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The sand was a crisp gold, warm and soft against Jessica's skin. She rolled onto her front, and savoured the sensation of it against her bare breasts and belly. She thought about how exposed she was, here on the beach, and her nipples tightened and dug little holes through the grains.

Of course, there was no-one around to see her, stretched out naked, halfway between the beach house and the gently breaking waves. The beach had its own cove, a crescent of low cliffs keeping it private from the larger stretches of sand either side. When the wind changed, she could hear the happy sounds of the crowd just around the headland. Occasionally, a boat went past, briefly viewed in the gap leading out to sea.

From inland, it was almost impossible to get to the beach. A rough road- more of a track, really- was blocked by locked gates and warning signs. Trees and a couple of low ridge lines meant that the beach house couldn't be seen by drivers passing the entrance. Perhaps, if they exited their vehicles and went hiking or biking along the cliffs, they might be able to look down and glimpse Jessica's nudity.

If they had put that much effort into getting a look, Jessica couldn't begrudge it. She had more than enough privacy for what she had planned.

The beach house was better kept than the path up to it would suggest. The outside wore years of weather lightly, its paint faded, but none of the wood cracking. Inside, however, it was clean and modern. The solar panels blended with the roof kept the batteries built into the structure charged for year round power. And there was a lot to power, with a modern hob and oven complementing the traditional solid fuel stove, as well as a full range of entertainment devices.

It would be late at night, or deep in really horrible weather, before Jessica would think to power up the sound or video systems, though. She could happily lounge naked on the beach or verandah, or even go for a swim, whilst the sun was out and so warm.

A swim, yes, that had been the other thing she had planned, besides sunbathing. She rolled onto her back again, and propped herself up on her elbows so she could look at the water. It was crystal clear where the waves broke against the rise of the sand, then pale blue, shading darker and darker as she looked out to sea.

Standing in one easy move, Jessica walked down to the water's edge. She brushed little bits of sand from her body, even as she knew they would all wash off soon.
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