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They could,
just, see the Mediterranean from the balcony. The red tiled roof of
the next house down the slope didn't quite obscure the horizon, and
they could make out the line where dark blue sea met light blue
sky. Chloe leant against the wall and stared at it for a while.

"I bet they have a
far better view." Andrew said, pointing at the next building up
from them, the highest on the hill that looked down on the town and
bay.

"I bet they have a
better everything. It's huge, and have you seen the gates? That's
some luxury, right there." Chloe took the tall glass Andrew held
out for her, enjoying the clink and tinkle of the ice in it before
taking a sip of the gin and tonic. "Not that this place is so bad."
She indicated the villa they had rented with a sweep of her hand.
The view could have been better, but it was light and spacious and
well furnished. Though, "I wish we had a pool. I bet they've got a
pool."

Andrew drew close
behind her, rested his free hand on her waist and nuzzled against
her neck. "Maybe we should go and knock on that big gate. An offer
to watch you in your bikini would convince anyone to let you use
their pool."

The light white
shirt Chloe was wearing over her bikini was too short to be used as
a dress, and the blue panel of her bottoms were visible under its
hem line. Andrew's hand slipped under the edge of the material to
find one of the bows that tied the sides of the skimpy bikini
bottoms. She took a sip of her gin and tonic as his fingers closed
on one end of the bow, trying to hide her excitement at what he was
about to do.

Andrew didn't pull
the bow loose immediately. Instead, he put his drink down on the
wide top of the wall and reached for the other bow. As he drew
tension into the string, Chloe couldn't tip her glass the extra
little bit to take another drink. The bow of the knot started to
shrink as Andrew pulled harder on the string.

Chloe put her
drink down, and rested her hands on the wall as Andrew pulled the
knots loose. First the left one, then the right, opened. Andrew
released the string and the material fluttered to the ground. He
reached around and started unbuttoning her shirt.

"Someone might see
us." Chloe said, quietly. There wasn't any suggestion in her tone
that he should stop.

Andrew turned
Chloe to face him, and kissed her. "No-one down there can see us."
he said.

It was true. The
wall came up to Chloe's waist. Nobody looking from below would be
able to see what they were doing. What about above them? She
wondered. As Andrew dropped to his knees before her, she looked up
and across at the balcony of the house up the hill from them. She
thought she saw movement, but wasn't sure. She stopped thinking
about it when Andrew's tongue flicked out and licked along the
length of her sex.

Chloe leant back
against the wall, supporting herself as Andrew hooked her right leg
over his shoulder and started lapping at her lips. She ground
against him as he pushed two fingers into her.

When his fingers
were nice and slick from his and Chloe's juices, Andrew pulled them
out of her. She knew what came next, and shivered with expectation.
He turned her around again, and she leant on her elbows on the wall
as he pushed the fingers into her arsehole. Sometimes, and this was
one of them, her own excitement was all the lubrication she needed
for him to get into the tight passage. She bit her lip and bowed
her head so that her face was shrouded by her deep brown hair as
she panted at the motion of Andrew's fingers in her back
passage.
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