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Sex with Clifton was even better than their first time in the Alps. She was alone with him, without Chloé's gorgeous presence, and John was being well cared for at home with Loren, so Kay could focus entirely on enjoying Clifton again. She didn't hold back, giving him everything he desired and demonstrating her own pleasure with passion and openness. Her orgasms came like lightning strikes, threatening to split her into pieces.

As Clifton drifted off to slumber, Kay lay with her head on his washboard abdomen, staring at the stunning cock that had just given her the best sex of her life. She felt her emotions were gripped by more than just the sex. Something magical was happening to her—a quiet, unshakable knowledge that her life was fundamentally better and more beautiful with this person in it. Her heart fluttered as she gazed at him, noticing the pronounced veins that powered his lovemaking.

John enjoyed his coffee on the front porch of #2 Tamm Court, among potted yuccas, elephant ears, and vibrant flowering begonias, listening to the soft hum of bees and the distant chirping of sparrows. After two hours last night, Loren’s limo driver held the car’s back door as she entered, wearing one of Kay’s robes. John tore her clothes to shreds, and they still lay on the floor where he had ripped them from her body. Their sex was rough and ravishing as if the world was ending. The chauffeur watched Loren in the rearview mirror as she opened the robe and pleased herself until her spasms subsided. John slept like a baby for eight hours.

He waved nonchalantly as a taxi pulled into the driveway. Kay hurried inside to change clothes, while Clifton settled onto the porch swing, accepting a warm cup of coffee. “Thanks for letting Kay stay over,” Clifton said with a grin. “I hope Loren took care of you as well as Kay did me.”

“Loren is always excellent in bed,” John replied with a smile. “Now I’m starving. There’s an excellent deli near Washington U where we can grab a quick bite after we pick up your sister.”

John’s hunger for Protzel's Deli locs and bagels soon turned into a different hunger at the first glance of Clifton’s sister, a young woman with satin-matte copper skin tone that seemed to glow from within. In the sunlight, Melilla’s figure was bathed in a soft, shimmery glow, as if she were a rare metal illuminated by the light—a truly precious beauty rarely seen.

Her presence was commanding—tall, athletic, and statuesque, bearing a stature that matched her brother’s effortlessly. She possessed the graceful curves of a woman confident in her femininity—waist, hips, and breasts harmonious—complemented by broad shoulders, a taut abdomen, and powerful limbs that spoke of strength. Her face, noble and lovely, carried a stern, focused expression that commanded attention. Melilla’s features radiated determination and intelligence; she was a captivating blend of feminine allure and masculine strength, embodying a fascinating paradox that drew you in.

While having breakfast at the sidewalk cafe of the historic Jewish deli that had served the community for three generations, Melilla praised Kay for her stylish two-piece outfit—a long-sleeve, zip-up, see-through mesh crop top layered over a satin black bralette, paired with high-waisted mini shorts. “ My brother knows how to pick the best women; I can't believe you’re a day over thirty-five," she said with a smile.

“Thank you,” Kay replied with a warm smile at Clifton. “It’s a blessing to still catch the eye of a man like your brother in my mid-fifties.”

“Clifton chuckled and grasped Kay’s upper thigh, “She’s hiding here that she caught more than my eye last night.”

Kay blushed, “You best not let your hand wander or I'll have you again right here on Protzel's patio.”

After breakfast, they drove through Forest Park, passing the renowned City Zoo, and stopped at the Art Museum to show their artistic-minded visitors what the city had to offer.

Clifton and Melilla gazed in awe at the breathtaking limestone building, a masterpiece perched proudly atop the steep, sweeping Art Hill. Its commanding presence offered spectacular vistas of the surrounding landscape, including the iconic Grand Basin, an expansive lake at the hill’s base, adorned with nine shimmering fountains. The building's central copper dome, with its soft verdigris hue, gleamed beautifully against the sky, enhancing the structure’s majestic allure.

Pushing through the heavy brass doors, they immediately felt the atmosphere shift. The cool, dry air enveloped them, carrying the faint, crisp aroma of polished wood and stone that wafted through the Great Hall—an expansive, echoing space beneath Cass Gilbert's stunning barrel-vaulted ceiling from the 1904 World's Fair. Light poured in through clerestory windows, bathing the marble floors in a gentle glow and accentuating the soft murmur of visitors. Even before laying eyes on a single artwork, the space commands reverence and awe.

