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Jealous Taya

The day had been a slow-motion avalanche of small slights, each one a dusting of snow that, on its own, meant nothing, a fleeting chill against the skin that was easily brushed away. But the layers had accumulated steadily, silently, one on top of the other, until they formed a dense, suffocating pack. By the time evening streaked the sky in bruised shades of purple and orange, Taya felt buried under the weight of it, the pressure on her chest making each breath a conscious effort. She felt smothered, unseen, and impossibly heavy.

It started, as most of their weekend days now did, in the gray, liminal space between dream and reality. The sound wasn’t gentle; it was the shrill, demanding cry of their seven-month-old daughter, Evie, transmitted with tinny, digital precision through the baby monitor on her nightstand. The speaker crackled to life, a hiss of static, before the wail sliced through the quiet sanctity of their bedroom. Before Taya could even process the command to move, to swing her legs out from under the warm cocoon of the duvet and plant her feet on the cold floor, the rustle of sheets beside her announced that Oscar was already in motion. The mattress dipped and then rose as his weight was removed, his bare feet padding softly, a familiar series of thuds, on the dark hardwood floor.

“I’ve got her, Tay,” his voice, a low rumble thick with the gravel of sleep, had drifted back to her from the doorway. “You rest. Try and get a little more sleep.”

She’d lain there, motionless, listening. She tracked his progress through the soundscape of their home: the gentle click of the nursery door, the murmur of his deep voice, a soothing, hypnotic melody of ‘shhhs’ and ‘it’s okay, little bean, Daddy’s here.’ Then came the soft, rhythmic creak of the gliding rocker, a sound that usually filled her with a profound, bone-deep love that settled in her marrow. It was the soundtrack of her new life, a testament to the partnership she cherished. But that morning, as she lay staring at the stripes of pale light forcing their way through the closed blinds, she felt a sharp, unsettling pang of something else entirely. A hollowed-out feeling of uselessness.

She was the mother. It was a title, an identity, she was still trying on for size, and some days it felt more like an ill-fitting costume than a part of her soul. It was her body that had stretched and swelled, that had harbored this tiny human under her own heart. It was her body that had endured the marathon of labor, that had birthed Evie into the world. It was her body, even now, that produced the milk that sustained her. This connection was supposed to be primal, instinctual, unparalleled. Yet Oscar, with his steady hands and his endless well of patience, was so effortlessly competent, so naturally paternal, that he made the entire endeavor look easy.

Taya, on the other hand, often felt like she was faking it, following a script she hadn’t memorized properly. His competence, which she loved and relied on, had a cruel shadow side; it sometimes made her feel like a supporting character, an understudy in the grand, unfolding story of their own family. He was the hero, Evie the beloved princess, and she… she was the glorified stagehand, forever waiting in the wings.

Later, after the rich, dark aroma of brewing coffee had briefly cleared the fog from her brain, they navigated the chaotic symphony of breakfast. It was a frantic ballet of high-chair shenanigans and flying spoonfuls of mashed banana, the sweet, cloying scent of which now seemed to permeate every surface. More of it ended up smeared across Evie’s delighted face, caked in her fine hair, and gummed onto the bib than in her actual stomach. After a lengthy cleanup operation involving far too many wet wipes, they’d decided to brave the peculiar purgatory of the weekend crowds at Costco. It felt less like a choice and more like a grim necessity, their bi-weekly pilgrimage to the altar of bulk consumerism for diapers, wipes, and the kind of industrial-sized containers of olive oil and paper towels a new family of three could somehow decimate in a fortnight.

Oscar, ever the pragmatist, had taken charge of wrangling Evie. He expertly strapped her into the baby carrier, settling her against the solid wall of his chest. Taya watched him adjust the straps, his movements sure and practiced, the buckles clicking into place with satisfying snaps. Their daughter, snug and secure against her father’s body heat, had babbled happily, her tiny hands fisted in the soft, worn fabric of his gray Henley, her cheek occasionally nuzzling into the warmth of his neck. He looked ruggedly handsome, a portrait of modern fatherhood. His dark hair was endearingly messy, a few errant locks falling across his forehead, and a day’s worth of stubble shadowed his strong jaw, giving him a slightly dangerous edge that was ironically softened by the gurgling baby attached to him. He was a masterpiece of domestic masculinity, a walking, talking advertisement for a responsible, attractive partnership.

