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The sweet surrender of seeking love. It takes a lot to drive a person out into the world in search of a partner. Perhaps there is a sirens song we can’t quite detect that slowly tempts our hearts away.







Faced with the choice between a romantic adventure or a long hot summer night alone, your point-of-view character is soon thrust out into the amber lit streets of a paradise city. The strip calls with an aura of sex and passion. With luck, this will be an evening of discovery with pleasures yet unknown, and a beautiful soul awaiting your embrace.








 In this interactive erotica, you take the reigns as you enter the Futa Nightclub and meet Claire, a stunning young brunette. The direction of the date is in your hands with multiple paths that enable you to discover Claire through intimate interaction. With over 8 unique sex scenes, many of which including an additional version, this adventure is sure to leave you satisfied.
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Intro

 
 

Your Hotel Bedroom








The sun is beginning to settle against the horizon when you collapse upon your hotel bed, heave a deep and heavy sigh, and permit yourself a lengthy moment of mental relaxation. The day has been long already, and rest will be long to come, but at least you can afford a moment to breathe - deeply - and reset your mind. Then it would be back out into the streets, to who-knows-where. Your friends will be minding their own for the night; the evening ahead abides your will alone.



It’s a hot summer day, one of the last of your vacation. and it will remain hot well after dark. You came here to dream and play. You’ve partied, drank, laugh, and won, alleviating yourself of any inhibition and enabling, at long last, true immersion in the dream. Unburdened by stress, fear, or doubt, you are instilled with a deep desire for adventure.


The night life is luring you with the distant mumbling sounds of a city celebrating. It’s rhythm is a deep lustful song, the marching sound of thousands flocking about the long illuminated roads all hours of the day, performing a dance through any shopping center, casino, or club.



It’s time to rise. Slip your shoes back on and fix your hair, muster the energy to guide your free spirit back into the night. Something out there is calling you; you can feel its tug.






[ Select a choice when prompted. Be sure to check if an additional choice has run off onto the next page. ]
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 Go out
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 Skip to Claire (I’ve read this before)








 
 
 
 
 
Into the Night


The Strip








The breeze is a sweet touch upon your skin as you step out from the lobby and into the strip. The sunlight reflecting against gold plated skyscraper windows cast everything below in a sweltering amber light. Below them, artificial light was either a similar golden or a crisp vibrant neon to catch the eye.



Once you’re amidst the bustle, the crowds carry you along. You’ve walked this way already with your friends more than once since arriving in the golden city, but there are several places that had caught your eye that you had yet to visit. It was no easy thing to halt amidst the city traffic and look around, but some part of you already knew where you wanted to go, albeit remaining hesitant to commit.



Finally, you are brought by the current to the entrance of an extravagant nightclub. The large glass doors are a crystal gate beneath a brilliant violet and blue neon sign. The place seems packed with people, but at least the bouncer was still letting people in.



She’s an intimidating figure, powerfully built and attractively muscular. When it’s your turn in line, she gracefully spends little time on you. “Have a good night,” the bouncer says, opening the glass door with a welcoming gesture. The chill rhythm and base of a soft pop song reverberates through you as you pass inside, immediately accelerating your heart and titillating your already heightened nerves.
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 Look around










 
 
 
 
Guests and Staff


Nightclub








An aura of vivacious energy encompasses each guest present within the club, although they all embrace partying in different ways. Most are paired up with friends or chatting with their dates, and as you drift into the club, few give you more than an appraising glance. It was busy, but not as packed as it might have been, and had a small number of bars about the interior, each with their own tender and often with security lingering nearby in the shadows deliberately created for them.



Cast in amber light, rows of liquor bottles line shelves behind a smooth dark wooden bar, which is in turn glossy with the reflected light of soft the golden lamps neatly posed above. The place was like a place, with how every polished surface shown back the muted, bronze glare.



This nightclub had come to your attention not long after your vacation began. Not only is it a place for women, but it is a place where futa women are known to visit. There is nothing about the patrons that might suggest this to be true at a glance, and yet you may find yourself curious as you examine the body of any guest.



