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The lake lay flat and still under a late-summer sun, the kind that makes everything look golden. Joe and Mary Thompson had driven up from the suburbs just for the afternoon—seventy-five and seventy-two, still middle-class enough to have a decent Chevy and a couple of sandwiches in the cooler. Sixty years of marriage, and they were both tired of the city. Too many people. Too much noise. Too many reminders that time was ticking.

They picked a spot right on the dock, blanket spread, cooler open. Joe fired up the grill, flipping steaks like he’d been doing it since they were kids. Mary sat with her legs stretched out, the sundress riding high on her thick thighs. She wasn’t thin anymore—sixty years of family dinners and lazy weekends had left her soft in all the right places. Her belly was a little round, the skin a little loose, and her hips carried the gentle swell of someone who’d carried kids and then carried the weight of life. The skin on the backs of her thighs was soft with faint cellulite, a map of tiny orange-peel lines that only showed when she moved. Her tits sagged heavier than they used to, the nipples a dark rose color, and between her legs her pussy was soft and puffy, the outer lips thick and a little parted already from the heat of the day.

Joe watched her and felt that familiar pull in his own shorts. “You look beautiful, Mary,” he said, voice low. “Real beautiful.”

She smiled, soft and warm, and kept reading her book—something about a murder on a train—while stealing little glances at him. No rush. No fights. Just two old folks who knew exactly how the other one liked their coffee—black, two sugars—and exactly how the other one liked to be touched when the day was done.

Then the trucks came.

Three beat-up trucks, mud everywhere, loud bass rattling the water. Jerry “The Hammer” McCoy, twenty-eight, shaved head, neck tattoo, stepped out first. Tommy “The Dick” Riley, wiry and cocky, right behind him. Billy “The Beast” Thompson, the biggest, six-four and built like a gym rat who didn’t work out much. They’d been cruising the back roads all day looking for cheap beer and easier women. When they saw the old Chevy and the couple on the dock, they grinned.

“Old folks playin’ house,” Jerry drawled, spitting into the dirt. “Ain’t this sweet?”

Joe stood up slow, grill tongs still in hand. “You boys got the wrong spot. This is private. Drive on.”

Tommy laughed, already cracking his knuckles. “Private? Bro, we just wanna have some fun. You got anything good to offer? Cash? Maybe a little pussy?”

Mary’s heart jumped. She stood up too, hands in front of her. “Please, gentlemen. We don’t have any money or anything. Just let us finish our day. We’ll drive away and you can have the whole lake.”

Jerry stepped closer, voice softer now, almost conversational. “Relax, grandma. We ain’t here to steal your souls. Just wanna talk. You got a pretty dress on. Bet that sundress hides some nice shit underneath.”

Billy grinned, already unzipping his jeans a little. “Yeah. Bet those old tits still bounce nice. You wanna show us?”

Mary’s face went hot. “No. Please. We’re just two old people. We’ll go. You can have everything we brought—food, cash, whatever.”

Joe took one step forward, trying to shield her. “Leave my wife alone. We’re not fightin’. Just go.”

Jerry put a hand on Joe’s chest, gentle but firm. “Easy, pops. We ain’t gonna hurt nobody. Unless you make us.” He looked at Mary again, eyes sliding down her soft, heavy body—taking in the round belly, the thick thighs with their faint cellulite, the way her sundress clung to her extra weight. “You sure you got nothing to share? No cash, no cards, no phones? ‘Cause I could use a little relief right now. Long day.”

Tommy was already pulling his shirt off, tattoos crawling up his arms. “Yeah. We’re just horny as hell. You lookin’ good for your age, Mary. Real good. I like a woman who’s got some meat on her.”

Billy stepped in too, big hand resting on the dock near Mary’s foot. “What you say, old lady? You wanna give your man some peace of mind? He looks tense.”

Mary’s voice shook a little. “No. I’m not doing that.”

Jerry sighed, like he was disappointed. “Alright then. Guess we’ll just have to get rough.” He grabbed Joe by the collar and slammed him back onto the blanket—hard enough to rattle his teeth, not enough to hurt bad. “You stay down, grandpa. Watch.”

Billy moved next, grabbing Mary’s arm and pulling her close. “You sure you wanna make this hard?” His voice was calm, almost friendly. “We can make it easy.”

Tommy was right there too, hands sliding under her sundress before she could react. His fingers found the waistband of her old cotton panties—soft faded pink, the little cotton crotch already damp with the heat of the day—and tugged them down slow, exposing her pussy. It was hot and wet, outer lips thick and a little parted, the skin around it slightly darker from age and the summer heat. Mary gasped.