And Taya, trailing behind him with the ridiculously oversized shopping cart that rattled and squeaked with a mind of its own, felt… frumpy. The word landed in her consciousness with a dull thud. It was more than a feeling; it was a physical sensation. Her favorite pre-pregnancy jeans, the ones that used to make her feel confident and sleek, were still a little too tight around her softer, wider hips, the waistband digging uncomfortably into her belly. Her loose, navy-blue t-shirt hadn’t been chosen for style, but for its ease of access for nursing, its material already stretched and shapeless. As she pushed the unwieldy cart, her hand brushed her shoulder, and she felt it: a small, crusty patch of dried baby spit-up. She scraped at it with her fingernail, a familiar and dispiriting ritual. She felt like a collection of functional, worn-out parts, while Oscar looked whole, complete, and more attractive than ever.

The avalanche began its true descent in the refrigerated vastness of the produce section. The air was cold enough to raise goosebumps on her arms, carrying the smells of damp earth, wet greens, and chilled cardboard. A willowy blonde, poured into a pair of impossibly expensive-looking yoga pants and a pristine white tank top that showcased a pair of toned, sculpted arms, was pretending to inspect a pyramid of avocados. Taya, a connoisseur of fake-shopping herself, recognized the charade immediately. The woman wasn’t looking at the fruit; she was an apex predator scanning the terrain. Taya saw the woman’s eyes, a cool, pale blue, flick to Oscar. They didn’t just glance; they lingered, cataloging the gentle, rhythmic way he rocked his body from side to side to keep Evie content. Her gaze then swept over him in a slow, appraising journey from his broad shoulders, down his chest where Evie was nestled, to his worn, comfortable leather boots. It was a visual consumption, blatant and unapologetic.

Then came the maneuver. With a calculated lack of grace, the woman “accidentally” steered her cart a little too close, creating a bottleneck in the wide aisle. Her smile, a bright, glossy thing, was aimed solely and precisely at Oscar.

“It’s just so hard to find ones that are perfectly ripe, isn’t it?” the blonde had purred. Her voice was a low, suggestive hum, each word coated in a layer of manufactured intimacy. It was a voice designed to be overheard in a quiet bar, not shouted over the rumble of industrial freezers.

Oscar, blissfully, infuriatingly unaware of the undercurrents, had just smiled back politely, his default setting of friendly charm fully engaged. “Tell me about it,” he’d agreed, hoisting an avocado and giving it a gentle squeeze. “It’s a real gamble. You think you’ve got a good one, and you get it home and it’s all brown inside.”

A hot, acidic wave of irritation washed over Taya. She felt a primal urge to mark her territory. Stepping forward so she was squarely in the woman’s line of sight, she reached into the pile, her fingers knowing instinctively which ones to choose from years of practice. She selected two, their skins pebbled and dark green, yielding to the perfect amount of pressure. She placed them in their cart with a definitive thud. “These are good,” she’d said, her tone emerging a little sharper, a little more clipped, than she’d intended.

The woman’s gaze had finally slid to Taya for the first time. It wasn’t a look of acknowledgment, but of assessment and immediate dismissal. A flicker of cool disdain moved across her features, as if Taya were a slightly annoying obstacle, a piece of store furniture that had suddenly spoken. Without a word, she’d turned, her ponytail swinging like a pendulum, and glided away down the aisle. Oscar hadn’t noticed a thing. Of course, he hadn’t. He was too busy making a funny, cross-eyed face at Evie, whose delighted giggles and the happy slap of her tiny hand against his chin were his entire world in that moment. Taya felt invisible.

The avalanche gained momentum and mass near the chaotic cluster of sample stations, a gauntlet of small temptations and cloying sales pitches. A perky brunette with a name tag that read ‘Chloe’ in bubbly cursive was handing out small, waxy paper cups containing cubes of sharp cheddar. Her eyes, magnified by thick black eyeliner, lit up when she saw them approach, but her focus was a laser beam aimed directly at Oscar.

“Oh, what a precious little angel!” Chloe had gushed, her voice pitched high and sweet as she gestured with a cheese-laden toothpick toward Evie. Evie, in response, burrowed her face into Oscar’s shirt. But then Chloe’s gaze shifted, landing on Oscar with an almost audible click. Her smile turned syrupy, her head tilting to the side. “And you are just a natural! It’s incredible. It’s so attractive when a man is good with kids. Your wife is a very, very lucky woman.”

To punctuate this cloying, backhanded compliment, she’d reached out and placed a hand on Oscar’s forearm, her brightly painted nails a splash of garish pink against his skin. She let it rest there for a beat too long, a gesture of casual, unearned intimacy that set Taya’s teeth on edge.

