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Grace lingered in bed, her body nestled under the covers. Though sleep had long left her, she couldn’t muster the energy to get up. The thought of facing the cold, empty house alone felt unbearable. Her heart ached with longing for her husband, who had been away on a business trip for a month. She pictured his tender kisses, the way his eyes devoured her body, the gentle rhythm of his love-making as he moved with her. A flush of warmth spread through her, stirring desires she could no longer ignore.

People often said that a woman’s needs grow stronger after forty, and at forty-three, Grace was beginning to understand the truth in those words. Since her recent birthday, her cravings had intensified, far surpassing the fleeting urges of her youth. Even the slightest touch to her sensitive areas sparked a fire within her. Now, just the memory of intimate moments with her husband was enough to set her body ablaze.

Instinctively, Grace’s hand slipped between her thighs. The moment her fingers brushed against the tender, sensitive skin, a wave of pleasure washed over her, as if her husband’s gentle caresses were guiding her. Her left hand moved to her breast, softly kneading the hardening nipple. Her nipples were exquisitely sensitive, and as she teased them between her thumb and forefinger, they swelled, pulsing with heat.

Her fingers moved faster, rubbing between her slick folds, now wet with anticipation. When they grazed her small, firm clit, a jolt of excitement made it harden, eager for more. The sudden intensity sent shivers through her body, her breaths turning into hungry moans.

The sensations built rapidly, overwhelming her senses. Her breathing grew ragged as her fingertips slipped inside, probing deeper. The rhythm of her movements quickened, her index finger sliding in and out with a deft, forceful grace. Her thumb pressed against her clit, sending surges of pleasure from her core to every inch of her body. She swallowed hard, her teeth sinking into her lower lip, leaving a faint mark as she surrendered to the moment.

Grace’s moans grew louder, her body alive with ecstasy. Her fingers worked feverishly against the sensitive walls within, her arousal spilling out in waves of slick warmth. Her clit, now fully exposed, gleamed like a precious pearl, freed from its confines. Her pace quickened, her legs tensing as the tidal wave of pleasure built. Her left hand gripped her breast harder, nails digging into the soft flesh.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