“Please...” she whispered.

Jerry stepped in front of her, cock already out—thick, heavy, already leaking. “Open up, grandma. Just a little suck. For your husband. For the memory.”

Mary’s eyes were wet. She looked at Joe again. Joe’s hand was on her arm now, squeezing gently. Joe nodded once—small, helpless. “If it keeps them from hurting you...”

Mary swallowed. She took Jerry’s cock in her mouth—soft at first, just tasting him. The taste was salty, musky. She gagged a little and pulled back. Jerry didn’t force it. He just stroked himself slow, eyes on her tits. “That’s good, baby. Real good. You’re doin’ it nice.”

Tommy was already between her legs, two thick fingers sliding into her pussy. “Fuck... she’s wet. Not scared wet. Enjoying wet.”

Mary’s eyes flew open. She pulled off Jerry’s cock. “I—I’m not—oh God...”

Billy was right there, tongue out, licking a slow line up her thigh, right past the faint cellulite on the backs of her legs. “Shh. Just feel it. You’re gettin’ wet, Mary. I can see it. Look at that little wet spot on your pink panties. Bet your pussy smells good when it’s excited.”

Mary looked down. Her pussy was glistening. The first real drop of clear fluid had run down her inner thigh. Her clit was swollen, tiny little pulses starting without her permission. Her nipples had gone hard under the sundress. Between her ass cheeks the faint, thick, slightly sour smell of a woman who’d been excited all day started to leak out—warm, musky, a little tangy like old sweat mixed with sex. It hit the three boys like catnip.

Tommy groaned low. “Holy shit, look at that. Smells like a whore in heat. Granny’s got that real pussy smell—thick, warm, sour when she’s turned on. Fuck, I’m gettin’ hard just smellin’ it.”

Billy grinned wide, eyes locked on her ass. “Yeah, and that ass smell... thick, kinda rotten-sweet when she’s dripping. Makes my dick throb. I love a woman who don’t hide her pussy. Smells real and nasty and good.”

Jerry pulled her back in, cock sliding between her lips again. “That’s it... good girl. Feel that? Your pussy’s clenchin’ around Tommy’s fingers. You like this, don’t you?”

Mary couldn’t answer with words. She just nodded, eyes half-closed, sucking slow and careful. Joe was still on the blanket, watching, cock tenting his shorts even though his face was pale. “Mary... Mary, you okay?”

She pulled off long enough to whisper, “I... I think I’m okay.”

Tommy pulled his fingers out, spit on his cock, and pushed the head against her slick pussy. “Ready?”

Mary nodded again. He pushed in slow—inch by inch—until he was buried halfway. She gasped, eyes rolling. “Fuck... yes...”

Jerry stepped back, cock still hard, and made her turn around. He sat on the edge of the dock, legs spread, and guided her into his lap. “Ride me slow, grandma. Show your man how good you feel.”

Mary sank down onto Jerry’s thick cock—inch after inch, stretching her soft, puffy pussy around him. The contrast was insane: her thick, heavy, slightly cellulite-marked body riding a young, tight, muscled ass. She moaned loud, the sound real and needy. Her big soft belly rested against his chest as she started moving. Joe’s eyes were wide, but his breathing was faster now. “Mary... you’re so wet...”

Billy moved behind her, spit on his cock, and pressed the head against her tight ass. “Just a little poppin’ in. For your man. He likes it, don’t you, pops?”

Joe swallowed hard. “If... if she wants it...”

Mary looked over her shoulder, eyes glassy. “I... I want it. Just... go slow.”

Billy pushed in—slow, careful, stretching her ass around his thick head until he was buried to the hilt. The double stretch made her whole body shake. She came right then—hard, sudden, pussy clenching around Jerry while her ass milked Billy. A little squirt leaked out around Tommy, who was watching with his own cock in hand. The warm, sour, slightly rotten-sweet smell of her excited ass hit the dock hard—thick, tangy, real woman smell that made Tommy’s nostrils flare and Billy’s cock jump even harder.

“Fuck yeah,” Billy groaned, voice thick. “That ass smell... thick, warm, kinda fucked-up and perfect. She’s leakin’ it all over my balls. Makes me wanna breed this granny pussy till it drips for days.”

The men laughed low, soft. “Fuck, she’s squirting. Look at that, old lady. You’re a natural.”

Jerry started thrusting up slow, matching Mary’s rhythm. Billy pulled out, then pushed back in. Tommy stood in front, feeding his cock back into her mouth. The rhythm was gentle at first—three slow thrusts, three wet mouths, three wet pussies. Mary’s head bobbed between them, eyes half-lidded, moaning
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