A hot, possessive spike of pure, unadulterated anger shot through Taya’s veins. It was so intense that it made her vision swim for a second. His wife is standing right here, you condescending harpy, she’d wanted to scream, to snatch the tray of cheese cubes and fling it into her smiling, disingenuous face. Instead, she channeled the rage into action. She reached out and grabbed Oscar’s other arm, her grip tighter than necessary, a physical anchor against the tide threatening to pull him away. “Come on, honey,” she said, her voice strained. “We still need to get the rotisserie chicken before they’re all gone.” The excuse was lame, but it was the only weapon she had.

Oscar, ever amiable, completely oblivious to the silent, vicious drama unfolding around him, had just smiled. He gently extricated his arm from Chloe’s lingering touch and took the cheese sample. “Thanks for the cheese!” he’d called over his shoulder to Chloe, who was still watching him with a predatory gleam in her overlined eyes. He popped the cube into his mouth, his eyes closing for a moment in appreciation. “Wow, that’s a sharp cheddar. Really good, right?” he asked, turning to Taya, holding out a second sample cup for her.

Taya had just grunted in response, a guttural sound of frustration torn from deep in her chest. She ignored the offered cheese and shoved the cart forward with more force than was necessary, causing one of the front wheels to lock and screech in protest across the polished concrete floor.

The final, crushing blow, the one that caused the entire unstable mountain of snow and ice to finally give way, came an hour later, deep in the cavernous, humming heart of the electronics department. Oscar was completely engrossed, standing before a wall of massive screens that blared a kaleidoscope of unnaturally vivid colors. He was comparing refresh rates and pixel densities with the kind of intense, single-minded focus he usually reserved for assembling IKEA furniture or debugging a line of code.

Evie, overstimulated and weary of their fluorescent-lit adventure, was getting fussy. Her happy babbling had devolved into a series of short, sharp, whiny cries. Taya, recognizing the signs of an impending meltdown, had unstrapped her from Oscar’s chest to walk her around, bouncing her gently in her arms. As she paced, trying to soothe her daughter, she passed the endcap of the wine aisle. She overheard them before she saw them: two younger women, probably college students, huddled together, whispering conspiratorially over a display of cheap rosé.

“Okay, don’t be obvious, but look at the guy in the gray shirt over by the TVs.” The whisper was loud, carrying easily in a momentary lull of store announcements.

“Oh, wow. Hello, handsome.”

“Right? I saw him earlier in the snack aisle. Total DILF.”

“One hundred percent. Did you see the way he was holding that baby? God, I’d let him absolutely ruin my life.”

Their subsequent giggles, high-pitched and careless, grated on Taya’s last raw nerve. DILF. Dad I’d Like to Fuck. The acronym slammed into her brain with the force of a physical blow, a bizarre and volatile cocktail of white-hot rage and a twisted, grudging, deeply confusing pride. They were right. He was a DILF. The objective truth of it was galling. He was handsome and kind and strong and sexy and an amazing father, and for some reason, the entire female population of their greater metropolitan area seemed to have noticed it today. The entire world was looking at her husband, coveting him, fantasizing about him in crude, explicit terms over a bottle of budget-friendly wine. But he was hers. He was her husband. He was her DILF. The possessive pronoun was a shield, a weapon, a desperate claim staked in the face of a world that wanted a piece of him.

The drive home was thick with her silent, simmering fury. The car felt small and claustrophobic, the air charged with unspoken resentment. Oscar, a passenger in a completely different emotional vehicle, chattered on cheerfully about the relative merits of OLED versus QLED screens, entirely unaware of the storm raging beside him. When he finally, finally noticed her monosyllabic answers and the rigid set of her jaw, he’d reached over and placed a warm, heavy hand on her knee, a gesture of casual affection that felt, in that moment, like a lit match to a fuse.

“Hey, you okay? You seem quiet,” he asked, his brow furrowed with genuine, if belated, concern.

“Just tired,” she’d mumbled, staring fixedly out the passenger window at the blur of passing strip malls. The excuse felt flimsy and pathetic on her tongue, a thin, useless bandage over a gaping wound.

That evening, the routine of their life took over, a familiar rhythm that both soothed and chafed. They’d bathed Evie together, the bathroom filled with the warm, clean scent of baby soap and the sound of happy splashing. They’d read her a story, their voices intertwining as they pointed out the moon and the cow and the stars. And then, finally, after rocking her to sleep, they had placed her gently in her crib. As Taya stood watching the gentle rise and fall of her daughter’s back on the monitor, a plan began to bloom in the dark, fertile soil of her mind, thorny and sharp and utterly determined.

She watched Oscar as he moved around the living room, tidying up the detritus of their day—folding the throw blanket, collecting stray toys, wiping down the coffee table. His movements were efficient and familiar, the quiet competence that had grated on her this morning now providing the perfect cover for her burgeoning plot. The love she felt for him was a vast, sprawling landscape, a whole continent inside her. But today, a dark, territorial beast had been awakened, and it was stalking the borders of that landscape, sniffing the air for intruders.

