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The silence in the house was a physical presence. It pressed in on Sera from all sides, a heavy, velvety quite broken only by the hum of the refrigerator and the distant, indifferent whisper of traffic. Another morning. The digital clock on the nightstand glowed 7:03 AM. She’d been awake for an hour, just lying there, listening to the nothing.

She pushed back the duvet, the silk cool against her skin. The floorboards were smooth and cold under her bare feet as she padded to the kitchen. The routine was a groove worn so deep she could navigate it blind. The click of the kettle, the scoop of coffee into the French press, the slow, dark bloom of it steaming into the water. She ate a plain yogurt standing at the granite island, staring out the massive window at the manicured, empty lawn.

The bath was next. She ran the water scalding hot, filling the spacious porcelain tub with lavender-scented bubbles. She sank into the water, her body a pale, large-curved island in the suds. This was supposed to be relaxing. A reward for selling the tech startup, for cashing out, for winning. But the heat just made her feel loose and unmoored, adrift in a too-big house. She soaped her heavy breasts, her thick thighs, the familiar landscape of a body that no one else touched. Her hand drifted down, through the froth, fingers skimming the coarse hair between her legs. A habitual, half-hearted exploration. It sparked nothing. Just another part of the routine.

She towelled off, the plush fabric absorbing the water from her skin. The mirror was fogged, obscuring her reflection. She was glad. She didn’t need to see the tired eyes of the woman who had everything and nothing.

Back in her bedroom, the air was still. The velvet drapes, the vintage prints on the wall—they were supposed to create a sanctuary. Today, they just felt like a very expensive cage. The restlessness was a low thrum in her blood. It started as it often did, a dull ache in her groin, a thickening heaviness between her legs that was both physiological and deeply, profoundly psychological. A need for release, for feeling, for anything to shatter the monotony.

She lay back on the silk sheets, the fabric whispering against her skin. Her hand wasn’t hesitant or teasing. It was a practical instrument. She cupped herself, feeling the soft, giving flesh of her vulva, the familiar folds. Then she focused lower, on the root of it. The pressure built, the blood rushing, the tissue engorging and lengthening, pushing out from its sheath beneath her pubic bone. It was a strange, powerful transformation she’d lived with her whole life. Her cock, thick and heavy, swelled to its full, imposing length, rising against her stomach. Fourteen inches of hard, veined flesh. It gleamed in the dim room; the head already wet with a pearl of clear fluid.

She fisted her hand around the base, her grip firm. There was no romance in this. No fantasy. It was pure mechanics, a biological imperative to quiet the noise in her head. She began to stroke, a steady, practiced rhythm. Up and down the formidable shaft. Her thumb smeared the pre-cum over the broad, flushed head, slicking the motion. Her breathing hitched, but her mind was elsewhere. It was on the empty guest room down the hall. The one with the north-facing light and the untouched furniture.

She pumped faster, her hips lifting off the bed to meet her hand. The slap of skin against skin was a lonely sound in the quiet room. She thought about the money in her bank account, a number so large it was abstract. It couldn’t buy this. It couldn’t buy a conversation over coffee, or the sound of another person’s laughter in this fucking museum of a house. It couldn’t buy someone to witness this moment, to want this body, to not be intimidated or fascinated by it, but to simply... accept it. To accept her.

Her orgasm built like a storm, inevitable and isolating. A tight, coiling tension deep in her belly. She grunted, a short, sharp sound, as her back arched violently off the bed. Her cum erupted in thick, hot pulses, streaking across her stomach and chest, the smell of salt and sex suddenly sharp in the air. She rode it out, her hand working until the last shudder passed through her.

Then, silence. Again.

She lay there, sticky and spent, the frantic energy gone and replaced by its familiar cousin: a hollow emptiness. She stared at the ceiling, at the intricate pattern of the light fixture. The same thought, which had been a tiny seed, began to sprout, pushing through the soil of her loneliness.

The room. The second room. It was just sitting there. Empty.

She could rent it out.

The idea was terrifying. A stranger in her space, disrupting the routine, the silence. But the alternative—another year, another decade of this—was a slow, quiet death.

She needed a person. A voice. A presence. Something, anything, to prove she was still alive in this beautiful, silent tomb she’d built for herself.

The sticky warmth on her stomach was already cooling, a tacky testament to the emptiness that always followed. It wasn't enough. The frantic, solitary release never was. It just left a different kind of ache, a hollowed-out feeling that echoed in the vast, silent house.

With a sigh that was more shudder than breath, she swung her legs over the side of the bed. The polished wood floor was cold beneath her feet. She walked to the large oak chest at the foot of the bed, the one that held linens and secrets. From beneath a stack of pristine cotton sheets, her fingers found the familiar, cool shape of silicone.

She took out the 10-inch dildo, its deep purple hue a stark contrast against the pale skin of her hand. She didn’t bother with warmth or lubricant; the lingering slickness from her own orgasm would have to do. She lay back on the ruined silk, her legs falling open without ceremony. The blunt, plastic head pressed against her entrance, and with a single, practiced thrust, she sheathed the entire length inside her pussy. The feeling was a stretch, a deep, unyielding fullness that was purely physical, a sensation to anchor her.

Her right hand, still slick, wrapped around the base of her own thick, heavy cock. She began stroking again, a slow, almost lazy rhythm this time. The dual sensation was a circuit of pure physical feedback—the hard, artificial intrusion inside her, the familiar, living weight of herself in her hand. But her mind, untethered, kept roaming.

Who would be best suited to rent out her room?

The stroke of her hand tightened. A college student? Too noisy, too messy. All-night parties and cheap beer smells seeping under the door. Her hips bucked slightly, driving the dildo deeper. No.

An professional? An accountant, maybe. Quiet, orderly. But would they look at her, at her body, with averted, uncomfortable eyes? Would they flinch at the vague, musky scent of sex that sometimes hung in the hall? Her cock twitched in her hand, a fresh bead of pre-cum welling at the tip. The rhythm of her fist sped up. Fuck that. She couldn't live with that kind of polite judgment.

She needed someone who wouldn't just tolerate the strange anatomy of the house, but someone who understood the strange anatomy of its owner. Someone who saw the velvet drapes and the erotic prints not as decadence, but as simple honesty. Someone unafraid of... life. Of this.
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