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The view down her hill to the sea had changed, slowly, over the years. Mary still loved it, and the villa that offered this vantage point. She and Warren had bought it when many years of hard work, and just as much good luck, had meant they could retire young and wealthy.

It had ushered in another era in their lives as well. One just as successful, in its own way. And much more fun, because it led to things like having naked twentysomethings splashing around in the pool.

They had collected Kelly and Bill from the bus station and shuttled them up the hill earlier. The young American couple were near the end of an adventure around Europe, which had started in a hotel suite in London, and was winding up in similar fashion here on the edge of the Mediterranean. It had been the work of moments to persuade them to throw all their clothes, every last stitch, in the laundry and enjoy the pool in the nude.

Mary turned to enjoy the view of the pool, just in time to hear Kelly squeal as Bill grabbed her around the thighs and lifted her straight up. The water splashed in fascinating arcs from the ends of her tight nipples. They held the pose a moment, then they were both falling sideways.

"We've forgotten all that cheerleader training." Kelly announced after resurfacing. She slapped a wave at Bill, and he responded in kind.

Before a full scale water fight started, Warren appeared with a tray of drinks. Mary took one, and he put the tray down on a low table between the loungers. Kelly turned, dived, and swam the width of the pool under water. She rose more elegantly this time, sweeping sparkling droplets from her light blonde hair, arched back drawing attention to the perky cones of her breasts. The water was shallow enough at this end of the pool that when she stood up straight, those fine orbs were above the edge to be appreciated.

Warren was about to handle a glass of fruit juice over when Bill rose from the water behind Kelly. She giggled as he grasped her waist and pressed his erection against her butt. "Naughty boy. Let me get my drink." she told him.

Bill and Kelly sipped pineapple juice and looked up at their hosts. "We're not being, like, really rude, splashing around in your pool with no clothes on, are we? I mean, while you're all dressed." Kelly asked.

"Oh, we love naked guests." Mary assured her. "We've only got clothes on so we can go out front to let our other guests through the gate."

"Oooh, who else is coming?"

"If this is a Gang party, everyone will be coming." Bill joked. "Sorry."

"The guys who should be here soon are the ones we started The Gang with, way back when."

"Ten years ago. It's a sort of anniversary get-together. Though it's not the exact anniversary." Warren added.

"Cool. So how did you get started?"

"I do love a good origin story." Bill grinned.

"Well, we have a little time, I think we can do the potted version."

* * *

The view down to the sea was stunning. Mary grinned to think that it was hers and Warren's now. "What shall we do with the rest of our fortune?" Warren asked, handing her a tumbler of brandy.

"Say fortune a few more times for me, darling. I still haven't got used to it." Mary leant against Warren. "And I still haven't remembered how to relax." It had only been a month and a half since they had sold up and made themselves, and their team, millionaires. Now, they were enjoying some of that wealth in the villa it had bought. Maybe, after a while, boredom would sneak in again, and they'd find a new project to work on. Or maybe they could happily live off the money they had just made.

"You know what we used to do to relax? That we haven't done for a while?" Warren asked.

Mary thought she knew what he was about to suggest. "What was that?"

"Finding another couple to sleep with."

"Oh, that. Yes, we really should do that again. It was fun." Mary bent all the way down to put her empty glass on the low table between the loungers. "I'm not sure we'll find anyone to do that with here." She stayed put as Warren's hand lifted the hem of the loose sun shirt she wore, then traced the edges of her bikini bottoms.

"You know, we're above everyone else up here. No-one could possibly see what we're doing." Warren observed. His fingers had moved around to the side of the bottoms, finding the bows that held front and back together. He started tugging at them.

Mary tested the table, found it was strong enough, and leant on it. She moved her feet further apart, and looked around.

The bows came undone, and the bikini bottoms dropped to the ground. Warren's fingers came back to stroke up and down her thighs, working their way up to the pouting lips of her labia. "You know, I think we'll easily find people who'll happily join us in bed. Horny attracts horny."

