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The car pulled up to the curb in front of the house at five twenty-seven. Julian’s friend tapped the steering wheel with his thumb, some song playing low on the radio that Julian hadn’t been listening to. The engine idled.

“Thanks for the ride, man,” Julian said, pulling his bag from the footwell. “See you tomorrow.”

“No problem, bro. Seven-thirty?”

“Seven-thirty.”

The window rolled up, the car pulled away, and Julian stood on the sidewalk with his bag in his hand and the house in front of him. His heart kicked a little faster in his chest, the way it did every single day at this exact moment. Five-thirty.

Julian was thirty-five years old, and he had been married for eight years. He had a five-year-old son named Toby, who was currently somewhere inside that house being watched by a twenty-year-old girl named Elena. Julian was completely, utterly obsessed with Elena. She was so fucking hot it made his brain short-circuit on a daily basis, and he was barely holding it together around her.

He had been barely holding it together for months now, and it was getting worse, not better.

The one-car situation was the reason this whole thing existed in the first place. Julian and his wife only had one car between them because they lived in the city, parking was expensive, and neither of them made enough to justify a second vehicle. To make it work, Julian had arranged a carpool with a friend who lived a few blocks away, leaving the family car for his wife, whose workplace was a forty-five-minute drive each way on a good day. So every afternoon, Julian got dropped off at home around five-thirty, and his wife didn’t pull into the driveway until closer to six-thirty. That hour—that regular, predictable, daily hour—was the space where Julian’s life split into two separate realities.

Elena’s babysitting shift technically ended when Julian walked through the door. But she couldn’t leave. She had no car of her own. So every single afternoon, she had to hang around the house until Julian’s wife got home with the car so one of them could drive her. And it was almost always Julian who did it since his wife would be exhausted from work and the drive, and she had other stuff to do at home as well. Every time, Julian volunteered eagerly. Driving Elena home meant more alone time with her.

He never got to see Elena in the mornings because of his eight-to-five job; his friend picked him up around seven-thirty while his wife went to pick up Elena, returning home with her about thirty minutes later before heading off to her own nine-to-five. So, sitting in his office all day, 5:30 was the only milestone he cared about. 

Always, the day at work was just a grueling countdown to this exact walk up the driveway.

Julian pushed the front door open and stepped inside.

He took off his shoes and lined them up neatly against the wall. His socks felt cool against the hardwood. 

He walked through the entryway and into the living room, and there she was.

Elena was standing by the coffee table, bent slightly at the waist, gathering up a stack of colored paper and crayons. She was wearing a light blue sundress that hit mid-thigh, the kind of thing that looked casual and thrown-on but somehow clung to every curve of her body like it had been made specifically for her. The dress had thin straps over her shoulders, and the neckline dipped low enough that when she bent forward, Julian could see the upper swell of her breasts. Her ass was round and full under the thin cotton, and her legs were bare all the way down to her sandals. Her dark hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, a few strands falling around her face. She looked up when he came in, and her mouth curved into a small, easy smile.

“Hey,” she said.

Julian’s throat went dry. He kept his face neutral, his voice casual. “Hey. How was everything?”

“Good. We went to the park for a while. Toby made a friend with a kid on the swings.”

“That’s great.” 

Toby came running to the living room, a toy truck in his hand.

“Dad!” he said, his voice high and excited.

“Hey, buddy,” Julian turned to Toby, who sprawled on the carpet with the toy truck. “You made a new friend?”

“His name is Jason,” Toby said, not looking up from his truck. “He has a dog.”

Elena straightened up, the papers in her hands. She moved across the room to set them on the side table, and Julian watched the way her hips shifted when she walked, the gentle sway of her ass under the dress. His eyes tracked her without his permission, moving from the curve of her waist to the backs of her thighs to the way her sandals slapped softly against the floor.

“Toby ate all his lunch,” Elena said, turning back to face him. She leaned against the arm of the couch, one foot crossed over the other. “And he took a nap, which is basically a miracle.”

Julian laughed, the sound coming out more strained than he wanted it to. “A miracle. Right.”

His mind was not in this conversation. His mind was somewhere else entirely, somewhere dark and warm and completely inappropriate. He was thinking about Elena’s mouth, about how full her lips were, about what they would look like wrapped around his cock. He was thinking about pushing that sundress up around her waist and bending her over the couch right there in the living room, about the sounds she would make when he fucked her from behind. He was thinking about her tits, about how they would feel in his hands, heavy and soft, her nipples hard against his palms. He was thinking about her on her knees in front of him, looking up at him with those dark eyes, her lips swollen and wet.

