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The Saturday after Rose explained her relationship with Carl to Robert, Linda was in the garage helping her father take inventory. Meanwhile, Rose was out with the other kids visiting her mother. Every month, on the third Saturday, Linda assisted with the inventory. They always started their routine before Carl's drinking began. Carl would count and clearly relay the results to Linda, who meticulously jotted them down in the ledger, speeding up the task.

Just before 1:00 p.m., Darren suddenly pushed open the garage office door and called out, “Grab a couple of beers when you're done — the game’s about to start!”

Linda and Carl were itemizing inventory inside the van, having already completed the supply shelves which were tidied with care. Darren didn't see Linda, but her breathless voice came from inside the van, saying, “We’re almost done here—just a few more items to count.” Carl appeared from inside the van, clad in his red athletic shorts; his bare chest glistened in the van’s heat. He gave Darren a thumbs-up, signaling that the inventory was nearly finished, and closed the van's side door from inside.

Thirty minutes later, Linda appeared downstairs, handing Darren a cold beer. She was soaked with sweat, her hair messy. Her blouse, fastened only with one button, was enough to hide her bare breasts. “Damn, it’s hot out in the garage, and inside the van it’s even worse. I need a quick, cool shower before I settle in for the game,” she said. The loose tails of her blouse flared as she turned to leave. Darren noticed her shorts were unbuttoned and only partially zipped.

Darren said with a hint of frustration, “It’s kind of you to spend time with Dad, but whenever I do, it almost always sparks an argument."

Linda called from the bathroom as she tossed her wet clothes into the hallway, “I get it. I don’t mind hanging out with him. I feel like giving him some attention helps make up for how Mom treats him. Plus, since I started helping with the inventory three years ago, at least he doesn't get plastered before noon anymore." Darren chuckled as he heard the shower turn on, amused by the familiar third Saturday of the month routine.

As the weeks went by, Robert’s conscience nagged him, so he admitted to Darren that he was screwing his mother. “I'm sorry, man, but your mom is hot. She looked just like that porn star, Jayden Jaymes, when she greeted me wearing sexy lingerie, expecting Hal. I was horny, missing out with Tabor, and couldn't hold back when she came on to me.”

Darren wasn't angered. “I’d rather it be you than the random guys she picks up on Wednesdays,” he laughed. 

Together, they hatched a plan to give Darren time with Tabor while Robert was with Rose. 

Rose was with Robert the following Wednesday in his apartment. Darren was at home fucking Tabor in the small office on the desk while she answered the phone and took orders. He even screwed her while she was talking to Hal.
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AS CROCUSES, DAFFODILS, and forsythia burst into vibrant bloom in the lush park, they met near the newly installed, ornate fountain, cascading water down a shimmering concrete path under a bridge and into the pond's clear, green water. They waited until they saw Tabor at the top of the grassy rise on Simpson Drive, where Darren parked his car. Tabor waved, her face bright with anticipation. They scampered up the concrete stairs and drove away with Robert and Tabor in the back seat, the music blaring from the radio. Thirty minutes later, Robert tapped Darren on the shoulder, gesturing that he was done with his turn and that it was time to switch places. Robert drove down the highway back to Clifton Heights and enjoyed frequent glances at his friend and Tabor in the rear-view mirror.

Tabor also met Hal on quiet afternoons at the old Frisco station, situated at the low northern end of Clifton Avenue. The station was long since abandoned for passenger service, but still offered a secluded spot for Hal’s discreetly parked van, shaded by overgrown trees. Modern freight trains, powered by roaring diesel engines, rumbled steadily by the station’s deserted platforms, emphasizing the station's current status as a distant remnant of the past. The rumbling sound matched the rhythm of Hal and Tabor in the van.
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IN EARLY MAY, TABOR took a home pregnancy test, which turned positive with a bright blue line, confirming her pregnancy. Upon seeing the result, she was overwhelmed with joy, eager to nurture the new life growing inside her, and excited about motherhood. Tabor was unaware of which one of her four lovers might have impregnated her, but this uncertainty didn't diminish her happiness. Upon learning of the pregnancy, her husband was elated and proud to become a father, embracing the upcoming addition to their family. Tabor was nearly sure that he was not the father. Three other men had been filling her with their sperm for over five months, while her husband only came in her twice. He preferred to fall asleep after coming into Tabor’s mouth. After sex, Ta- bor would blow him. When he came, she would continue worshiping his cock. She let his cum drain from her mouth onto his cock, then used it to spread his cum on her cheeks and drape her hair over him. She continued until she knew he was asleep when she sensed his breathing slow, then deepen and steady.
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TAMM COURT, THE LAST of the seven cul-de-sacs in Clifton Park, was not free from the hidden debauchery in the other nearby cul-de-sacs. The home of Kay and her cuckold husband, Peter, at #2 Tamm Court, is a charming example of romantic English-inspired Tudor Revival architecture. It is a one-and-a-half-story residence featuring steeply pitched gabled roofs that evoke traditional European designs.