There was a woman leaning against the bar, her attention focused idly on a Game of Thrones preview on the wall-mounted screen. The bartender near her seems to be minding her own, but perhaps they were having a conversation as there was no one else with them. Young and beautiful, the lady at the bar had long brunette hair that was neatly combed flowed far down her back and hung there orderly. She wore an undone button-up blouse of knitted white wool, that may have been handmaid, as well as tight dark blue jeans that attractively presented her form. Leisurely reclined as she was, she seemed to be idly expending the time with a glass of champagne in hand.
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 Approach her

 
 
 
 









 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub








As you come alongside her at the bar you notice her attention drift away from the preview as she observes you in the side of her vision. Her face, striking in its own beauty, is pale and soft and amiable in a expression. In the low golden light of the nightclub, she seemed almost to glow. Her chest, now visible and bare of the wool blouse, is adorned with a black lace sports bra that conceals her generously enough for public presentation, and you politely avoid staring at it closely. Still, she was silent in that moment, revealing only a small curiosity toward you.
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 Simple greeting
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 Compliment appearance
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 Crude joke
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 Admit nervous










 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Simple Greeting)








“Hey,” you greet amiably, the word escaping you with a small amount of haste, as though the pause may have become awkward.


She seems momentarily bemused and replies with a subtle grin. “Hi, what’s up?” she asks. She seemed to embrace and humor the casual small talk rather than be disinterested by it.



“Hell of a vacation. I’ve been… going around looking for things to do before it ends.”



“Party hard, girl,” she exclaims cheerily. “Is this your first time here? I come sometimes.” She brings a hand to her face to comb her hair back from her vision, blinking at you attentively.



You nod. “First time. It’s wild pretty, lots of… shiny glass and wood and stuff.”



“Yeah that’s the aesthetic,” she agrees. “I’m Claire.”



You give her your name. “Are you here with friends?” You inquire, casting a glance around, as though to conversationally acknowledge that she had been standing alone.



“They dipped; I was just having one for the road, I think. Was going to call an Uber back to my apartment in a few.”
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 Offer to buy her a drink
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offer to rideshare home
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 Tell her you’re lonely
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 Compliment her appearance










 
 

 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Compliment Appearance)








“You look great,” you say. She smiles lightly and directs her attention away as she takes a final sip from her glass and then empties it. It was likely blatantly clear to her that you were trying to get with her romantically, but she did not seem inclined to send you away. Perhaps she was bashful, in her own way, as you employed such a forward advance. “Sorry, just - you really stood out as I came in here,” you add.



“Nice to stick out from the crowd,” she concedes, flattered, but reserved.
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 Offer to buy her a drink
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 offer to rideshare home














 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Crude Joke)








“This place is pretty wild,” you say. Claire casts her eyes over the denizens of the Nightclub.



“Yeah! It’s usually packed.” She gives you her attention, imagining that you would might say more.



“Not real used to clubs like this, I feel like everyone who looks at me is checking for a bulge,” you laugh.



Claire seems immediately skeeved by the joke, “Don’t be gross,” she says. “People here care about a lot more than that.” She crosses her arms and turns her attention away from you.
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 Apologize Respectfully
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 Apologize Casually
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 Refute Aggressively



[image: ]
 

 Refute Casually










 





 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Admit Lonely)








“I’ve just been sort of wandering around looking for something to do,” you tell her in a plain and amiable tone, mild bashfulness evident, although she seems to take it as sincere.



“Yeah, I know the feeling. Even though there’s a lot to do here it’s pretty easy to like, end up sorta lost.”



“My friends are around town doing their own stuff, too,” you say.



“Hey, maybe we could walk around a bit? I was just going to like, stretch my legs and stuff before turning in for the night. Might have one more drink for the road.
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Agree to hang out with her
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 offer to rideshare home, instead
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 Offer to buy her a drink










 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Admit Nervous)








“Sorry, I’m a little unused to this,” you tell her sincerely, speaking amiably.



She tuts playfully, seeming bemused. “Hey, that’s alright,” she says, taking it easy on your awkward manner, as she seems inclined to humor your approach.



“I didn’t really frequent many clubs back where I live.”



“Yeah, clubbing alone isn’t always that fun. I was actually getting ready to go out for a walk for a bit and then maybe call for a ride home.”



“Oh, yeah, for sure. Well I’ll see you around I guess?” You figure that she meant to excuse herself, but she makes lax dismissive gesture.



