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She had never seen anyone so hairy in her life. Nadia was enjoying her weekend at the outdoor pool when she saw him, thick and huge, and she could not keep her eyes off of him. He had a thick beard and dark, curly hair that covered his chest, and as he swam with a grace that was surprising for such a large man Nadia raised her eyebrows in approval. When he came out of the water in front of her, Nadia lying back on her towel and tanning with her black sunglasses hiding her eyes, she was transfixed by the way his dark, matted hair clung to his body. He had a strong muscle belly and the sort of abs that came from eating steak and throwing hay bales all day long in the sun. As Nadia lay back, closing her eyes and enjoying the feel of the suns rays on her body, she could only imagine what it would feel like to run her hand through his black chest hair, to pull on it as he kissed her passionately, wet and virile. 

She saw him there every weekend for the next three weeks, and it was only then that he approached her at the water fountain, holding the button as she drank. She wiped her mouth of and thanked him, realizing when he stood so close to her just how powerful and manly he was. His chest was broad and thick, and his entire body bespoke a strength that was waiting to be unleashed. 

“Not a problem,” he said, in a low voice that buzzed through her as if it was sending vibrations deep inside her.

“You just started coming to this pool, didn't you?” said Nadia, wanting to hear his voice again.

“Yes, I moved here just a few weeks ago. I love the feel of slicing through the water, it is my relaxation after a stressful week.” He drank deep from the water fountain, and Nadia found herself waiting, wanting to know more about this enormous, gruff man. 

“I know exactly what you mean. I forget all about the troublesome customers when I am here, relaxing in the suns rays or diving from the board.”

“Ah, you work in retail? No, surely are a waitress, or a bartender, am I right?”

“Yes, you are quite perceptive,” said Nadia, and she realized as he fixed his dark gray eyes on her that he had an intensity to his gaze that was almost frightening, yet it had not a hint of malice to it. She felt safe somehow with him near to her, as if he would not let anything happen to her. There was no way any other man would dare approach her as she spoke to him. He had such a presence to him, a weight and height that was impressive in its own right but it was the way he carried himself that made him truly imposing. Nadia had the distinct feeling that he knew exactly what his body was capable of, that he had not earned his muscles and physique only in a gym, to be wasted on the iron bars. It was the thick, furlike hair that covered him that most excited her. What would it feel like to be crushed by his weight in his strong embrace, feeling his hairy chest rubbing against her body? She wanted to see his body drenched in sweat from passionate love making, wanted to see his hair clinging to his body. 

“You're right,” she said, “and what line of work are you in that is so stressful?”

“Ah, I am in counterintelligence. And no, I don't have to kill you now that you know. Don't be too impressed though,” he said, seeing the interest and surprise in Nadia's eyes, “I spend my days at a computer. My name is Tyler, by the way.”

Nadia realized that the feeling of safety she had was not just his physique, and she was somehow not surprised to hear what line of work he was in. She already felt happier knowing that he helped keep her nation safe. She would hate to know that men like him were working for the other side, and she knew that those who wished ill on her country must be afraid of a man such as him. 

“That still sounds much more interesting that waiting on tourists all day. I'm Nadia, pleased to meet you.” she said, smiling slightly and he met her smile with a slight grin of his own. He extended his large, powerful hand and it engulfed hers in it as he shook her hand. She was surprised and intrigued to see that he even had hair on the back of his hand, coming down from his arms which were both muscular and covered in the thick yet short hairs. 

“Oh, it's not so interesting as all that. There are other things I prefer to spend my time on. Speaking of which, would you like to get dinner tonight?”

Nadia was flattered by his directness. It was not often that men were confident enough to approach women anymore, except for the sleazy pickup artists that stank of weasel from far away. People loved to date online, or with apps, but Nadia loved the old fashioned approach of a man coming up to her and being confident enough to simply ask. Nadia was under no false impression that she looked like a model or a beauty queen, but she knew that that to some men, she was very desirable. She too had her preferences, and a man who would make another woman dry to the mouth would do absolutely nothing to her. 

“Dinner sounds good, but to be honest after being in a restaurant all week I prefer to eat in,” she said, wanting to see his reaction and if he would pursue her further.

“Of course, very understandable. How about just a drink then?”

“A drink sounds good,” she said, using the anonymity of her dark shades to steal a glance down at his strong, wet body. She wanted to feel his hands on her, his strong, manly hands that could pick her up as if she was a feather. 

