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         Follow the road from Le Grau-du-Roi towards Espiguette and turn left as soon as you reach the beach by the lighthouse. The nudist beach starts after just a couple of hundred metres, was what it said online.

         We knew that this was something more than a so-called “textile beach”. To begin with, there was an area for families with small children and other likeminded people. Then you came to it – gradually. Right from the start, people seemed calm and relaxed, only interested in finally letting the Mediterranean hot sunshine caress their bare naked skin. But you could also see little signs that it wasn’t just the sunshine that had raised the temperature. There was an atmosphere in the air. A sense of expectation. A flutter of eroticism on the breeze. There were couples and, of course, single anxious men (who are always there!). If you looked closely enough, you might see a delicate kiss on a sunburnt chest, a head slowly wandering across naked skin, hesitating for a moment over a bulging dick; or perhaps, a hand slowly slipping between sun-bleached pubic hair, while the owner pretends to be reading a book.


Sissel and I walked slowly forwards, looking for a place to sit down. I live with an amazing woman! As we walked, we had gradually removed bits of our clothing. It was our very own erotic summer trip. We’d prepared together: smooth-shaven and full of expectation. Smooth pussy lips are the most erotic thing I can think of. We’d seen that there were others here who shared our predilection ages ago. There were a couple the same age as us – completely tanned, smooth, covered in lotion, and glistening. We looked at each other.

          “Here!” our gazes said. “Let’s stop and sit down right here.”

         Several pairs of eyes followed us, and we enjoyed the attention. The couple next to us had turned around, clearly not wanting to miss anything. We lay down and stretched out. A slightly wet and very horny crotch glistened. A half-throbbing dick lazily started becoming erect. Now and then our eyes met the gaze of the couple next to us. We didn’t look away, staring at each other slightly longer than a casual glance.


What an incredible day! Hot, steamy and erotic. The hours passed. The white wine was almost finished. We’d wandered along the beach several times. It was like we were in our very own world. Trembling, we’d slowly walked past the couple close to where we’d put our things. We were horny. Sissel had loved the sight of the cleanest dicks while taking a firm grip of my own. All those tanned, luscious summer bodies – naked! People stared. And stared.


When we got back to our spot, we saw that the other couple had gone. Aroused, we caressed each other’s bodies. I let a finger slide in and out of Sissel’s wet pussy. She groaned and writhed as she lay there. My dick was hard and throbbing, ready for action. I lay on my back, so anyone who wanted to watch could see. It was then that we were suddenly aware of them – the couple lying only ten metres from us, intensively following what we were doing. She was slowly wanking him off while he was squeezing one of her breasts. Our eyes met, and they immediately held our gaze. They were probably a few years younger than us.


Quickly, we realised that this was much more than an innocent, casual flirtation.

         “Help!” said Sissel, not particularly convincingly. “What do we do now?”

         I didn’t need to answer because whatever was going to happen would now happen. They smiled at us, and we returned the smile as if it was an invisible sign. They got up and came over and sat down on the sand next to us, bringing their towel. The woman indicated that we should turn around so that we could easily see each other. She opened her mouth slowly and let him slide his cock in. In and out. Slowly. Sensually. We still hadn’t said a word to each other. Words couldn’t compete with the intense, steaming, erotic heat. I felt Sissel’s lips take my dick firmly in her grasp. In. Out. She played with it, demanded it – greedily. I buried my face in her wide-open wet pussy, rubbing it forwards and backwards. It was as if an incessant inferno was engulfing the world. There was only the four of us, and a passion that made everything else fade away. For a second, I came to my senses and wondered if anyone could see us. As if in a haze, I saw the shadow of others a small way from us, but they slunk away. Right now, only one thing was important: the desire, excitement – the intense feeling of erotic madness – raw and wild – that surpassed everything.


The other man groaned as he came, juices and cum spraying over his stomach. A few drops ran down the woman’s chin and throat. It was as if he had cum for all of us. We glanced at each other, smiling intensely. How do we greet each other after the ecstasy of such a moment of arousal? Ophelie and Jean from Nimes, just a few kilometres from us. To sit and chat was like a part of the erotic madness we’d shared. Us two. The two of them. All four of us. It seemed that we hadn’t gone unobserved. Yes, several people had enjoyed a fantastic experience, even though it was incomparable to ours.


While we talked together, Sissel slowly began to touch my dick. She opened her legs so that both Ophelie and Jean could clearly see her smooth, shaved pussy. They obviously liked what they saw, and Jean’s dick became hard and throbbing while he fingered Ophelie’s wet pussy. For a while, our conversation continued. We talked about children, the holiday, and work. Four horny people who didn’t hide their desires; in fact, it was the opposite. They gladly and proudly revealed them for anyone to see. Finally, we stopped talking. We surrendered and let ourselves be completely washed away by a wave of excitement and arousal. The waves washed over us, and we slowly let ourselves sink down into a sea of deep, wonderful ecstasy. We neither saw nor heard anything in the gushing, erotic world where we found ourselves. Grab hold of it tightly. The excitement. The madness. The raw horniness of the madness! And don’t lose it. Don’t lose a single millimetre or drop of it. Don’t even lose an atom! It was like standing side-by-side amid a storm of rain and sunshine and hail, a rainbow shining above us. It felt like there were erotic hallelujahs – a heavenly clap of thunder.


Did it last a long time, or was it just a brief moment? I don’t know.
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