“I’m not rushing out the door,” she says, pausing for a moment as she considers the last swallow of her drink. “Did you want to chat? Might be a good night to walk around the strip.” Claire’s finger moves through her hair as she speaks, her manner expressing a casual interest.
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 Agree to hang out with her
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offer to rideshare home, instead
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Offer to buy her a drink, instead






























 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Buy her a drink)








“If you want to hang out a bit longer, I’ll get you a drink,” you say. She seems to consider a moment, perhaps conscious of how hard she partied.


“I’m in no rush.” She gestures slightly with the near empty drink still in her hand. “Another champagne.”



You ask the bartender, and she tops off the glass in Claire’s hand. The golden liquid seems right at place amidst the color and finery that distinguished the club.



“It’s been a pretty wild day,” she tells you, sipping from her glass. “I’m about worn out, might get some air and then just chill.”



“Seems like a good night for it,” you agree. “Real warm out.”



“Yeah,” she concurs with some playful exasperation.
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Ask if she’s celebrating something
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Offer to walk with her










































 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Celebrating Something?)








“Are you celebrating something?”



“Hm?” she inquires. “Oh, just having a night out. I live in the city.” She leans back against the pole and takes another sip of her champagne, appraising you with her eyes for a quiet moment.


“Near here? Seems a real crowded place.”



“Yeah, an apartment down the road. Chilo Falla; it has a rooftop pool.”



You’re not familiar with the place, but around here, the apartments must extremely nice. The strip is an incredibly dense metropolis center that targets wealthy vacationers and people on break from high end schools.



“Odd meeting someone that lives here,” you say. “Must be something to get used to.”



“Yeah, I mean, if you like people. I’m real social,” she tells you cheerily. “So, you’re not real used to big cities?”



“Not really. Not like this, anyway.”



“It’s something else. Maybe I can show you around a bit?”
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Offer to hang out at apartment
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 Offer to hang out at pool
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 Offer to walk with her
























 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (offer to rideshare home)








“If you’d like, I could call us an Uber,” you offer gesturing out toward the strip.



She blinks, momentarily surprised by the offer. “That’s alright, it’s not much of a fare to my place, not worth splitting. Did you… want to hang out a bit? Because if you wanted we could walk around on the strip or something.” She seems curious enough of you to afford a chance to get to know each other, although her expression can’t be read with any overt clarity.


“That’d be fun. Real hot out, though. Might be AC in like, a shopping center around here?” You imagine it might be more comfortable than walking the strip, and you had some extra cash to shop around.



“My hotel’s got a rooftop pool. But yeah, the heat doesn’t really both me, I’m sort of used to it.” She smiles lightly and raises a brow in ponderance. “I figure some people might be chilling up there, but I don’t know; lots of people are at the festival.”
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 Offer to walk with her
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 Offer to hang out at pool






































 
 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Respectful Apology)








“I’m sorry, that was a bad joke. I didn’t mean to be rude,” you say, grimacing apologetically. You immediately feel a little aflush at having said something horrible and embarrassing.



“Alright, well - yeah there’s definitely better things to joke about. Sort of weird of you to call so much attention to that one aspect of people’s bodies, you know?
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 Admit nervous
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 Change the subject



[image: ]
 

 Excuse self










































 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Excuse Self)








“I’m going to head out now, I think. It was good to meet you…?”


“Claire,” she says, looking toward you as you prepare to head out. “Have a good night!”



As you pay for the drinks, she seems to gather her things and prepare to depart as well.







Stepping away from her, you cast your gaze over the nightclub once more. It was busy, still, but no one jumps out at you as seeming available for a bit of conversation or the like. The dance floor tempts you, momentarily, but a lot of walking has left you tired, and it was beginning to set in.










[image: ]
 

 Leave club and return to hotel





























 
 
 
The Walk Back


Strip (Return to Hotel)








The evening had settled in and the streets were finally beginning to cool, but the crowds seemed even more dense than they were before. They carry you hastily enough past many other establishments that you had seen on the way, until eventually you’re tired legs bring you to your hotel room.



It’s as you left it, and there’s no sign that your friends have been by recently. You imagine you’ll have much of the evening to yourself before they drop around, although if you slept while you waited they’d surely stir you when they returned.



