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“Just pretend I’m not here,” I said.

“That’s kind of hard.”

“Try,” I urged.

Billy took a breath and then unfastened his shorts.  He committed to trying—I mean, he really did.  Without so much as a warning he’d pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them, standing there naked as the noises of the pool blared outside.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

His wide back guided the eye down to his narrow waist and then came those fantastic buns of his.  All summer they’d been wrapped by his shorts but now here I was catching a glimpse of the joys that lay beneath.

“You said to just pretend you weren’t here,” Billy shrugged.

“Keep pretending,” I hushed.

Billy turned around without looking at me, committing to the game.  He walked naked to the open shower and turned on one of the heads, putting his hand beneath the water and testing its temperature.

I watched him, speechless.  Now I could see that big cock of his, still hard and jutting out from his midriff.  The water tickled over it and it bounced gently.  I could practically see the blood being pumped through it.  A thick vein ran up the outside, giving it a commanding appearance.  He was big.

“You look beautiful,” I whispered.

Billy ignored me for now, as though I was some kind of apparition.  He continued to test the water, and then he stepped beneath the stream and cast his head back.

The water flowed down over him and he pushed back his long, permed hair.  I felt my pussy awaken to him.  The blood rushed to it, preparing it for something naughty, as though it knew the destination of this whole, sordid affair.

“I don’t want you to ignore me anymore, Billy,” I said.

He moved his head out from under the shower and looked to me.  The water ran down over his powerful physique as he stared.

“I won’t,” he said.

My hand moved down slowly over my flat stomach as I fought with the turmoil inside.  Billy watched carefully as I pushed my finger down over the crotch of my panties, teasing my pussy beneath.

“That’s it, Mrs. Peters,” he said steadily, starting to take charge.  “I like it when you do that.”

“I’d better do more of it then, hadn’t I?”

I fought to hide my shock as his hand moved down to his hard cock and took a strong grip.  Steadily he jerked himself beneath the shower-head.  I was mesmerized.  I mean, I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  His cock looked so good being jerked like that, and he did it so slowly too.

He arched his shoulders back so that his pecs became more pronounced.  The water slid down off him and his hand pumped slowly, pinching towards the bulbous, taut crown of his cock.

“I need that,” I hushed.
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It was a decade of change and experimentation, and nothing encapsulates that more than what Billy and I did in the summer of nineteen-eighty-five.

It was hot—that was the most pervading sensation that year.  The heat hung in the air thick, and the only respite was the local pool.

Often overpopulated, my friends and I made it our mission to arrive early enough to get a line of adjacent sun-loungers.  It wasn’t difficult.  We got along well with the pool’s lifeguard, Billy, and he’d lay out the towels for us before we arrived.

The downside though, was that I’d have to listen to my friends talk about him for the entire day.  They’d make comments whenever he moved or walk past us and it was clear they only wanted one thing of him.  Shit, so did I.

At nineteen I didn’t know for certain if Billy had ever had sex, but I knew for certain that I wanted to have sex with him.  Things at home weren’t great—we later divorced—and Billy seemed like the perfect tonic.

“What a man,” Janice whispered, dipping her wide sunglasses to drink Billy in as he passed.

“Hey, gals,” he said innocently, giving a wave.

I raised a hand to him.  “Ignore these devils, honey.”

“Don’t ignore us, Billy,” Justine giggled, wafting a hand in front of her face.

Billy laughed shyly and retired to his high-chair that overlooked the pool.  It was the girls’ favorite part of the day.  The loungers were positioned in such a way that we could see his tight, red shorts stretch over his well-toned ass as he climbed the ladder.

Now if it sounds like I’m describing all of this in a detail unbefitting of a woman twice Billy’s age at the time, it’s because I totally am.  I never said I was perfect, and just like my friends I couldn’t deny Billy oblivious beauty.

He was so well-toned and bronzed from the sun that it was difficult not to find him attractive.  He had these steely-blue, piercing eyes that seemed to look right into your soul.  Before the internet came along, Billy was the closest thing a lot of the women had to a bare-chested sex-symbol.  He was our very own pin-up.

