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Chapter one


"It's just that one over there."

Shauna raised her slender hand and pointed to the second last house in the cul de sac.

A cute little post-war two storey with cement steps and an iron railing leading up to the front door.

Shauna looked up at it wistfully through the window as he parked the car by the curb.

Teddy glanced at her as he turned the engine off. She had a funny glint in her eye he'd never seen before. "You alright?" he asked.

"Just fine," she said, turning to smile at him. "Haven't been here in a while is all. Funny seeing the place again after all these years. Hey listen. I wanted to tell you don't take anything my aunt Bev says too personally, okay? She's…" She trailed off, thought for a moment, then laughed. "She's a bit of a crazy broad. You'll see."

Teddy nodded. He watched her get out of the car and stretch standing on the sidewalk. He felt the same little thrill rush through him he had when he'd first laid eyes on her.

Three years together now. Two of them married. He still couldn't believe his luck.

She was a stunning female specimen. Long, slender legs. So skinny you could see her hip bones and abs when she laid down. A full rack topside and a smile that would set you on fire if she looked at you too long.

He opened the door and hopped out, then rounded the car and popped open the trunk. "Kinda small," he said, glancing at the house. "You sure we're all going to fit in there?"

Shauna nodded, still staring at the house. "Oh we'll all fit in alright," she replied.

He grabbed both of their duffle bags and closed the trunk, then followed Shauna up the steps to the small porch in front of the door.

Shauna pulled the storm door open, then raised her hand and rapped her knuckles against the front door three times.

A few seconds later it swung open and Teddy's eyes went wide.

The woman standing in the doorway had silver-streaked dark hair pulled back in a messy bun, strands falling loose around a face that still held traces of the knockout she must've been thirty years ago. Sharp cheekbones, full lips painted cherry red, and eyes that gleamed with mischief.

But it was everything below the neck that made Teddy's jaw nearly go slack.

She wore a black tank top that plunged low enough to show off cleavage that belonged on a woman half her age. The fabric stretched tight across her abundant chest that seemed to defy gravity. Her waist tucked in before flaring out to hips wrapped in denim shorts cut so high he could see the curve where her ass met her thighs.

"Holy shit, look at you!"

Bev pulled Shauna into a hug that pressed those ridiculous tits against his wife's shoulder.

"Hi, Aunt Bev," Shauna laughed, squeezing back.

Bev released her and turned those sharp eyes on Teddy. She looked him up and down like she was appraising a slab of meat at the butcher's.

"So this is the guy, huh?"

"Aunt Bev, this is Teddy. Teddy, Aunt Bev," Shauna said, waving a hand between the two of them.

Teddy stuck his hand out for a shake.

Bev looked down at it with disgust. "Family doesn't shake hands," she muttered. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him down and tight into an embrace that mashed his chest against the pillowy softness of her breasts.

She smelled like sweet perfume straight out of the nineties. She held him there for an uncomfortably long while as her hands meandered along his back.

"Alright, Aunt Bev," Shauna finally said with a laugh. "You're gonna hurt his back the way you've got him bending over."

Bev released him from the embrace but ran her hands down his arms, squeezing his biceps. "Pretty good, pretty good," she said, before turning around and crooking a finger at them to follow as she walked into the house.

Shauna glanced at Teddy, smiled and shrugged, then stepped inside.

Teddy smiled back and followed her inside.

The house opened into a narrow hallway that led straight back to a kitchen. There were plants everywhere. Potted ferns hung from knitted holders, snake plants clustered in corners, and vines trailed down from shelves mounted high on the walls.

Teddy had to turn sideways to squeeze past a particularly aggressive spider plant.

The living room to his left looked like it hadn't changed since 1985. A floral couch sat beneath the window, its cushions still plump and corners crisp. Crocheted doilies covered every flat surface. The coffee table, the TV stand, the arms of a recliner that faced an old boxy television.

But despite the dated décor, everything gleamed. Not a speck of dust anywhere. The hardwood floors shone, the windows sparkled, and even the leaves on all those plants looked freshly wiped.

"You remember the guest room," Bev called over her shoulder as she disappeared into the kitchen. "You two can dump your shit up there and come have a drink with me."

Teddy glanced at Shauna, who was already heading for the stairs.

The stairs creaked as they climbed. Teddy shifted both duffle bags to one shoulder, his free hand trailing along the banister. The wood felt smooth beneath his palm, worn down by decades of use.

Shauna pushed open the door at the top of the landing and stepped inside.

The guest room was spotless, like the rest of the house.

A wooden bedframe sat against the far wall, headboard scratched and scarred but polished to a shine. The quilt spread across it looked hand-stitched, all interlocking rings in faded pastels.

Teddy dropped the bags beside the dresser and sat on the edge of the mattress. It gave way beneath him, soft as a cloud. Too soft, really. He could already tell what his back was going to feel like by morning.

He glanced around the room. A few framed photos hung on the wall. He stood and walked closer, peering at them.

A younger Shauna grinned back at him from behind the glass. Maybe eighteen or nineteen and somehow even more stunning than she looked now. "So this is where you used to spend your summers, huh?"

Shauna looked around the room and seemed to be recalling some memories from the way she was smiling. "Just a few in college," she replied.

"Wasn't it kind of boring out here with just your Aunt Bev? Did you have any friends around here?"

"It wasn't too boring," she said, her eyes falling to the floor. She sank down onto the bed next to him and leaned her head against his shoulder.

"What brought you out here anyways?" he asked her.

She looked up at him, then leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. "Aunt Bev doesn't have any kids. She liked having the company. And she didn't mind if I wanted to have some fun." She kissed him on the cheek again, then stood up and held out her hand. "Come on. She's probably got the drinks ready."

"Uh, yeah," he said, taking her hand and hoisting himself up off the bed. "You go ahead. I need to use the bathroom."

"Sure thing," she said. She let go of his hand, stepped out into the small hallway and disappeared down the stairs.

Teddy walked down the narrow hallway. He peeked into the main bedroom, which was almost as small as the guest they were in. It had a big queen sized bed covered in soft, white sheets and an orange wool blanket.

The bathroom was tiny. Just enough room for a toilet, a sink and a stand up shower with no bathtub. The toilet seat was solid wood and heavy.

After going to the bathroom he washed his hands and made his way downstairs.

Shauna and Bev had tucked themselves into a sunroom at the back of the kitchen. It looked like it had been added onto the house. He walked over and sat down on the wicker love seat next to Shauna.

"Oh, Teddy! Your drink's just on the counter," Bev said, waggling her fingers in that direction.

He stood up and grabbed the highball filled to the brim with glass, gin and tonic, then sat back down next to Shauna.

Bev picked up a pack of smokes and pulled one out, then eyed Teddy for a moment. "Do you mind if I smoke?" she asked.

Teddy smiled at her and shook his head. "Of course not. It's your house."

"Well at least he's got some common sense," Bev said to Shauna. She lit the cig, took a deep drag, then let it out in a cloud of smoke that billowed through the sunny room. "I can't smoke when my cleaning girls are here. They wait outside until I'm finished."

"Is that so?" Shauna asked.

"Hell, I can barely go anywhere anymore," Bev went on. "No scents allowed anywhere, no tobacco. Pretty soon it'll be no more booze and no more fucking! We'll all just be sitting around with our thumbs up our asses, staring at each other and waiting to die!"

Shauna gave Teddy's leg a squeeze and took a sip of her drink. "I'm pretty sure some people can enjoy life without the booze and smokes, Aunt Bev," she said.

Bev took another deep drag and blew it up towards the ceiling. "Honey thank-you for coming all the way down here," she said, patting Shauna's knee. "It's been almost a year since I lost Howard and I still haven't been able to bring myself to go through all the boxes of old stuff in the basement."

Shauna held her hand out and Bev squeezed it.

Teddy cast a worried glance at Shauna. "You never told me about that," he said, then turned to look at Bev. "Howard was…your husband?"

"Howard was as close to being my husband as anybody was going to get," Bev explained. "But he was a bird. A parakeet. He was the most beautiful damn bird you'd ever have laid eyes on. I'll show you a picture later. I had a few up on the wall but it was breaking my heart looking at them."

Shauna gave Bev a tender look and rubbed her hand along Teddy's thigh.

"Anyways," Bev said, tapping the ash from the end of her cigarette onto an ashtray. "I've been wanting to get those old boxes out of the basement for months now. Every time I start to dig through one of them I come across one of Howard's toys or a picture of him and it just breaks my heart all over again. I needed someone here with me who I can cry to."

"I'm here for you, Aunt Bev," Shauna said.

"Anyways. Enough about me. What's going on with you? What've you been up to?" She glanced at Teddy. "Besides riding the Teddy train, I mean."

Teddy felt his face heat a moment later, when he realized what she meant by that. He glanced at Shauna out of the corner of his eye but she seemed totally unfazed by what Bev had said.

She let out a laugh, like it was totally normal to refer to someone's sex life in polite company. She'd warned him a few times that Bev could be eccentric. She was turning out to be way wilder than he expected.

"Oh my gawd," Bev said, smiling at him. "He blushes? That's adorable. Where did you find this guy?"

Teddy blushed hotter.

"Straight out of a Hallmark movie, huh?" Shauna asked, then laughed again as she patted him on the leg.

"Come on. Finish up your drinks and I'm taking you to dinner. Teddy you're driving 'cause auntie Bev can't afford another DUI."


Chapter two


Later that evening, Teddy sat on the edge of the bed listening to the sounds of Shauna's evening bathroom routine. She and Bev had gotten a little sloppy drunk at dinner and he'd had to help both of them into the house before guiding Shauna up the steep, narrow stairs.

Bev had poured herself another drink, then promptly passed out on the couch downstairs, where he could hear her snoring now.

Her and Shauna had spent most of dinner reminiscing about the summers she'd spent there at the house as a young college student.

They'd talked about going to the market together, picnics in the park and the occasional trip to the beach.

But there was something about the way Bev had described some of their shared adventures that had piqued Teddy's interest. An omission she seemed to be circling around regarding Shauna's past. Something, perhaps, Shauna might not want him to know about?

He couldn't imagine what it might have been. Bev had been just as brash and crass at the restaurant with her questions regarding their private life. She seemed to have no filter and so it was hard to come up with what secrets she might be guarding, given that her and Shauna hadn't spoken in so long.

He drew in a quiet breath when the door opened and Shauna stepped into the room. She carried her little toiletry bag in one hand and a bright pink towel in the other, her toothbrush tucked into her hand over it.

What caused the quiet breath was a sagging, slightly stretched pink nightie she'd put on. The neckline plunged appealingly between her breasts and the sheer fabric made it clear they were bare. Her nipples formed two pretty points at the crests of her breasts.

Lower, he could see she wore no underwear. The outline of her dark thatch of slightly unkempt pubic hair was shrouded but visible.

