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My name is Chili but my friends call me Chill. 

The air in the restroom is thick and humid, clinging to my skin like a second, heavier layer. Outside, the city bakes, but in here, it’s a private, sweltering cocoon. The thin cotton of my tank top is already damp, clinging to the curve of my breasts, and the fabric does little to hide the tight, pebbled points of my nipples. They’re always like this. Firm, perpetually aroused, a silent invitation I’ve long since learned to enjoy.

My fingers tremble slightly as they dip into my bag, brushing past keys and wallet until they close around the small, smooth glass bottle. The oil. My secret ritual. The cap gives a soft, decisive click as I open it, and the faint scent of it rises to meet me, mingling with the sterile smell of the restroom.

I pour a small, shimmering pool of the oil into my palm. It’s warm already from the heat of the day, but it feels hotter, alive. I bring my glistening fingers to my chest, sliding them under the hem of my tank top. The first touch is a shock of liquid heat against my cooler skin. My breath hitches. The oil is slick, and my fingers glide effortlessly over the soft swell of my breast, tracing a path upwards until they reach the taut peak.

The moment the oil coats my nipple, a slow, deep burn begins to bloom. It’s not a pain, but a delicious, tingling heat that seems to sink right into the nerve endings, making them stand up even more, if that’s possible. I circle the sensitive bud, my slick fingers sliding over the tightening skin. The heat intensifies, a warm, spreading glow that radiates through my chest, sending a shiver down my spine despite the oppressive temperature. Each pass of my fingers sends a fresh wave of sensation, a prickle of fire that makes my own breath catch in my throat. I move my hands higher, lifting my tank top, revealing my breasts and my glinsing hard nipples. The very sight of them stretching for pleasure makes me wild. I pull my top down. It accurately covers my nipples but leaves the lower part of my breasts visible. The fabric of my shirt rubs against the slick, hyper-sensitive skin, a coarse, teasing friction that only adds to the mounting heat pooling low in my belly. The ritual has begun.

I push the heavy door to the restroom open, the cool air of the lobby a fleeting kiss against my fevered skin before I turn toward the stairwell. The metal handle of the fire exit is cold, a sharp contrast to the lingering heat on my fingertips.

The door clicks shut behind me, plunging the concrete space into a silence broken only by the distant hum of the building and the soft, sticky sound of my own footsteps. The air here is cooler, smelling of dust and old paint. I begin to climb, the muscles in my thighs tensing with each step. The thin fabric of my tank top clings to me, a damp sheath, and with every movement, the coarse material brushes against my sensitized, oil-slickened, heated nipples, sending tiny, teasing sparks through me. It’s a constant, maddening friction that keeps the heat pooling low in my belly.

My game rules are simple: Add one circle for every floor from one to ten. Pinch or squeeze from eleven to twenty. Rooftop no rules.
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I reach the first-floor landing. My reward. I stop, my breathing already a little shallow in the echoing space. My hand slides under the hem of my shirt, my fingers finding the slick, heated skin of my breast. The oil is still warm, and my touch feels impossibly smooth. I trace the outline of my breasts first, a slow, teasing movement that avoids the tight, aching peak. My body hums in anticipation, a silent plea for more.

Finally, my fingertip makes contact. I begin the circle. It’s agonizingly slow. The pressure is light, just enough to make my nerves sing. The sensation is a wave of liquid fire, a deep, tingling burn that radiates outward from that single point of contact. It feels like a line of electricity is being drawn from my nipple, straight down to my core, making my inner muscles clench. A soft, involuntary gasp escapes my lips, swallowed by the vast emptiness of the stairwell. One circle. Just one. The slow drag of my finger around the hypersensitive bud is exquisite torture, a promise of the twenty storeys still to come. I pull my hand away, leaving my nipples throbbing, aching for the next touch. The game continues.

My fingers leave my aching nipples, and the sudden absence of touch is a fresh, sharp sensation. The lingering burn of the oil pulses with my heartbeat, a thrumming, insistent beat. The climb to the second floor is a delicious torment. Each step is a promise. The air grows cooler as I rise, but my own heat is a furnace, pushing back against the chill.
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