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Kiely stepped into the shower at 1:30 in the afternoon. Her lover had just left to return to work after satisfying Kiely in bed for the last hour. Kiely could still taste him as the warm water washed away what she didn't swallow. Her affair had begun six months ago, ending a frustrating period of sex with her husband that had become routine without the passion it once had. After Kiely toweled herself dry, she put on a simple light-blue house dress and carefully folded the pink, lacy lingerie she had worn when she greeted her lover at the front door. She slipped the lingerie back in its drawer, changed the bedding, remade it, and tackled her routine chores before her husband arrived home.

Dean sauntered back into the office, as the clock ticked past the usual lunch hour, a little too cheerful for a midweek day. Having caught sight of Dean returning, his coworker from the next office couldn’t resist the chance to pounce. He slipped into Dean’s office and shut the door behind him with a conspiratorial grin.

“Alright, spill the beans, Dean! You’ve got to tell me about this woman you’re meeting every Wednesday. It’s driving me crazy! Your playful hints only make my curiosity burn hotter. Who is she? What’s she like? How old is she? And, for goodness' sake, is she tied down with a husband or free as a bird?”

The tension of secrecy hung in the air as Dean's smile widened, clearly enjoying the teasing interrogation. Dean chuckled, “All I can tell you, Jon, is she is the best piece of ass I've ever had and that’s something since my wife Sharon has the body of a model and she’s a freak in bed.”

“She must be fantastic if she can compete with your wife,” Jon responded. “If you don’t mind me saying, Sharon turns me on when I see her playing tennis with us, wearing a tight white sweater and her little short skirt. Seeing Sharon makes me want to make love to my wife after our match and fantasize about having your wife’s silky, long legs wrapped around me and sucking her fabulous tits, but we are so busy that we can't have sex until Sunday morning.”

Dean laughed, “I don’t mind you fantasizing about Sharon, but be careful you don’t call out her name while you're banging Kiely on Sunday.”

Jon shook his head and replied, “Oh, by the way, I scheduled the court for our doubles match this Saturday morning at 10:00 at the Clifton Park Courts. And the girls are going to bring a picnic lunch.”

“That’s great! Sharon loves it there,” Dean said with a smile. “She’s adamant about finding a new place with a clubhouse, courts, and a pool. We’re eyeing a few subdivisions in West County that seem promising. Their plans look impressive, so it’s looking like we’ll be bidding farewell to city living soon. I’ll miss our charming house on Westmoreland and the vibrant Central West End, but everyone is moving westward. I suppose we’ll be part of that urban exodus to the suburbs! It’s just a shame there aren’t any communities in the city that compare to the charm of Clifton Park.”
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CLIFTON PARK, WHERE Jon, his wife, and young daughter have a home, is a charming cul-de-sac community bounded to the east by an historic Italian neighborhood affectionately known as “The Hill,” a tight-knit community deeply rooted in its rich cultural heritage. It is renowned for its remarkable concentration of top-tier restaurants, enchanting bakeries, and family-owned delis that tantalize the taste buds. The Hill boasts a vibrant cultural identity, where the aromas of simmering pasta and fresh-baked bread permeate the air, creating an immersive experience for residents and visitors alike.

To the northwest lies the welcoming Irish enclave of “Dogtown,” characterized by its unpretentious, friendly atmosphere and community spirit. This neighborhood is home to well-maintained, modest brick bungalows and quaint two-family flats, each often boasting small, meticulously tended yards that reflect the pride of their owners. Dogtown is a tapestry of multi-generational families and young professionals, all drawn to its warmth and charm. Beyond the inviting pubs that line its streets, Dogtown is famed for its distinctive style of pizza—characterized by a paper-thin, cracker-like crust, generously topped with creamy Provel cheese, a culinary treasure in its own right.

North of Dogtown sprawls the expansive Forest Park, a stunning 1,100-acre urban oasis that once hosted the illustrious 1904 World’s Fair. This sprawling park is a treasure trove of attractions, housing the city’s art museum, a renowned zoo, a captivating history museum, and an amphitheater that hosts lively performances. Visitors can glide across the ice skating rink. They can tee off at the well-manicured golf courses or wander along the scenic trails that meander past a network of interconnecting lakes, all contributing to the park's serene beauty.

To the west of Forest Park, just beyond the city limits, the prestigious Washington University stands proud, marking the beginning of the first suburban developments that transformed the sprawling metropolis. 
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TO THE SOUTH, ALONG the historic extension of Clifton Avenue, one can catch glimpses of the grandeur that once belonged to the 125-acre Clifton Farm owned by Judge Charles Simpson. His estate laid the groundwork for a prestigious neighborhood, as the owner platted the "Clifton Park" subdivision in the 1880s and named its central street Simpson Drive after himself.

