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Robert smiled warmly at Rose’s request to walk Tabor home and nodded, showing his willingness to help. Feeling comforted and confident, Tabor eagerly latched onto Robert’s sturdy arm. She looked at him with a grateful smile and said, “Thanks, I’m sure I’ll be safe with such a strong man to protect me.

They sang a few stanzas of ‘Santa’s Coming to Town’ as they walked. Tabor hugged Robert’s arm, and he could feel the softness of her breasts. He tightened the linkage of their arms to stabilize Tabor’s tipsy walk. When he did, he felt her nipple stiff as a bullet from the chill of mid-December passing through her sweater dress, but it didn't faze Tabor. Her voice rang out, “I could dance all night.”

Meanwhile, Carl said goodnight to Hal. Then he stumbled to bed, as drunk as a skunk, and passed out. Darren had already gone to bed after Robert and Tabor left. He could hear Tabor singing ‘Rock Around the Christmas Tree’ through his slightly open bedroom window, half a block away. Glancing through the window, he saw Tabor twirling, with Robert catching her before she fell.

Darren heard Hal say goodbye, and the front door open. Then he heard Rose say as the door clicked closed. “Where do you think you’re going?” Next, he listened as footsteps descended the staircase: his mother’s, light but purposeful, and others, heavier and more hurried. Rose moved to turn off the lights in the family room. He heard his mother say, “You fucked her, didn't you?”

He clearly heard Hal reply, “Yeah, but what do you care, you get it whenever you want.”

“I want it now,” Rose demanded.

Darren heard sounds he was all too familiar with. He cracked open his bedroom door and listened. “You just had to wait a few hours for your turn,” Hal said.

“Then do me better than you gave it to her,” Rose moaned.

Darren’s curiosity got the better of him. He eased his head out of his bedroom door. At the end of the hallway in the darkness, he could barely make out their shadowed silhouettes—a woman being forced to her knees and a man shoving his cock in her mouth. Darren eased back into his room, worried about being detected. He heard Rose gagging and Hal moaning. Darren carefully looked out of the door again. He could see the form of a man’s bare ass pumping into a woman, lying on the floor, her legs in the air. He heard Rose moan, Hal groan, and saw their silhouettes come together. It was hard to see in the shadows, but Hal was clearly fucking his mother.

The only light from upstairs provided dim illumination. Hal got her to her hands and knees. Darren could just make out the dark forms of Hal giving it to Rose doggy style, the shadows of her breasts swaying gracefully with every thrust. Darren heard Rose say, “I'm coming!” Then Hal groaned and shot his load on her back.

Darren gently closed his bedroom door, holding the handle and slowly releasing it to ensure it didn’t make a sound. Fifteen minutes later, he heard the front door open and close again. Then Rose’s footsteps faded as she climbed the stairs from the split-level foyer landing.

The erotic scene of his mother and Hal left Darren unfazed; their affair was well known to him and his older sister. As he pulled the covers over him, he pictured Robert struggling with the hot, drunk woman.
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TABOR FELT SECURE WITH Robert’s arm around her as they turned the corner at Bowman Court. Her spirits soared, supported by the fun she had that night—letting Hal go all the way and flirting with unattached men at the party. The power she had to attract attention simply by allowing a glimpse under the skirt of her short dress was something she had long forgotten. She could still feel the thrill of hands slipping to her ass or copping a quick feel of her breast while dancing. Hal lit a fire that had been smoldering.

When she had gone home earlier to change, Hal waited in the front room while she quickly went up to her bedroom and stripped her dress off in a flash. “Did I leave the door ajar open on purpose?” she questioned as she thought back. It was an exciting feeling having a handsome man in her home while her husband was out of town. Standing in her vibrant red lingerie, she scanned her closet for something festive for the holidays to replace the dress she purchased just for the party. Her eyes landed on the winter white sweater dress she had worn a few years ago. She pulled the dress out and examined it. She whispered, “Can I still wear this?”

“I think that will do just fine,” Hal said, standing behind her.

