
        
            
                
            
        

    
CRAVING HIS BODY

by Brandi Black


W
ho says it's wrong to use your body for money?


In my mind, it solves two problems.


The first one is my annual skiing trip with my friends. Every other year, I've had either a job or boyfriend that paid for most of it. This year, I'm all out of both and my bank account is depressingly empty.


The second is that it gives me an excuse to talk to Hunter, that hot neighbor I've always had a crush on, and maybe convince him to help me financially in exchange for some, uh, 'yard work'. Yeah, I decide, as I wander up the path to his front door, wearing my shortest shorts and a top I've unbuttoned so far you can see my bra. That's what I'll call it.


"Coming," Hunter's gruff voice calls when I ring the doorbell, and it sounds like he's somewhere deep inside the house. It takes him a while to get to the door and when he opens it, he looks like he just woke up, even though it's eleven in the morning. His hair's scruffy, his stubble's unshaven and his dressing gown's pulled tight over what may or may not be morning wood.


"Kitty," he says, blinking as his eyes travel over my chest. "What can I do for you?"


"I've got a favor to ask," I say, as I pivot my leg around on my toe, showing off my thighs.


Hunter blinks, waiting.


"I can't pay for my ski trip this year, so I'm wondering if you've got any yard work I can do?"


"Yeah sure, come in." Hunter opens the door wider so I can slide past him. "The trees have been dropping branches all over the place this year. It'd be nice to have a hand."


I freeze. Is he taking 'yard work' literally? I tug at my shirt a bit, pulling it down further so my bra's almost completely uncovered, but he sweeps through the house, leading me to the sliding door that opens to the backyard.


All the houses on the block were built from the same plan, so his is almost identical to the one I share with my housemate Lisa, and it's weird to see how much different furniture changes it. While Lisa and I have a lot of second-hand stuff but gave the room a homely feel with cushions and plants, Hunter's got a lot of grownup furniture that looks like it was bought new from a department store: black leather couches, a TV that spans half the wall, a glass coffee table with a coffee mug and a laptop.


From the look of it, he was sitting at his laptop when I rang the doorbell, but he's closed the screen so I can't see what he was doing. Was he watching porn, I wonder? It's hard to imagine he'd go to the effort of closing a screen for a spreadsheet.


The backyard, when we get there, is a mess. There's the branches he mentioned, but more of them than I'd expected, piled over knee-high grass. There's a barbecue that's covered with leaves and all sorts of bits and pieces that look like old car parts.


"If you can get this clean enough to mow the lawn, I'll give you enough for your trip," Hunter says.


I gulp. In my fantasies, Hunter had swept me off my feet and carried me upstairs, where he'd used me as his dirty sexual plaything for a few days. I was completely unprepared for this scene in front of me... but, I suppose, I still need the money. And maybe a few days of watching me bend over in these shorts might whet his appetite for other things?


"Sure," I say, forcing a smile. "I'll do it."





I START WORKING On the yard immediately.


Hunter's opened the garage and although it's crowded with old building equipment, says I can leave the car parts in there.


He's a typical divorced man, I decide, as I lug a car bumper in there, trying to avoid the spiderwebs. Dozens of abandoned projects, all sorts of blokey tools that look dusty and unused, no real motivation to get the house more comfortable than it absolutely needs to be.


What he really needs is a woman's touch.


I don't know much about his marriage, but since it's a small town, I've heard rumors. I've heard that his wife was a psycho ogre, I've heard she was a loving woman who met someone else, I've heard that Hunter cheated on her with a younger woman. I don't know how much truth there is in any of those stories, but I can tell he hasn't had a woman here in a long time. He must be horny, I decide, as I glance back at the house.


The sun's shining on the windows at an angle where I can't see through them. Is he watching me, I wonder? Just in case, I bend over in the sexiest way possible as I pick up a rusty old headlight, keeping my legs straight and sticking my butt out as far as I can. Part of me wants him to burst out through the doors, unable to contain his lust, but part of me enjoys putting on a show like this. It turns me on, knowing he can probably see me, and I fight the urge to finger myself through the leg of my shorts.


I'll save that for later, I decide.


Right now, I still want him to make the first move. I always prefer it that way—the thrill of anticipation that comes when a man's about to touch me for the first time drives me wild and makes my pussy sopping wet.