He had assumed the worst before their arrival. That their nearly week-long stay would be completely sexless. Visiting an older woman in a rickety old house didn't exactly seem like a recipe for romance.

Shauna didn't dress like that for sexless evenings, though.

Not wanting to assume too much the other way, he picked up his own toiletry kit and the white towel he'd been given and stood up off the bed.

Shauna casually tossed her things into an armchair, then sauntered towards him with a glint of mischief in her eye.

His eyes fell to her long, lithe legs. Each step she took seemed like an invitation to get between them and he wondered how a woman's gait could do that to a man? "I was just going to brush my teeth," he said.

She raised one hand and rested it on his shoulder. She pointed a finger of the other and gently trailed it down the front of his shirt, slaloming her finger between the buttons.

Her eyes were brighter and her mind seem clearer than when they'd arrived. Now she smiled at him in a very seductive way. "Can you do that a little later?" she whispered. She leaned forward and gently kissed him on the lips. "I don't mind so much and I'm kind of tired but I want a quickie before I fall asleep."

Her hand fell to his groin and she found the outline of his cock with her finger and traced it.

He returned her smile and lowered his toiletry bag and towel to the bed. His eyes fell to her breasts as she gently toyed with his cock through his pants.

Shauna's fingers worked on the top button of his shirt. Her eyes stayed locked on his as she moved to the second, then the third. The fabric parted to reveal his chest, and she traced a nail down the newly exposed skin before continuing.

When she reached the last one, she slid her hands beneath the collar and eased the shirt off his shoulders. The cotton slid down his arms and slipped to the floor somewhere behind him.

She took him by the belt next. The buckle clinked as she worked it free. She popped the button of his pants and drew the zipper down tooth by tooth.

His pants hit the floor with a soft thump.

Shauna hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his underwear and tugged them down just enough to free his semi-hard cock. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and began to stroke. Slowly at first, staring down at it as it thickened and rose.

He watched her intently, enjoying the pleasure emanating up from his groin. There wasn't anything particularly novel about what she was doing. But she seemed to be enjoying it more than usual. The smile flickering at the corners of her mouth was very erotic.

When his cock had hardened she released it. Then she placed both hands on his chest and gave him a gentle push.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his erection jutting upward. Shauna sank to her knees between his spread legs, her nightie riding up her thighs.

"Hey," he whispered. "If you just want a quickie, you don't have to do this."

"I want it like this," she whispered back.

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock, coating it with saliva. Three times she circled him around, her lips forming a lovely seal that kept the warmth of her mouth on his cock head.

Then she began to descend.

She slid down his shaft, more and more of it disappearing into her mouth. Past where she normally stopped. Past the point where he expected her to gag. She kept going, her throat opening to accommodate him until her nose pressed flat against his lower abdomen.

His jaw went slack. In all their years together, she'd never done that. He'd never felt his fully cock buried inside her face.

He gawked at the back of her head and stifled a groan as she moved it gently side to side, stimulating strange and wonderful points on his penis.

She held herself there for a heartbeat, then pulled back.

His cock emerged glistening and flushed red. It strained toward her, every vein standing out in sharp relief. As if the erectile tissue itself knew where to return for that kind of stimulation.

"I'm ready to go, babe," he managed, though his voice was gravelly. He cleared his throat.

"Hang on." She looked up at him through her long lashes. "I just want to do it one more time."

Before he could respond, she swallowed him again. All the way to the root. He watched in stunned silence as her throat worked around him, as her tongue flapped against the underside of his prick in rhythmic pulses.

The sensation overwhelmed him. The heat, the pressure, the crazy tightness he felt in there. His hands gripped the edge of the mattress.

He could feel her bringing him closer and closer to the edge of orgasm with each flick of her warm tongue. He knew she wanted a quickie but he could feel his inhibitions and resolve waning as pleasure overwhelmed him. "Shauna," he grunted, gently tapping the crown of her head.

Where the hell had she learned to do that?

She pulled up just as he thought he was about to lose it.

Panting, he steadied himself on the bed, focusing on relaxing his pelvic muscles and holding back the orgasm that threatened to crash over him.

She looked up at him with bright eyes and a smile, seeming delighted in what she'd done. She giggled.

Putting a hand on either side of his thigh, she pushed herself to her feet. She grabbed the hem of the nightie and pulled it up over top of her head, revealing her fully naked body.

She bent at the waist and crawled onto the bed, displaying her glistening pussy for him. "Can we do it like this?" she whispered, chuckling.

He spun around and grabbed her hips. "You know I hate doing it like this," he said. They both burst into laughter. "Shh!" he said, a finger moving to his lips. "You'll wake Bev."

Shauna snorted. "She's down for the count, bud. You don't have to worry about her." She reached behind herself and pulled on one side of her ass, opening her pussy wider.

Teddy shuffled up right behind her rear and positioned his cock at her entrance. He swiped her moist lips with the crown a few times but he was already so soaked from her throating he knew he'd slide in easily. He eased his hips forward and his cock slipped into her pussy.

"Mmm," Shauna said, closing her eyes.

He felt the mildest disappointment at this. After what she'd just done for him he'd hoped to somehow bring her to a similar state of arousal by pushing into her.

He gripped her hips and rocked back and forth a few times, his cock sliding in and out and in and out.

Her body bounced against his and she made soft, pleased sounds as he fucked her.

He gripped her hips a little tighter and started fucking harder. Hard enough that the springs in the bed began to creak. Hard enough that he felt himself getting harder inside her and felt that tight tickle bloom in his nuts, portending an orgasm.

He slowed, his disappointment at not being to sexually stimulate her sufficiently getting the better of him.

As he dragged the head of his prick slowly through her outer folds, she reached a hand between her legs and pressed the tip of her finger to her clit. She began to rub herself and sway back against him. "You good?" she asked, smiling over her shoulder at him.

He smirked. "You got the better of me with that blowjob."

Her smile widened and she seemed even more pleased with herself. "Hey, Teddy," she whispered. "Pull it out for a second."

He pulled his cock out of her and welcomed the way the cool air soothed the orgasm bubbling inside him.

Shauna bent lower. So her shoulder was touching the mattress and her neck was craned so she could stare back at him sideways. She reached both hands back and pressed them against her ass, then pulled her cheeks apart to reveal the beautifully obscene grommet of her back entrance.

His eyes widened as she tucked both her middle fingers against the centre and pulled that apart. The wrinkled, pink flesh beyond beckoned in welcome.

Was she serious?

"Will you put it in my ass, Teddy?" she asked, grinning.

He regarded the stretched out buttonhole with renewed lust and skepticism. They'd done anal here and there and it was always an even faster finish for him than her tight cunt. He felt like if he put it in there he wouldn't last five seconds…

"Come on. Just put the tip in and stay still. I really want to get off."

He raised up on his knees and pointed his cock down at her stretched sphincter. Pressing the head against it, he braced himself against her ass with one hand, guiding his prick with the other.

The tightness that surrounded his erectile tissue was suffocating. He grunted and his cock twitched, as if his vas were loading with ejaculate.

"Here," she whispered, taking his hand and guiding it to the root of his prick. "Pinch and hold right there."

He pinched himself where she'd indicated and felt the temporary damming of his reproductive mass.

"Now push it in deeper," she whispered. Her voice was strained now. Maybe panting a little. Her smile had faded and her mouth had curled into a lusty 'O' shape.

She winced when he drove his cock in an inch. The copious lubrication she'd provided with her throat and pussy juices gave almost no friction.

He felt her walls stretch as he throbbed within them.

"Fuck yeah…" she breathed. She worked herself backwards, mounting herself up on him until he was three quarters of the way into her anus. She raised her hand between her legs and started manipulating her folds and clitoris again.

His eyes bugged. He squeezed his fist tight around the root of his prick. The way the walls of her ass rippled around him as she pleasured herself was rocket-to-the-moon levels of sensation.

He swore he could feel nerves he never had through the whole length of his member.

He looked down to see her squirming. Wiggling that delicate round ass as she played with herself with his cock in her dumper.

A swell of sensation nearly washed him over the edge. But he squeezed himself even harder and looked up and straight ahead.

He managed to focus on the wall and stop thinking about how amazing her body looked contorted beneath him and writhing as she chased a climax. His eyes fell to the bed.

He started thinking about the furniture to distract himself. How old it must have been. Probably at least fifty years. They did not make beds that solid anymore. The headboard had been lovingly refinished and polished. There were just a few scuff marks close to the post.

He noticed something as he peered at them.

They weren't just random scuff marks at all. They'd been very gently etched into the lacquer. So tiny they weren't noticeable until you got closer. Until you were practically lying next to them.

He bent over her and his cock sank deeper into her ass.

Shauna let out an obscene moan beneath him. Like he'd just touched a very special place deep inside her.

He was still fascinated by the etching.

His stomach sank. His heart started to race faster. They weren't just etched in, either. They were tally marks. Four vertical lines with a fifth intersecting them diagonally. Like someone was counting something.

He looked down at Shauna. She was folded and curled up into almost a ball underneath him. Her legs were splayed to both sides. Her fingers spun furiously at her clit.

And her asshole was giving his prick the tightness, most rippling massage it had ever felt.

Shauna's eyes shot open and her legs started to shake. She looked up at him and whined through her teeth. A dribble of clear ejaculate dribbled, then spurted from her pussy, arcing up before landing on her tits and her face. "Fuck yes!" she moaned.

The whole thing collapsed into a single point inside him. Low beneath his belly and just above his legs. He knew there was no holding it any more. "Fuck!" he grunted.

Shauna moved with the speed of an Olympian. She somehow extricated herself from beneath him. Pulling his cock out of her ass and rolling up between his legs so her face was right in front of it.

She flicked out her tongue and spread her mouth wide, then slapped her hands against his ass cheeks and brought the whole length of him into her mouth.

She brought that whole filthy length of him deep into her throat and flexed the muscles in her neck.

The orgasm detonated like a cannon being fired inside him. He felt the juices in his charged vas come hurling through his shaft and erupting out into her throat as he stared at her mouth filled with his prick.

Another blast. Another wave of pleasure. He soared up high on it as he watched Shauna close her eyes and seem to delight in swallowing all his gurgling seed into her belly.


Chapter three


Teddy woke up as bleary-eyed the next morning as if he'd been the one who'd drunk too much. He blinked against the cloudy light coming through the window and rubbed his eyes.

He looked around the room and saw Shauna in her skimpy nightie with a toothbrush poking out of her mouth. She was holding a stack of old pictures and thumbing through them.

"Morning," he muttered.

"Mrmng," she replied, lazily grabbing the toothbrush and rubbing it against her teeth. She set the photos down, grabbed a cup off of the dresser and spat into it. She picked up a glass of water, rinsed and spat, then stood the brush up in the empty glass.

"You busy already?" he asked. His eyes travelled down her barely concealed body and his morning erection hardened.

"Aunt Bev brought a box up from the basement so I hauled it up here to take a look."

