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Kiley paused her story about Sabrina and the priest when John gasped, “She must have been delusional to think the priest would give up his devotion to marry her, especially since she was already giving him everything.”

“Love clouds a woman’s mind,” Kiley said, then continued. 

“Months slipped by, and Sabrina’s pleas seemed to vanish into silence—or perhaps, the answer was no. Father Jim never spoke of marriage, steadfast in his vow to serve the Lord. When Sabrina graduated and left town to pursue her Master's, she finally saw the truth: her love for him was not reverence, but the path to her ruin. With a heavy heart, she shattered the prison of her own making and set herself free.”

“God, that story is sad. The priest just used her, but the thought of him fucking that twenty-one-year-old on the altar made me rock hard again,” John said.

“Let me take advantage of that,” Kiley giggled as she rolled over on top of John, straddling his hips on her knees with her pussy hovering just above his stiff cock. Her image radiated pure, unadulterated glamour—a stunning homage to the pin-up and screen siren eras, now reimagined with the bold confidence of a gorgeous, mature woman. Soft lighting bathed her in a gentle glow, casting delicate shadows that sculpted her figure and highlighted a seamless flow of elegant, captivating curves. Her head tilted back just so, as she lowered her hips, and she felt the lips of her vulva part. She lowered herself further, feeling both deeply calm and settled while also electrified and hyper-aware as John fully penetrated her. Her heart pounded faster, yet her breathing remained smooth and steady. She eased back onto one elbow, one stockinged leg stretched out while the other curved slightly, tracing the outline of her form. Her eyes locked onto John's, a playful, knowing smirk curling her lips. Soft waves of her hair tumbled over her shoulders, catching the light with every gentle ripple. A newfound sense of freedom washed over her, exhilarating and pure.

Kiley and Jon had swapped with about a dozen others, but this was the first time they were confident enough to let each other spend the night alone with another partner. Kiley leaned forward and whispered, “I want to make love all night; we can sleep tomorrow.” By sunrise, they had made love four times, in addition to the first time in the guest room. They explored every inch of each other’s bodies and shared their favorite positions. They woke up at 10:00, wrapped in each other's arms, a quiet intimacy lingering between them. After sharing a shower, they savored coffee and flaky pastries, relishing the simple pleasures of the morning. 

Together, they strolled around Clifton Pond, side by side at Magnolia Court, their steps unhurried, their gestures reserved—no words, no touches, just a comfortable silence. The pond's glassy surface was barely disturbed, save for the gentle ripples caused by curious ducks paddling away.

“Living here’s a blessing,” Kiley mused. “People wouldn’t guess what goes on behind closed doors, like what we did last night. Clifton Park’s serenity is undeniable, but beneath it, it’s just like any other place when it comes to discreet sex beyond the boundaries of monogamy.”

“I’m sure you're right,” John replied. “I’m happy that you and Kay prefer consensual swapping rather than cheating on their spouses. We’re among the few who enjoy the open satisfaction of multiple partners.”

After returning Kiley to #4 Magnolia Court, Kay and John strolled hand in hand around the tranquil pond. They paused at the elegant arched bridge, sharing a tender kiss as water from the ornate fountain spilled beneath them, feeding the shimmering pond below. Their love was undeniable; there was no need to hide it. John gazed into Kay’s eyes and softly asked, “Will you marry me?”

Overjoyed, Kay threw her arms around his neck and exclaimed, “Yes! That’s everything I’ve ever dreamed of!”
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THEIR WEDDING UNFOLDED on the charming wooden deck of the Clifton Pond Pavilion, a spot blessed with breathtaking sweeping views of the lush, green park and the glistening pond beyond. Guests, exuding elegance in their finest attire, gathered eagerly along the steps descending from Simpson Drive, quietly absorbing the magical moment. The steps, adorned with delicate floral arrangements, created a picturesque aisle as Kay, in a flowing white gown, made her graceful entrance. She walked slowly and purposefully, flanked by her sister Ruth and John’s childhood friend Pat, ready to unite with John in a moment filled with love and promise.

After the ceremony, about a dozen guests gathered in the cozy dining and living room of #2 Tamm Court for a warm and intimate reception. Ruth, standing on the staircase steps, raised her glass for the first toast, her voice trembling with emotion, as she captured the heartfelt moment. Then, the best man, Pat, humorously shared, "John, Pete, Kay, and I have been lifelong friends," he began, pausing with a grin. “I came in second place again, and I’m damn mad!" Laughter filled the room, and glasses clinked in celebration.