Once more you collapse upon your bed, your second-wind spent, and heave a deep sigh as you begin to contemplate the day’s events.
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 Rest
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 Masturbate






































 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Change the subject)








You can sense that continuing this line of discourse is likely to irritate her. “Crazy lit, though. Lots of people - I dig this remix, too.”


“Oh yeah, it’s pretty cool,” she says lightly, remaining reserved to engage with you based off the impression she had so far. It was doubtless not uncommon that people came around here with poor intent.



“My town doesn’t have a real good gay scene, it’s sort of small, you know?”



“I grew up in a city, not this one though,” she tells you. Her hand idly plays with the lower hem of her blouse, her nail plucking gently at the woolen fabric.
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 Compliment appearance
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Offer to buy her a drink







































 
 
 
Time to Yourself


Hotel Room (Masturbate)








Once the fan is on and providing a bit of air current around the warm room, you slip in your earbuds and put on some music. It’s an alternative rock song with heavy bass that reminds you of the club music, and the individual you met there. Once comfortable and settled, you slip out of your pants and settle your hand low on your stomach. You were not concerned that your friends might pop in, as they’d likely have texted you if they were heading back to the hotel already, and the one that was rooming with you would be out late for sure.
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 Proceed as character with masculine genitalia
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Proceed as character with feminine genitalia


































 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Walk with her)








“For sure, I’d be down to walk around a bit,” you say, pleased to have a chance to get to know her better. She buttons her blouse up and slips on a jacket as you put some cash down for the bartender.



Claire seems rather extraverted by nature, and perhaps more enthusiastic to give you her time than you might have expected. She steps after you into the strip and walks near you as the flow of people begins to lead away from the nightclub.



“So, what do you like to do for fun?” you inquire, engaging in small talk as you sought to get to know her a bit better.”



“Usually I’m either around town having fun or just like, spending the entire day watching Netflix.”



“Same honestly, I had to take a vacation because I was starting to be so shut in. Have a bunch of friends on break from school so I figured we ought to go do something cool.”



“Did you see the preview for the next season of Game of Thrones?”



“They were showing it on the T.V., I think,” you say, recalling that she had been watching it when you approached. “I’m real excited for it.”



“Yeah, it’s going to be wild. Around here people crowd into the clubs to watch and stuff, a lot of them will show it.”
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 Talk about show
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Talk about partying
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Ask if she is interested in sex














 
 
 
Claire


Strip (Talk about show)








“I love that show, honesty. I read the books in high school - the ones that were out,” you say.



“Yeah, I’ve heard they’re hella good. Are you current on the episodes and everything?” she inquires attentively.



“Mhm, been waiting for the next season since this one came out. Who’s your favorite character?”



“Tyrion, for sure,” she says, grinning widely.



“Yeah, he’s great,” you concur, “although his story got pretty sad. A lot more funny stuff at first.”



“Oh lord, he’s been through so much shit,” Claire exclaims. “Do you feel like coming by and watching something? Some Netflix, maybe?”
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 Go to apartment
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 Ask if she is interested in sex


























 
 
 
Claire


Strip (Talk about partying)








“Never imagined it’d be like this here!” you say cheerily, raising your voice slightly over the surrounding sound of chatter. “We’ve been hitting the beaches and stuff but there’s a ton to see.”



“For sure, I live here and I’m still discovering stuff,” she tells you. “The pool on our rooftop has a wild view over a lot of the south part of the city. You can just look down on the city and see like, what stuff there is to do around.”


“That sounds really cool!”



“I could show you, if you want to come by? It’s not real far.”
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 Go to pool
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 Ask if she is interested in sex


































 
 
 
Claire


Strip (Interested in sex?)








“Don’t imagine you’re down to Netflix-and-chill?” you ask forwardly, turning a glance toward her as you continue to walk.



She laughs. “Tried and true strategy, right? Why don’t we hang out a bit longer and I’ll think it over.” She smiles at you lightly. “Could go by the pool, though? Might be a fun way to wind down.”
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 Go to pool
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 Insist on sex










































 
 
 
Claire


Strip (Insist on sex)








“I don’t really feel like hanging at the pool or watching a show, I’ve been doing a lot of that already on this trip. How about you and I grab a ride and go somewhere alone?” you ask.



She does not seem inclined toward that at all and shakes her head slightly as she steps further away from you. “That’s a no for me, I’m going to go ahead and call it a night.” She takes her phone from her pocket and walks away from you as she starts to find a ride for herself.