"Hmm," he mused. "What's in it?"

"Oh, just a bunch of, like, actual picture pictures that I took here one summer. She got me one of those polaroid cameras. You remember when those got popular again? Anyways, it's just shots of the park and hot dog stands and stuff."

He peeled the blanket away from his body and sat up on the edge of the bed.

Shauna grabbed the cups with her toothbrush and walked out into the hallway.

The memory from the previous evening bubbled up out of the depths and sent a pulse of adrenaline from the base of his brain to his toes.

Those marks on the headboard. Those deliberate scratches he'd noticed mid-thrust while Shauna bucked beneath him. His pulse picked up in his chest and he took a deep breath to calm himself.

He slowly twisted around, eyes locking onto the wooden headboard.

There. Right there. Clusters of tally marks gouged into the dark wood Four vertical lines with a fifth slashed across them. Again and again. How many were there? Tens? Dozens?

His mouth went dry.

Could be anything, he told himself. Previous owner. Guest keeping track of... I don't know, days stayed here. Bottles drunk. Whatever.

But then last night crashed back at him. Shauna's filthy mouth, the way she'd demanded he fuck her ass. That insane deepthroat, the squirting, all of it so goddamn aggressive and nasty. She liked to get a little wild sometimes. They both did. But that had been nothing like their usual bedroom routine back home.

His stomach twisted.

"Babe?" Shauna called from the bathroom. "You coming down soon? Bev's making breakfast."

"Yeah, uh, just a sec."

He waited until he heard her pad down the stairs, then lunged for the stack of photos she'd left on the nightstand. His fingers fumbled through them.

Park benches, a carousel, some greasy hot dog cart, more park shots. Then one of Bev in cutoff jean shorts and a pink tank top so tight her breasts threatened to spill out the neckline. She looked younger, maybe early fifties, standing in front of a fountain with her arms spread wide and that same wicked grin she'd worn yesterday.

Another photo showed Bev and Shauna together, both in bikinis by what looked like a public pool. Shauna looked maybe nineteen or twenty, her blonde hair longer, body already knockout gorgeous.

"Finding any good ones?"

Teddy jumped, nearly dropping the stack. Shauna stood in the doorway, arms crossed, smirk playing at her lips.

"Jesus, you scared the shit out of me."

"What're you doing, perving on my Aunt Bev?" She crossed the room and plucked the photo from his hand. "Oh my god, you totally are. Look at you, all flustered."

"I'm not…"

"It's okay, babe. She does have fantastic tits." Shauna laughed, that easy, carefree sound that usually melted him.

"I wasn't…I was just looking through them like you were."

"Sure." She tossed the photo back onto the pile. "Relax, I'm teasing. Though if you are into older women with big boobs, I guess I should start saving for implants," she said, cupping her own, very palmable breasts.

"Shauna…"

"I'm kidding." She kissed his cheek. "Come on, grumpy. Bev's downstairs making eggs and bacon and probably smoking a cig. If we don't get down there soon, everything'll taste like Marlies."

Teddy forced a smile, but his eyes drifted back to the headboard one more time.

Shauna followed his gaze. For just a second, maybe less, something flickered across her face. Then it vanished behind another bright smile.

"You coming or what?"

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm coming."

She disappeared into the hallway, her bare feet padding down the stairs again. Teddy sat there another moment, staring at those tally marks, counting them without meaning to.

Forty-seven.

Forty-seven marks.

He pushed himself up off the bed, pulled on yesterday's jeans, and relieved himself in the bathroom before heading downstairs where the smell of frying bacon mixed with cigarette smoke drifted up from the kitchen.

He stopped at the entrance to the kitchen.

Bev was standing at the stovetop with a cigarette dangling from her lips stirring eggs in a frying pan. She wore a thin bathrobe that was the same colour as Shauna's nightie.

The bathrobe was tied loosely at the waist but parted enough that he could clearly see the profile of one of her enormous tits.

The breasts were unencumbered by any sort of bra. Despite that they seemed as perky as if they were supported by an iron-ribbed underwire.

He'd never been a huge boob man. He preferred women on the skinnier side, like Shauna. But there was something so…womanly about Bev's huge tits and outstanding ass.

He knew he was gawking. He knew Shauna was watching him. He could see her grinning out of the corner of his eye. He couldn't tear his eyes away.

Bev set the spatula down in the pan, pulled the smoke out of her mouth and tapped it into an ashtray on the counter. She looked over at him and smiled. "Morning sunshine!" she said.

Only then, shamed by his own perverted leering, did he manage to look away. He felt heat rise up his neck and flush his entire face as he shuffled towards the kitchen table where Shauna sat.

He squeezed between the table and the wall and sat down on the two-seater bench next to her.

"That's quite the blushing beauty you married there, Shaunie," Bev said. She set her cigarette down, picked up two plates and started loading them with rubbery eggs.

"I didn't even know," Shauna said, putting an arm around his shoulder and giving him a squeeze. "He's not normally this shy." She kissed his cheek.

Teddy sat there trapped between the wall and Shauna's warm body, acutely aware of both women watching him. The bench pressed against his back.

Shauna draped her arm over his shoulder. Bev across the table with that robe barely containing her chest.

He felt cornered. Like they'd positioned him here deliberately. Like this was some game he didn't know the rules to.

His dick stirred in his jeans and it confused him even more.

What the hell is wrong with me?

But he knew. Some part of him, buried deep, responded to this. To Bev's crude comments. To Shauna laughing instead of getting defensive. To feeling small and off-balance while these two women circled him like sharks.

Cute smiling sharks that wouldn't kill him, but still kind of dangerous.

He'd never felt dominated by Shauna. Not really. She was his wife. His partner. His equal.

Her teasing tipped that balance. Almost like there was something about being here, about being back in this house with Bev that brought out a different part of her personality.

Bev grabbed her cigarette, took another drag, then hefted two plates of eggs and bacon. She crossed to the table and set them down, one in front of Teddy, one in front of Shauna. The robe gaped wider as she leaned over. Teddy caught a full view of her left breast, the nipple large and dusky.

He snapped his eyes down to his plate.

Bev straightened, chuckling low in her throat. She returned to the counter, poured two huge mugs of coffee, and brought them over. Steam rose from both.

She settled into the chair across from them, her robe still loose, still showing everything.

Teddy focused on his eggs like they held the secrets of the universe. He could feel his face burning.

Shauna burst into laughter beside him. Full-throated, genuine amusement.

"Oh my god, babe, you're so red right now."

He said nothing. Stabbed at his eggs.

"Aunt Bev," Shauna said, still giggling. "I think maybe it's your tits that are about to pop out of that slutty little bathrobe that are making Teddy so shy."

Teddy's fork froze halfway to his mouth.

Shauna's voice was still cheerful but there was an undercurrent of menace to it. A note of defiance, challenging the way Bev was dressed in her own house.

"Nobody wants to look at your big ole' rubbery nipples while they eat their eggs."

Teddy couldn't resist a glance up at Bev.

Her eyebrows lifted. She glanced down at herself, then back at Shauna. A wry smile curled her lips.

Her eyes flicked to Shauna's chest, barely concealed beneath that sheer nightie. "Can you blame the guy for taking a peek?"

The comparison to Shauna's more modest chest was obvious and brutal.

Shauna's smile tightened just a fraction. Her fingers drummed once against Teddy's shoulder.

The air in the kitchen shifted. Something sharp and unpleasant thread through it.

Teddy cleared his throat.

"I could, uh, help move some boxes from the basement after breakfast. If you want."

Both women turned to look at him.

The tension dissolved in an instant.

"Oh, that would be fabulous!" Bev stubbed out her cigarette in the ashtray. "There's a bunch of old boxes down there that are too heavy for me to lift. You'd be a lifesaver, hon. Shauna could help me sort through them up here while you do that."

"No problem," Teddy muttered.

Shauna leaned in and kissed his cheek. Her lips lingered this time, warm and soft. Her hand slid down his chest.

"My helpful husband," she murmured against his skin.

He felt her tongue flick out, just once, tasting him.

His dick hardened fully now, pressing uncomfortably against his jeans.

Bev watched them over her coffee mug, her eyes glinting with something that might have been jealousy.

Shauna pulled back, still smiling, and picked up her fork.

"Eat up, babe. You're gonna need your strength."

Teddy forced himself to chew. The eggs tasted like silicone in his mouth. He could feel his pulse in his neck.

There was obviously much more going on between Shauna and Bev than he understood or cared to know about. In a way he was starting to regret volunteering to come down here with her.

In another, much darker way, he was intrigued by whatever female competition had brought out a nasty streak in both of them just then.

What was Shauna doing with the lewd public display of affection, licking his cheek like that? And why was Bev parading around her house practically naked in front of him.

It only made him more curious about the story behind the headboard.

Forty-seven marks on that headboard.

Forty-seven.

There was only one realistic reason he could think of that someone would put forty-seven notches on a headboard. It wasn't for how many hamburgers they'd eaten in that bed.

He found himself confronting what should have been an abhorrent thought and getting confusingly aroused about it.


Chapter four


The basement was as narrow as the house and cramped. In the far corner at the back stood a lonely toilet with a shower curtain hanging from a rod surrounding it. The walls were lined with plastic boxes and a single, bare incandescent light bulb burned overhead.

"There's these here," Bev said, bending over and pointing to a row of boxes on the floor.

Teddy looked up at the joists overhead.

Bev had changed after breakfast. She'd put on a tan track suit with a zipper top and a sports bra underneath. But the zipper was only done up halfway so that every times she faced Teddy he got a full view of her rack all squished together.

The pants hugged her ass so tight they looked like they were going to split at the seams.

She'd dragged him down to the basement right after breakfast. After he'd hauled a couple of boxes up, she'd told Shauna to start sorting through them while she showed him more of what needed to be moved upstairs.

She'd spent the last five minutes bending over as slowly and salaciously as possible under the pretext of inspecting the contents of the boxes before deciding which needed moving.

But Teddy couldn't help but think she was deliberately teasing him. Deliberately showing off her assets to make him uncomfortable or…

He couldn't really wrap his mind around the alternative. That Bev was actually hitting on him. Actually hoping he'd make a move on her? Why would she do that to Shauna?

And if Shauna had had even an inkling that Bev was going to behave like this, why would she have allowed him to come down with her? It made no sense.

Bev got down onto her knees and started rummaging through one of the boxes.

With her back turned he allowed himself to glance at her big caboose.

He wasn't into big women, or so he'd always thought. He liked women Shauna's size. But there was something compelling about the fullness of Bev's figure. Something comforting and nurturing that kind of made him cringe but kind of fascinated him as well.

"Oh, honey, would you mind helping me up?" Bev asked, lifting a hand.

He took her hand to help her stand.

As she did she leaned sideways, like she was going to fall over, forcing him to compensate by pushing her arm closer to her body. The backs of his fingers grazed her plump breast.