“Good, I will pick you up at nine,” he said, and she gave him her number and address. When she realized he had no pen or paper to write it down, she thought he would walk to his things and get out his phone to add her as a contact, but with a small smile he said simply, “If I could not remember a few digits, I would not be good at my job. Especially when these digits are for such a beautiful woman... I will forget a few bomb codes to make room in my mind.” Nadia laughed easily, liking his dry sense of humour.

They parted ways and she went back to sunbathing before swimming lengths herself, sliding through the water easily, back and forth. For her swimming was meditation. She thought of absolutely nothing as she swam back and forth – not a thought of the man she had met, the job she worked, the future, the country, nothing at all, just back and forth in the cool, refreshing water. 

That evening she got into a blue skirt and white top, not too formal but one that she could be comfortable wearing to somewhere casual or somewhere more elegant. She did not know where they would be going, but she had the feeling that he was not one to take a woman to a dive bar. She applied her makeup and grabbed a pair of heels which were not so tall to make dancing cumbersome, yet still gave her hips a little sway as she walked. She wore a slim, gold watch as she hated pulling her phone out on a date to check the time. This was her biggest pet peeve. If a date was more interested in his phone than her, it was her warning sign that they would soon lose interest. Not that she was looking for anything too serious. Nadia had been burnt a few times in the past and now was more casual with the men she dated. She knew that investing so much time and feeling into relationships was only worth it when the guy was the full package. Nadia poured herself a glass of white wine and sat at her kitchen table, reading and sipping. She closed the book, remembering how she had stared at Tyler at the pool, his body all muscle covered by the thick layer of hair and some fat. He was no pretty boy, coming straight out of the gym with a polo taking pictures of himself. She wanted to grab his chest hair in her hands and pull as he took her hard, his sweaty, hairy body on top of her. She wanted to feel his full weight crushing her down, drowning her in his manly scent and strength. He reminded her of a caveman, a primal being from before civilization who would keep her safe in his huge arms.

The doorbell rang and Nadia got up slowly, drinking the last of her wine and placing the glass down carefully on the table. She suddenly did not care to get this man more, to spend time at a bar flirting and waiting for the inevitable. She knew what she wanted, and she was going to get it. 

She opened the door and looked up at him, huge and imposing, dressed in a white dress shirt and black dress pants. He was dressed sharply, and the clothes were obviously tailor made to fit his imposing physique. They did nothing to hide his muscle and even less to hide the hair that covered him head to toe, as she could see the darkness of his black, curly hair through the white shirt. 

“You look exquisite,” said Tyler, gazing down at her with obvious admiration.

“You don't look so bad yourself. Tell you what, I don't feel like going out for a drink anymore. I'd rather stay in. I've got a bottle of white open, would you like a glass?”
 

“With pleasure,” said Tyler, reacting with aplomb to the change of events.  He took off his shoes and followed her into the kitchen, and as Nadia brought the wine out and another glass for him, she noticed the way his eyes scanned the room quickly, analyzing it. She lead him out of the kitchen and into the living room, where they sat together on the couch, and she noticed that once again his eyes shifted around the room before he was at ease. When she was close to him she could smell his manly scent. It was not like a cologne or a perfumy smell, but a masculine musk that made her want to jump on him right there and then. 

“Don't worry, no one is going to jump out at you,” she said, hoping to put him at ease.

“I'm getting rusty, there was a time when you would not have noticed me taking a look around,” he said, and thanked her for the glass of wine she gave him. As he took the glass of wine she loved how even the back of his hands and knuckles were covered in fine black hair. 

“Oh, so there was a time where you did more than just sit at a computer all day, is that what you are saying?” Nadia was looking at Tyler hungrily. She loved how even when he was sitting and drinking a glass of wine, there was a sense that he was ready for anything to burst through the front door. 

“Indeed there was. I've done a little field work, interrogations...” 

Nadia was surprised by how open he was being. She sat down and asked, “And you can tell a complete stranger about your work?”

“If I was not able to tell I could trust you the first moment I met you, then I would not have been very good at my job, would I?”

Nadia took a sip of wine, considering. “Have you ever misjudged anyone? Been fooled?”

“Once,” said Tyler, with a strange sadness to his voice. “And you Nadia, have you ever been fooled?”