“I think I’m going to take a long, hot shower,” she announced, her voice sounding strangely formal and stilted to her own ears. It was a declaration of intent.

“Good idea,” he’d said, turning to smile at her, a tired but genuine smile that reached his eyes. “You deserve it after that Costco ordeal. I’ll finish up here and probably join you in a bit for a quick rinse.”

“No,” she’d said, the word escaping a little too quickly, a little too sharply. She softened her tone, forcing a casualness she didn’t feel. “I… I just need some time to myself. To decompress.” The lie tasted like ash in her mouth, but it was a necessary cruelty. She didn’t want him joining her. She didn’t want his comforting presence or his easy companionship. She wanted to prepare. She wanted to go on the hunt.

In the steamy sanctuary of the bathroom, she didn’t just shower. It was a ritual. A reclamation. A baptism by fire and water. She twisted the faucet until the water was almost scalding, the steam billowing up and fogging the mirror, erasing her reflection. She took the gritty sugar scrub and exfoliated her skin until it was pink and tingling and alive. She shaved her legs with methodical precision, the sharp blade gliding over her skin, leaving it impossibly smooth. She washed her hair with the expensive jasmine and sandalwood shampoo she saved for special occasions, working the lather into a fragrant cloud, washing away the scent of sour milk and bananas, washing away the feeling of being frumpy and overlooked.

Stepping out of the steam, she wrapped herself in a thick, plush towel and stared at the cleared patch of mirror. For a moment, the familiar specter of insecurity materialized. She saw the faint, silvery stretch marks shimmering on her hips like tributaries of a river. She saw the soft, gentle curve of her belly that hadn’t quite snapped back, a permanent memento of the life it had held. She saw the new fullness in her breasts, heavy with their maternal purpose. Her mind conjured the images of the day: the willowy blonde’s taut stomach, Chloe the cheese girl’s perky confidence, the college students with their flat bellies and casual, careless cruelty. The comparison threatened to drown her.

Then, a flicker of the day’s anger returned, burning away the fog of doubt. She strode to her dresser and opened her lingerie drawer. Her fingers pushed past the sensible cotton nursing bras, the comfortable, sexless boy-shorts that had become her uniform. They brushed against silk, then lace, textures from another lifetime. She pulled it out. A black lace set, a relic from an era that felt a century ago. It was from their second anniversary, before Evie was even a hope whispered between them in the dark after lovemaking. The bra was a delicate, underwired balconette, all intricate floral patterns and sheer mesh. The matching panties were a scandalous confection of the same sheer lace, with a daringly high-cut Brazilian styling that was utterly impractical and unapologetically erotic. It was the lingerie of a lover, not a mother.

She slipped it on. The lace was cool and slightly scratchy against her warm, damp skin, a startling, sensual friction. The underwire lifted her breasts, creating a swell of cleavage that she hadn’t seen in months, a sight that both startled and empowered her. The panties clung to her hips, the stark, dramatic black a thrilling contrast against her pale skin. She looked in the mirror again, forcing herself to see what was really there. The stretch marks were still there, shimmering under the light. The softness of her belly was still there. But now, they seemed… different. Reframed. They were framed by the exquisite, unapologetic femininity of the lace.

This wasn’t a body that was broken or diminished. This was a body that had known deep pleasure, a body that had driven her husband wild with desire, a body that had performed the miraculous feat of creating a life from their love. It was a powerful body. And tonight, she was going to remind him, and herself, of its power.

She let her hair down, the dark waves tumbling over her shoulders, still slightly damp and fragrant with jasmine. She found her makeup bag and applied a quick coat of mascara, just enough to make her eyes look huge and shadowed. A slick of tinted balm on her lips, giving them a moist, bitten look. She was a different woman from the one who had trudged, defeated, through Costco that afternoon. That woman was gone. In her place stood a predator. And her unsuspecting prey was just down the hall.

Taya had just finished teasing a final, defiant curl into her hair when she heard it, the familiar, solid weight of his footsteps on the floorboards outside their bedroom. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her, a potent cocktail of nerves and anticipation. With a surge of adrenaline that felt like a jolt from a defibrillator, she threw herself onto the bed, sprawling gracelessly on her stomach across the soft gray duvet. She propped her head in her hands, mimicking a pose from some bygone pin-up magazine, and held her breath, timing it perfectly.