The first-floor façade is constructed of classic red brick, giving it a warm, inviting appearance. The second floor features characteristic half- timbering with dark wooden beams against a white stucco backdrop, highlighting the home's historic and picturesque style. The property also features a neatly landscaped front yard and a charming entry porch, which enhance its overall curb appeal.

The couple's history began decades earlier when Kay and her younger sister, Ruth, were children living in the same house with their parents. The girls went to Epiphany of Our Lord Catholic Elementary School, eight blocks away on Smiley Avenue. Johnny and his friends, Peter and Pat, attended the same school. 

Johnny lived at 6243 Clifton Avenue in the house now occupied by Sabrina and her family. Back then, the house was Johnny’s castle, a grand, weathered Dutch Revival mansion, a towering Victorian turret, and stained-glass windows that shimmered in the sunlight. The young guard, clad in a dark uniform with a shiny badge, stood vigilant on the second-story turret, wielding a plastic sword to defend the fortress against imaginary dragons and roaming marauders in a vivid, fantastical world.

His father drove a large, white long-distance moving van that he often parked outside their house. Pat and Peter were close neighbors, living in adjacent houses on Odell Street, a quiet residential street just four blocks from Clifton Park.

Both of their fathers owned small local businesses that contributed to the community; Pat’s father was a skilled butcher who ran Flotron Meats, known for its fresh cuts and friendly service, while Pete’s father was a talented baker who owned Bauer Bakery, famous for its crusty bread and sweet pastries. The boys often met in Clifton Park to play, using the large playground, open grassy areas for soccer, and the pond to skip rocks or set homemade sailboats to a watery demise.

When Johnny was ten, his family moved to West County, a quiet suburban neighborhood renowned for its expansive lawns and tranquil streets. Despite the change in scenery, his parents' close friendship with Kay and Ruth’s parents persisted, with frequent visits to each other's homes filled with warm conversations and shared family dinners.

Johnny disliked these visits intensely. Every day, he had to endure the company of his two younger sisters, Linda, an energetic and outspoken girl, and Gwynn, who was more reserved and shy. On family visits, Johnny was outnumbered four to one when they were together with Kay and Ruth. The tribe of adolescent girls would join in teasing, often poking fun at his interests and manners. Over time, the visits became less frequent after Kay’s father was diagnosed with a rare and aggressive form of untreatable cancer. Kay and Johnny were both not quite thirteen at the time; Linda was two years younger, and Gwynn was five years younger.

The passing of Kay’s father when she was fifteen marked a somber turning point, but also ignited romance. When Johnny saw Kay at her father's funeral after not seeing her for over two years, he instantly fell in love—she had transformed into a princess, radiating a quiet elegance he had never seen before.

What happened was subtle, with accumulating shifts culminating in a dramatic reveal when Johnny entered the dimly lit funeral parlor. The room was filled with subdued whispers and the scent of lilies, setting a somber tone.

Kay’s awkward, youthful energy from her thirteenth year—all sharp elbows and nervous laughter—had been smoothed out and sanded, replaced by a tentative, almost regal awareness of her emerging femininity. Her body, once a straightforward, linear silhouette, had subtly morphed into a landscape of delicate changes: soft, gentle curves emerging at her well developed bust, tapering abruptly to a tiny waist then flaring to her hips where there had once been only straight lines, and a face that, while still youthful, now bore a softness that refined her features into a more defined yet mysterious visage.

Kay’s reaction to Johnny also caught her off guard. His previously gangly frame was now more substantial—the shoulders had broadened into a strong, square V-shape torso, suggesting the emergence of strength. His neck lengthened, supporting a more prominent, squared jaw and a chin that seemed to project more confidence. His brow ridge deepened, giving his face a more mature and intense expression. His voice had taken on a steadier, deeper resonance, echoing the new strength and seriousness in his presence.

Despite her grief, her attraction for the boy she had
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