“Once or twice. Whenever I ignored my feelings. But with you I felt safe, and I trust my instincts completely.” She drank her second glass of wine quickly. There was something about Tyler that made her instantly trust him. She knew she was not wrong about him. They both knew what would happen next, but the tension was something that Nadia savoured as she let her eyes wander over his body, seeing the black hairs of his chest exposed as he had the top button open, the thick hairs pushing out of his shirt. His thick beard covered the bottom of his strong face, with thick eyebrows that were furrowed over his intense grey eyes. She wanted to rip his shirt off of his body and pull him close to her by his hair. But Nadia loved when the man made the first move, and so she waited patiently, her heart beating faster as she imagined his mouth on hers. He placed his wine glass gently down on the table and leaned forward and she met his kiss eagerly. She felt his hand on her back as he kissed her passionately, and her wine glass lay forgotten on the coffee table next to him as she let him take control, meeting his passion with her own lust. His beard was well kept and soft, rubbing and tickling her. She straddled his lap, rubbing against his clothed cock and feeling his hardness waiting. They kissed until she let out a soft moan of desire and Tyler could wait no longer and put his hands on ass and lifted her easily, kissing her constantly as he brought her into her bedroom and deposited her on the bed. Nadia felt his hand rubbing against her wet pussy through the thin material of her panties and she wanted him desperately. The lights were on and she had no desire to turn them off. She wanted to see his muscular, hair covered body naked, she had been dreaming of it. 

Tyler was on top of her, kissing her and rubbing her pussy and he broke off the kiss to lean back, Nadia's hands expertly undoing the buttons of his shirt. He pulled the shirt off and Nadia gasped at the sight of his huge, muscular body, loving the way his thick, black hair covered his muscle completely. She wanted his eyes and hands on her naked body and she pulled off her top, throwing it aside and then grabbed his chest hair and pulled him in for a passionate kiss. Nadia felt the strength of his muscled body and scratched his back with her long nails, feeling his kiss grow more sensual as she did so. She loved how he barely had a reaction to her raking her nails down his back. He was strong and silent, with an animal need that excited her. She arched her hips up as she felt his hands pulling on her skirt, and he ripped it off quickly and then undid the zipper to his pants with the same urgency. He pulled down his dress pants and she could see the thick, matted hair grew even denser as it approached his cock, but he left his boxers on tantalizingly, the thickness of his cock outlined in the light of her room. Iris moaned as he grinded his hard, clothed clothed cock against her pussy and felt his hands move to her nipples, pulling them and pinching and she pulled down his boxers, watching as his cock sprung free, hard, throbbing and hungry. His thick pubic hair was jet black and surrounded his cock, which was thick and veined. His full balls were just as hairy as the rest of him. He pulled his hands from her nipples and slid her panties off and Nadia had the uncontrollable urge to be filled. It was an animal desire to be taken by this massive, hairy and muscular man who growled as he slid his cock into her, slowly pushing the thick head of his cock into her tight pussy, not wanting to hurt her. Nadia knew he could simply fuck her hard and fast as she moaned in pain if he wanted to. There was no way she could resist his strength and muscle. He was simply so much more powerful than her and she felt dominated by his strength as he was slowly but surely pushing his cock into her, thrusting it deeper and deeper as she moaned with pleasure. It felt incredible as it stretched her open, and his mouth moved from her lips to her neck, kissing and licking her as she let herself pant in pleasure. Her hands were on his back, trying to hold on and she felt his bearded face scratching against her neck as he worked the entire length of his large cock into her and then slid it out slowly, and she yearned to feel it slam back inside her. Her hands gripped on to his hair covered back as she tried to handle his thickness inside of her. She could feel his pubic hair against her, feel the thick fur that covered him as he pulled her close. He started to fuck her hard, powerfully but slowly, letting his length pull the entire way out and then slam back into her pussy as it tried to tighten each time he pulled himself out of her. He kissed her lips again and she moved her hand to his beard, and it was as if every sensation was magnified as he ran her fingers through his beard as he kissed her deeply, his hips thrusting his cock in and out of her. His chest hair was rubbing against her body, tickling and scratching her ever so slightly and she felt overwhelmed with the sensations of his weight almost crushing her to the bed as his cock filled and stretched her. She felt his hands move to her ass, sliding under her and pulling her up against him as he thrust down, and she felt sandwiched between his hands and his body, loving the feel of his sweaty, hairy body on top of her. He was breathing heavily and each breath was full of need as she felt him increasing the speed that he was slamming his thick cock in and out of her and she let out a loud moan of pleasure when he growled deeply and gripped her ass cheeks hard. She was in his control. He pulled her so closely that she could feel her entire body rubbing against him pleasurably and she felt herself nearing an orgasm. As he pulled her hips even closer to him she felt his full balls slapping against her ass and she almost screamed in pleasure as his cock slid in and out of wet pussy as her orgasm washed over her like a sea of pleasure and he kept fucking her with the same rhythm. Her legs trembled as she came and she became too sensitive, each thrust now almost overwhelming her with pleasure that she was helpless to stop. Suddenly he got up slightly, moving his hands to her thighs and grabbing on as she enjoyed the view of his cock sliding in and out of her pussy, his hairiness contrasting against her soft, feminine skin. It was rare for a man to be able to make her orgasm and this was the first time a man had done it in their first encounter. He could tell she was oversensitive and slowed his thrusts, making the pleasure almost manageable as she felt his hard cock sliding in and out of her endlessly. She had enjoyed the feeling of being helpless and almost crushed under the strong, hairy man but now she had the urge to make him cum. 