“What I wouldn’t give to put my hands all over him,” Janice said.

“You’ll do no such thing,” I protested.

“You can’t have him to yourself, Meg,” Justine said.  “It wouldn’t be proper.”

“I’m sure she’s not interested in proper,” Janice laughed.  “With a man like that ... damn, I’d struggle to keep it holy.”

All summer I’d watched the scantily-clad Billy patrol the pool.  It was as though it wore me down.  At first I was the purest of pure—no question—but by the second month my resolve was being tested.

I wondered too if Billy felt the same.  He’d begun the summer having only seen me in a swimsuit on a handful of occasions, but now he was witnessing it every day.  And not just the same swimsuit, let me tell you.  I had a reputation to uphold and it wasn’t befitting of a well-to-do housewife like me to keep appearing in the same old swimwear.

As such my outfits became louder and more varied.  Some days it’d be the bright, lime-green one-piece; on others it’d be hot pink with my midriff showing.  Sometimes I’d even dare to wear a bikini, and it was on those days that Billy seemed to be in much more of a rush to pass us and sit in the safety of his highchair.

The summer continued and so too did the comments.  I held my tongue throughout them all, secretly agreeing with my friends as they spoke lustfully about the things they’d love to do to him.  I fancied him for myself, and after the months of torment I finally decided to make my move.

I’m not proud of it.  Truly I’m not.  Think of this confession as an exorcising of my conscience, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to hold back on the details—not by a long-shot.

Like I said, it was hot.  Real hot.  I’m using that as the first part of my excuse.  The weather was just driving everyone that little bit crazy.

The pool was quieter than usual.  It was a Tuesday morning and only Janice had made it down there that day.  She sat quietly beside me, fingering through her book whilst I listened to ‘Invisible Touch’ on my walkman.

Billy walked by and on cue Janice looked up from her book.  It was one of the day’s were Billy’s eyes looked everywhere else apart form to me, which meant I must have been wearing something that he really liked.

“Do it,” I heard, muffled slightly.

I took off my headphones and turned to Janice.  “Did you say something?”

“Do it,” she said, hardly looking up from her book.

“Do what?”

“Fuck him.”

“Are you serious?!”

She finally turned her eyes to me.  “You know you want to; I know you want to; shit, even Billy probably knows it.”

“It’s that obvious?”

“I wouldn’t say obvious so much as natural.  He’s a hot younger guy; you’re a sexy older woman.”

I took a look down myself and over my black bikini with the white polka-dots.  “I am?”

“Meg, you could take your pick.  I really don’t know why you haven’t done it already.  Think of it as getting one over on that asshole of a husband of yours.”

I looked to Billy who stared obliviously out over the pool.  His muscled, hairy legs were glistening along with the rest of his skin.  He’d rubbed in some tanning oil and boy did it make him glow.

“He usually finishes soon,” Janice said, sounding like the devil on my shoulder.  “I won’t tell anyone if you won’t.”

She smirked at me and then looked back to her book.  I was aghast, but I can’t deny that it felt almost justified now.

I knew it was wrong—of course I did—but Janice’s sudden encouragement made me think it wasn’t all the way wrong.  I was only, what, twenty years older than him.

At the turn of the hour Billy stepped down from the high-chair, replaced by his female counterpart who didn’t command anywhere near the same amount of our attention.

I made a sudden movement, taking off my headphones again.

“Go get ‘em, tiger,” Janice smiled.

I rose from the lounger and hurried after Billy, hoping to catch him in the privacy of the staff locker-room.

He walked around the corner of the locker room and I followed.  It was a corridor that turned back on itself, giving the illusion of privacy.  The noise from the pool could still be heard beyond, but it felt safe—especially given the fact that the only other person with the authority to access the area was overseeing the safety of everyone ouside.

“Hey,” I said coolly, and Billy turned quickly with a gasp.

“Mrs. Peters,” he said.  “What are you doing here?”

“A big strong man like you, scared of little ol’ me?”

“I just didn’t expect it, that’s all.”

