thanks.”
 
  DeShawn turned on the television, and ESPN filled the air.
 
  The sound of car doors closing announced John’s return, and Becca met him at the door.
 
  “Hey, guys. Can one of you take Bethany? The donuts are still in the car.”
 
  “Sure.”
 
  DeShawn took the baby carrier from him, and carried the wide-awake Bethany into the living room. Becca followed her husband, and kissed him as he retrieved the donuts.
 
  He handed her the box. “Did you make any coffee?”
 
  “Absolutely, baby.”
 
  “Good. I was going to get some at the donut shop, but I figured you’d already made some, and I’m glad I was right.”
 
  Becca leaned into her husband’s body as they walked up the sidewalk to the front door.
 
  Just before they reached the front steps, Becca stopped him. “John, I love you, baby.”
 
  Her voice was soft, serious, and she stared into her husband’s eyes. She hoped he’d see her sincerity reflected in them.
 
  He lightly stroked her cheek. “I love you, too. I worry about losing you, and it’s really nice to hear you say you love me.”
 
  “You won’t lose me. I’ll stay with you for as long as you want me.”
 
  “So forever then.”
 
  Becca hugged him.
 
  “Yes. Forever.”
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Seventeen
 
   
 
   
 
  When the door opened, DeShawn looked up from playing with Bethany. John and Becca were holding hands, and she’d pressed herself against him. A spike of jealousy threatened to steal his good mood, but he pushed it down and forced a relaxed smile.
 
  “Are those the donuts Becca promised?”
 
  John triumphantly held up the box. “Yeah, buddy.”
 
  The three of them gathered around the table, and reveled in the exquisite taste of fried dough and sugary icing. Bethany sat on John’s lap. When he fed her bits of the sugary goodness, she grinned widely. Becca passed around a gallon of milk, and for that morning, all was right with the world. Personally DeShawn preferred Krispy Kreme, but he had to admit that Dunkin Donuts made an acceptable donut.
 
  When the last donut had been claimed and they’d all had enough coffee, John took Bethany to the living room. Becca handled the dishes again, and DeShawn stepped outside to check his voicemail. His first message caused his jaw to drop, and he cursed under his breath. The relaxed and happy DeShawn had been replaced by the hard, combat-tested Special Forces operator.
 
  “Guys, I need to go.”
 
  “Go where?” Becca asked, confused.
 
  “Florida. Our unit is being put on standby.”
 
  “I thought you were on leave.”
 
  “I am.” His voice was harsh, and he took a deep breath before continuing, “I’m sorry. It’s just that I can be back in Florida in eighteen hours, maybe sooner if I push it, and I’m not going to let my team go without me.”
 
  John and Becca exchanged a glance, and then she faced him. “What can we do for you?”
 
  “Can you help me pack?”
 
  “Absolutely.”
 
  Becca took over watching Bethany, and John followed DeShawn into the spare bedroom. It didn’t take long to gather and pack his things, and within 20 minutes they were all saying goodbye. John shook his hand and wished him well before taking Bethany into the house, leaving him to say goodbye to Becca in private.
 
   

 
      
  Chapter Eighteen
 
   
 
   
 
  A few minutes later, Becca came in the house softly crying, and fell into John’s arms. He felt her body shudder as she dealt with DeShawn’s abrupt departure, and held her tightly.
 
  “It’s okay, baby. DeShawn is going to be fine.”
 
  She nodded against his chest, and snuggled against him even tighter. They held each other until Bethany decided she needed something, and started crying.
 
  He watched Becca with more than a little concern as she busied herself with taking care of their daughter. DeShawn’s departure had shaken both of them…and even though he liked DeShawn, a part of him was relieved he was gone. He sensed that the bond between Deshawn and Becca was growing, and he felt it was only a matter of time before that bond grew into something that might end his marriage.
 
  The rest of the day passed quietly for both of them. They focused on taking care of Bethany, cleaning up their house, and visiting with friends who lived nearby. Since DeShawn was gone, there was no reason for them to stay on leave, so they both decided to go back to work the next day.
 
  The night was warm and a little muggy, but they sat out in the backyard and shared a bottle of wine. Bethany was content to play in her little crib, and they made small talk about returning to work. Their conversation was light, and they both made a valiant effort to avoid dealing with the 800-pound elephant sitting on the patio with them.
 
  Eventually, though, their efforts became transparent and pathetic, and John finally had enough.
 
  “Becca, are you okay?”
 
  Becca looked down at her lap for a minute before answering. “Yes, I’m fine. I just wasn’t ready for DeShawn to leave so quickly.”
 
  The next question was even harder for him to ask, but he had to know the truth. “Are we okay?”
 
  She glanced sharply at him, and her eyes narrowed. “Yes,” she replied a little testily. “We’re fine.”
 
  He spread both hands wide in a soothing gesture. “Hey, don’t get mad at me because I’m worried about our marriage.”
 
  Becca sighed, shook her head, and took a sip of wine. “I’m sorry. You’re right.” She leaned over and clasped his hand. “We’re fine, honey. I love you, and I’m not going to leave you.” Then she sighed again. “I just miss him.”
 
  “I miss him too, baby. He’s a great guy.”
 
  She studied him for a moment, then softly ventured, “Do you think we’ll ever see him again?”
 
  John hesitated, because he knew what Becca wanted to hear from him, but finally he decided on the truth.
 
  “I don’t know, Becca. I honestly don’t know.”
 
   
 
   

 
      
   
 
  Include description and excerpt from book 1, and also a teaser from book 3.
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