I'm not sure if it's my imagination or a trick of the light, but I'm pretty sure there's movement behind the glass as I drag the headlight across the yard.





"ARE YOU HUNGRY?"


As Hunter opens the door, the delicious smell of sizzling bacon wafts out, and I realise I'm starving.


"How'd you know?" I ask. "Are you psychic or something?"


"Something like that." Hunter says with a smile. "Come on in."


My hands are filthy, and I wash them under the tap that juts out of the garage wall, watching the mud stream off my hands. I feel like I've made a lot of progress, but looking around now, I see there's still so much left to do.


Not that I mind, of course—it gives me more time with Hunter and at least I feel like I'm earning the money he's giving me.


When I go inside, I see that Hunter's already placed two steaming plates of bacon, eggs, mushrooms, hash browns and toast on the table. I'm ravenous and can't help wolfing it down in a way that could never be described as ladylike.


"How's it going?" he asks.


"Great." I chug down some orange juice. "I think it'll take a few days though."


"I was expecting that." Hunter grins as he saws a thick sausage with a serrated knife. "I've been meaning to pay someone to come in, but I just hadn't gotten around to it yet. You turned up at the perfect time." I'm sure I see his eyes dart down to my chest.


I smile. "How fortuitous for both of us."


Even though the weather's neither hot nor cold, the work's hard enough that my shirt was beginning to stick to my back. I unbuttoned it completely and tied it at the waist to leave my midriff showing, and as I stand up to collect our plates, I notice Hunter watching me—although of course, he pretends not to.


"How'd you get so much stuff out there in the first place?" I ask. "Are you a mechanic?"


Hunter chuckles. "Nah, just an amateur one. After my wife left, I threw myself into all sorts of projects to try to stay sane."


My ears prick up. I'm curious about his marriage and divorce—why would any woman leave such a perfect specimen of a man? He's changed into a t-shirt and shorts now, and I can see his muscles strain through his shirt as he reaches across the table for his phone. I'm trying to think of a subtle way to work it into the conversation when he shows me a photo of him kneeling next to the shell of a car that had been completely stripped away.


"That's amazing," I breathe, taking the phone off him to get a better look at it.


"Isn't it?" He chuckles. "Her name's Diamond, because she's a diamond in the rough."


I use two fingers to zoom in, marveling at the work he's done on it. I've never seen a car stripped back like this before, without doors, seats, a bonnet or half the engine. While I'm looking at it, a notification appears on the top of the screen—it's a text message from someone named Cassandra.


I had fun last night xxx.


I ignore it, even though heat rises through my cheeks. There's a lot of things she could be talking about, I reason. It doesn't mean they were having sex, even though that's the first place my mind jumps to.


But then, as I'm zooming out again, another message comes through.


I can't wait to fuck you again xxx.


Something jolts inside me and I drop the phone—it lands with a clatter on the table.


"Oops," Hunter says. "Someone's a butterfingers." He picks it up, sees the message and gives an apologetic chuckle. "Sorry, you weren't meant to see this."


I'm surprised by how physical my jealousy is. Blood courses through my temples as I imagine what Cassandra might look like—the opposite of me, obviously. Jet black hair, narrow eyes, short legs and curves in all the wrong places.


"Is she your girlfriend?" I ask.


"Not really," Hunter says. "She's in my divorce support group but she's not really my type."


I want to ask what his type is, but the way his eyes dart to my waist answers that question.


"The car's incredible," I say. "But I'd better get back to the yard."


The amazing thing about glass doors is that when the sun's at the right angle, they're almost as reflective as mirrors. As I strut away from him, I can see his reflection super clearly —and he's staring right at my ass. I let it sway in a wider arc as I wander back across the lawn.





FINALLY, the sun starts to set.


I'm tired and dirty but I've made a huge amount of progress and the yard looks a thousand times better than it did when I started. I've stacked all the branches against the fence and Hunter surveys them with his hands on his hips.


"We could make a decent bonfire with this."


"Isn't that illegal?" I want to kick myself as soon as I say it—I don't want him to think I'm a killjoy. But luckily, Hunter's unfazed. He drags the wood into a patch of dirt in the middle of the yard, and I help him. We stack it haphazardly and he disappears inside, re-emerging a few moments later with a yellow newspaper and a box of matches.