"And I am very horny right now. Put.... Ooooh!" Mary had been about to demand Warren's penis, but two of his fingers had slipped into her, and that was good enough for now. She rocked against the digits, as he started moving them back and forth. Her whole body seemed to be buzzing, not just from the sexual pleasure, but also the illicit joy of doing this out in the open.

Somehow, Mary knew Warren was struggling to undo his shorts one handed. The movements of his fingers faltered and became erratic. Grinning, she looked around. "Do you want some help with that?" she asked.

"No.... I.... Do you want to get on one of the loungers, and I'll be with you in a moment."

It was a shame to lose the fingers in her, but Mary moved quickly to the nearest lounger. She thought about stretching out on her back, but had been enjoying the preamble to rear entry she had just experienced. She knelt on the lounger, resting her arms across the top of the raised end.

Warren was still struggling with his shorts. Mary shed her sun shirt, but chose to leave the bikini top on. Something about being partly dressed added to the fun of being outdoors. Warren hopped out of his shorts and quickly moved around behind her.

With only a little shuffling, Warren was behind Mary. One hand rested on her back around her waist, whilst the other held his erection as he moved it closer. The fat head nudged against her labia, lodging between them, then pressing them apart. Mary grasped the lounger, bracing herself and pushing back as he slipped inside her.

Halfway in, Warren paused. He grasped Mary's waist, then thrust his full length into her. She let out a cry of mixed joy and pleasure. Just as quickly, he moved back, almost all the way out of her. She barely had time to make an upset sound before he pushed hard into her again.

The initial pumping gave way to more measured strokes, Warren holding himself in place for moments at either end, and Mary grinding back in encouragement. Every so often, she cried out as she hit a little peak of pleasure, each one building on the last, and hitting her closer together. Warren gasped and grunted almost in time.

Together, they reached the height of joy. Just as a full blown orgasm washed through Mary's body, Warren pressed tightly to her, and pumped warm semen deep inside her.

They stayed like that for a while savouring the warmth and beat of their climaxes dissipating. Slowly and carefully, Warren pulled out, and moved to sit on the table. Mary stretched out along the lounger. "I'm going to enjoy it here." she announced.

"Absolutely." Warren stroked the curve of her nearest butt cheek.

"Let's take the next round indoors."

"Still horny?"

"Of course. I want you in my arse. That's something else we haven't done for a while."

* * *

The heat outdoors was a shock after the cool of the wine cellars. It felt as if the density of the air changed abruptly, and they were walking through something thicker. "You forget how hot it is." Warren muttered.

"At least we have a pool to go back to." Mary told him.

"Ah, if only...." said the man behind them. Mary turned to give him a little smile, and he shrugged, embarrassed at having thought out loud. She gave him a quick look over, then took in the four friends he had been doing the vineyard tour with.

"Maybe you could come and use ours." Mary blurted out, barely thinking about it. She was sure Warren was giving her a quizzical look. "Are you staying locally?"

"We're staying in that." the man said, pointing across the car park at a battered blue camper van. Conveniently, it was parked beside Mary and Warrens hot hatch. They had joked about it when they had pulled up in its shade earlier.

"All of you?"

"We have tents as well. But it can hold all five of us if it has to."

"That sounds cosy."

"It has its moments." said one of the other men.

They wandered towards their vehicles, the bottles in the crates that Warren and three of the men carried clinking with their steps. "So, would you like to use our pool?" Mary asked when they were in the shade of the camper.

"Well, I mean, if it's not an imposition. I think we've all got shorts, so we won't be skinny dipping, at least." the man who had started the conversation said.

"No-one can see our pool, so it wouldn't be a problem if you did. Oh, I'm Mary, this is Warren."

"Hi." Warren had the wine crate on their car's roof, so he could wave a hand in greeting.

"I'm Steve. This is Ken, Henry, Mark, and Gary." Each of the men gave a nod and smile as they were introduced. "What do you guys think?" Steve asked them.

"It would be cool." Gary replied.

"We'll bring food." Henry announced. "What's your kitchen like?"

"Pretty well fitted out." Warren told him.

"So it's a plan?" Mary asked.

"I think it is." Steve said.

They exchanged
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