Ascending the grand staircase, they step into the European galleries, where the atmosphere shifts dramatically. The dark, intimate spaces give way to soaring, light-filled chambers that invite exploration. Hours could easily pass here, but today, a few masterpieces demand their attention. Over the next half hour, they stand before Monet’s "Water Lilies," while just a few steps away, Van Gogh’s "The Stairway at Auvers" pulses with an almost electric energy, its bold, swirling brushstrokes and vibrant colors. Clifton notices a small crowd gathered in front of a massive canvas. He joins them to gaze upon Max Klinger’s "The Crucifixion," its chilling, blue-toned realism and stark drama holding everyone in a shared, breathless silence.

“How far is it from here to where you live?” Clifton whispered.

“Four miles,” Kay breathed into his ear. He smiled and squeezed her hand as they made their way outside.

Returning to Clifton Park, they drove by Bowman Court to show Clifton where he spent the first year or so of his life. They parked the car across from where Tabor lived. Melilla giggled as she stepped out, noticing Kay pull her bralette back into place, covering her breast. Clifton looked up at the steeply pitched gable roof and the decorative half-timbering of the Tudor Revival house. "So this is my first home,” he said, his voice thoughtful.

Melilla chuckled, "Back when you were still in diapers.” He gave Melilla a teasing slap on her butt as they crossed through a neighbor's yard to Esther Court, stopping at Rose’s charming split-level home to knock on the door.
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ROSE WAS IMPECCABLY prepared for their visit, having spent hours dressing and standing before the mirror, carefully concealing the wear of over seventy years. Despite her frailty, she carried herself with an elegant grace in her flowing sundress and push-up bra showing ample cleavage. She exuded warmth and poise as she led them to the backyard picnic table, where a pitcher of refreshing lemonade awaited." Kay eagerly broke the ice, “Rose was your mother’s closest friend in the neighborhood.”

"Indeed, we were very close," Rose replied softly. “Before we begin, I want you to know she loved you dearly. She had a hard time conceiving and was overjoyed when she learned you were coming."

Then Rose straightforwardly addressed the issue. “I’m responsible for Tabor’s affair with whoever is your father. I was the one regarded as the neighborhood slut, not Tabor. She remained faithful to your father until I influenced her. All she wanted was to have a baby to raise. I told her she should sleep around with anyone she chooses and see if they could give her what she wanted.”

Clifton, seeking clarity, asked, “Can you tell me who my real father is?”

Rose responded confidently, “I can quickly eliminate Tabor’s husband. I can see now that you're older; the two of you have nothing in common, but I know he was proud to have a son. It could have been Hal, my husband’s partner. His van was seen parked outside the house on Bowman Court several times when her husband was away, but you’re much too pale. Hal was darker, like my son, Darren. My best guess is that it was my son’s friend, Robert. They both were screwing her, often together. They would pick her up at the pond where the stairs lead down to the Pavilion and drive around, taking turns with her in the back seat.”

She paused before adding, “I was sleeping with Robert every Wednesday in his garage apartment near Nick’s Pub. He told me all about it and was disappointed to lose her. He confessed he wished he had one last chance with Tabor.” Rose chuckled and said, “I did my best to distract him from her, and I think I did a pretty good job! I was pretty hot back in those days.”

After thanking Rose for her honesty, Clifton wrapped her in a warm hug. She traced her hand from his rippled abdomen to his chest and grinned playfully, “Too bad I’m not a few years younger. I’d have you squarely in my sights."

Clifton slipped his hand to Rose’s ass and playfully squeezed as he chuckled. “And I’m sure you wouldn't miss your target."

After their visit with Rose, Kay and Clifton strolled casually around Clifton Pond, with John and Melilla following closely behind. John’s hand touched Melilla’s, and she gently intertwined her fingers with John’s. They reached the stairs leading down from Simpson Drive to the Pavilion. Kay pointed out, “This is where Rose said the two boys would wait for Tabor to go for a ride.”

Clifton looked up to Simpson Drive. He paused for a moment, envisioning Tabor getting into the back seat, before the car sped away.

Melilla looked around and interrupted his thoughts, "Clifton, this neighborhood feels like the perfect place you envisioned for your gallery and studio.”

"Melilla, you're right," Clifton acknowledged. "I feel more grounded here than I have anywhere else except the Alps. If I lived here, we wouldn't have to be so far apart. I’d feel much better about your choice of schools if I were close by. Loren and Rose’s stories make me wonder if perhaps my mother gave me my name to draw me back to where it all began—a solid place where I can steady my hand
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