The door swung open, and Oscar walked in, already mid-sentence about something trivial he’d just seen on the news. “…can’t believe they’re even considering it, it’s just politically insane, it makes absolutely no…”

He stopped.

The words died in his throat, suffocated by the sight before him. He just stood there, a silhouette framed in the warm light of the hallway, his mouth slightly agape. His eyes, wide with shock, took in the scene. He took in the impossible, intricate black lace against her pale skin. He took in the deliberate, inviting arch of her back, the way her hair fanned out on the pillows, the storm-dark invitation brewing in her eyes. It was a vision he hadn’t seen in so long, not since before the endless, exhausting cycle of pregnancy, birth, and newborn sleep deprivation had consumed them both. She saw the moment his brain registered that she hadn’t worn her good lingerie since before she even got pregnant, and she felt a pang of regret for it. She should have done this sooner, if only to see this exact expression, the raw, wanton desire that bloomed over his features like a blush of heat, chasing away the tired, domestic contentment and replacing it with something hungry, something primal.

“Hello, darling.”

The words were a low, smoky purr, a sound she hadn’t let herself make in months, a voice resurrected from her pre-motherhood self. She pushed herself up from the bed with a languid, sinuous grace she didn’t know she still possessed, and sauntered toward him. Her hips swayed with a purpose that was both innate and newly rediscovered. He was still frozen in the doorway, his brain clearly struggling to catch up with what his eyes were screaming at him. She didn’t give him the chance to reboot. She reached him, grabbed the front of his soft, worn t-shirt in her fists, bunching the familiar cotton and using it as an anchor to pull his head down, to bring his lips crashing onto hers.

His lips were warm and soft and deeply, achingly familiar. They tasted of minty toothpaste and the faint, sweet echo of the dark chocolate he’d snuck after dinner. It was the taste of home, of safety, of her Oscar. For a split second, she lost herself in the kiss, her body instinctively softening against his solid frame, her mind teetering on the edge of forgetting her mission, forgetting the anger and jealousy that had fueled this entire elaborate production. This was just them. This was their love, easy and comfortable.

But then, a flash. The image of Chloe’s manicured hand resting possessively on his arm at the sample station blazed behind her eyes. Total DILF. The giggled words echoed in her ears. No. Comfort wasn’t what she wanted tonight. Safety wasn’t the goal. She wanted fire. She wanted possession. She wanted to burn down the house. She tore her mouth away from his, leaving him dazed, his lips slightly parted and wet from her kiss. With a strength born of pure, distilled adrenaline, she placed her hands flat against the solid wall of his chest and pushed. Hard. He stumbled back, surprised laughter catching in his throat, his feet tangling slightly until the backs of his knees hit the unforgiving edge of the mattress. He fell onto the bed with a soft, surprised whoomp.

“Hello, love,” he said, his voice a heady mix of deep arousal and profound, delighted surprise. He was grinning now, a slow, wicked curve of his lips that signaled his enthusiastic consent. He was more than willing to play this unexpected, thrilling game. He lay back against the pillows, propping himself on his elbows, his eyes tracking her every move with rapt attention as she stalked to his side of the bed.

He raised his hips without being asked, a knowing accomplice as Taya gripped the frayed waistband of his jeans. The rough denim slid over his skin with a satisfying rasp, and she relished the task, pulling them down his thick, muscular thighs, over his strong calves, and kicking them unceremoniously to the floor. He was built solid, a man who worked with his hands, and she loved the powerful shape of him, the reassuring strength in his legs. He was still grinning that lazy, utterly aroused expression. “You’re very eager tonight, Mrs. Hayes.”

She ignored the comment and straddled his shins, her knees sinking into the plush mattress on either side of his legs. She leaned forward, the delicate lace of her bra grazing his skin, bracing her hands on his flat, hard stomach. Her hair fell around them like a dark, perfumed curtain, creating an intimate tent. She cocked an eyebrow. “Am I usually not throwing myself at you the moment we have a second alone together?” Her voice was teasing, light, but there was an undercurrent of something else there, a sharp edge of a challenge.

He chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through his chest and up into her palms, a current of pure pleasure. “Usually it’s a more… collaborative effort.” His chuckle faded into a low, sharp groan as her hands moved from his stomach, her fingers tracing the line of hair that arrowed down from his navel. She reached for the waistband of his boxers. She didn’t wait for his help this time either. She hooked her thumbs in the gray elastic and drew them down his thighs, slowly, deliberately, revealing his half-hard cock. It sprang from the nest of dark hair at his groin, thick and heavy, already flushed a deep, venous purple at the head. She wrapped her small hand around his length, her fingers barely meeting around his substantial girth, and gave a slow, deliberate pump. His hips bucked instinctively against her palm, a silent, involuntary prayer.