"Oh…oh!" Bev exclaimed, chuckling. "Sorry about that, hon!" She let go of his hand and brushed off her knees.

"It's fine," he muttered.

Bev turned and stared right into his eyes, a big smile on her face. "I'm not really making you that uncomfortable, am I champ?" she asked.

He furrowed his brow at her. Why champ? Why ask him that at all when she was clearly trying to do just that. "Honestly I'm not sure what your game is," he said, surprising himself with the honesty of his response. He shook his head, immediately wanting to take it back. "I'm sorry I didn't mean…"

"Tut tut," Bev said, patting his hand and silencing him. She pulled a pack of Marlie's out of her pocket and a lighter out of the other. Pulling one from the pack she pressed it between her lips and lit it before pocketing the pack and lighter.

She took a big drag and blew it sideways out of her mouth. "Well, you're not wrong, Teddy," she mused.

He furrowed his brow again. "Not wrong about what?" he asked.

Bev ran a thumb along her upper lip, then took another drag off the cigarette. "About the game. I'm not even sure Shauna and I understand what it is," she said, chuckling.

"But there is a game?" he pressed. He felt like he shouldn't be asking the question. Like something dangerous might come from knowing the answer. But he felt as compelled to ask it as he did to check out Bev's ass and tits on the sly when he got the chance.

She smiled. "There's something there for sure. I didn't think it would be a problem, now that she was married. But I guess there's still a little friendly competition going on between us."

She leaned against two stacked boxes and puffed on her smoke.

"What sort of competition?" he asked. This, too, felt like it should not be asked and, if answered, no good would come of it. He couldn't stop himself.

Bev looked at him out of the corner of her eye, as if appraising whether to delve more deeply into her explanation. "I probably shouldn't," she said, letting out a quiet laugh that only made him more curious.

"Why?" he asked.

"Oh, well, I mean, Shauna's married now. She's your wife. I shouldn't go blabbing about things I'm not sure she wants her husband hearing about."

It was so very clear from her tone and body language that Bev wanted desperately to do just that.

He wasn't about to start begging her for it, though. He still had some dignity left and intended to keep it that way. Another thought occurred to him. "Hey can I ask you something?"

"I guess. I can't guarantee you'll get an answer though," she replied.

His heart started to beat harder in his chest.

Teddy shifted his weight. "That bedroom upstairs. The guest room where we're staying. Has anyone else ever stayed there?"

Bev's brow creased. She took another drag. "You mean besides Shauna?"

"Yeah."

She exhaled slowly, thinking. "No, not really. Why?"

"What about you? Did you ever use it for anything?"

Bev thought some more. "I used it for storage when I was painting the living room but that's about it. What's this about, Teddy?"

"Oh, nothing. Just curious." He swallowed, trying to lubricate his mouth, which had gone suddenly dry. The lie felt obviously transparent.

Bev didn't look convinced but she didn't push.

He forced himself to wait a beat before asking the question that had been eating at him since breakfast. "What was Shauna like? Back when she used to visit you during the summers?"

Bev's face softened immediately. "Oh, she was a doll. Still is, obviously. She was just as cheerful and gorgeous back then as she is now." She smiled fondly at the memory. "Maybe a little wilder, but that's youth for you, right?"

The word wilder sent a jolt through him. His cock throbbed in his jeans.

He wanted to ask more. Wanted to know if there had been boys. If Shauna had brought anyone home. If those forty-seven marks on the headboard had anything to do with those summer visits.

But he couldn't. The question was too direct, too revealing of what he'd been thinking about. What he'd been imagining since the night before.

"She always spoke fondly of those summers," he managed instead.

Bev nodded, flicking ash onto the concrete floor. "We had some good times. She needed an escape from her mother, and I was happy to give it to her."

Teddy's erection pressed against his jeans again. He shifted, trying to adjust himself without being obvious.

"Teddy!" Shauna's voice rang down from upstairs. "I'm done sorting! Can you bring up a few more?"

"Yeah!" he called back, grateful for the interruption.

Bev gestured at the box she'd been inspecting. "That one's good to go."

He bent down and grabbed it, lifting with his legs. The weight gave him something to focus on besides the uncomfortable hardness in his pants.

As he turned toward the stairs, Bev spoke again. "You know, Teddy, if there's something you want to ask me, you can just come out and say it."

He froze halfway to the steps.

"I don't bite," she continued, her voice carrying a teasing lilt. "Well, not hard anyway."

His face burned. "I'm good."

"Suit yourself, champ."

He climbed the stairs quickly, the box held in front of him like a shield. Behind him, he heard Bev chuckle and take another long drag of her cigarette.

When he reached the main floor, Shauna was kneeling beside an open box in the living room, pulling out photo albums.

"Find anything interesting?" he asked, setting the box down beside her.

She glanced up at him with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Just more pictures. Bev really never throws anything away."

He nodded and set the box down just behind her, then turned to head back downstairs. His cock was still uncomfortably hard, despite the effort of carrying the box up the stairs and he didn't want Shauna seeing that.

"Hey hold on a sec!" she said. "Come here. I want another kiss."

He stopped dead in his tracks. He had absolutely no explanation for why he couldn't give her a kiss in that moment. He would also have absolutely no good explanation for why he had a hard on if she discovered it.

"Teddy! Come here I said!" she said, laughing and pulling at his pant leg.

He turned sideways and tried to sort of bend over back and to the side to kiss her but the awkward pose only seemed to make her more curious and insistent.

"What are you doing?" she asked.

Adrenaline buzzed through him when he saw her eyes drop to his crotch.

They lingered there and he watched her smile fade. He bent down to kiss her, trying to block her view of his dick poking against his pants.

She kissed him gently, then got up on her knees, grabbed his hand and pulled herself up to stand. Her eyes rose to meet his. She stared at him for a long moment. "Uh, what's with the boner, Teddy? What the hell was going on down there?"

A humiliating mortification swept through him as his brain scrambled for a plausible lie that would explain his erection. His mouth fell open and his lips started moving but no sound came out.

Shauna's breathing steadied. The shock on her face melted into something different. Something calculating and sharp. A shaky smile wobbled to life on her mouth.

"You fucking like Aunt Bev's big tits after all, don't you?"

Her voice came out quiet, almost thoughtful. She reached down and grabbed his cock through his jeans.

His whole body went rigid.

Her jaw dropped. "Jesus Christ, Teddy. You're so fucking hard."

"Shauna, I…"

She squeezed harder, cutting him off. Her face flushed crimson, a mix of anger and something he couldn't quite read. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin cotton of her t-shirt.

She grabbed his wrist and dragged him across the living room.

"Shauna, wait, what the f…"

She yanked him into the tiny downstairs bathroom and locked the door behind them. The space was barely big enough for one person, let alone two. She pressed him back against the sink.

"What are you…"

Her hand went straight to his belt, unbuckling it with such ease it seemed like she could have done it in her sleep. She yanked his zipper down and pulled his cock free.

It stood rigid between them, throbbing.

She wrapped her fingers around it and started stroking. Hard, fast, angry strokes that made his breath catch.

He had no idea what was happening. He had no fucking clue what this reaction meant. Why would she start jerking him off like this if she thought he'd gotten hard about Bev? It made no sense!

"Shauna," he grunted

"Shut up." She pulled her shirt up with her free hand, exposing her small, perfect breasts. Her nipples were hard as stones. "Are these still enough for you, Teddy? Or should I call Bev up here to finish you off?"

Horror and arousal twisted together inside him. "Stop. Please stop doing this. Stop teasing me like this."

Her hand froze on his shaft. Her eyes met his. They were wild and confused and hurt.

She let go.

Her shirt fell back down over her breasts.

His cock strained upward, a bead of pre-cum forming at the tip. It leaked down the underside of his shaft.

"Shauna please," he panted. "Let me explain." Shame washed over him at trying to reason with her with his dick poking up at her face.

She looked at it and rolled her eyes. "Oh for fuck's sake."

She grabbed him again, turned him roughly toward the sink, and started jerking him off with quick, choppy strokes. Her hand flew up and down his length, her thumb swiping against his sensitive glans.

"Come on," she hissed. "Just fucking finish."

His hips bucked involuntarily. The humiliation of it all! Getting caught hard because of her Bev, being dragged in here like some horny teenager, getting hate-jerked by his own wife, somehow made it all hotter. And he hadn't even been hard because of Bev!

His orgasm built fast, coiling tight in his balls.

"Shauna…I'm…"

A knock came at the door.

Both of them froze.

"You two okay in there?" Bev's voice filtered through the wood, amused and knowing.

Shauna's hand tightened on his cock. Her eyes locked onto his, wide and panicked.

Another knock. "Just checking nobody fell in or anything."

Teddy's heart hammered against his ribs. His cock throbbed in Shauna's grip, still hard, still leaking.

Shauna's chest rose and fell rapidly. Her cheeks burned crimson. She looked down at his straining erection, then back up at his face.

"We're fine, Bev," she called out, her voice surprisingly steady. "Be out in a minute."

"Alrighty then." Footsteps retreated.

Shauna stared at Teddy for a long moment. Then her hand started moving again. Slower this time, and with a hint of the loving stroke he remembered.

"Not a fucking word," she whispered.

Her thumb circled the head of his cock, spreading the pre-cum around. Her other hand reached down and cupped his balls, rolling them gently.

The orgasm that had been building roared back to life. "Ungh!!!" The groan he let out echoed along the bare walls of the bathroom. His cock spat jizz that splattered all over the roman faucet and backsplash.

"Teddy shut up!" Shauna hissed, covering his mouth with her hand.

His pelvis flexed so hard he nearly doubled over as she finished him with her hand.


Chapter five


"What do you mean you're not going out there? You can't just stay in here!"

Teddy stood panting and gripping the sides of the sink. Shauna's hand was still wrapped around his cock, covered in the bottoms of his ejection that drooled from the head and over her fingers.

She held him firmly. As if, despite having just made him ejaculate, she still wanted to retain control of him.

He shook his head and stared at the sink. He'd never been more embarrassed in his life. He barely knew if he could look his wife in the eyes again. He knew he was never going to look Bev in the eyes again.

He was going to stay in that bathroom until nightfall and then he was going to sneak out of the house and find a motel and wait there until Shauna was done with whatever the fuck it was her and Bev were doing here. Then they were going to drive home and never, ever speak about any of this ever again.

Shauna's grip loosened on his prick. The usual gentleness of her touch returned and it soothed him. This was the touch of the woman he called his wife. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I don't know what came over me."

He let out a heavy sigh. Fuck. At least she admitted that much. That meant he wasn't going totally crazy.

She let go of his cock and wiped her cum-stained hand with the hand towel hanging next to the sink. Then she wiped his flagging cock off and gently did the same with his balls before tossing the towel onto the floor.

"Come on. Zip up. You're not staying in here. That's ridiculous," she said.

