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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.
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Kay and John exchange vows and begin their Hawaiian honeymoon, staying at a luxurious residence of a Japanese friend. Over ten sun-filled days, they explore stunning sights, enjoy the sunshine, and engage in intimate relations with several others, including the wife of John’s friend. Back home, John discloses shocking secrets that make them suspect the area's history predates their time. The neighborhood’s story deepens further when they meet Rose, a resident who has called Clifton Park home for forty years. 
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Hokuala

 

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 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 threesomes 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.”
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