“No,” he breathed, his eyes fluttering shut for a fraction of a second before snapping open again to lock on hers, pupils blown wide. “Tonight seems… different. Not that I’m complaining, but what’s up? Did I miss a memo?”

She gave him a wolfish smile, her plan clicking perfectly into place. This was the moment. She squeezed the base of his cock, right where it met his body, and enjoyed the resounding hiss of pleasure that escaped his lips, the way his back arched off the bed. “Well, you had quite an eventful day today, didn’t you?” she replied, her voice dropping lower, becoming a conspiratorial whisper. “You seemed to receive a lot of… unsolicited attention.”

Oscar frowned, the lines of confusion deepening between his brows. He propped himself up higher on his elbows to look down at her between his legs, to better see her face. “What are you talking about? What attention?” The sheer, unadulterated innocence in his question would have been endearing on any other day. Tonight, it was gasoline on the fire.

“Lots of women noticed you,” she continued, her voice a low, accusatory murmur, far more intimate and damning than a shout could ever be. “They noticed how good you look holding our daughter. They noticed how hot you are when you’re caring for her.” As she spoke, she leaned down, her hair brushing against his inner thighs. She extended her tongue and licked a broad, wet stripe up the length of his erection, starting from the tight curls at his root and ending with a deliberate, insolent flick of her tongue against the sensitive, weeping slit at the very tip.

The sensation ripped a shocked, strangled gasp from him. Oscar dug his hands into the duvet cover on either side of his hips, his knuckles turning white as he gripped the fabric. “Is this,” he grunted out, his voice strained and tight with pleasure, “is this about what happened earlier… at the store? The lady with the avocados? Or the one with the cheese? I… I honestly didn’t realize.”

“Oh, you didn’t realize,” she mocked softly, though there was no real heat in it now, only a dark, simmering amusement. She was enjoying this far too much. “You didn’t realize those women were practically throwing their panties at you? They saw a sexy, competent man with his beautiful child, and they couldn’t help themselves. They had to come up to you, touch you, throw themselves at you for just a tiny little crumb of your attention. You were a walking, talking catnip dispenser for thirty-something women with ticking biological clocks.”

She punctuated her sentence by taking the bulbous head of his cock into her mouth, just for a second, sucking hard and drawing a desperate, pleasured groan from him before releasing him with a wet, obscene pop.

“And you didn’t even hear what some other women at Costco said later,” she went on, her lips brushing tantalizingly against the sensitive skin of his shaft as she spoke. “The ones in the wine aisle. Do you know what they called you?”

She didn’t wait for him to answer. She never planned to. This was her sermon, and he was her captive congregation. She moved lower, kissing the tender underside of his cock, tracing the delicate path of the frenulum with the tip of her tongue, before swiping it over the slick, waiting head again. He was fully, painfully hard now, straining against her hand, a living monument to her power. “They called you a DILF,” she whispered against his skin. “And they’re right. You are. But you know what?”

Oscar didn’t answer. He couldn’t. His verbal functions had been shut down by the sensory overload she was inflicting on him. He only groaned again, a long, drawn-out sound of complete surrender, and lifted his hips from the bed, a desperate, unspoken plea for more. The slick tip of his cock bumped insistently against Taya’s plush lower lip, a silent question. She looked up at him through her lashes, a fierce, triumphant glint in her eyes. This was the payback. This was the reclamation. This was the point.

“It’s because of me,” she declared, her voice a low, guttural snarl that surprised even herself with its ferocity. “It’s because you’re my husband, and you made my baby, that those women were crawling all over you today. I made you a DILF. And I’m the only one who gets to fuck you.”

And with that final, binding, possessive declaration, she took his cock in her mouth. She didn’t ease into it. She opened wide and took as much of him as she possibly could in one go, her lips sealing tight around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. A raw, strangled moan was torn from Oscar’s throat, his eyes squeezing shut as if in both pain and unbearable pleasure. Taya began to bob her head on his cock, her hair sweeping across his stomach like silk, determinedly working her way down his length with each deep swallow. Her throat protested, her gag reflex screamed silently, but she pushed past it, fueled by a primal, territorial rage that was more potent than any aphrodisiac. She fought for every inch until she could fit all but the last bit. The thick base of him pressed solid and hot against her chin.

He was cursing and praising her in a breathless, broken litany, a string of “Oh god, Taya,” and “Fuck, baby, yes, please,” and she felt a dizzying rush of pure victory flow through her veins, hot and intoxicating. None of those other women would ever get to see this. Not the blonde, not Chloe, not the college girls. They would never see Oscar like this, utterly undone, vulnerable, his body completely surrendered to her will. Only she was privy to this. She was the gatekeeper to this private, sacred, obscene version of him. To punish the world for looking, she would have him all to herself.