Tabor gasped, startled that Hal was in her bedroom. She clutched the dress she selected from her closet to cover herself and tucked it in to conceal her nearly naked body. Hal chuckled and wrapped his strong arms around her waist. She squealed as Hal picked her off her feet. He threw her on the bed and began to loosen his belt and unzip his trousers. She was still bent at the waist, holding her knees to her chest. She thought about what Rose said, that she didn't need a husband to have a baby, just a cock. She smiled as Hal’s cock appeared, thinking, “It doesn't get any better than his.” 

Tabor stretched out her legs luxuriously, raised her hips, and slipped her panties to her knees.

Hal helped, slowly taking her panties off. He gently tugged the top of her red stockings, kissing her thighs and calves as he removed them.

He repeated the same gentle affection with the other stocking as Tabor removed her bra. Tabor spread her legs, feeling Hal’s weight descend on her body. She delightfully moaned as she felt a new cock spread her pussy open. Hal’s rhythmic strokes sent chills through her. Hearing him say how long he wanted her inflated her ego. A tremor began deep within, building into a wave that crashed through her, leaving every muscle taut before dissolving into a shuddering release — a slow uncoiling, then a sudden, radiant rush of heat flooding her veins.

Hal raised her legs, bending her knees to her head as he crushed his weight down on her, his arms trapping her legs and pinning her down.

“Oh god, I’m coming again, she exclaimed. He furiously fucked her hard, “Oh damn, and again,” she cried out as she gushed her silky hot cream on his cock. Hal rocked her back to her shoulders, allowing his cock to go deeper. She felt her vagina tightening and releasing in a rapid, involuntary rhythm.

The edges of her self blurred, merging with sensation until she was the feeling itself. Hal continued until he was ready. 

“Where do you want it, baby, he asked.

Tabor grasped Hal’s ass and dug in her nails. “Inside me,” she exclaimed as she felt the rush of his cream fill her. The feeling of pleasure Hal gave her stayed with her through the party as she danced and flirted.

Now, at the end of her thrilling evening, Tabor stood on the porch of #3 Bowman Court, cozily decorated for the holiday season. She looked up at Robert with a bright smile and said, “I had so much fun tonight, I only wish you and I had danced.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief, hinting that the evening was far from over. She then unlocked the old brass door handle, glinting softly in the porch light, and gently swung the door

open. Robert, grinning back, responded with a shy smile, “I would have danced with you, but you were occupied and had them waiting in line,” his voice tinged with regret as he gestured towards the inviting space just inside.

Glancing inside, she said with a grin. “I don’t see anyone in line here, so I’m available now.” 

Robert stepped forward, backing Tabor through the doorway, and pushed the door closed behind him. She put both arms around his neck. Robert took her waist in his hands and slowly guided her rhythmically across the floor, their eyes locked on each other’s. Tabor melted into him, absorbing the feel of Robert’s trim athletic body. They continued their soundless, slow dance, Tabor moving backward through the living room. His hands felt delightful gliding up her back to her shoulder blades, then back down to her hips. They danced to the stairway, then Tabor took Robert’s hand and led him up to her bedroom. 

Inside the room, Robert saw the stained dress on the floor and red lingerie strewn across the rumpled bed covers. Robert cupped Tabor’s ass cheeks in his hands, raising her skirt as Tabor raised her arms to let him remove her sweater dress. Tabor brushed away her red lingerie and stockings that Hal had stripped off her earlier.

She lay back on the rumpled bed in the same place Hal had made love to her and watched Robert undress as she had watched Hal.

She couldn’t resist the urge to caress her clit as Robert’s muscular V-taper torso was revealed—broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist. Every muscle was rendered in a state of perfect, poised tension: quadriceps, hamstrings, calves, and penis.

Robert showered her with kisses from her neck, breasts, and abdomen, his wet mouth stimulating her senses. Tabor ran her slender fingers through Robert’s rich, dark hair, gently massaging his scalp as she lowered his head. A soft moan escaped her lips as his tongue encircled her clit.

Tabor spread her legs, and a rush of euphoria filled her as his girth spread her pussy open. Robert’s straitened outstretched arms braced his upper torso above her as he thrust his hips. She adored the sight of his body as he did hers. His chest lowered, settling in an embrace. She relished his arms around her, gripping her tightly as his rhythm increased and he went deeper in her. She shuddered and came, digging her nails into his well-formed biceps.

“Cum inside me,” she shrieked. Robert released his load. She felt his hot cream fill her, making
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