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Sandra looked at the clock, her eyes tracing the slow movement of the second hand. "He said he'd be back by now," she murmured to herself, her fingers drumming a staccato rhythm on the kitchen counter. The house was eerily quiet, save for the hum of the fridge and the distant sound of a lawnmower. She glanced out the window, watching the shadows of the trees dance across the freshly cut grass. The sun was starting to dip, casting a warm glow through the curtains.

Her son's friend, Tom, was supposed to stop by around this time. He had promised to help with the heavy lifting she couldn't manage alone. Sandra had been looking forward to it all day. Not just for the help, but because Tom had that... something about him that made her feel alive. Young, attractive, and muscular, he was the kind of man who could make any woman's heart skip a beat. She had noticed the way his eyes lingered on her when he thought she wasn't looking, the way his gaze traced her body like it was a map to hidden treasures.

Tom knocked on the door, the sound echoing through the corridor. Sandra's heart did a little flip as she rushed to answer it. "Hey, Mrs. D," he greeted her, a lazy smile playing on his lips. His eyes took her in, and she felt a flush creep up her neck. She was dressed in a simple white sundress that hugged her curves in all the right places. She had made sure to leave the top buttons undone, just enough to show a hint of cleavage.

"Hi, Tom," she replied, her voice a little too high. She stepped aside to let him in. "You're just in time. The living room's a mess, and I could really use your strong arms." She gestured to the cluttered space, her hand lingering on the small of her back. His eyes followed the movement, and she felt a thrill run through her.

Tom stepped into the house, his eyes scanning the room. "Where's your son?" he asked, his voice dropping to a murmur.

"Oh, he had to run some errands. He won't be back for a bit," she said, her gaze holding his. She could see the flicker of interest in his eyes, the same one she had seen before when they were alone.

Tom shrugged off his jacket, revealing a tight t-shirt that stretched over his broad chest. His biceps flexed as he hung it on the coat rack, and Sandra couldn't help but stare. She had never felt this way about a man so much younger than her before, but there was something about Tom that made her want to throw caution to the wind.

"Let's get started then," he said, rolling up his sleeves. The sight of his forearms, dusted with fine hair and bulging with muscle, sent a shiver down her spine. She led him into the living room, where boxes and furniture were scattered haphazardly.

Sandra bent over to lift a box, her dress riding up to reveal the tops of her stockings. She knew Tom was watching, could feel his eyes on her ass. She made a show of stretching, her breasts straining against the fabric. It was all she could do to keep from smiling when she heard her husband's footsteps in the hallway. She didn't turn around, just continued her task, her heart racing.
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