She wrapped her other hand around the bit of his cock she couldn’t reach, that thick root of him, squeezing in time with the powerful suction of her mouth. She drew back slowly, dragging her tongue in a wet, teasing swirl over his entire length, painting him with her saliva. His hand, which had been fisted in the bedding, came up and gripped the back of her head, his fingers threading into her hair. It wasn’t forceful, but it was firm, a silent command for more. He gently guided her head up and down his cock, setting a rhythm that was demanding and needy and perfect. As she moved, she stared defiantly up at him, her eyes locking with his. There was no submission in her gaze, only a fierce, wild, and absolute triumph.

He scrunched his eyes tight and threw his head back against the pillows, his jaw clenched, his breath coming in ragged, harsh pants. He was close. She could feel the tell-tale tightening in his groin, the way his whole body tensed like a drawn bowstring. This was her kill, but she wasn’t ready for it to be over.

Not like this.

With a gasp for air, Taya forced her mouth off him, the sound a wet, vulgar pop in the quiet room. Before he could protest, she scrambled up his body, moving from between his legs to straddle his hips in a single fluid motion.

She took his hard, wet length in her hand, the skin impossibly hot and slick against her palm. He was panting, his eyes still closed, lost in the fading aftershocks of her mouth. She waited. She waited for him to meet her eyes, for him to see the look on her face. When his dark, hazy gaze finally found hers, he saw the declaration of ownership written there in blazing letters.

“You’re mine,” she growled, the words scraped raw from her throat. And then she slammed her hips down, impaling herself on him, taking all of him in one swift, greedy, conquering motion.

A strangled cry was ripped from both of them at once, a duet of shock and overwhelming sensation. His hands immediately flew from the mattress to her body, his palms cupping her ass and digging into the flesh, his fingers helping her, guiding her as she began to bounce on his cock with a frantic, desperate energy.

She moaned low in her throat, a guttural sound of pure, overwhelming pleasure. “Oh. Oh, god. Fuck.” He felt so good, impossibly good. So thick, so solid, stretching her in a way that bordered on pain but tipped right over into the most exquisite pleasure. He was reaching so deep inside her, hitting her cervix with every powerful upward thrust he gave to meet her descent. The friction was divine, a firestorm in her core. A primal need rose up in her, a feral instinct to claim him in a way that would last beyond this night. She dug her fingernails into his shoulders, hard enough to break the skin, needing to mark him, to leave a physical testament to the fact that he belonged to her and her alone.

“Fuck, Taya, you feel so good,” Oscar groaned from beneath her, his voice a ragged, breathless mess. His own hands were digging so hard into the soft flesh of her thighs and ass that she knew she’d have bruises in the morning, perfect little half-moons from his fingertips. She supposed he also felt the need to leave a memento of this night on her. It was a fair trade, a branding of mutual possession.

He was so beautiful in that moment, Taya thought, her own movements slowing as her legs began to burn and tire from the frantic, punishing pace. His head was thrown back again, a thick cord of muscle standing out in his neck. He bit down hard on his lower lip to stifle a cry, and his eyes were squeezed shut, and he made the most delightful, broken noises with every rocking move she made. A profound wave of emotion washed over her, something deeper and more potent than just lust or anger. Taya felt a brief, almost cruel flash of pity for all the women who would never see Oscar as she got to see him. For the blonde in the produce aisle and for Chloe at the sample station. They could look, they could flirt, they could fantasize about their perfect DILF, but they would only ever see the censored, public version of him. This raw, undone, beautifully obscene man was hers alone.

“Only I get to see you like this,” she breathed, the words both a vow and a threat. She stopped bouncing and began to grind her hips above him, rolling in a slow, torturous circle, milking deep groans from him with every subtle shift of her weight. “Only me.”

He opened his eyes, and the dazed, helpless look was gone, replaced by a sharp, predatory grin that sent a delicious shiver down her spine. The game had shifted. In one fluid, powerful movement that took her completely by surprise, he gripped her waist, lifted her clean off him, and flipped them over so that she was flat on her back and he was looming above her. The shift in power was instantaneous and total. He gripped the backs of her thighs and pushed them up high and wide, folding her nearly in half until her knees were beside her ears, leaving her completely exposed to him, her center dripping and open and aching.

“And only I get to see you like this,” he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. He stared down at her, his gaze devouring her, taking in the way the black lace framed her swollen, glistening folds, the triumphant, defiant flush on her cheeks. “All mine,” he murmured, his gaze possessive and scorching. “So fucking perfect.” And then he slammed into her.