Recently divorced Ruth had just caught the bouquet. Meanwhile, John playfully tugged Kay’s garter, and the lively crowd erupted in cheers, catcalls, and whistles, adding to the festive chaos. As the party started to wind down, Kay’s eyes caught a new arrival—a tall, handsome, dark-bald man in a crisp blue Air Force uniform she didn't recognize. He introduced himself with a warm smile, “I’m Jordan, John’s B-2 co-pilot.” Offering hearty congratulations, he stepped aside gracefully as others gathered around to share well-wishes for the happy couple.

After the last couple left, John leaned in and kissed Kay softly before guiding her into the living room. There, Jordon was relaxing with his second glass of champagne, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. John grinned and declared, “Major Hicks is my wedding gift to you.” Without hesitation, Jordon rose, drained his glass, and swiftly swept Kay into his arms. He carried her up the stairs with grace, while John leisurely poured himself a flute of champagne, taking a moment to give the couple space before joining them. 

When he entered the bedroom, all he could see was Jordon’s black ass wrapped in Kay’s white legs. She was still fully dressed in her white wedding dress. Jordon’s cock deep inside her made Kay’s eyes roll completely back, but she felt John’s cock on her lips. While Kay fucked and sucked, John said, “Fuck her like we had that brown, green- eyed teenager from the Maldives that we had when we were on Diego Garcia.”
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DURING THEIR NINE-HOUR flight to Hawaii the next day for their honeymoon, John stretched out comfortably in first class and smiled as he reminisced, "Jordon and I managed this trip in just four hours last month.”

“That’s okay,” Kay whispered. Jordan really stretched me. I can use the time to get back in shape for you when we get to Kauai.”

Their destination was the luxurious Timbers Kaua'i at Hokuala, nestled just south of Lihue. This villa, a pinnacle of upscale living, belonged to a Japanese industrialist and avid golfer. Though he wouldn't be there, his third wife, Mi, was ready to welcome them as their host. John had met Mi a few years ago in Tokyo—a chance encounter arranged by her sixty-year-old husband, who wanted to keep his twenty-seven-year-old trophy wife satisfied. Mi was a striking presence—long-legged, slender-waisted, and confident. When Mi appeared to greet them at the door of her villa, Kay’s breath caught. Mi's tall, poised figure and captivating blend of elegance and allure promised a honeymoon that would be anything but ordinary, perfectly in tune with their unconventional lifestyle.

Mi wore an enchanting, welcoming smile that lit up her entire face, highlighting her delicate, slender features and almost doll-like charm. Her mesmerizing, enormous almond-shaped eyes, framed by bold, expressive eyebrows that arched gracefully, drew attention. Complete with her luscious, bee-stung lips, she exuded a captivating, youthful allure.

The interior of the two-bedroom villa was elegant and contemporary, featuring an open-concept living space, a spacious lanai, a plunge pool, and a deep-soaking tub.

After Mi showed them to the guest bedroom, she bowed slightly, saying, “I’m going to dinner tonight with one of my husband’s golfing partners. I want to give you time to yourselves. You’ll find plenty of prepared dishes in the kitchen, and I know you will enjoy the pools on the lanai. Tomorrow we are going sailing, so don’t stay up late,” she giggled. She pulled a platter from the refrigerator and said, “Here is a starter, and that bottle of wine is for you to ease the tension from your flight, and there’s more in the wine closet. I need to shower and get ready for my date.”

While John and Kay enjoyed their seafood charcuterie plate, Mi suddenly stepped in, signaling her intention to leave. She wore a head-turning ensemble: a tight, strapless top, a mini skirt, and sky-high heels. On her tiptoes, she reached to put her arms around John’s neck and planted a kiss, revealing the tight cheeks of her butt and her sleek, alluring figure to Kay. Giving Kay a warm hug, she said, “Have a wonderful evening.” They watched her slender, nearly six-foot-tall frame in six-inch heels scamper toward the door, leaving a flurry of anticipation in the air. “She’s going on a date?” Kay asked. “Dressed like that, she’s sure to get laid.

Her old husband gives her permission to be with a few select men when he’s away.” John replied.

“I’m sure your one of those,” she smirked.

John grinned and nodded as he took a drink of wine. “Yes, but tonight I’ll busy with my wife to make up for sharing you last night.”

The following morning, Mi prepared breakfast, wearing only a short white satin robe revealing the outline of her breasts and large nipples. She began their day with a steaming cup of rich Kona coffee. They savored every sip before indulging in a Japanese treat—Dorayaki, a pancake-like sandwich filled with luscious red bean paste. Afterward, they changed into their beachwear and set off for the marina, passing the picturesque Hokuala Point, home to the resort's breathtaking oceanfront activity and pool complex
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