"This should really get it going," he says, as he throws crumpled balls of newspaper into the branches. Sure enough, as soon as he lights it, the fire roars into life, stretching orange tendrils into the blackening sky. We sit next to each other on a picnic blanket and I resist the urge to touch him.


"It's beautiful," I say, as the fire crackles and sends sparks into the sky. I'd be able to see it from my house, I realise, and I'm glad I'm here instead.


Hunter impales a marshmallow with a skewer and our hands touch as he passes it to me. It melts as I hold it over the flames, hoping he'll think the redness in my cheeks is from the fire.


"Where are you working these days?" Hunter asks, as my marshmallow begins to char.


"I'm not," I admit. "Uni's too intense and the cafe cut my hours right back. That's why I'm here." I flash him a wide smile.


"That's right, you're in your final year, aren't you?" As the fire dances, shadows flicker over Hunter's face, making him look mysterious.


"Yeah." I'm amazed he knows so much about me. It's not like I've published a Kitty newsletter with all my uni subjects. "How'd you know?"


"It's a small town." Hunter hands me another marshmallow as I slurp hot melted sugar off my skewer. I wonder if it reminds him of eating cum.


"All the same," I say, as I rotate the new marshmallow in the fire. "I didn't know you were dating Cassandra."


"I told you, I wasn't dating Cassandra." Hunter sounds exasperated.


"So you were just fucking her then?" I don't know why I'm pursuing this so much. Maybe the darkness has made me braver.


Hunter's quiet for a moment. "Yes," he says, finally. "You wouldn't get it, I bet you've got boys throwing themselves at you all the time. But in the real world, you can't always have the things you want."


He stares into the flickering light and I lick my lips, the question What do you want? hovering right behind them.


"That's not true," I say instead, in a small voice. "There's lots of things that I want and can't have."


"Oh yeah?" Hunter sits forward on his camping chair. "Like what?"


I grind my marshmallow against a burning branch, and watch as the burning sugar drips down the wood.


"Like a certain sexy neighbor," I say sheepishly.


Hunter grins and shoves his shoulder against mine. "Is it One-Eyed Larry?" he asks.


"Nope." My marshmallow's well and truly obliterated now —it's become a black smear and the smell of burning sugar. I take another one out of the packet and stab my skewer into it. "Guess again."


"Fat Pat?"


There's sparks reflecting in his eyes and it's downright sexy.


"Nope."


"The guy on the corner who shouts at buses?"


I shake my head and shove him playfully.


Hunter cocks his head and pretends to think. I try not to watch the way the firelight plays off his stubble or the way his eyes shine brighter when they're looking at me.


"It's not me, is it?"


Busted.


"How'd you narrow that list down?" I hold up my stick so he can bite the marshmallow off the end of it.


"I told you," he says, as he chews the white sugar. "I'm psychic."


He strokes my arm and I'm so excited I feel like I'm about to burst. My entire body tingles, craving him, wanting him inside me. He leans forward, teasing me with eyes full of sparks.


"I've been trying to hold back," he says, "but you're so goddamn sexy I can't help myself."


That's exactly what I want to hear. I press my lips against his and they're surprisingly soft given they're surrounded by rough stubble. Our tongues twirl together, probing into each other's mouths, and it's so incredible I forget to breathe.


I gasp and pull away. Hunter weaves his fingers through my hair and pulls me close again, our lips like magnets. I shift closer in my chair so my legs are between his and marvel at the strength in his thighs, rubbing my hand up them, edging it closer and closer to the pulsing heat between his legs.


"I've watched you walking around out there with boyfriend after boyfriend," Hunter says as our lips part, "and I keep wondering, when's it gonna be my turn? When are you gonna get sick of all those boys and try a real man?"


"I've been wondering the same thing," I say coyly, biting my lip. And he's all man—that stubble, those 'I've-seen-things' eyes, that masculine scent that makes me want to rip all his clothes off.


His hand ventures up my shirt and I marvel at what a coincidence it is—he's been checking me out while I've been checking him out too. How long had we been wanting each other without knowing how the other person felt?


I'm balanced so precariously on the edge of my chair that I'm about to fall off. I shift my weight on him, straddling his thighs, feeling his heat pulse through my pussy. Our hands grope each other's bodies, pulling clothes away. His hands find my breasts and squeeze them, his grip so tight it sends a jolt straight through my pussy.