His eyes ran quickly over me and then back to my face, trying desperately not to stare at my huge cleavage that was on display.

“What are you doing back here?” he pressed again.

“I just thought I’d come and see where my favorite lifeguard went after he’d finished teasing the women around the pool.”

“Teasing the women?”

“Come on,” I said, drinking him in and making no secret of it.  “You must know how buff you look out there.”

He chuckled and turned shy.

“My God,” I cried.  “You don’t?”

“I guess not.”

“Well let me tell you, I practically have to beat my friends off you with a stick and tell them you’re mine.”

Billy swallowed and stared those dreamy blue eyes right at mine.  “I’m yours?”

“Unfortunately,” I said, sighing and taking another look up and down his nearly-naked frame.  If it wasn’t for his tiny red shorts I’d be able to see everything.

“What’s unfortunate about that?” he probed.

“It wouldn’t be proper.”

“What wouldn’t?”

“Oh, Billy,” I said.  “You’ve got me all flustered.”

I made a show of wafting my open hand over my face and blowing a jet of air up to my blonde, feathered hair.  As my arm moved my breasts bounced in their tight hammocks.

“Since we’re confessing, I have something to tell you too,” he said.

My eyes spread wide.  “What is it?”

“My friends ... they kind of think the same about you?”

“They ... want me?”

Billy nodded.

“How flattering!”

Billy laughed.  “But that wouldn’t be right, Mrs. Peters, would it?”

“It wouldn’t,” I said slowly.  “But it doesn’t mean it wouldn’t be fun.”

Billy swallowed again, more nervously than before.  There looked to be something coming over him and it wasn’t long before I saw exactly what that something was.  His tight shorts hid nothing and the stiffening beneath them was evident.

“I’m gonna have to change,” Billy said, turning away to his locker.

“Fine by me,” I said, not going anywhere.

He froze with his key in the lock, staring forward.  After a moment he resumed, turning the key and looking inside for his clothes.

“Just pretend I’m not here,” I said.

“That’s kind of hard.”

“Try,” I urged.

Billy took a breath and then unfastened his shorts.  He committed to trying—I mean, he really did.  Without so much as a warning he’d pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them, standing there naked as the noises of the pool blared outside.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

His wide back guided the eye down to his narrow waist and then came those fantastic buns of his.  All summer they’d been wrapped by his shorts but now here I was catching a glimpse of the joys that lay beneath.

“You said to just pretend you weren’t here,” Billy shrugged.

“Keep pretending,” I hushed.

Billy turned around without looking at me, committing to the game.  He walked naked to the open shower and turned on one of the heads, putting his hand beneath the water and testing its temperature.

I watched him, speechless.  Now I could see that big cock of his, still hard and jutting out from his midriff.  The water tickled over it and it bounced gently.  I could practically see the blood being pumped through it.  A thick vein ran up the outside, giving it a commanding appearance.  He was big.

“You look beautiful,” I whispered.

Billy ignored me for now, as though I was some kind of apparition.  He continued to test the water, and then he stepped beneath the stream and cast his head back.

The water flowed down over him and he pushed back his long, permed hair.  I felt my pussy awaken to him.  The blood rushed to it, preparing it for something naughty, as though it knew the destination of this whole, sordid affair.

“I don’t want you to ignore me anymore, Billy,” I said.

He moved his head out from under the shower and looked to me.  The water ran down over his powerful physique as he stared.

“I won’t,” he said.

My hand moved down slowly over my flat stomach as I fought with the turmoil inside.  Billy watched carefully as I pushed my finger down over the crotch of my panties, teasing my pussy beneath.

“That’s it, Mrs. Peters,” he said steadily, starting to take charge.  “I like it when you do that.”

“I’d better do more of it then, hadn’t I?”

I fought to hide my shock as his hand moved down to his hard cock and took a strong grip.  Steadily he jerked himself beneath the shower-head.  I was mesmerized.  I mean, I couldn’t take my eyes off it.  His cock looked so good being jerked like that, and he did it so slowly too.

