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S..ting With My Baby

The rain hammered against Maya’s bedroom window, a relentless rhythmic drumming that mirrored the restlessness in her chest. 

She lay sprawled across her duvet, the blue light of her smartphone illuminating a face etched with longing. 

Beside her, a half-finished sketch of a woman’s silhouette lay forgotten. 

Maya was twenty-three, a graduate student in fine arts, and for the last three months, she had been orbiting Chloe like a satellite caught in a powerful gravity. 

Chloe was twenty-five, a sharp-tongued architect with a laugh that sounded like a challenge. 

They had spent weeks in a state of high-tension flirtation, a dance of lingering touches and suggestive glances that never quite crossed the finish line. 

Until tonight. 

The phone buzzed, vibrating against Maya's thigh. 

"I can't sleep," the message from Chloe read. "The storm is too loud, or maybe I'm just thinking too much." 

Maya bit her lip, her thumb hovering over the screen. 

She typed and deleted three different responses before settling on something daring. 

"What exactly are you thinking about, Chloe?" The reply came almost instantly, as if Chloe had been waiting for the prompt. 

"I'm thinking about that little sigh you made when I leaned in to whisper in your ear at the gallery. 

I'm thinking about how your skin smelled like vanilla and old paper. And I'm thinking about how badly I want to see you without that oversized sweater you always wear.

" Maya felt a jolt of heat bloom in her lower belly, a sudden, sharp ache. 

She shifted on the bed, the fabric of her cotton panties suddenly feeling too restrictive, too abrasive against her sensitive skin. 

"It's a very comfortable sweater," Maya replied, though her breathing had already hitched. 

"I bet it is. I bet it's soft. But I bet you're softer." Maya swallowed hard. 

The tension that had been simmering between them for months finally boiled over. 

She sat up, her heart hammering against her ribs. 

She slid her hand beneath the waistband of her underwear, the heat of her own skin surprising her. 

"What would you do if I were there right now?" Maya asked, her voice a silent whisper as she typed the words. 

"I wouldn't waste time talking," Chloe responded. 

"I'd push you back against those pillows. I'd pin your wrists above your head and kiss you until you forgot how to breathe. I'd taste every inch of your neck, finding that one spot right behind your ear that makes your toes curl." 

Maya gasped, her fingers curling around her clit. 

She was already slick, a shimmering dew coating her folds. 

She closed her eyes, imagining Chloe’s weight on top of her, the scent of her expensive perfume mixing with the raw smell of arousal. 

"I'm already touching myself," Maya confessed, the admission sending a thrill of shame and excitement through her. 

"Show me," Chloe demanded. 

"Send me a photo, Maya. I want to see what I'm missing." 

Maya hesitated for a heartbeat, then stood up. She
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