“Alright. See ya,” you say, realizing that you may have come on too strongly.
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 Return to hotel






























































 
 
 
Time to Yourself


Hotel Room (Rest)








Spent and exhausted, you soon find yourself relaxing into the comfortable dark of your bed. The city would never sleep, but it would remain there for you when you woke, and once again be subject to your will. In the long, long night, embraced by soft amble light, you allow yourself to rest and dream.
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 End


























































 
 
 
Time to Yourself


Hotel Room (Masturbate [M])








In the privacy of your room, with your earbuds playing your favorite music, you move your fingers under the elastic band of your panties and wrap them gently around your non-erect cock, moving it up and down gently so as to stir it from slumber. Sex had been clear and present in your mind recently, and arousal comes to you quickly, causing your shaft to lengthen and harden in your fingers. Perhaps you’d rather have had a new lovely acquaintance attend to your body, but often one must make do. Soon, your penis outgrows its place in your panties and you pop it out, aiming it upward as you begin to stroke along the length and coax it to engorge larger still.



Thoughts of Claire fill your thoughts, because she is new and alluring to your mind, and some part of you wants for her still. You also, admittedly, think some about the friends that came with you on this trip. You weren’t romantically engaged with any of them currently, although you had slept with one of them on a few occasions past.



Retaining these thoughts within as you stimulate yourself, jacking off at a progressively hastier pace, you soon find your breath accelerating as subtle waves of pleasure escalate from the motion applied.



Soon these sensations begin to drive you closer to a climax. You chase it eagerly, hastening the speed of your hand as you begin to jerk yourself as quickly as was comfortable to elicit the strongest sensation.



Soon enough the orgasm arrives, allowing you that sweet release and the immense pleasure that flowed with it. Cum spews out from your cockhead and falls about your thighs and stomach, as well as drizzling down over your hand as you continue your motion, now with a new lubricant. Your fingers are coated with a thick and viscous layer of your cum, and your body is faintly damp with sweat from the exertion in the warm room, despite what relief the fan offered.



With the cool airflow and sexual release providing you comfort enough to rest your body, you begin to succumb to exhaustion.
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 Rest












































































 
 
Time to Yourself


Hotel Room (Masturbate [F])








In the privacy of your room, with your earbuds playing your favorite music, you move your fingers under the elastic band of your panties and settle them on either side of your slit, gently moving them against your lower lips to coax out the beginnings of pleasure. Perhaps you’d rather have had a new lovely acquaintance attend to your body, but often one must make do.



Thoughts of Claire fill your thoughts, because she is new and alluring to your mind, and some part of you wants for her still. You also, admittedly, think some about the friends that came with you on this trip. You weren’t romantically engaged with any of them currently, although you had slept with one of them on a few occasions past.



Retaining these thoughts within as you stimulate yourself with moistened fingers, you soon find your breath accelerating as pulsating waves of pleasure radiate from the motion applied.



Soon these sensations begin to drive you closer to a climax. You chase it eagerly, hastening the speed of your digits as you begin to fuck yourself with the two middle fingers of your hand, driving them deeply inside of your pussy with the help of the lubricant you provide. The knuckles of your pointer and pinky fingers nuzzle against your labia, further increasing the physical stimulation you were able to grant yourself.



Soon enough the orgasm arrives, allowing you that sweet release and the immense pleasure that flowed with it. Your fingers are coated with a thick and viscous layer of your cum, and your body is faintly damp with sweat from the exertion in the warm room, despite what relief the fan offered.



With the cool airflow and sexual release providing you comfort enough to rest your body, you begin to succumb to exhaustion.
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 Rest














 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Apologize Casually)








“Sorry, guess I’m a little bit unused to it. I have futa friends and so I’m used to using that sort of language playfully and stuff, I don’t have anything against women that have masculine genitalia.”



“Yeah, I get it. It’s just sort of like, a red-flag when you approach someone making a comment like that. I mean, most people in this city are a bit more used to it, yeah,” she doesn’t seem irritated with you, although it’s evident that the comment did not settle well with her.
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 Offer to buy her a drink






































































 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Refute Casually)








“I don’t really think it’s that offensive. I don’t know, I’ve got a lot of futa friends.”



