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The beach was a golden crescent, narrowing as it curved away to the headland at the end of the bay. About two thirds of the way along, there was a break in the bright sand. Here, wave smoothed dark rocks broke out of the gold, creating a demarcation line of sorts. On the side nearest the hotel, the sunbathers were relatively demure, compared to those over the line. Walking across the rocks took Amy and Steve onto the nudist section of the beach.

“So, do we have to take these off now?” Amy asked, gesturing at her bikini top and bottoms. They were minimalist as it was, and the material of the thong had pulled tight as she walked, outlining the shape of her sex. She laughed as she spotted this. “I might as well be flashing everyone, if they’re going to do that. Here goes.”

The bows tying the sides of the bikini bottoms came loose with a gentle tug. The front panel fell away, and Amy was flashing everyone, as promised. She had shaved that morning, and was completely devoid of pubic hair. Holding out the scrap of material daintily, somehow hiding just how excited she was to be showing off so much, she passed it to Steve. “Find somewhere to keep this, won’t you.” she joked, reaching behind to unfasten the equally skimpy top.

Steve took the top too, when it was offered, and the material went into the bag he had slung over his shoulder. Amy stretched her arms out, and turned to face the sun and the waves. “How come such tiny slips of nothing feel so restrictive compared to this?” she mused. “Well, I’m naked. It’s your turn now. Oh, Hello. What’s this?”

Amy reached down to squeeze the bulge in the front of Steve’s tight trunks. A little tweaking, and the deep red head of his manhood was already out of the elasticated waistband. Steve looked around the beach, checking to see if they were being watched. There were some eyes hiding behind sunglasses that might have been looking their way, but none of the naked people seemed to have moved. He was disappointed.

“Well, you’ve started to get him out. I think you should finish the job.” he hinted. Amy grinned, and knelt before him to remove the trunks. He stepped out of them, and she handed them up to him.

Amy didn’t rise from where she was, staring up at Steve. His semi hard shaft stuck straight out from his crotch, enticingly close to her pale pink lips. She grinned, then stood up quickly. “Let’s not put on a show. Not yet.”

They had attracted some attention now, Steve noted. Some of the sunbathers nearest them had moved, their gazes shifted to the couple who had seemed about to start performing oral sex in front of them.

“You are such a tease.” Steve kissed Amy, pulling her close so that they could share the thrill of having his penis squeezed between their bodies.

“No teasing. But not here, obviously. Let’s go where we planned. If someone happens to see us there, that’s not a problem.”

Hand in hand, they walked along the beach. Eyes followed them. Which was fair, they were checking out all the naked bodies on the sand as well.

There weren’t as many people stretched out on the nudist section as on the covered up section. They were mostly close to the barrier of stone, and as Amy and Steve walked along the golden strip, there were fewer and fewer for them to ogle.

They were headed for the dark stone of the rocks and cliffs that marked the far end of the bay. When they had booked the holiday, they had studied the beach from satellite views, and found mini coves within those rocks. They might come to the nudist section another day to sunbathe, but today, their plans were more carnal.

They had made love outdoors before, but not often. The last time, when they hadn’t ventured very far out of town, they had found themselves being watched. It had been surprisingly exciting, but they hadn’t dared repeat it yet, nervous about the possibility of becoming fodder for gossip networks. Here, though, on holiday in another country, at the far end of a beach full of naked people, there would be no such worries, they had decided. If someone did happen to see them, they could relish the thrill, without the worry of the story getting back to neighbours.

It didn’t look like they would have an audience today, though, as the last few hundred metres to the first of the rocks was devoid of sunbathers. Their excitement was barely diminished by this, though. Making love in the sunshine, with the sounds of breaking waves to accompany their movements, was an erotic enough prospect, with or without a crowd. Steve’s erection, which had been jutting out in front of him, as if pointing the way, rose as they ran out of sand. As they headed up the first low wall of rocks, it stood up straight, a full mast salute to the beauty of his wife and excitement about what they had planned.

The rock formed strata as it rose out of the sand. They made convenient steps for them to climb up, until they stood at the foot of the cliff that marked the end of the beach. From here, they could look back along the sand, at all the bodies they had passed by. A short walk along the flat rocks, and the beach disappeared from view completely.

The large, dark rocks had edges worn round by the pounding of waves. Amy and Steve jumped from one to the next, helping each other across the gaps. The cliff would fall back soon, and they could find somewhere to sunbathe, and make love, on the other side of it.

The rocky outcrop protected the beach from the full force of the ocean, and the waves broke harder and louder here than when they lapped at the sand. So neither Steve nor Amy heard the sounds of sex until they clambered around one particularly large rock, and found the couple making them.

They had laid out a large blanket on the flat top of a larger rock. The man was on his back, whilst the woman, facing his feet, rode him energetically. His fat penis was visible as she rose, the lips of her vulva clasping it tightly. She paused at the top of her movement, then dropped down again, hard. Grunting with the pleasure of it, she looked up, and spotted Amy and Steve.

The woman’s eyes went wide for a moment, but the surprise was brief. “Guten tag.” she said, adding, “Bonjour. Hello.”

Amy and Steve were more surprised than the woman, it seemed. Amy waved weakly. “Hello.”

The man had noticed that something was happening, and craned his head up to look at the spectators. “English?” he asked.

“Ah, yes.” Amy replied.

“You came here to make love?” the woman asked. Her gaze had dropped to Steve’s erection. He guessed, from her accent, and the first of her greetings, that she and her lover were German.

“We did. Terribly sorry to....” Steve indicated that he and Amy could go back around the boulder and stop holding up their fun.

“If you wish. You can watch if you want.” The woman’s smile said that she would be very happy to let that happen.

Amy had hold of Steve’s hand. She gave it a squeeze. If she had wanted to go back, she would have tugged it, starting to pull him away. They shared a look, and a little nod. They had, after all, come all the way here to do just what this couple was doing, in the knowledge that others could walk up on them making love. “We promise not to make a sound.” she told the woman.

The woman looked around at the man under her, and shared a beaming grin with him. He lay his head down again, and she started to lift her body. They were back in the interrupted rhythm within two strokes up and down.

Amy tugged Steve to the side, to a position where they had an even better view of the man’s penis moving in and out of the woman. When they could draw their eyes away from that glorious sight, they studied the couple. They were older- the man had grey in his tightly trimmed beard- but still fit and trim. Their tans were even, without lines, and the medium brown of time on the nudist beach. By comparison, Amy and Steve, on their first day in the sun, were pale and pink.
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