He let out another sigh and tucked his cock into his underwear, then zipped up his pants. He stayed staring at the sink and the little dribbles of his pearly deposit that ran towards the drain.

He closed his eyes and took two moments to collect himself before looking up into Shauna's eyes. "I did not get hard for Bev," he whispered.

Shauna's brow furrowed slightly as she stared at him.

He wanted to crawl down the drain and never come out.

"Okay. Whatever. Just…I'm sorry if that was weird, or whatever…" she said, trailing off. "But we can't just hole up in here. Come on. It won't be too awkward after Bev makes a few jokes about it. I promise. I'll make it up to you."

Before he knew what was happening she had him by the hand and was opening the door to the bathroom and dragging him out into the hallway. She pulled him into the living room where Bev was sitting on the couch and leafing through an old photo album.

Bev's mouth cracked into a wide smile when she saw them. "Ah, to be young again!" she said.

Shauna rolled her eyes, snorted out a breath and got down on one knee on the floor, focusing on pulling more photos out of the box Teddy had just hauled up from downstairs.

Teddy could have sworn he felt his own shame pooling at his feet.

"Come here, Teddy," Bev said, patting the spot next to her on the couch. "Shaunie, you too. Get up here. I want to show you two something."

He exchanged a glance with Shauna, who shrugged, got up and walked over to where Bev was sitting on the couch.

He traipsed over and sank into the couch on the other side of Bev.

Bev flipped through the album, her finger trailing over glossy photographs that showed a woman who'd lived hard and loved harder. "This was Atlantic City, nineteen-ninety-three," she said, tapping a photo of herself in a gold lamé bikini surrounded by three men in tight swim trunks. "That's Marco, that's Vinnie, and that's…shit, I can't remember his name. But he had a yacht."

She turned the page. More beaches. More men. Bev in various states of undress, always laughing, always with her arms around someone new.

"You were beautiful," Shauna said softly.

"Were?" Bev shot back, but she smiled.

The page turned again and an envelope slipped free, landing in Bev's lap. She picked it up, examined it, then her eyebrows lifted. "Oh. This one's actually yours."

Shauna's head snapped toward her aunt. "What?"

"Your Polaroid summer. Remember?"

Colour drained from Shauna's face, then flooded back in a pink rush across her cheeks. "Oh. Yeah. That."

She took the envelope from Bev's outstretched hand and pulled out a few photographs. Teddy watched her face as she studied them. Something wistful crossed her features, something distant and unreachable. Then she shoved them back into the envelope.

"Yeah, we can toss these," she said, her voice too casual.

Teddy's pulse kicked up. "What are they?"

"Nothing. Just old pictures." She set the envelope on the coffee table.

Bev shrugged and returned to her album, flipping past more evidence of a life lived without apology. When they reached the end, she clapped the book shut. "Alright, I need a drink. You two want anything?"

"Water's fine," Shauna said.

Bev stood and padded toward the kitchen. Shauna excused herself to the bathroom, leaving Teddy alone on the couch with that envelope sitting three feet away.

He lasted maybe five seconds.

His hand reached out, fingers closing around the envelope before his brain could stop him. He pulled out the first photograph.

Shauna. Maybe twenty-two, twenty-three. Wearing a white bikini that was practically dental floss. Standing between two guys who looked like they'd walked off a college rowing team, all shoulders and grins. Her hand rested on one of their bare chests.

He pulled out another. Different guy. Same bikini. This one had her sitting on someone's lap by a pool.

Another. A muscular man with his arm around Shauna's waist, her head thrown back laughing.

Another. This one took his breath. Shauna straddling some broad-shouldered bastard, both of them wet from the pool, her hands in his hair.

His cock stiffened in his pants despite having just emptied himself twenty minutes ago.

He flipped through more. Six, seven, eight different men. All built like Greek statues. All touching his wife in ways that made his stomach clench and his dick throb.

"What're you looking at?"

His head jerked up. Shauna stood in the doorway, Bev beside her with a tray of cookies.

The photographs fell from his hands, scattering across his lap.

Bev glanced at the photos, then at Shauna, then back at Teddy. A knowing smile flickered across her face. "I need to run to the store for cream. Be back in a jiff."

She set the tray down and disappeared.

Shauna crossed the room and sat beside him, picking up one of the scattered Polaroids. "Sorry. Again. About earlier, I mean."

His ears rang. The question sat on the tip of his tongue.

"Is everything okay?" she asked.

He found his voice. "Are these...are these..."

"They're just a bunch of guys I hung out with while I was here."

His cock stiffened harder and he arranged the pictures on his lap to cover the bulge in his jeans.

Shauna scowled at him. "Teddy you're being weird. I said I was sorry."

He was being weird? No. She wasn't about to gaslight him about this. "Shauna what the fuck are you talking about? You just…I came up here and you…you accused me. You accused me of something and then you dragged me into the bathroom and…fucking…I'm being weird? No. No. I'm not the one being weird. A spontaneous erection is a perfectly normal bodily function in a man my age. That's no weird and it wasn't an erection about Bev and also how could you jump to that conclusion? That's crazy!"

It felt good getting it out. It reshaped reality into something he could make sense of. He was not the one being weird. Not by a long shot.

Shauna looked a little grumpy and a little sheepish. But she didn't argue about his assessment of the situation. She also seemed like she'd been backed into a corner. Like she couldn't argue with what he'd said but she didn't like that very much.

Empathy got the better of him. Wanting to give his wife a way out. A gentle exit from this corner she was painted into.

But on his lap the pictures of Shauna with her various gentlemen burned in hot corroboration of the notches in the headboard upstairs. His cock twitched.

"So, uh, were these guys, um…were they all, like…boyfriends?" he muttered, shuffling the photos.

He was utterly perplexed by the excitement and dread twisting through him. Like he was sitting at the top of a roller coaster hill and just realized he wasn't buckled in. If this thing went over the edge would he be able to hold on?

At the same time he knew that was the only way out of this. He had to find out the truth. If he didn't it would haunt him until he did. Curiosity about Shauna's sordid past chewing at the base of his brain until he knew the truth.

She cast a puzzled glance at him, as if he were crazy for asking a question like that about her past. "Um, no," she said, with all of the disdain of a teenage girl about to get into a semantic argument about what the word boyfriend meant.

This only stoked his erotic excitement. He sat there with his hard cock and the juice starting to churn inside his balls again. His lap covered in visual evidence of what he was now almost certain had been Shauna's former sex life.

"So they were just friends?" he ventured.

She shrugged and glanced at the photos. "I mean, yeah. You know."

You know.

Those two words spoken so nonchalantly. As in: you mean that when you married a smoking hot blonde you thought she wouldn't have a body count of forty-seven lovers?

"I mean I…I don't really know. Were these, like, friends with benefits kind of friends?"

She furrowed her brow and looked thoroughly confused. "I mean, like, yeah," she said.

His stomach melted into what felt like a pool of bubbling lava as cold shivers ran down his back.

I mean, like, yeah.

Of course, you moron. Of course she had an uncountable number of lovers bobbing in her wake. She was a fucking gorgeous, well-adjusted woman with almost no inhibitions. Why wouldn't she have fucked all the guys she wanted?

He had no understanding of the mechanism that made that realization so titillating. That sordid reveal that should have been so obvious. That he should have probed so much sooner.

He' been oblivious. Naive beyond naivety. And now the whole, horrible, sordid truth lay right in front of him to discover for himself.

And Shauna seemed not the least bit bothered about what he might find out.

"Can I show you something?" he asked. "It's upstairs."

"Okay," she replied.

He swept the pictures off his lap and did his best to cover his reinvigorated organ with his hand as he stood up.

"Teddy?"

The way she said his name made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. "Yeah?"

"Is that another boner in your pants?"


Chapter six


They stood at the edge of the bed together. Teddy's heart galloping in his chest at what he was about to ask and what it would reveal.

Shauna stood next to him, her brow still furrowed in confusion or worry or whatever.

He lifted a hand and pointed at the headboard. At the offending marks that had started this descent into erotic madness. He was filled with angst and trepidation and wild lust along with them. He no longer hid his boner because, who cared?

Shauna had already seen it and soon she'd know the source of his arousal anyways so what did it matter.

"The notches?" she asked.

A wild rush of excitement surged through him. She knew. She wasn't even trying to pretend she didn't know what he was talking about.

He turned and looked into her eyes.

"Is that what you wanted to ask me about?" she asked.

She was going to try and soften this at all?

"What are they…"

She looked deeply into his eyes and something on her features changed. She glanced down, just for a split second, at his painful erection and her expression softened. "It's a body count, Teddy."

His eyes widened. "You mean like…"

She let out a soft laugh. "No. I didn't kill anyone," she said, tipping her head to one side. "It's just guys I slept with."

That bubbling hot feeling in his stomach surged up through his chest and neck and seconds later his face was burning with…what? Embarrassment? Shame? Humiliation? Arousal? All of that together?

All of it together.

Shauna let out another soft laugh and smiled. She reached down and picked up his hand in hers and rubbed the back of it with her thumb. "Are you okay?"

He moved his jaw a few times and tried to force air over his voice box. "I…I…I…"

She nodded. "You should sit down," she said. "Your face is really red. You want a glass of water or something?"

He allowed himself to be turned so his back was to the bed. She put a hand on his shoulder and lowered him to sit.

He stared at the wall straight ahead as his mind whirred and whistled in his head trying to parse the reality that his wife had just admitted, freely and easily, that she had bedded forty-seven suitors in the bed he sat on.

Forty-seven.

"Teddy I'm gonna have to ask you to say something. Are you having a stroke or something?" she asked, rubbing his arm.

He turned to look at her and suddenly her beauty was so bright and stunning he thought it might blind him.

Suddenly this woman that had been so sacred to him, that he thought he had revered so profoundly now occupied and even holier place inside his spirit.

Forty-seven fucking men?!?

He made his jaw move again but, again, it took a few seconds before any sound came out. "I'm not having a stroke. I don't think so," he said, shaking his head.

"Then why are you so red?" she asked.

He continued shaking his head. Was she really not putting any of this together? He took a deep breath to steady himself.

"Shauna are you saying to me that those notches in the wood were made by you after each of the guys you…"

Her mouth made a line and she bit down on her lower lip, looking up at the ceiling at the same time and shrugging. "What can I say? I was young. It was summer. You know?"

His chest hollowed and something vibrated from inside that void that shook through his whole body.

He burst out in a guffaw that sent flecks of spit flying from his mouth to the floor.

Was she fucking serious?

She scowled again. "Is this upsetting to you?"

That brought another incredulous laugh bursting from his chest.

Well, actually, yes. Yes, it was upsetting. Deeply, deeply upsetting. Except the way that manifested now was his cock throbbing so hard and fast it could have been a tuning fork.

He turned and looked at her and could feel the dumb smile he wore and how wide his eyes were and how silly he must look. "Shauna. Forty-seven?"

