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The house had a way of stretching time when Eric was gone. Six weeks this stretch, maybe longer before he made it back. The rooms didn’t echo exactly, but they held onto sound a second too long—the soft click of the refrigerator, the low hum of the air conditioner kicking on in the afternoon heat, the occasional creak of the floorboards when I shifted my weight. I moved through the days on autopilot at first. Coffee in the kitchen while the light came in low and golden across the counter. A walk around the block just to feel the sun on my shoulders. Work calls from the little desk in the corner of the living room, where I kept the blinds half-closed because the glare hit my screen.

But the body has its own clock. It started small. Waking up with my thighs pressed tight together and the sheets already damp beneath me. A dull, persistent throb low in my belly that didn’t go away with coffee or a cold shower. By the fourth week I caught myself standing at the sink with my hips rocking the tiniest bit against the cabinet edge, not even realizing I was doing it until the pressure made my breath catch. I told myself it was just loneliness. Just missing the weight of him, the heat of his skin, the way he’d roll over in the middle of the night and pull me back against him like he couldn’t stand even an inch of space between us.

Eric had left the toy behind with a half-embarrassed laugh and a quiet “just in case.” It was thick, heavier than him, with a broad head and a vibrating base that hummed straight into my bones when I turned it on. I’d promised myself I’d only use it when I really needed to. The first few times I kept it on the outside—slow circles over my clit, the vibrations making my thighs tremble while I bit down on my own wrist so the empty house wouldn’t hear me. It helped. For a little while. Then one night the emptiness won. I’d worked the thick length inside me inch by inch, breathing through the stretch, and when the base finally sat flush against me I’d come so hard my vision whited out. Afterward I lay there shaking, guilty as hell, because it felt different. Fuller. Deeper. And part of me had liked it too much.

I tried to be careful after that. I really did. But the ache kept coming back stronger.

It was a Tuesday evening when I saw Jesse’s face on my phone. I was curled up on the couch in an old tank top and soft shorts, scrolling without thinking, the TV murmuring some cooking show I wasn’t watching. His photo slid into my feed—shirtless on a trail somewhere, that same half-smile like he knew exactly what he was doing. My stomach flipped hard. Two years of my life I’d given him. Two years of knowing he’d never be the one who stayed, and still I’d stayed anyway. The breakup had been ugly on my side. I’d blocked him on everything the day I walked out.

My thumb hovered. Then moved.

I unblocked the thread. Typed three words before I could stop myself.

Hey. Long time.

He answered in under a minute. Casual. Surprised. We danced around the surface for a while—how’s work, how’s life, the weather where he was. I told him I was married now. That Eric traveled. He said he was married too, but the way he said it made it sound like an afterthought. The messages slowed. Then he wrote:

Can I ask you something kind of fucked up?

My pulse jumped in my throat. I typed back Sure.

Remember how sometimes I’d get... stuck? Like I’d be right there and then it just wouldn’t happen? It’s happening again. Worse. Doctors say stress. I don’t know. You always knew how to fix it back then.

The heat that flooded me was instant and shameful. I set the phone down on the coffee table like it had burned me and stood up. Paced the living room once, twice. The shorts felt too tight against my skin. I could feel my nipples tightening against the thin cotton of the tank top, a low, liquid pull starting deep in my belly. I sat back down. Picked the phone up again.

I shouldn’t have answered. I knew that. But my fingers moved anyway.

I remember.

He sent back a single word: Yeah?

And then the memories came, uninvited and vivid.

One night in particular. His apartment. We’d been kissing for what felt like forever on that beat-up leather couch, my shirt somewhere on the floor, his hands under my skirt. He was hard against my stomach, thick and hot, but the second I reached down and wrapped my fingers around him he started to soften. The frustration in his face had made something sharp twist in my chest.