“Let me ride you,” she said, and he pulled his cock from her, leaving her feeling empty as they switched places, him lying back, and she took a moment to gaze at his thick, muscular body, his cock bobbing up and down with desire, and she loved the way his manly body was covered completely in hair. It was the heaviness of him that turned her on so much, how his body looked functional rather than just for gazing at. She wrapped her hand around his cock, barely able to wrap her hand around his girth and she stroked it quickly and spat on it before holding on to it and mounting him, slipping it into her again, this time lubricated by her saliva. Once on top she put her hands on his chest, gripping his chest hairs and let her ass bounce up and down, riding his cock and slamming down on his length as hard as she could. She loved how she could pull on thick handfuls of chest hair and he made no indication that it was hurting him. The sensation of his thick cock sliding in and out of her after she had already cum was nearly too much to handle but she wanted to make him spill his cum inside of her and she gripped onto his chest hair so hard she thought it might rip out. She looked into his gray eyes and held contact as she rode him, seeing the lust in his eyes and returning her most sultry gaze. All Nadia could think was that she wanted to hear him groan in pleasure as he came inside of her, and she loved the feeling of control she got by riding him hard, knowing he was getting near. She let go of his chest hair with one hand and reached back, massaging his full, hairy balls with her hand and heard his groan of pleasure. He reached his hands up and grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples as she moaned loudly in lust. 

“Cum inside me you big hairy stud,” she said, and he thrust back into her with each bounce of her body on his cock and felt his cum boiling up inside of him. Nadia felt him spurting his hot load inside her and she loved the feeling of his cock throbbing as he came and the sounds he made as he growled low and deep and placed both hands on her hips. He was gripping her hips almost painfully hard in his need and pounding into her as hard as he could in the throes of pleasure. She felt his cock softening inside of her and she let herself fall forward and onto him, his hands wrapping around her and holding her tightly as they both panted, fully satisfied and in the afterglow of their orgasms. They rested like that for minutes, the only sound in the room being their heavy breathing as their sweaty bodies rested together. Nadia loved how his sweaty, hairy body felt warm and powerful against her. Nadia broke the spell by leaning over to grab some tissues from the nightstand, pulling her body away from him and using the tissues to stop the thick, white cum from dripping out of her. “Let's have a shower together,” she said, and let him go first, wanting to watch his muscular, hairy behind leaving the room. She did not have to direct him. She knew he had scanned the layout of her house within seconds. She waited until she heard the water running before following him, cleaning up the river of cum that he had unleashed inside of her and throwing out the tissues before walking to the bathroom. 

She entered the bathroom and paused for a second, simply watching him through the glass of the shower, marvelling at his imposing physique and the way his thick hair clung to his body in the water. She opened the door and stepped in as he smiled invitingly. He was a man of few words and she preferred it that way, letting their bodies do all the talking as the both shared the hot torrents of water that washed over them. 

“And just to think, we could be sitting in the bar right now, having a drink and exchanging life stories,” she said with a mischievous smile, running her hands down from his thick neck and stroking down his chest, feeling his strong, hairy chest and making a small sound of approval. 

End
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