Her smile faded into a slight scowl. "Are you about to slut shame me?"

His eyes opened wider, along with his mouth.

Ah, yes. What a time to be alive! Forty-seven or four thousand seven hundred? Didn't matter! Didn't make a difference!

A woman's dignity would always remain intact no matter how many times she spread her legs for how many different men from the rowing team!

The thing was…

The thing was he wasn't about to slut shame her. He didn't care. Not in that way.

It was his own reaction he was ashamed of. It was the pulsing, churning arousal making him turgid that he couldn't understand.

"You are being so weird right now," she whispered.

He saw her eyes fall to his groin.

She nipped the corner of her mouth with a canine. She was putting it together. Her mind was filling in the blanks. She was a clever girl. She was putting it all together.

Finally she drew in a breath and let it out in a soft sigh as she looked at him. "I know it's a lot of guys for one summer."

Shwoooom!

That was the sound of more air getting sucked out of his lungs. He gasped, then guffawed. "One summer?" he whispered.

She put a hand on her mouth and laughed, then let it fall to her breasts. "Teddy you are being so cute right now. I didn't know you were this traditional! I'm sorry if this is bothering you. I guess I just didn't event think to bring it up. You're usually so progressive."

He arched a brow in disbelief. Was he this out of touch? Was thinking forty-seven lovers in one summer was excessive…conservative?

Shauna smiled and put a hand on his thigh and let it gently drift up towards his crotch. She leaned against him, studying his expression with sultry eyes. "You're not really bothered by this, though, are you? Not, like, in a bad way?"

His back stiffened when she scratched his stiff prick through his jeans with her pinky nail.

"If I leave you alone for a minute are you gonna, like, melt? Or explode or something?" she asked, giggling in a very girlish way.

He knew she didn't mean it that way but in that laugh he heard every woman who had ever laughed at him or made a joke at his expense. It somehow only enhanced the whole experience for him. "I think I can be okay," he said, nodding.

Shauna jumped up from the bed and bounced into the hall on her bare feet.

He heard her go down the stairs and ruffle something downstairs then come up the stairs and bounce from the door to the bed to sit next to him again. He looked down and his heart skipped a few beats when he saw her holding a few of those old Polaroid photos from the envelope.

"Wh-what are you doing with those?" he stammered.

She dropped all but one pictures onto the bed next to her, then laid that on his thigh so he could see it. "You're not really bothered by this, are you Teddy?" she whispered.

He stared down at the picture. It was her and broad shouldered bastard. Both of them wet from the pool. The guy looked so smug. And Shauna? Shauna wore a slutty smile that felt like it sliced his heart in two.

"His name was Jason," she whispered. "I don't remember all of their names but I remember him. He had such a big cock, Teddy," she said, then laughed.

That laugh twisted his guts so hard. His wife talking about another guy's cock and how big it was. Reminiscing about times gone by he'd never be a part of. A part of herself he'd never know or possess.

"Teddy," she whispered, even quieter now.

"Huh?"

"Take your cock out, Teddy. I want to tell you a story."

Teddy's body moved on autopilot, his hands fumbling with his belt buckle. His fingers trembling as he worked the button free and dragged his zipper down.

He pushed his jeans and boxers down just enough. His cock sprang free, straining upward so hard it nearly touched his stomach.

Shauna's eyes widened. Her lips parted.

"Jesus, Teddy," she breathed. Her hand wrapped around his shaft and she squeezed. "You're hard as a rock."

More heat flooded his face. His throat constricted.

She laughed, bright and musical. "You just came, like what, half an hour ago?" She stroked him once, slowly, root to tip. "How are you this hard again already?"

The blush spread from his cheeks down his neck. His ears burned.

"I'm only teasing," she said, softer now. She leaned in and kissed his jaw. "I like it. I like seeing you this hard for me."

For her.

The words rattled around in his skull. For her? Or for the image of her with Jason? For the forty-seven notches carved into headboard? For the wild summers he'd never been part of?

Shauna picked up the Polaroid again with her free hand. She held it where he could see Jason's smug grin. That cocky bastard. That lucky bastard.

"He had this thing he loved," she whispered against his ear. Her hand moved on him in long, languid strokes. "Jason. He'd fuck my ass until I was whimpering. Then he'd pull out and make me get on my knees."

Teddy's vision blurred at the edges.

"He'd put his dirty cock right in my mouth and make me suck it while he came. He loved that. Ass to mouth. Every single time he did that with me."

The room seemed to tilt. Teddy's body felt weightless and disconnected. Like he was floating somewhere above the bed, watching himself sit there with his wife's hand on his cock while she described sucking another man's filth off him.

Was that why she'd wanted it like that last night? Anal, then his cock in her mouth? Had she been thinking of Jason? Remembering Jason?

Her strokes slowed. She squeezed him just below the head and he gasped.

"Most of those guys," she said, tapping the headboard with one finger. "I only slept with them once. Maybe twice if they were really good."

She paused.

Teddy's balls drew up tight. His thighs trembled.

"But Jason?" She laughed. "Jason was kind of a regular around here."

The orgasm detonated through him without warning. His back arched. His cock pulsed in her grip, shooting thick ropes across her knuckles, up her wrist, spattering onto his own thigh.

"Teddy!" Shauna shouted, laughing. "Oh my gosh, Teddy!"

She kept stroking him through it, milking every spasm, giggling as he painted her hand white. Her laughter rang in his ears, bright and delighted and utterly shameless.

When his body finally stopped convulsing, she held up her hand, turning it so he could see the mess he'd made. Thick streams of cum dripped from her fingers.

She grinned and smeared it all over his softening cock, coating him in his own release. Then she grabbed his face with her clean hand and kissed him hard, tongue pushing past his lips.

When she pulled back, she stared into his eyes and shook her head slowly.

"I didn't know this about you, Teddy."

Footsteps glided past the doorway. Bev's voice drifted through the crack.

"Ah, to be young again!"


Chapter seven


They spent the rest of the day, into the afternoon, hauling boxes of junk up from the basement and arranging them in the living room for the trash pickup company that was supposed to pick them up early evening.

Neither Bev nor Shauna made any mention of the bizarre events of the morning and somehow Teddy found it within himself to look Bev in the eye after all when she gave him directions about where to stack boxes.

Four-thirty and they were nearly done, Teddy pushing the last box up the stairs and sliding it along the floor to stack against the wall. His arms and legs were sore.

He'd barely had time to think about that, though. His thoughts had been completely taken up with what he'd uncovered about Shauna and what she'd uncovered about him.

They exchanged glances and she flashed him smiles as they worked but didn't say anything to each other. He knew there would be more to say. So much more.

He couldn't wait to get her in bed and hear what other stories she might have about her past.

Forty-seven.

The number still sent shivers up his spine. Her nonchalance about it stirred arousal in his balls.

She'd been a slut. A total fucking slut.

Not that he was going to slut shame her. Not that it really mattered anymore these days when everyone and their sister were on the internet flashing their goods for money.

This hadn't been flashing her goods for money, though. This had been Shauna getting on her back and spreading her legs for every Tom, Dick and Johnny, or Jason, who cared to glance at her.

He had so many questions. How did these encounters happen? Had she been so suggestive at that age that men understood what she'd wanted? Had Bev known about all of this? Did this have anything to do with what had happened that morning? At how upset or outraged or whatever she'd been that he had an erection after coming up from the basement?

So many questions.

As it was nearing five Bev announced that work was over for that day and that it was time for aperitifs before dinner. She would be treating them to a meal that evening, though she still needed Teddy to drive them.

She made gin and tonics with lots of ice and lemon and was just pouring out the last one when they all heard the big truck backing up against the front of the house.

"That must be the waste disposal company," Bev said, handing them their drinks and telling them to start without her.

They sat down at the kitchen table and Shauna gave him the warmest smile and clinked her glass against his and it warmed his heart the way she looked at him.

They heard Bev walk into the house, then heavy steps behind her. Probably one of the guys from the trash truck coming in to grab some of the boxes.

"Shauna?" Bev's voice drifted in from the living room. "You're never gonna believe this."

Shauna furrowed her brow and craned her neck to see what was going on out there. She set her drink down and patted Teddy's arm and said "I'll be right back." Then she walked out of the kitchen.

Teddy sat there staring into his gin and tonic and stirring it with the little sword spearing his lemon.

When he heard Shauna say "oh my god" his stomach sank a little. There was a tremble in her nervous laugh he'd never heard before. An echo, perhaps, of a younger Shauna who was not as confident or in control as the woman he knew now. There was something unsure about the sound.

He pushed his drink to the centre of the table, put his palms down and stood up. He squeezed out from the tight spot between the bench and the table and slowly walked out of the kitchen and down the narrow hallway to the entrance to the living room.

As he rounded the corner he saw Shauna standing next to Bev with her hand over her mouth. Bev was beaming, obviously delighted by whatever was going on.

He turned his head and looked at the man standing right in front of the front window, silhouetted by the warm orange glow of sunset outside. He blinked, trying to make out the man's features.

His stomach did a little twist, then a flop.

"Oh my fucking god," the man growled, grinning and shaking his head as his eyes raked up and down Shauna's body.

That grin had been etched into Teddy's memory by the sexual intervention Shauna had performed on him earlier that day. It was a little more crooked, with a few more wrinkles around the edges and corners of the mouth but the shape was unmistakable.

"Shauna fucking Bruce," the man said. He turned to Bev. "Was this your secret plan, huh?" he asked, chuckling. "Is this why I'm here? Or is there an actual job to do?"

Bev let out a cackling laugh and grinned. "Of course there's a job to do. That whole wall of boxes over there needs to go," she said, pointing a finger in that direction. "Teddy's been busy stacking them all day."

The shock faded from Shauna's expression and was replaced by what seemed a mixture of shock and irritation as she turned to look at Bev.

"Teddy's Shauna's husband," Bev explained.

The man standing by the window tucked the gloves he was holding into the pocket of his work pants and strode over to where Teddy was standing. "Jason," he said. "Nice to meet you, Teddy."

His broad shoulders and enormous palm packed the sort of handshake punch one would expect from a man his stature.

Teddy felt his face flare again. Heat rising from his neck, ears burning. Why just a few hours ago he'd ejaculated from a story his wife had told him about what the man shaking his hand now had used to do to her.

A regular. Repeat customer. Ass to mouth.

"N-nice to meet you too," Teddy stammered.

Jason let go of Teddy's hand, took a step back and surveyed the trio, eyeing each one like he was sizing them up and trying to figure out just what, exactly, was going on here? "I'll get started on these boxes then," he finally said.

Teddy felt Shauna's warm and now slightly damp palm press against his. Her fingers closed around his hand and she turned, pulling him towards the stairs.

He followed, taking one last glance back to see that Bev was watching them leave and smiling. It was smug and satisfied-looking smile and he had to wonder what it was about? Had she orchestrated this whole thing?