He arched his shoulders back so that his pecs became more pronounced.  The water slid down off him and his hand pumped slowly, pinching towards the bulbous, taut crown of his cock.

“I need that,” I hushed.

My hands moved up to the cups of my bra and I pushed my tits together as Billy continued to jerk himself.

I took a look back over my shoulder.  There was something exciting too about the fact that someone—anyone—could walk in at any moment.  There was no lock on the door and no door either.  Only the ‘Staff Only’ sign stood between me and a devastating revelation that would shock the community to the core.

“Don’t worry,” Billy said.  “Only Christie can come back here and she’s only just started her shift.”

“I’m not worried,” I lied.

“If you’re not worried, maybe you can take off your bikini for me?”

Now there was a suggestion!  I was getting cold-feet, but I felt like I’d already come too far.

“If you want to,” Billy added.

I didn’t say a word.  I let my hands do the talking for me.  One of them came up behind my back and I pulled the knot out of the tassels behind me.  The bikini turned slack and then fell down off my shoulders, revealing my big tits that Billy immediately welcomed.

“They’re incredible,” he sighed, jerking his cock faster.

“Save some for me,” I said, giggling at his new-found vigor.

“Sorry,” Billy said, and he let go of his cock completely.

“Guess I better pick up where you left off.”

Billy stepped back further into the shower-cubicle and I moved forward to join him.  The water felt cool as it flowed over me and my nipples responded to it immediately by stiffening up tight.

I reached my hand over towards Billy and he looked down his body expectantly.  Nothing more was said.  We’d both come to a silent agreement that the encounter was only ending one way.

I clasped my hand around him and felt the pulse of his cock against my palm.  It was hot to wield such power, and looking up to see the face of a guy who wasn’t my husband made the whole encounter just that bit more sinful.

“You like that?” I asked, jerking slowly.

“I love it when someone else does it,” Billy said.

“Have you ever been with a woman before?”

“Uh-huh,” Billy nodded.

“No, I mean, really been with a woman before.”

“Oh,” he said, and the true answer was now obvious.

“Don’t worry,” I said softly.  “I’ll take good care of you.”

I put my hand behind him and pulled his body onto mine.  The water flowed over us, but it wasn’t cleansing.  There wasn’t enough water in the world to cleanse me after this.

I tugged steadily, massaging along his thick muscle and feeling his quick breaths against my wet skin.

“You can play with me too,” I said.

Billy’s hands came to my breasts, fondling them inexpertly but keenly.  He kneaded them and it felt good to have his hands on me.  I wanted him to explore me more.

“Good boy,” I encouraged.

He moved his head away and looked down, as though he was proving to himself that he was truly touching my tits.

“It’s real,” I laughed.  “Don’t worry.”

Billy laughed too, but the smile soon faded to curiosity as he toyed with my breasts some more.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “Kiss them.  Lick them.  Please.”

It was as though Billy had been awaiting the permission.  His mouth moved forwards quickly and before I knew it he had enveloped my breast.  His tongue flayed over the nipple and it stiffened up a little more.

He encircled it, teasing the node as though he’d done this before.  I breathed deep and hard, feeling the arousal flood to my pussy in undulating waves.

I moaned.  I moaned so loud that it echoed off the tiles inside, but the noise of the pool beyond was louder.

“I ... I think I’d like to have sex with you, Mrs. Peters,” Billy said.

“You mean you want to fuck me,” I said back, looking under at his eyes.

They sparkled.  “I want to fuck you, Mrs. Peters,” he said.

I beamed a smile at him.  “I want to fuck you too, sweetie.”

My mouth found his and we kissed beneath the flow of water.  His tongue was wild.  This looked to be something Billy did have experience with.  He kissed me in a way I hadn’t been kissed in a long time.

Our tongues entwined and our breaths rose.  I pulled harder at his cock and my pussy continued to salivate beneath my bikini bottoms.

“Take off my panties,” I urged.

I didn’t expect Billy to crouch to the floor, but crouch he did.  His face stared forward at my crotch as his hands pulled down my panties.  I giggled, trying in vain to cover my nervousness.

