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Her eyes fluttered as she writhed beneath him, her lips parted in a silent moan. Meanwhile, man’s hands were everywhere, nervously caressing Madeleine’s pale, soft skin. As white as milk. Her body is hairless, except for a patch of well cared pubic hair on her groin. Her skin is spotless, but for some suspicious bruises. Love marks he didn’t leave on her. She felt him moving inside her, his cock throbbing with desire. His thrusts were slow and measured, a gentle rhythm that sent shivers up her spine. She could feel herself getting wetter with every stroke. Is he perhaps becoming the man he once was? Anyway, she needs more. More stamina. More dick.

“Fuck me harder, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. He obliged, his hips pumping faster, his cock hitting deeper. She groaned in pleasure, her body tensing as she neared the edge. Almost, she thought, we’re almost there.

“Come on, knock me harder in. Don’t be shy, baby!” She demanded. Mischee was heavily sweating. Fat drops of sweat fell over her tits. She knows him. Knows his limits, his likes and kinks. Sex is not his stronghold. Madeleine knows that since she owns a measure for comparison. Before, she just suspected. But now she’s losing patience. 

Any man would say Madeleine’s body is a living work of art. A canvas of smooth, living flesh. Like those old Flemish paintings of naked women, ivory skin and full of curves. A model for ancient porn. An earthly woman. 

Indeed. Because of this, Madeleine's generous body was always a challenge for Mischee. Since he fucked her for the first time. Her ample body of a country whore, as the man confessed to a friend, always overwhelmed him. With motherhood, her hips had become wider, her breasts larger and rounder. Her arse became bigger, deeper, and more challenging to Mischee’s narcissistic cock. In addition, Madeleine eats voraciously. She is not fussy, but rather omnivorous. Steaks, fish, shellfish, rice of distinct qualities and origins, spices from the country (and the east too), garlic and onion, potatoes, fruits, vegetables, lettuces. Everything. Even the cheapest and most seasoned sausages. It is quite a sexual spectacle to see her to devour a hot dog, those cheap and popular snacks, stuffed with sauces, ketchup, mayonnaise, sauerkraut and everything a loaf can hold. She licked the heap of sauces and then gobbled the sausage with slow and proverbial patience. Madie practiced oral techniques while eating to a big Winnie. Kind of giving head. 

For any simple, rural man, she’s a dream turned into a woman. Good at conceiving and giving birth. But Mischee had not taken advantage of his wife's natural gifts. They only had one child, a daughter. They had produced nothing else for 20 years. This made the woman impatient and grumpy. Soon Madeleine got bored with her musician spouse. She craved the fertility of production, the lust of creation. She is already the mother of one grown girl alone. That birth is noticeable in her body. Indeed, she is in her forties, chubby. Big fat butt, big tits, and her C-section scar, well camouflaged with a sexy tattoo. Her face is a mask of apparent angelic innocence, like if she was much younger. Her body is a generous playground, filled with sensual delights. It's what his husband loved when they met for the first time. When she was a groupie, trying to fuck him. He was a national guitar hero with many cheeky groupies surrounding him. She was another “sperm collector.” One of many. One that got pregnant. Now, twenty years later, they are still on the bed. 

But this time is different. It’s him who tries to fuck her. The groupies are a thing of the past. She is still young and desirable while he is old, in decay. Mischee caresses her soft skin. Pale white as moonlight. Just to check once again that his wife is more than just a woman, she is a force of nature. A tempest in the flesh. He had been working such the female's sex with different tools, to say. But she demands a cock. Not fingers, not tongue, not toys, nor technique. But a raw man's living cock. And he is ready to comply. Is he?

"You wanna to have me in four, doggy-style?" She asked with a mix of anxiety and forced sweet tone. He didn’t reply, and she changed her position with no more questions. All men enjoy the doggy-style's, she thought. Indeed, the formidable view the posture provides on Madeleine's body is stunning. A vast bottom. A big, round, fat ass, opening to the viewer like a shoreline. Like a gigantic peach engulfing man's cock. Besides, her big tits bouncing at sight, as large bags filled with warm water, at hand of the man in the position of fucking. And her pussy. It resembled a big, pink, yummy mollusk. Hers is like a feral, ancient marine animal. Dripping wet and lube. Opens its mouth to swallow the cock. While her anal ring resembled a mysterious dark star, an empty eye. Like burned by a salty, relentless sun.

As he slid inside her, he could feel his own arousal rising, his cock growing hard and throbbing within her tightness. The big woman trembled. Opening. Receiving patiently. How long wasn't it? She moaned and opened her both fat, pale buttcheeks to ease man's penetration. "Put it in, no be shy, fucker!" She shouted, impatient. Like if she were accustomed to faster, stronger men.

But as he began to thrust, he could feel himself losing control, his orgasm building within him. He tried to hold back, to focus on her pleasure, but it was no use. With a cry of frustration, he pulled out, his cock soft and limp, discharging random jets of cum as a broken tool. Soft. Useless. His face was red with embarrassment. She realized and stormed with fury.

"You've got to be kidding me!" she complained, her voice laced with disappointment. "We were just getting started!" Maddie was about to cry in frustration.

He didn't know what to say, how to explain his failure. It wasn't like this when he was in his forties and still groupies girls offered pussy for free. He got laid with ease. Fucking glorious, as a lion takes prey.

"What's wrong with you?" she asked, shaking her head in disbelief. "Just two minutes! Too short for any woman" The wife spited on his genitals and lighted a cigarette to ease her wrath. 

"I'm sorry," he said, his voice barely a whisper. "It’s just...it doesn't happen anymore...I am so sorry, babe," he said, mortified. She replied nothing. What was she expecting, after all? Their sex was shitty like that for many years. No matter helping pills, special stimulation or injections. He is sixty-five, she is forty.

Madeleine’s mood quickly turned from wrath to pity. What does she lose anyway? She really didn't care, and careless and less every day. Sex is just a service she provides her hubby as some other caring. Like serving a warm meal, or praising to some insignificant achievements on his shitty job.

"Ok, it's ok. Bring the toy, the dildo. I'll finish myself." The woman commanded Mischee. She really doesn't need it, but still wanted to do it.

The man did as she ordered and she had fun with herself, alone in the room. He stood outside of the bedroom door, listening as her moans grew louder and louder. It's her way of punishing him. She came at last. Mischee heard her body trembling in orgasms, the feeling of her orgasm vibrated through him. When he finally dared to open the door, Maddie was covered in sweat and smelled of sex. Not his.

"Mischee, wipe me off. I am dirty," she ordered him. "I have a date with my friends and I need to be ready soon." She said, while turning her cigarette off.

He had a bad feeling, since had never seen her like this before, so demanding and bossy. But it turned him on and he could feel his cock growing hard again.

"You are disgusting, a real whore," he said as he took the towel and wiped her body. She replied nothing. Didn’t give a shit and fired another cigarette. "Flaccid," she finally murmured.

"What?"

"Fuck off," she replied, dismissing him. Business as usual after poor sex.

She retrieved her phone. While checking on it, Mischee wiped the small pool of pee and lube on the floor. She laughed because of some spicy joke on the message. For sure, a funny, sexual joke.

“Did some fucker send you a dick pic?” Mischee asked, pissed off.

"Marcus texted me," she said.

"Marcus?", he asked. "Who is him?"

"Marcus is my new lover," Madeleine replied with an icy grin. Mischee hesitated.

"The one you were meeting yesterday?"

"Yes. He needs we meet again. I am
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