Shauna pulled him up the stairs and into the bedroom and pressed the door closed as far as it would go. The frame had been painted so many times it couldn't quite reach the latch.

Teddy shook his head. "What the hell is going on?"

Shauna took a breath and let it out and pressed two fingers to her temple like she felt a migraine coming on. For the first time since they'd arrived she looked like she might just spin out of control.

"I…I shouldn't have brought you here," she said, her eyes darting side to side.

"What? Why?" Teddy asked.

Shauna shook her head. She pushed off the door and walked towards him. Took his hand and pulled him down onto the bed on the same spot she'd jerked him off. Except now she looked more worried than amused or aroused.

"Shauna what's going on?" Teddy asked.

She looked up into his eyes. "This is aunt Bev. She's fucking crazy. She always was. I thought she'd mellowed out in her old age when she called asking for help with those boxes. I thought she'd at least be a little more normal than before."

"What's she doing?" Teddy asked.

"It's all a game to her, Teddy. Everything's a fucking game. A competition. She was always jealous. Always jealous of me. I'd come down here and things would start out alright and then she'd get jealous that I brought a guy home and she'd try to get him to fuck her, too."

"What?!?" Teddy squawked.

"Yeah. I know. It's fucking crazy! I'd be sleeping in in the morning and she'd lurk downstairs waiting for whoever I'd brought home to try and sneak out. Then she'd try to lure them into bed so she could brag about how she "still had it" over breakfast."

"That's fucking insane," Teddy said, aghast.

Shauna shook her head. "She's a psycho. She always was. I started bringing skeezier and skeezier guys home as a…some sick joke, I guess. To see how low she'd stoop to get under my skin."

Teddy eyes bugged out.

"I thought after I got married she'd settle down. Come to her senses. Stop being a crazy bitch! I can't believe I was so fucking wrong. We can leave if you want to. We helped her with the stupid boxes. We can leave right now if you want," Shauna said, staring at him earnestly and nodding.

Which, Teddy felt, any normal man would have done after seeing and hearing and doing all they'd done.

But seeing and hearing and doing all that stuff had done something to him. Something weird and crooked and whacked. It was like he'd been cast in some sort of sexual soap opera and now, just as the mysterious man from the past showed up, he was being asked to go?

"You want to go?" he asked quietly.

Shauna tucked her upper lip into her mouth and rubbed the spot just underneath her nose. She looked…worried. Anxious, even.

"See here's the thing, Teddy. Here's the thing I need to tell you. I didn't tell you this before because it wasn't important. It was in the past. It was behind me and it didn't have anything to do with what we shared together."

A knot had formed in his stomach and was twisting tighter with each word Shauna spoke. Something in her eyes, too. Sorrow? Regret?

She took his hand in both of hers and caressed it gently. She shook her head. "I wasn't ever going to tell you because it wasn't important. But now I have to tell you because we came here. Because now I can see Bev set this whole thing up. That bitch."

He waited for a moment. "You can just tell me, Shauna," he said.

She looked up and into his eyes and it wasn't a good look she gave him. "I came here one last time. One last time. You remember? You remember when that was?"

That knot tightened even tighter but felt like it was filling up his whole stomach, too. And pushing into his chest. He nodded but the certainty of what he was about to hear fell heavy on his shoulders.

Somehow he knew what was coming next. He knew he had to take it like a man, too. Bev was a crazy bitch and he wasn't going to let some crazy bitch break up his marriage. So he'd have to be strong. He'd have to be strong for Shauna. For both of them. "Just say it," he whispered.

"You remember when that was?" she repeated.

He nodded. "I remember."

Shauna's lips pursed. "You remember we'd just met. You remember how good that felt? I remember. I remember that glow like it was yesterday."

Oh boy, did he remember it too. Walking on pins and needles that whole summer waiting for a message or a phone call from her.

He wasn't going to let what was coming sully that. That memory was going to stay pure. He saw her eyes get watery.

"And we told each other we were definitely going to connect come September. We had an understanding. You remember?"

Of course he remembered. They'd been young. Going into their last summer free from adult worries. They'd promised they would reconnect but that they wouldn't hold each other to anything.

He'd held himself to it, though. There'd been plenty of opportunities but he'd politely declined every single one. He'd lived a monkish life all summer thinking of her.

And now here she was going to go and drive this stake into his heart.

"You can just say it, Shauna."

She nodded and blinked and a tear rolled down her cheek. "Well I saw him here that summer," she whispered. "I saw Jason." She squeezed his hand.

And it really did feel like she'd impaled him. Like she was slowly burying a knife deeper into his guts. Thinking of her and the nasty things she'd told him to get him off.

His cock was hard. Hard and damp at the tip. Leaking with excitement at hearing how close she'd come to betraying him without exactly, technically doing it.

She owed him nothing. They'd agreed they wouldn't hold each other to anything. And she'd returned to him and they were living their happily ever after.

"Teddy?" she said, her voice small and tight.

Hearing her say his name cracked something inside him. All that tension dissipate like air being let out of a balloon. He took one look at her and knew he was going to love her for the rest of his life no matter what had happened in the past.

"I love you Shauna," he said, leaning forward and kissing her gently on the cheek.

He could feel the tension in her body. The way she held his hand tightly, as if waiting for whatever else he had to say. Bracing herself for some horrible thing that might come out of his mouth.

"I love you and I always will. No matter what that crazy bitch aunt Bev tries to cook up." He kissed her on the forehead this time.

This time he felt her melt into his arms and felt her quiet sob.

It wasn't like it wasn't still burning inside him. It was. It was burning so bright and hot. The pain of it making his balls ache with need. But it didn't scare him now that they were through it. It was behind them and whatever was left was theirs.

He rubbed her back and put his hand on the back of her head until she composed herself and sat up straight. He kissed her on the lips this time. His smile faded as he stared into her eyes.

"Teddy?" she asked. "What is it?"

He swallowed and steeled himself. "I want to see it," he whispered.


Chapter eight


After the Teddy incident they went for dinner, Bev putting on her most innocent self about the whole thing.

But Teddy could see it now. He could see the way she glanced at Shauna and dropped seemingly innocuous remarks to try and crawl under her skin.

They hadn't had time to discuss his request. Bev had barged in and said the boxes were all gone and were they ready to go?

And, truthfully, Shauna hadn't seemed to want to deal with it right then either.

But after dinner they got home and Bev bid them good night and they sat around in the living room for a bit before heading upstairs themselves. They took turns brushing teeth and changing out of their clothes into their PJ's.

Teddy was a little nervous to broach the subject again. But Shauna crawled under the covers next to him and snuggled up close and looked into his eyes.

It made him even more nervous, the way she looked at him. Those earnest eyes suggesting she had lots to say.

"About that thing I said earlier," he began.

She cuddled up closer to him and rubbed his forearm. "About that thing," she whispered.

He looked at her and she didn't seem upset or out of sorts about it. She didn't exactly seem willing to dive headfirst into it, either.

He shook his head. "I don't know how to talk about this," he admitted.

She laughed quietly and squeezed his arm again. "Well, that makes two of us. You know it probably wouldn't be exactly the way you see it in your mind. It would probably be a whole lot different."

"What do you mean?" he asked.

She shrugged. "That's just fantasies most of the time. They never turn out just the way you thought they would."

"But you're not saying 'no?'"

She shrugged again. "I'll try anything once. I think I feel a little bad about dragging you down here and letting things get…weird."

"They weren't that weird," he said.

"Bev's a crazy bitch. And I let it get to me. I'm sorry for that. But…it seemed to open a new door for you?"

He stared at her for a long time as she looked up at him. "You think I couldn't take it? Watching?"

She scowled and shook her head. "I never said that. I'm just not sure watching your wife with one of her old boyfriends is going to be the same thing as hearing about it while she jerks you off."

Her directness was unsettling.

Her hand slipped down between his legs and found the hardening warmth of his cock.

Her touch was reassuring. Knowing she was willing to entertain his desire filled him with warmth.

"How would that work? Like, would we get a motel or something?" he asked.

"I think that's to much of an escalation for me," she replied, giggling. "No. I think if we just mention to ole' aunt Bev that you need to leave town a night early she'll sort it all out for us."

***

So, two days later, he found himself in the basement. Sitting on the exposed toilet with the shower curtain drawn around him. After making a big deal of leaving early Bev, had, in fact taken care of all of it for them.

Shauna had said Bev had been on the phone with Jason as soon as Teddy had stepped out the front door.

He could hear them upstairs in the kitchen above him. Bev was in a jovial mood and Shauna was playing along. Making appetizers together and gossiping in the kitchen. Probably like old times before there even was a Teddy.

He spent the time thinking about that. Thinking about Shauna's life before she knew him. Before they'd been a thing. How different she must have been? He still had trouble believing the forty-seven guys in one summer number.

But even if it had been half that Shauna would have to have been a very different woman than she was now to entertain that many cocks between her legs and not feel bad about it.

He sat up straighter when he heard the knock on the front door, then Jason's deep baritone as he said his good evenings.

He let himself wonder if something resembling this evening had happened in the past? Had Bev perhaps thought Jason would be a good fit for Shauna and gone out of her way to invite him over?

Those thoughts chilled him a little and he didn't like having them. He tried to listen in on what was going on upstairs, instead.

Nearly two hours of sitting there listening to the three of them exchange pleasantries and laugh together.

His cock tightened when he finally heard Bev excuse herself, say good night and head upstairs.

The silence that followed drove him a little crazy. He heard Shauna say something in a low voice but couldn't make out what it was.

He gently pulled the shower curtain away and stood up from the toilet. He crawled up the basement steps to the door that had been left open a crack. Enough that he could see Shauna's foot dangling over her crossed leg and, if he craned his neck, her smiling face as well.

"So Teddy had to leave town early?"

"One of his partners wanted a meeting," Shauna explained.

"Partners?"

"He runs an IT consulting company with a couple of his buddies from college," Shauna said.

"Sounds like you did alright," Jason said.

"It's a mutually beneficial relationship," Shauna said.

"I see. He, uh, he know crazy aunt Bev invited me over for drinks?"

"He knows what he needs to know," Shauna replied.

Teddy held his breath and leaned sideways to see her face and nearly went tumbling sideways off the stairs.

Jason was right on top of her. Sitting close to her like he owned her. Like she was his wife and not Teddy's.

And Shauna didn't look at all distressed. Her hands on her knee, kicking that dangling foot back and forth and smiling slightly as she waited to see what Jason's next move would be.

That look in her eye and that smile got to Teddy a little. She knew what she had. That confidence. She knew what she brought to the table of every sexual transaction and she was making it clear to Jason now.

Teddy's excitement started to build with heat between his legs. He watched Jason's eyes fall to Shauna's shoulders, then roam down the rest of her body.

She wore just a cute olive green t-shirt and blue jeans but they outlined her beautiful figure perfectly.

