

  [image: ]




  

    

      SCORCHING SHORTS


    




    

      By Sloan Stone


    




  




  

    SCORCHING SHORTS


  




  

    Copyright © 2013 By Sloan Stone




    E-Book Distribution: XinXii


    http://www.xinxii.com



  




  

    All Rights Reserved


  




  





  

    

      THE BEACH IS WARM


    




    

      


    




    

      The beach is warm and the sand is a soft pink. My name is Darlene, I’m 48 years old and I often rent a boat just to get away from the madness in the city.


    




    

      My surroundings are relaxing. The gulls are singing in the sky.


    




    

      If you look down at the sand you can see the fine granules moving lightly with the gusts.


    




    

      I have a large beach blanket and I’m soaking up the sun, listening to the surf as it gently licks the sand about ten feet away.


    




    

      The rustling of the pebbles likened to a whisper as the retreating surf draws them across the sand.


    




    

      Behind me are tropical trees heavy with Mango, bananas, coconuts and papaya. The private island is all mine today.


    




    

      I laughed softly, remembering the lunch I'd packed with a bologna sandwich and a bag of chips.


    




    

      I throw the bag into the surf and walk to the fruit trees behind me at the edge of the tropical forest. I pluck mangos and papayas from their branches and partake of their juicy content.


    




    

      The taste of fresh fruit lingers on my lips and draws a smile. The air is moving my hair around. It’s beginning to feel nice as it softly brushed against my face.


    




    

      Closing my eyes, I now noticed the contrasting warmth of the sun with the coolness of the ocean breeze.


    




    

      My boat is tied up at the dock patiently waiting for me to leave. The afternoon is young and I intend to stay until twilight.


    




    

      My naked nipples draw taught in the air. My exposed fuzzy muff is getting both warm and cool from kissing the open air and sunshine.


    




    

      Laying back and looking skyward just seems to put the crown on a perfect day. The clouds look like big fluffy marshmallows floating across the baby blue sky.


    




    

      An airplane is traversing the perfect blue canvas sky and etching a white line as it goes.


    




    

      Seems as though only minutes have passed, and a shadow moves across me.


    




    

      I sit up, startled by the presence of a man.


    




    

      Just lay back, miss. I will not hurt you. My name is Buena Bob and I frequent these parts.


    




    

      The voice is soothing and I can't explain the comfort it provides. Buena Bob settled down next to me.


    




    

      He is clad in a loincloth and sports a rich tan. We lay on the large beach towel and he is telling me about his hut in the lush tropical forest.


    




    

      He starts to sing softly. It sounds like a haunting rendition of the banana boat song.


    




    

      The way he sings makes it beautiful. Not harsh like the popular version. I join in and soon we are singing softly together.


    




    

      His hand is on me and it is wonderful.


    




    

      He is close with his lips to my ear and asks me if I had ever had a Tasmanian Massage?


    




    

      “What is a Tasmanian Massage?” I inquire.


    




    

      “I have attended a special school taught by the Tasmanian Witch Doctors”, Bob says.


    




    

      He points to the lotion there beside me and picks it up.


    




    

      His hands are strangely gentle yet firm as he massages the lotion into my belly.


    




    

      As he swirls his hands in a circular motion he speaks soothing words in my ear.


    




    

      “I am a Tasmanian Witch Doctor”, Bob says, “and we can tell a great deal by touching and tasting a woman.”


    




    

      He is stroking me gently with a silken touch.


    




    

      He tells me of the place called Tasmania. He tells me of the rich culture and the gentle people there.


    




    

      I am so captivated by his voice that I hardly noticed his palms brushing my nipples ever so lightly.


    




    

      They are now highly erect. I can feel a cooler sensation between my thighs.


    




    

      Now it becomes apparent that it is the wetness that I feel in the breeze as my body prepares to receive this wonderful man.


    




    

      I look over at Bob and his eyes are sparkling in the twilight. The lower lighting somehow softens his features.


    




    

      My hot inner thighs are aching with desire.


    




    

      It is now that Bob kisses me. His kiss is not a hard probing kiss like most men.


    




    

      His kiss is a softer, much gentler kiss that seems to whisper his tenderness.


    




    

      I sit back in surrender and let him explore my body with his lips and fingers.


    




    

      His fingers explore my breasts and he gently sucks on my erect nipples.


    




    

      “You are healthy tasting”, he says, “I need to complete the exam if you will allow.”


    




    

      At this point, I will allow him to do anything to me.


    




    

      He opens my legs and massages my inner thighs with his strong hands.


    




    

      He lifts and separates my legs. He exposes my entire posterior.


    




    

      He gently touches my exposed puckered brown eye with his finger, moving it in circles slowly.


    




    

      I relax and allow him to view me and touch me, just enjoying the giving and sharing.


    




    

      It is now that I feel his tongue probing my pussy and his mouth melts over it.


    




    

      He is hungrily eating me and I cannot stop twitching each time he sucks on me.


    




    

      My loins open to him eagerly, loving the feel of his mouth on me.


    




    

      After a while, I am engulfed in spasmodic surges of pleasure that come in wave after wave.


    




    

      I am totally out of control and he has total command of my body.


    




    

      It never felt so good to surrender myself so completely to both my lust and my heated release. I have no shame or hesitation.


    




    

      My body is his to enjoy and I open it wide to him.


    




    

      With his pleasure as my only concern, I strive to give him anything, everything I can give.


    




    

      Thinking I had just had an orgasm, I relax, but now it comes… A feeling I had never felt before.


    




    

      It is like an electric current that starts deep up inside my pussy and flows like a liquid snake up through my body to explode in my head.


    




    

      I see a flash of light and my body snaps ridged. My mouth opens and emits a loud groan followed by a series of grunts.
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