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      The sun filtered through the sheer curtains, slowly waking Sarah. She stirred beneath the sheets, her body aching with an intense longing—an itch that only Trey could scratch. It had been days, but felt like an eternity, since she felt his touch. After a long weekend schedule of 12-hour shifts at the hospital, Nurse Sarah finally had a day off and she only wanted one thing.

      She rolled onto her back, the sheets pooling at her waist. The sound of her ceiling fan hummed around her, punctuated by the chatter of birds outside her window. She reached for the phone on her nightstand, her fingertips sliding across the screen. She composed a deliberate message, meant to get Trey’s attention, her own pulse quickening at the thought of teasing him.

      "Good Morning, Babe!" she typed, a knowing smile curling her lips. "I can't wait to see you this evening. I'll be ready for you when you get here..." Her thumb hovered over the send button before pressing down, pushing the playful text into the digital void between them.

      Sarah imagined Trey, rugged and handsome as ever, starting his truck, drinking his first sip of coffee before pulling out of his driveway. She pictured the subtle shift in his expression as he read her message—a mix of surprise and anticipation. She knew how much he enjoyed their games and the way their words kept the fire burning until they could be together.

      Time stood still as she waited for a reply. Satisfied with her morning's work, she let the phone slip from her fingers and settled back against her pillows. The anticipation of finally being with Trey this afternoon sent a shiver down her spine.

      Trey's phone buzzed on the passenger seat. He shot a quick glance, knowing he shouldn't... The message from Sarah lit up the screen, and her next message sendt a jolt straight to his groin. "Maybe just in my panties and one of your t-shirts... or maybe I'll be wearing nothing at all, like I am now."
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