Jason leaned even closer over her, his hand dangling from the backrest of the couch and almost touching her hair. "One more for old time's sake?" he whispered.

Shauna raised her hand and covered her mouth, as if shocked by what he was suggesting. "Whatever do you mean?" she asked.

Jason's mouth curled into a pleased and wicked-looking grin. "C'mere, kid," he said, pulling her onto his lap.

Shauna straddled Jason's lap without hesitation, her thighs spreading wide across his denim-clad legs. She pressed both palms to his stubbled cheeks and kissed him with an intensity that made Teddy's stomach clench.

This wasn't the polite, tentative kiss of a woman doing her husband a favour.

Her tongue slipped between Jason's lips and her entire body melted against his. She kissed him like she'd been starving for it. Like some dormant part of her had been awakened the moment their lips met.

Jason's hands found her waist, then slid upward to cup her breasts through the thin olive fabric. She moaned into his mouth and ground herself down against his lap.

Teddy watched his wife making out with another man and felt his own arousal growing desperately feverish.

Jason broke the kiss and yanked Shauna's shirt over her head. He reached behind her and unclasped her bra, tossing it behind her onto the coffee table. "Just like old times, huh?" he asked, grinning.

Before she could respond, he pulled one of her nipples into his mouth and gave it a long suckle, staring up into her eyes. He released it and did the same with the other.

Those perfect breasts that Teddy had always thought of as exclusively his were now exposed to Jason's hungry gaze.

Jason's hands looked massive against her pale skin. Rough, calloused fingers from years of manual labour squeezed and kneaded her flesh with no gentleness. He pinched her nipples hard and watched her grimace and arch her back.

"Off," Jason growled, shoving her off his lap.

She stood and he spun her around, bending her over the arm of the couch. He pulled her jeans down next, panties with them, both pooling around her ankles.

Jason knelt behind her and spread her ass cheeks wide.

Teddy's breath caught in his throat.

Jason's tongue dragged slowly up the cleft of Shauna's ass, circling her hole before pressing inside.

Shauna's face flushed crimson. Her eyes went wide and her mouth fell open in shock. She looked toward the basement door and Teddy froze, certain she could see him crouched there in the darkness.

Her expression was filled with embarrassment and arousal. But he thought he could see shame there, too. His wife blushing from another man eating out her ass while she knew her husband watched, perhaps?

Was she thinking about him watching this? Did knowing he was there make it better or worse for her?

Jason worked his tongue against her thoroughly, wetting her completely before finally pulling back. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

"On your knees."

Shauna dropped gracefully, turning to face him. Jason stood and unbuckled his belt, shoving his jeans down to mid-thigh.

His cock sprang free and Teddy's jealousy flared.

There was nothing you could do about the size of your cock, he'd always told himself. It still didn't make it any easier seeing a guy better endowed than you. It didn't make it easier seeing Shauna getting ready to worship it.

His stomach went tight and for the first time he wondered if he'd made a mistake asking her to do this? There was no going back now. He would just have to deal with whatever feelings it brought.

Shauna wrapped one small hand around the base and took him into her mouth slowly. She played with the tip with her tongue and stroked it gently, almost lovingly as she gazed up into Jason's eyes.

This wasn't the enthusiastic deepthroating she'd done to Teddy upstairs in the guest bedroom.

This was intimate and personal. She maintained eye contact, her tongue swirling around his shaft as she bobbed her head in a steady, worshipful rhythm.

Jason stared down at her with dark intensity, one hand coming to rest gently on the back of her head.

Teddy's cock throbbed in his pants. He hadn't expected this, though. He hadn't expected seeing so much intimacy.

He reassured himself that soon he'd be getting the dirty show Shauna had promised him and not the soft-core presentation they were putting on.

He watched Shauna pause, relax her throat and take more of Jason's cock into it.

Jason closed his eyes and let out a sigh, his pleasure obvious at what she was doing.

She fucked her face with his cock like that for a while, then pulled her mouth off of it and stood up in front of him. She kicked her jeans and underwear off her feet, then spun around and bent at the waist, giving Jason his pick of which hole to take.

She flashed a soft but mischievous smile towards the door to the basement that made Teddy's heart jump in his chest.

This was it. This was going to be the good, dirty business she'd promised him.

Jason's hands appeared on her hips and he spun her around and pulled her down onto his lap again.

Teddy's jaw sagged when he saw it.

"I don't want you like that. I want you right here," Jason said, gazing into her eyes.

"Oh, I…Jason wait," Shauna said, giggling nervously.

"Everything okay?" he asked, swiping the head of his cock along the tight seam between her legs.

"I thought it was gonna be like old times," Shauna said, obviously uncomfortable at what he was doing instead.

"Yeah, well, this part'll be a little different," Jason said. He tucked his cock beneath her and pressed down on her hips with his other hand.

Teddy flinched when he heard the soft, wet click of her cunt splitting open for Jason. He watched that hard cock slipping into her.

Her body was stiff as a board. He could tell she was resisting whatever reaction it was trying to have to Jason's entry.

"Hey," Jason whispered. "Relax, baby. I know it's not our usual moves but I've been thinking about this lately. Enjoy yourself." He put his hands on the small of her back and pulled her fully onto his lap, embedding his full length inside her. "You ever think about me?"

Teddy's eyes went wide.

Shauna had turned bright red. He could see she hadn't expected this either. She was working through something as Jason got her gently rocking on his lap.

"Well, do you?"

"Jay…" she said, shaking her head and looking off to one side.

He put a finger on her chin and turned her to face him again. "Come on. It's just you and me. You can tell me," he said, smiling.

As Teddy watched this a horrible knot began to form at the centre of his stomach. Jason might have been a confident guy but you didn't ask a woman a question like that unless you knew the answer.

He watched Jason's hands glide up her back and pull her closer towards him.

Something in Shauna relaxed momentarily. Her hips and lower back undulated, the feeling of Jason's cock inside her short-circuiting whatever it was she was struggling with.

Teddy understood he was about to see something he hadn't bargained for. Something raw and honest and real and not just the dirty sex Shauna had teased him with.

"Come on, baby. It used to be so sexy when you said it," Jason urged, his hand getting her hips rocking a little wider back and forth.

Shauna bit her lip and looked off to the side again, obviously struggling with what to do, how to play this.

"I see it in there," Jason said, smiling up at her. "I feel the way that pussy's squeezing me."

Again there was a loosening of something in her body. Her whole torso moved like a wave and she pressed her hands against his chest.

"That's it," Jason purred. "That's my girl."

Shauna whimpered, then gasped, then seemed to stiffen again.

Teddy was beside himself. Hearing Jason call her his girl felt like getting shot into space on a rocket. Watching the way he was trying to claim her, trying to demand even more of her honest self was thrilling but horrifying at the same time.

"Come on, baby. Let go for me. He's never gonna know."

Shauna let out a strangled moan. What she was thinking in that moment, Teddy had no idea.

But he watched as her body fully gave in to what Jason wanted. She began bucking wildly on his lap.

"That's it. That's my good girl," Jason said, grinning. He reached out and pinched one of her nipples. He put a hand over her mouth as she started panting loudly. "Don't want to wake crazy aunt Bev," he said.

Teddy stared, mesmerized by what he was witnessing. He'd thought there was nothing new to learn about this woman. As it turned out there was a whole other life she'd lived he hadn't been privy to.

Jason looked down between their legs at his cock disappearing inside her.

Shauna's eyes followed his, staring at the place their bodies met. "We shouldn't do it like this," she said, breathing heavily.

"Why not, baby? You're on something, right? He's not gonna know. Let me blow all that cum up inside that pussy," Jason urged her.

She threw her arms around his neck and started to ride even more vigorously.

Teddy's mouth fell open. She really looked like she had no handle on herself. No ability to control what was happening or how she was reacting to Jason's whispered entreaties. He'd never seen her this out of control.

Jason pinched her nipple again.

"Oh shit!" she whimpered.

He raised a hand, smiling at her, apparently delighted by the reaction he'd elicited.

She obediently took his middle finger into her mouth and sucked it.

He let his hand fall from her mouth, down behind her and to her ass where he pressed it against her sphincter. "Come all that cock, baby," he whispered, slipping his finger into her back way.

As soon as he one knuckle in, Shauna began shaking violently on his lap.

Jason groaned and flexed his glutes, raising his hips and burrowing his cock deeper into her pussy.

Teddy stared and saw the first contraction of Jason's huge prick as it shot off his load into Shauna's pussy.

***

He heard the creak of Shauna's footsteps on the basement stairs and sat perfectly still on the toilet.

He'd retreated when they'd been in the throes of ecstasy and had been sitting patiently waiting for Jason to leave for what felt like hours.

He saw her feet come down the stairs, clad in white sneakers and no shoes. Then her jeans, then that olive green shirt.

She turned to him.

Her hair was dishevelled and she looked more than a little sheepish.

He still had some jealousy and angst swirling inside him from the turn things had taken. But just seeing her there made him feel better.

"You okay?" she whispered.

He nodded.

She stepped closer towards him.

Now he could see that the crotch of her jeans was dark with their shared wetness. He stared at it, unable to process every feeling that gave him. Another man's jizz was inside his wife right now.

"I'm sorry," she whispered.

"Huh?"

"I'm sorry that took…that wasn't what I expected."

He stared up at her, not knowing what to say.

She undid the button of her jeans and the zipper and worked them down her legs.

His eyes fell and he saw the ungodly, creamy, yellowish mess smeared across the fabric.

She stepped out of them and came a step closer. Close enough to untuck his shirt and pull his belt open.

"Here?" he said, looking around at the dank basement and remembering he was sitting on an old toilet.

She shrugged. "You really want Bev to know you're still here?"

He shook his head.

"Me neither. But I need to feel you. I need to feel you in me."

He nodded.

He got up into a crouch and pulled his pants and underwear down and sat back down on the toilet lid. His cock looked so meagre and unaggressive compared to Jason's.

Shauna stradled his lap.

He winced when a dollop of Jason's nut dripped from her pussy and landed on the head of his own prick.

"Sorry," she whispered.

He shook his head. It was gross, but it wasn't.

She lowered herself onto his lap and, pointing his cock at her entrance, slipped onto him.

He groaned and pressed his forehead against her shoulder. She felt so different. Jason had stretched her and now her pussy didn't feel the same around him at all.

He could feel all the gooey ejaculate running from her, too. His used wife coming to tend to her husband's needs in this dirty basement after her lover had his way with her.

"I love you, Teddy," she whispered.

"I…I love you, too," he groaned as she started to ride him.

"I thought he'd be more…I thought it would be something different. I hope you aren't upset."

He was a little upset. They could work through that later. Right now he had his wife on his lap and a whole night to kill.

He put his hands on her ass and pulled her closer onto himself, burying more of his cock inside her.

She bit her lip and smiled.

"You like that?" he asked.

"Good Teddy," she whispered.
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