The panties slipped down over my smooth thighs and Billy gasped as my kempt fur was revealed to him.

“Just like the magazines,” he said softly.

I laughed loud.  “The magazines don’t let you taste, do they?”

Billy’s pupils fattened with excitement.  “Can I?”

“I would love you to, Billy.”

I stepped out of my panties and leaned back against the wall of the cubicle, looking down through the cleavage of my tits to see Billy’s advancing face below.

He closed his eyes as he approached, as though he was moving in for the kiss.  I hissed a breath and tightened my body, then I let out a groan of elation as his lips finally made contact with my pussy.

His tongue moved down through the crease, teasing my clit.  He started to spar with it, nudging it with an expertise that must have been accidental.  Billy had never had sex before and I doubted very much that he’d eaten pussy before too.  It was rarely done in those days.  The only reason it happened then was because I’d actively encouraged it and Billy was too polite to turn it down.

His tongue slid back and forth adventurously and he curled it up into the drooling O of my core, flicking inside and tasting the cream that had started to flow freely.

“Oh, Billy,” I cried.  “Oh, Billy I want your cock!”

Billy’s hand came up the inside of my thigh and soon he was probing a finger through the tight O of my sex.  It had been a long time since anyone else had been in there.  Instantly I let out a wail, feeling my pussy contract on the welcome intruder.

“Is that good?” Billy asked curiously.

“So good, honey,” I grunted, closing my eyes and letting the water wash down off my face.

Billy’s finger moved, slow and then quick, lubricated by the cum that he continued to tease out of me.

His mouth sucked on my clit and my groans intensified, blasting from my lungs again and again as I started to climax.

“Oh, Billy!  Yes, Billy!  Make me come!”

He didn’t need any more instruction than that.  Billy kept up his magnificent work and the climax erupted inside me, manifesting itself in wails and cries that I’d forgot I was capable of.

“Come for me, Mrs. Peters,” he urged, taking his mouth briefly off my flexing pussy.

He returned to me, kissing and licking along me as I wailed out the climax.  If anyone were to interrupt us now they’d immediately be greeted by the sight of Billy, crouching before me and delivering an earth-shattering orgasm.  I hadn’t had one like it in years.

“Good boy,” I said softly, coming out of the other side of my climax.

I hissed breaths without warning as his tongue continued to dance over me, sometimes hitting a spot so sensitive that I could scarcely control myself.

He kissed me again and I pushed him off me with a grunt.  “No more,” I laughed.  “I can’t take it.”

Billy smiled sweetly and stood up, wiping the spit—and cum—from his lips.  I took a hold of him and gave him a grateful kiss, trying to inject every ounce of love for him that I felt in that moment.  It was rare for a guy to give me the gift of orgasm.

“Thank you,” I said.

“My pleasure,” Billy said softly.

When I started to crouch to the floor it looked as though Billy didn’t know what to do with himself.  His hand ran through his hair, then went to his hip, then pressed forward against the cubicle wall.  All the while he watched my descent and I watched back, moving closer and closer to the forbidden packet that lay in wait.

Finally I stared forwards, looking to the sight of Billy’s magnificent, hard cock.  It hung there expectantly and I took another look up to see Billy eyeing my every movement.

“Ready?” I asked.

He nodded.

I took a grip of him again and opened my mouth wide, moving into him and then pressing my lips over the bulbous tip of his cock.  He sighed loud, beating a hand against the wall.  I tried not to giggle as I continued to slip him inside me deep.

When I could feel him at the back of my throat I held him there, washing my tongue in a circular fashion around the tip of him.

“Oh, Mrs. Peters,” he whimpered.  I hadn’t heard such a joyous sound leave him before.

I pulled back slowly off him, keeping a tight grip to his shaft with my lips.  When I was free I stared up at him.

“Feel good?” I asked.

“So good!” he replied quickly.

His hand came to the back of my head and he moved me onto him this time.  I smirked at his new-found confidence, but did as he instructed.

I opened my mouth and dropped it over his forbidden thickness again, driving deep and this time using Billy’s hand as a guide.