“Just because some people are comfy talking like that doesn’t mean you can just go around joking about it all the time. It’s sort of like, a really weird thing to joke about.” Claire doesn’t seem pleased at all with the remark, although she doesn’t seem invested enough in the matter to be angry at you about it.
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 Change subject










































































 
 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Refute Aggressively)








“You serious? I was just joking,” you tell her, surprised that she reacted in this way.



“That’s a stupid fucking thing to joke about. Don’t you have any sense? This is a classy place. Go fool around somewhere else if you’re going to treat someone like that.”



Claire directs her attention away from you. Embarrassed and irritated, you leave her alone and soon slink back out onto the strip.
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 Return to Hotel


























































 
 
Claire


Nightclub (Go to pool)








“I’d for sure be down to go to the pool and see the view,” you tell Claire with some amount of enthusiasm.



“That’d be fun! Maybe I can introduce you to my friends, if they come by?” Claire sets down her drink, and you pay before stepping away from the bar. “Do you want me to call us an Uber? I don’t really feel like walking, sort of tuckered out. I’m down to chill out though for a bit, at the pool or apartment or whatever.”
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 Ride


























































 
 
 
Claire


Strip (Go to pool)








“I’d for sure be down to go to the pool and see the view,” you tell Claire with some amount of enthusiasm.



“That’d be fun! Maybe I can introduce you to my friends, if they come by?” Claire gestures down the road to some of the tall apartment buildings that lined the south part of the strip. “We can walk down. It’s not too far. If we get there and you don’t feel like swimming, we can hang out at the apartment instead,” she says, brushing her hair back with a hand as the wind moved it in her face.
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Claire


Nightclub (Go to apartment)








“I’d for sure be down to come by your apartment and hang out a bit,” you tell Claire with some amount of enthusiasm.



“That’d be fun! Maybe I can introduce you to my friends, if they come by?” Claire gestures down the road to some of the tall apartment buildings that lined the south part of the strip. “Let me call us an Uber, I don’t really feel like walking,” she giggles a little. “It’s not that far, though.”


You order a drink for the road and pay the bartender.
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Claire


Strip (Go to apartment)








“I’d for sure be down to come by your apartment and hang out a bit,” you tell Claire with some amount of enthusiasm.



“That’d be fun. It’s not far at all, let’s walk down!” Claire gestures down the road to some of the tall apartment buildings that lined the south part of the strip. “Maybe I can introduce you to my friends, if they come by? I don’t know if they’ll be there or at the apartment.”
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Claire


Strip (Walk)








Now that the evening had settled in, the air was finally beginning to cool. Still, the crowds seemed even more dense than they were before. You and Claire are carried hastily enough past many other establishments that you had seen on the way, small talking together idly until eventually you reach Claire’s apartment building.



“A lot of these places look super rad. I saw there was a nice sushi bar near the hotel I’m staying at,” you say.



“Oh hell yeah, there’s some great sushi places. There’s a gaming place joined with a candy shop, too, they like, make hard candies while people can watch and stuff.”



“Is that near here?” you inquire, interested. She gestures down the road. “It’s like, down toward the end of the strip and those roads that lead to the beach parking lots.”



“I love stuff like that. Like, old fashioned artists just doing what they love, making people happy,” you say. “Like the kind of people that run hobby shops.”



“This is my building,” she says, gesturing toward a large apartment complex with gold finished windows. They concealed increasingly exquisite apartments and sheltered their denizens from the harshest sunlight. “And yeah, for sure that seems a good way to live. I want to make pottery and sell it if I ever buy a place that has the room for it.”



“How high up is your place?” you inquire with Claire.



“Oh, it’s like two thirds of the way,” she says, gesturing up at the skyscraper about at her apartments altitude. “You want to come see the view? I was thinking about going up to the pool to cool off.”
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 Go up to apartment


















 
 
 
Claire


Uber Vehicle (Ride)








“Sure, sounds good to me,” you tell her. “It’ll be cool to hang out a while! I’m glad to get to talk to someone from around here,” you say. “None of your type where I’m from, you know?”


“And what type do you presume I am?” she inquires, bemused, as she sends in the request for the Uber using her phone.


“I don’t know. Just someone way more familiar with like, modern fashion, themes, music.”