He was getting hard, he could feel his pulse in his dick, and he was standing there in the living room while Elena was telling him about how the day went.

“—so I told him we could watch a movie tomorrow if the weather’s bad,” Elena was saying. She had her arms crossed loosely over her chest, which pushed her breasts together slightly. Julian forced his eyes up to her face.

“Sounds good,” he said. His voice sounded normal. He had no idea how it sounded normal. “Whatever works.”

Toby rolled his truck across the carpet and crashed it into the leg of the coffee table. “Boom,” he said.

“Big crash,” Elena said, smiling down at him. She reached over and ruffled his hair, and Julian watched her hand, the slender fingers, the delicate wrist. He imagined those fingers wrapped around him, stroking him, working him until he came all over her tits.

He needed to get out of this room.

“I’m gonna jump in the shower,” he said, already moving toward the hallway. His voice came out flat, casual, completely at odds with the riot happening in his body. “Long day.”

“Sure,” Elena said. She was looking at Toby again, her profile clean and sharp against the afternoon light coming through the window. “See you in a bit.”

Julian walked down the hall with his bag hanging from his hand, angled in front of him.

​

​...

The sound of tires on gravel cut through the house at six twenty-eight. Toby’s head snapped up from where he was building something precarious with blocks on the living room floor.

“Mom’s home!”

He was on his feet and bolting for the front door before Julian could say anything. Julian had been sitting on the couch for the past twenty minutes, trying to focus on a magazine he wasn’t reading, hyperaware of Elena moving around the kitchen twenty feet away. The shower had helped exactly nothing. He was still half hard, still thinking about her, still counting the seconds until the next time he could look at her without being obvious about it.

The front door opened, and Toby’s voice rose in excitement. Julian stood up, adjusted himself subtly, and walked to the entryway.

His wife, Ashley, came in with her work bag slung over one shoulder. She looked tired. Her hair was pulled back in a messy ponytail, and she had that end-of-day slump to her shoulders that Julian recognized from eight years of marriage. She dropped her bag by the door, toed off her shoes, and bent down to scoop Toby into a hug.

“Hey, baby. How was your day?”

“Good! We went to the park and I made a friend named Jason and he has a dog and Elena let me have two cookies after lunch.”

Ashley laughed, the sound warm and a little worn at the edges. She straightened up, Toby still clinging to her leg, and looked at Julian. “Hi.”

“Hey.” Julian stepped forward and kissed her cheek. She smelled like coffee and the faint chemical scent of the office building she worked in. “How was the drive?”

“Awful. There was an accident on the bridge, and everything backed up for miles.” She turned, spotting Elena standing in the doorway to the living room. “Hey, Elena. Everything went okay today?”

“All good,” Elena said. She had her bag over her shoulder now, ready to go. “Toby was great. We had a good day.”

Julian watched the exchange from a slight distance, his body performing its usual routine while his mind tracked Elena’s movements, the way she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the way the strap of her bag slid down her arm and she pushed it back up. Ashley was asking about dinner, about whether Julian had thought about what they were going to eat, and Julian nodded and said something about maybe ordering pizza, and Ashley said that sounded perfect, she was too tired to cook.

It was all so normal. So painfully normal.

After a few minutes of this, Ashley disappeared into the kitchen with Toby trailing behind her, and Elena looked at Julian.

“I should probably get going.”

“Right.” Julian grabbed his keys from the hook.

They said their goodbyes—brief, casual, Ashley thanking Elena, Toby waving enthusiastically from behind his mother’s legs—and then they were outside, walking across the driveway to the car. The evening air was warm, the sky beginning to darken toward purple at the edges. Julian unlocked the passenger door for Elena, then circled to the driver’s side and got in.

The car smelled like Ashley’s perfume and the faint synthetic scent of the air freshener hanging from the rearview mirror. Julian started the engine, backed out of the driveway, and pulled onto the street.

The dashboard threw a soft orange glow across the interior of the car. Elena settled into the passenger seat, her bag between her feet, her hands resting in her lap. She was quiet, looking out the window as the neighborhood slid past. Every thirty seconds or so, they passed under a streetlight, and each time, the light caught her differently. One light would hit the curve of her cheek, throwing her profile into sharp relief against the dark glass of the window. The next would sweep across her thighs where the sundress had ridden up, illuminating the smooth skin of her legs. Another would catch the delicate bones of her wrists, the subtle movement of her fingers as she adjusted the strap of her dress where it had slipped off her shoulder.

Julian kept his eyes on the road. Mostly.

He glanced at her directly when he thought the angle of the street made it safe—quick looks, fractions of a second, taking in the shape of her breasts under the thin fabric, the
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