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He Holds the Tide in His Mouth

The sea was not quiet tonight.

It murmured low and wet against the rocks, licking the shoreline like it had secrets to return. Arielle walked the same stretch of beach she always did, barefoot and unhurried, letting the tide sweep over her toes and draw back again. She never checked the time. Her body knew when to come.

Some nights, the ocean gave her nothing. Only salt in her throat and the soft ache of her own wanting. But still she walked. She walked because her body had not yet forgotten what it meant to be touched. Because her grief no longer howled. It had learned to ebb, to breathe, to lie still until summoned. And some women, she had come to understand, carried sorrow in their throat.

Hers lived between her legs.

Even now, even months after she had stopped speaking his name aloud, she still reached for herself some nights in the dark, not to find pleasure, but to test if she still existed beneath the quiet. Not climax, not even warmth, just the small weight of her own fingers inside her. A reminder. Her mouth could not remember what it felt like to moan. But her cunt did. Her grief had not killed that part of her.

Not yet.

Her feet knew the way. She passed the driftwood cross she never touched anymore. The sea had claimed someone there. Maybe it had been her, once. Possibly it had been the man she could not bury. She had stopped asking for answers.
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