Taya whined in her throat as his cock hit all new places deep inside her. “Ah!” This angle was different. Deeper. More primal. Now it was her turn to lie back and let her husband have his say. He thrust into her with a new, punishing rhythm, a driving, relentless beat that was all about his pleasure, his claim. He was showing her, not just telling her, that the ownership she felt was mutual.

“Tell me something,” he asked, his voice rough with exertion, his breath coming in harsh pants beside her ear. He never broke his rhythm, his eyes staring intently into hers, demanding an answer. “Did seeing all those women flirt with me today… did seeing them want me… make you jealous?”

She didn’t answer right away. She couldn’t. The sheer, overwhelming force of his thrusts was stealing her breath, scattering her thoughts like dust motes in a sunbeam. She thought it was obvious, had her entire performance not been an answer to that very question? Then, as he pulled almost all the way out, his thumb found her clit, a deliberate, knowing stroke that sent a bolt of pure lightning straight to her core.

“Well… yes,” she gasped, the word torn from her, a confession wrung from her depths. She reflexively started circling her hips against him, a desperate, silent plea for him to keep touching her there, to repeat that magical, agonizingly perfect movement.

“Yes, what?” he demanded, his voice a low command. He pulled one of her legs off the bed entirely and hauled it up over his shoulder. The new angle was obscene, tilting her hips even further. His cock slid in, hitting a sensitive, hidden ridge deep inside her that she didn’t even know she had, and brilliant, blinding stars erupted behind her eyelids.

“Yes,” she cried out, her voice cracking with the unbearable pleasure of it all. The truth, caged all day, finally spilled out of her, raw and honest and vulnerable. “I was jealous! And I was so angry! And I needed… I needed to show you… to show them… to show myself who you belonged to!” The confession hung in the air between them, shimmering with a fragile power.

He was still roughly thrusting inside her, a steady, relentless piston of flesh. Sweat beaded on his temples, dripping from the end of his nose onto her cheek. He leaned down, bracing one hand on the pillow next to her head, and used his other to grab her chin, his grip firm but not painful, forcing her to look at him, to see the truth in his eyes. They were burning with an intensity she had never seen before in all their years together.

“You have me,” he said, his voice low and deadly serious, each word a stone dropped into a deep well. “Always.”

Taya felt tears spring to her eyes, hot and sudden and shocking. It wasn’t sadness; it was an overwhelming, soul-shaking wave of love and profound relief. As if to seal the promise, his thumb found her clit again, rubbing a firm, steady circle against the hyper-sensitive nub, while his lips crashed down against hers in a brutal, bruising kiss that tasted of sweat and truth.

And that was it. She was coming. The combination of his words, his kiss, the impossible, soul-deep angle of his cock inside her, and that relentless, knowing thumb on her most sensitive spot was too much. A spark ignited deep in her core, a fizzing, brilliant point of light. It traveled through her body like the wick on a stick of dynamite before it detonated in a massive, earth-shattering explosion, leaving her shaking and gasping and crying his name against his lips. “Ah! Oscar! Oscar!”

“Only you,” he grunted, the words a guttural promise against her mouth, a fierce echo of her own claim. His own body tensed, his thrusts becoming short, sharp, and frantic as her orgasm pulsed around him, squeezing and milking him with wave after powerful wave. He shuddered violently above her, his own release hitting her deep inside, a hot, flooding rush of completion.

He collapsed on top of her, his full weight a comforting, heavy blanket, grounding her as her body trembled in the aftershocks. He rolled them over onto their sides without pulling out, and then carefully extracted himself before gathering her in his arms. He pulled her so her head was resting on his chest, her leg thrown over his hip in a tangle of sweaty limbs. They were both slick with sweat and utterly, blissfully spent. But neither moved, too content to be wrapped up in the lingering aftermath, in the quiet, sacred intimacy that followed the storm. Her cheek was pressed to his chest, and she could feel the steady, slowing thump of his heart under her ear, a rhythm that was more comforting than any music, a beat that said mine, mine, mine.

After several long minutes of shared silence, listening to their breathing even out in the cool darkness of the room, Oscar’s chest rumbled under her ear with a low chuckle.

“I’ll have to make sure to take Evie out in the carrier more often,” he joked, his voice still thick and gravelly with sated exhaustion, “if it means I get this type of response from you when I get home.”

He was laughing even harder as Taya, with a groan of feigned outrage that was pure performance, lifted her head from his chest and smacked him weakly with the closest pillow. “You wouldn’t dare.”
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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