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Reflections From the Pond

A middle-aged swinger couple uncovers long-hidden secrets buried within the winding Cul-de-sacs of the tranquil Clifton

Park neighborhood. They engage in lust-filled interactions with seasoned residents who have lived there for decades, while

also introducing an unlikely new pair. A passionate love story begins to unfold, adding to the neighborhood's quiet

mysteries. The six-book sequel to Cul-de-sac Passions reflects echoes from the past and adds secrets known only by the pond.

 

Book 1 

Return From the Skies

 

After twenty-five years away, a resident returns to his hometown to reconnect with his youth. After he wanders through neighborhoods, he is unexpectedly drawn in by a cuckold wife who once lived in Clifton Park, the last stop on his itinerary. She reveals the true nature of the neighborhood, shattering the myth of its quiet, sleepy charm. When he finally revisits Clifton Park, he realizes that old flames and old passions never truly fade. 
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Return From the Skies

 

 

A sleek T-38 Talon, a two-seat, twin-jet supersonic trainer based at Whiteman AFB, glided gracefully toward the city from the southwest. Its landing approach traced a sweeping arc around the eastern edge of Forest Park, then curved northwest to align perfectly for touchdown. From above, the pilot and passenger viewed a patchwork of neighborhoods—including Lindenwood Park, Clifton Heights, The Hill, and Central West End—unfolding beneath them. Behind the pilot, the passenger gazed at the distinctive outline of Clifton Park, where lush greenery stood out against the gray urban landscape of the surrounding Clifton Heights neighborhood. A small, oblong lake resembled a turkey leg and thigh, adding a touch of whimsy. Surrounding the little lake, the Drive and Avenues form rings of access points to seven cul-de-sacs. Unlike cookie-cutter suburbs built in haste, Clifton Park evolved gradually over the first half of the last century, resulting in a charming mosaic of architectural styles and unique homes.

 

The T-38, a sleek white dart, streaked across the sky at an exhilarating 400 miles per hour. The pilot gently reduces the power to idle, executing a smooth, slicing turn back toward the runway—trading altitude for speed and position. As the aircraft lined up perfectly on final approach, the runway below appeared as a narrow ribbon, growing closer with each passing second. The main gear tires kiss the pavement with a sharp, high-pitched chirp as the plane settles onto its rear wheels. The unmistakable scent of scorched rubber fills the cockpit, mingling with the diminishing roar of the engines. Quiet now, the pilot taxied the T-38 to its designated area, poised for the pilots to make their exit.

 

As the passenger stepped off the ladder onto the tarmac, he shook hands with the T-38 pilot, thanking him for the opportunity to hitch a ride back to his hometown for the week. The passenger recently accepted an assignment to Whiteman, located on the other side of the state. His mission was to fly B-2 stealth bombers stationed exclusively at Whiteman Air Force Base. 

 

Twenty-five years had slipped by since John last set foot in his hometown. His career had taken him soaring across the skies in some of the nation's most formidable bombers, including the iconic B-52, the backbone of America's strategic nuclear defense.

 

Now, his parents were semi-retired, managing a quaint marina on Lake Taneycomo, 200 miles away. Recently, he spent a week with them, casting lines, sharing stories on fishing trips, and savoring his mother’s comforting home-cooked meals. His sisters had settled elsewhere with their families; his close friends had drifted apart over the years.

 

This trip wasn’t about rekindling old ties, but a heartfelt journey back to the childhood haunts etched in his memory. He was eager to see what had changed and what remained untouched—driven by a nostalgic curiosity that brought him back to his roots. 

 

John lounged on the balcony of his fourteenth-floor room at the Chase Park Plaza Hotel, a sweeping view of Forest Park spread before him. His eyes traced the horizon, where the community of Creve Coeur was barely a spec—the last place he called home—loomed softly in the distance. As dusk settled, he felt a stir of nostalgia, knowing tomorrow he'd embark on a heartfelt journey through memories, starting from the suburban neighborhoods of the 1960s and retracing his steps back east to the city and Clifton Park, revisiting the roots of his past.
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