"So firm," he murmurs, squeezing them again, his thumb and forefinger finding my rock hard nipple. I start to unbutton my shirt, but Hunter gently takes my hand and pulls it away.


"Let's take this inside."


We stand up together, still kissing as we rise. I was so horny I'd forgotten where we were and that Mrs Bradford was probably watching us from her bedroom with her phone in her hand, ready to dial the police, if she hadn't already to report the fire.


"Damn neighbors," I mumble into his mouth as we make our way across the lawn. "Should we put out the fire?"


"Nah, it'll be right." Hunter glances across at it — the flames are smoldering now, seeping through the wood, their orange glow providing a sexy ambiance.


We stumble upstairs together, already undressing each other, and by the time we burst into his bedroom we've lost my bra and both of our shirts somewhere on the stairs. Hunter picks me up and throws me on the bed and I bounce with my legs apart, my tits jolting up and down.


"Fuck me," I beg, and he's already unbuttoning my shorts, tugging them down my thighs. "I'd love to," he says, "but first, I want to show you something."


My shorts are around my knees now and he yanks my panties down to join them. My pussy's completely exposed to him now, the waxed skin pink with desire. He runs a finger down my clit and it throbs, wanting more than just a touch.


It wants his mouth.


Hunter obliges, Kneeling between my legs, dipping his tongue over my clit. I squirm with pleasure at the sensation of warmth and wetness that radiates through me as he grinds his tongue over it.


Most of my boyfriends, when they've given me oral, have only done it for a few minutes, but Hunter seems to love it. He nuzzles his face between my legs, lapping continuously at my clit as he strokes my folds with a wet finger. I moan and pull my legs further apart, inviting him in. My hips buck and sway and I already feel like I'm losing control—would it be bad to come this quickly?


I want to hold off longer, but my body's got other ideas. As Hunter slides his finger inside my slick wetness, I'm already convulsing beneath him. My nipples are as hard as steel and I squeeze my left breast as my pussy spasms and a wave of pleasure flows through me.


Hunter stays down there as my body clamps around his fingers, his mouth still on me until the orgasm subsides.


"I've never come like that before," I gasp, as I pull him up my body to kiss him.


"That was impressive," Hunter says, smiling like he's just won gold at the Olympics. He tastes like me but I don't care—I kiss him hungrily, pulling him close, feeling his throbbing erection through his pants. I want it inside my overwhelmed pussy, want it pummelling me until I come again.


I reach down and grab at his waistband, clumsily trying to pull it down, but his erection makes it difficult.


"Let me help you with that," Hunter says, and sits up to undress properly. His massive erection springs out, bouncing against his abdomen as he moves, and I can't stop smiling when I see it. It's long and pink, as thick as my wrist, with a soft bulbous head that's already slick with pre-cum. I reach for it, wanting to touch the silky skin, and Hunter obliges, moving closer, so it's only a few inches away from my face.


It's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. I need to taste it.


I wrap my lips over the head while I play with his balls, feeling their weight in my palm as Hunter groans. His cock throbs in my mouth as I sink over it, my lips sliding over his silky skin. His cock tastes and smells clean, with the slightest tinge of salt and man, and I already know it won't all fit in my mouth.


Sure enough, when it slides in all the way to my throat, there's still a few inches of thick cock in front of my face, and I wrap both hands over it, pumping them in the same rhythm I use for my mouth.


Hunter moans and grabs my hair, entwining his fingers with my ponytail so he can pull me deeper. I must be doing something right, I realize with satisfaction as his ass clenches and his balls tighten.


I've given head plenty of times before but none of my boyfriends have been this big—they've all fitted inside my mouth with ease and it was easier to follow all the tips I'd found on the internet. With Hunter, I'm putting so much effort into just fitting him inside my mouth it's hard to make my tongue fit around his shaft as well.


Whatever I'm doing, it seems to be working. Hunter arches his back and I can tell he's on the verge of orgasm, but I pull away.


I want him to come inside me.


He seems to want the same thing, because he grabs my hips and flips me over, an animalistic hunger in his eyes. I lean back on my knees so my ass is in the air, knowing he can see everything between my spread ass cheeks: my puckered asshole, my sopping wet pussy.


Sure enough, he drags the hot wet tip of his cock over all of it, starting at my tight ass and moving over my quivering lips.