I’d climbed over him instead. Straddled his lap, my knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. I’d leaned in and kissed the side of his neck, right where the skin was thinnest and I could feel his pulse hammering. Then lower, to the spot just beneath his ear. I’d sucked gently, letting my breath warm the skin, and felt him twitch against my inner thigh.

“Baby,” I’d whispered, my voice already rough, “my pussy’s so wet for you. Feel.” I’d taken his hand and guided it between my legs, let his fingers slide through the slick mess I’d made just from kissing him. “I need you inside me. I need that big cock stretching me open. I’m your slut, Jesse. You know that, right? Your dirty girl who can’t stop thinking about getting fucked by you.”

He’d groaned, low and helpless. I’d kept talking, kept kissing that sensitive spot on his neck while my hand stroked him slow and steady, thumb circling the head the way he liked. “You’re so thick. I love how you fill me up. I love the way you make me take every inch. Come on, baby. Get hard for me. I want you to fuck me until I’m shaking.”

I’d felt him swell fully in my hand then. The way his hips lifted. I’d slid down his body, taken him into my mouth, and made it messy on purpose—lots of spit, letting it drip down over his balls while I worked him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, moaning around him so he could feel every vibration. I’d shaken my ass a little, knowing he loved watching it move. When I pulled off to breathe there were strings of saliva connecting my lips to the flushed head. “Tastes so good,” I’d told him, looking up through my lashes. “I could suck you all night. But my pussy needs it more. I’m dripping down my thighs, Jesse. Let me ride you.”

He’d pulled me up, hands rough on my hips. I’d reached between us, lined him up, and sank down in one long, slow motion. The stretch had punched the air out of my lungs. That perfect, burning fullness. “Fuck,” I’d gasped, and started moving—grinding in tight circles at first, then lifting up and dropping down harder, the wet sounds filling the room. He’d thrust up to meet me, fingers digging into my ass. I’d leaned forward so my tits brushed his chest and kept the filthy words coming. “Harder. Fuck your slut harder. I want to feel you tomorrow when I sit down.”

We’d come like that—me first, clenching around him so tight he’d cursed and followed, pulsing deep while I shook on top of him.

The memory left me breathing hard on the couch. My panties were soaked through. I could feel the wetness every time I shifted. My clit throbbed with every heartbeat. I typed something short—I have to go—and dropped the phone before he could answer. My legs felt unsteady when I stood.

I made it to the bathroom on autopilot. The light was too bright. I sat on the closed toilet lid and pressed my thighs together, but it only made the ache worse. My hand slipped under the waistband of my shorts almost without permission. I was drenched. My fingers slid through swollen folds, everything hot and slick and sensitive. I circled my clit once and had to bite my lip hard to stay quiet. The pleasure was sharp, immediate, and it made the guilt hit even harder.

Eric’s face. The way he always looked at me like I was something precious. His parents calling me their daughter-in-law with such pride. The life we were building. And here I was, soaked and aching over another man’s cock, touching myself in our bathroom like some desperate, cheating wife.

I stood up fast, stripped off the tank top and shorts, and turned the shower on as hot as it would go. Steam filled the small room quickly. I stepped under the spray and let it pound against my shoulders, my back, trying to wash the want out of my skin. But my hands betrayed me. They soaped my breasts and lingered on my nipples, rolling them until they ached. Lower, between my legs, I was still swollen and needy. I tried to ignore it. I really tried. But my fingers found my clit again under the water, rubbing in small, desperate circles while the spray beat down on my back. It wasn’t enough. The emptiness was worse now. I needed to be filled. I needed something thick and insistent moving inside me, stretching me, making me forget everything else for a little while.

I shut the water off. Grabbed a towel but didn’t bother wrapping it around myself. Water ran in rivulets down my stomach, my thighs, dripping onto the floor as I walked—fast, almost running—down the short hallway to the bedroom. The drawer by the bed stuck when I yanked it open. The toy was heavy and smooth in my hand, still faintly cool from the drawer. I didn’t think. I
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