When I was far enough on him he reduced his pressure, but pushed his hips forward instead.  I felt him press against my throat and I fought against the reflexive movement that followed.

Billy grunted in approval as my gullet tightened on the top of his cock, then he gripped my hair and pulled me back off him.

I gasped up at him with spit drooling from my mouth.  I couldn’t believe the side to him that I was now seeing.

“Where did you learn that?”

“Nowhere,” he said.  “I just ... felt it.”

“There’s an animal in you, Billy,” I smiled.  “I’m glad I’m the one who gets to see it.”

I moved back to his cock and started to jerk him too, moving my fist over the part of him that my mouth couldn’t claim.  I was ferocious.

Billy breathed heavy and I realized then that I didn’t want him to come.  Not there, anyway.  I pulled my lips off him and looked back up to his face.

“Tell me when you’re about to come,” I said.

“I’m about to come,” Billy laughed.

I wiped my mouth and stood up.  “Then I want it inside me.”

Billy gasped as I turned away from him, putting an arm up the cubicle wall and looking over my shoulder at him.

“Fuck me, Billy.  Fuck me and come inside me.”

“But, Mrs. Peters ...”

“But nothing, Billy.  I’m leaving here with a pussy full of your cum if it kills me.”

Billy swallowed and took a grip of his cock dutifully.  He looked down at my big ass and then pressed forward, guessing at where his cock might meet me.

I felt him stab haphazardly around my ass and reached back to grip him.  My hand held the tip of his cock against my creamy O and Billy pushed forward, groaning as he felt the grip of my pussy envelop him.

“That’s it,” I hushed, feeling his thickness enter me.

His cock flowed deep and another cry of joy leapt from my lungs.  I hadn’t been fucked in a long time and to have Billy’s big cock inside me made it feel like my first time all over again.

“You want it inside you?” Billy asked.

“I do,” I hushed.

“You want my hot cum inside you,” he said, dialing it up a notch.

“I do,” I groaned, looking back to his mouth.  “I want your fucking cum in my nasty pussy.”

Billy rolled his eyes joyously and then put his lips on mine, kissing me hard as he upped his pace.  His hips slapped against my big, wet ass and his cock plunged deep over and over.

The tight grip of my pussy was more than enough to coax a climax from the younger stud.  A nineteen-year-old virgin would come at far, far less.

“I want it,” I growled, and I noticed a change in Billy.  He closed his eyes and seemed to focus on the sensation of my slick pussy around him.

“Give it me,” I purred, pushing back to meet his advancing thrusts.  “Give it me.”

His breaths rose with each of my words, as though I was spurring him on to the finish line.

“Give me that fucking cum,” I urged, relishing the increasing vigor with which he fucked me and delighting in the heady moans of his that filled the room with noise.

“Yes!  Yes!  Yes!” I blared, looking back to Billy to see his face contorted in anguished ecstasy.

“Come inside me!” I demanded.  “Come in my pussy!”

Billy let out one final wail and then his thrusts ceased.  He looked down expectantly and felt a sudden flurry of arousal and panic.  He burst within me, filling me with a quick lashing of his hot, sticky love.

“Yes, Billy!” I cried.  “Give it me.  Come inside me!”

Billy started to grind slowly into me, letting off his ropes and then slipping his cock through the ensuing, cum-glossed core.

“That feels so good, Mrs. Peters,” he whined, looking down at the magical disappearance of his cock inside me.

“I know, honey,” I said.  “I want it all.”

He continued to fuck me gently.  His cock would throb and with each pulse there came another dash of heat.  Gradually the flow subsided until the throbs brought nothing with them.  They ceased entirely and I looked back at Billy with a deep look of satisfaction and adoration.

“Thank you,” I said, kissing his lips.

“Mrs. Peters, that was incredible,” he laughed, slightly nervous.

“Good,” I said.  “And likewise.”

I eased slowly forwards and felt some of his seed slide out of me as his thick cock vacated my forbidden core.

“Don’t tell a soul, honey, okay?” I said, turning to him to drink him in one last time.
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