"Are you ready to take me?" he asks, and I nod, biting my lip as I wonder whether I can accommodate his size. He nudges his cock against my cunt and eases it in, just an inch at first, enough to stretch me.


"You're so tight," he gasps.


His legs tremble with the effort of holding back and I know he wants to plunge inside me. It's a massive turn-on and even though it hurts, I lean back further against his cock, letting it slip in another inch. My body relaxes around him, letting him in a little further, until he's finally all the way in.


It feels incredible. He grabs my hips and uses them to take some of the weight off his legs as he slides in and out of me.


"You're so fucking sexy," he moans, as his thrusts accelerate. "I can't believe I'm actually fucking you. This is exactly —"


He's about to come. He pauses, holding himself back, the strain visible on his face as I watch him in the mirror. The moment passes and he starts fucking me again, his muscular ass clenching as he pumps his cock inside me.


I can't reach him from where I am, but I snake my arm under my body and rub my clit with my fingertips, moaning as pleasure shoots through me, augmenting the sensations I'm already feeling from his massive cock. He leans forward, burying himself inside me, riding me until his cock nudges against my cervix.


I've never felt this filled before. I cry out with pleasure as I rub my clit furiously, feeling myself get more and more aroused. This is everything I always imagined sex would be like, when I wondered why those fumbling sessions with my boyfriends were so unsatisfying.


But Hunter isn't ready to let me go yet. He pulls out despite my protests and flips me over so I'm facing him, my legs splayed and my chest heaving from my horny breaths. His cock is angry now, throbbing so hard it looks like it's about to explode. Somehow, it looks even bigger than it did before.


"Are you a naughty slut, Kitty?" he growls it into my ear as he angles his cock against my needy pussy.


"I'm the naughtiest slut in the world," I say, and honestly, I'll say anything he wants just to get him inside me again.


I'm rewarded with his cock nudging inside my entrance, making my pussy quiver as it desperately tries to pull him inside me.


"Tell me how much you want it," he says, and I try to edge further down over it, but he pulls back as I do. "I want you to fuck me," I murmur. "Fuck me until you explode inside me."


I'm rewarded with another inch and my body trembles with pleasure.


"I want you to fill me with cum," I continue, getting into it now. "And shoot it so deep inside me you get me pregnant."


Something in Hunter's expression changes. His self-control vanishes and he slams his cock inside me, overtaken by lust.


"You want me to come inside you?" He's pumping fast now, gripping the sheets and bucking his entire body. His cock fills me, expanding my pussy, making me moan and tremble.


"Yes!" I cry. "Fuck me, Hunter."


Our bodies slide together, slick with sweat as his ass pumps up and down. I wrap my legs around his back and he drives his cock in deeper, until I feel like it's inside my soul.


He gazes into my eyes. That primal hunger is still there, and he grins as sweat forms over his eyebrows.


"Are you ready?" he asks, and I've never been as ready for anything in my life.


"Fill me," I beg, as the muscles in his shoulders tense and he shoots a hot load of warmth deep inside me.


My vision fades as waves of pleasure roll through me and my pussy clamps around his cock, milking every drop of cum out of it. I cry out with pleasure and Hunter grins with satisfaction as he watches me completely lose control.


"And that's what a real man feels like," he growls, kissing my neck as his cock softens inside me. "I want to do that all the time," I gasp, already missing him as he slides out of me.


"Stick around and maybe you can," Hunter says, his lips trailing over my collarbone as I lie there in a state of total bliss.





EVEN THOUGH THE fire's burned out, the air still smells like smoke. I give Hunter a long, lingering kiss before I leave and play with his stiffening erection through his pants.


"Will you be back tomorrow?" he asks.


I look at the envelope in my hand. He's already given me more than enough money for my skiing trip, but the yard isn't finished how could I possibly resist another opportunity to bend over in front of him?


Maybe tomorrow we can fuck in the garage, I think, and the idea turns me on more than I expect.


"What's in it for me?" I ask.


Hunter's face breaks into a smile and he glances down at my pussy. "You know," he says, with a wink.


Yes, yes I do.


I walk home feeling unexpectedly light, carrying a secret that nobody else in the street knows is there but him and I — Hunter's seed buried deep inside my womb.


And I can't wait to do it again.
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