Clifton Park, an enchanting slice of early 20th-century residential development nestled within the city limits, boasts a rich tapestry of natural beauty and architectural charm. Its heart is a delightful pond that curves gracefully through the low area of the park's dramatic rolling terrain.

Judge Simpson aimed to develop a space with a more rural feel, contrasting the crowded, grid-like blocks typical of city neighborhoods. Collaborating with a landscape architect and a passionate supporter of public parks, he carefully crafted a peaceful, scenic environment that would eventually be surrounded by grand homes.

At the heart of this tranquil setting is a captivating artificial waterfall, assembled from substantial blocks of native limestone, cascading down a steep bluff into a small, rocky gorge below. This waterfall is a beloved centerpiece, a defining characteristic that enchants visitors and residents alike. Below the waterfall, the shallow creek continues its gentle journey. Its rocky bed changes with the seasons, and the water flow ebbs and flows, dictated by nature’s whims and maintenance efforts. The symphony of falling water, along with the shaded, rocky gorge and lush greenery, creates a surprisingly tranquil, secluded atmosphere, while a bustling city surrounds the enclave. As the creek reaches its end, it forms a serene ten- acre pond, with tennis courts at one end and a lively playground with an athletic field on the other.

Alongside the scenic park, Simpson Drive is the heart of this charming community. Three quaint cul-de-sacs branch out from Simpson Drive, each teeming with character. To the west, the elegant, curving Clifton Avenue forms the neighborhood's western border, home to three additional cul-de-sacs that add to the area's quaint appeal. On the eastern side, another cul-de-sac runs off Elizabeth Avenue, which rises to meet Clifton at the top of a limestone bluff, giving the neighborhood its storied name, Clifton Heights. This avenue gently descends toward a former train station, once a charming gateway and now a part of the area's nostalgic allure. The three streets spawn seven charming cul-de-sacs, each featuring seven half-acre lots, weaving a tapestry of inviting enclaves within this delightful neighborhood.

A cul-de-sac transcends the notion of a mere street that has come to a halt; it becomes a serene refuge amid the relentless energy of town life. It resembles a lollipop—a steadfast stick of asphalt that culminates in a broad, gentle bowl, a loop of pavement cradled by houses that face inward, resembling spectators gathered around a silent arena.

The ambiance here feels substantially different from the surrounding city of grid streets. The frantic pace of the through streets dissipates at the entrance, replaced by a profound, almost drowsy calmness. With the urgency of destination removed, the sound of a solitary car becomes a noteworthy event rather than mere traffic. The prevailing sounds are the distant hum of a lawnmower, the merry shrieks of children playing, and the soft thumps of a basketball bouncing against a driveway hoop.

It serves as a stage for suburban life. Chalk rainbows and hopscotch grids adorn the pavement, slowly fading as the sun incessantly bathes them. Bicycles and tricycles lie abandoned on front lawns, as if their young riders were suddenly whisked away midadventure. In the late afternoons, the rich aroma of charcoal lighter fluid and sizzling burgers permeates the air, drifting enchantingly from one backyard to another, uniting neighbors in a culinary embrace.

The houses themselves seem to lean in, intimate witnesses to the quiet secrets and joyful memories shared within the circle. Each home, with its unique architectural features and well-tended gardens, contributes to the tapestry of life in the cul-de-sac, creating a warm, inviting ambiance that fosters a sense of belonging within the community. They know which teenager last practiced driving here, which dog is the friendliest, and which neighbor always shovels everyone's sidewalk after a snowfall. Yet neighbors on one cul-de-sac may not know who’s living in the next, and few know about the secrets beyond closed doors—secrets like Kiely’s Wednesdays with Dean at #4 Magnolia Court.

Kiely and Jon’s love life had become routine after the birth of their daughter three years ago. Every Sunday morning, they had sex before their daughter woke up. Kiely had been quite promiscuous during high school and college. She had over thirty partners before meeting Jon five years ago.

Their sex life was very active three or four times a week for their first two years. In the beginning, both were wholly immersed in the whirlwind of new parenthood, as the joy and challenges of their little one consumed their hearts and minds. Jon had recently received a well-deserved promotion at work, a testament to his hard work and dedication, which brought a sense of accomplishment and optimism to their life. With this newfound stability, they took the exciting step of purchasing a charming home in Clifton Park. In this picturesque neighborhood, tree-lined streets and friendly neighbors created the perfect backdrop for their growing family.

They
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