“Are you a bit old fashioned?” she inquires. “The Uber’s close, just a couple minutes,” she says, moving the strap of her bag over her shoulder as she begins to walk toward the exit. You pay the bartender, and then move swiftly to catch up wit her.



“I wouldn’t call it that. I’m just not necessarily familiar with all the nuance. Like, you know, it’s subtle.”



She laughs a little, turning to look at you as you come up alongside her near the exit of the nightclub. Claire’s hair, almost ceaselessly draped with perfection as it cascaded down her back in a smooth sheet, reflected the amber light of the city strip as soon as she stepped out. “You think it’s real special, then. Lots going on beneath the surface, something worth checking out before it gets uncool? Like a new movement.”



“I guess it’s odd, getting to know a new style of life, right?”



“You mean like, the rich?” she inquires, smiling sideways toward you.



“I don’t mean that exactly. It’s just that I don’t live like this.”



A black Prius pulls up into the pick-up zone just beside the strip entrance, and you open the door to enter, settling into the dark interior with Claire just behind you. You pay a polite greeting to the Uber driver.



“So, what do you do around town, for yourself?” she asks curiously. “You party?”



“Sometimes,” you tell her. “Usually just relax. Watch a lot of documentaries and stuff… I guess that must sound dull.”



“No, I mean, even I do that. I watch a lot of Netflix and shows. Anime,” she says, in an exaggerated tone of reluctance. You laugh with her about it.



“Guilty pleasures I guess,” you say.




Soon the Uber pulls over in front of the apartment building. She steps out, and you after her, thanking the driver.



From ground level to the highest floor, gold finished windows concealed increasingly exquisite apartments, and sheltered their denizens from the harshest sunlight.



“How high up is your apartment?” you inquire with Claire. “Oh, it’s like two thirds of the way,” she says, gesturing up at the skyscraper about at her apartments altitude. “You want to come see the view?”
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Claire


Apartment








“I’d love to come up to your place,” you say.


“Okay!” she concurs, seeming comfortable with the idea. You enter the apartment building’s lobby together and gravitate over toward the elevator door. “Yeah, watching a few shows would be fun? I’d rather do that and hang out with you a little while before we do something else.”


You nod lightly in agreement, understanding her meaning and sharing in the idea of getting to know each other more closely first. When the elevator door opens, you both step inside, and then Claire selects her floor.



Claire is beautiful in the ordinary light in a different way than she is in the amber light of the night club and strip. She appears paler, and yet softer, and seems of an appearance more comfortable and familiar to you now than she was in a regular light, as though some shroud of distant exoticism had dispersed from her. Still, she appeared no less desirable.



Claire gives you a knowing look, as you had been staring at her in an idle way, obviously contemplating or lost in thought amidst the glance. “You have nice eyes,” she tells you, moving so that her body was directed more toward you as the elevated slowed down in its approach to Claire’s floor.



“Thank you, I like yours as well,” you say.


“I feel like people’s eyes tell you a lot about them,” she says, without much conviction in the statement as though she expected to be rebuked.



“What did you assume about me, from my eyes?”



She ponders it for a moment. “I got a sense that you were genuine, or fun. Maybe innocent.”



You grin a little in response to that, silent for a moment. The elevator door opens, and Claire steps away from you, moving down the hallway toward her dorm. You’re on pace a step behind her, finding yourself almost left behind by her energic momentum, but once she reaches her door, she opens it and beacons you welcomingly inside.







Claire’s apartment is surprisingly large for a room in this area, made even more impressive by its view. All along the main room’s side was a floor to ceiling window, over ten yards across. Through it, the strip could be observed going off in the north, and to the south were long stretches of public beach, although only some were in view from here.



The main room was adorned like a studio apartment, with a living area that transitioned into a dining area and finally a cooking area without interrupting with walls, but the bedroom and restroom were separated with a wall.



“Wow, this place is rad,” you say, feeling a little astounded.



“It’s real nice. Close to a lot of stuff, got a gym and Starbucks a floor down, and the pool upstairs.”



“Yeah, I could live in a place like this. Sure, it’s way of my budget, though,” you tell her. She goes over toward the section with the kitchen and bar and finds a bottle of wine. “Want some Cabernet? You can sit down,” she says, gesturing over toward her couch, which faced perpendicular to the glass wall and had a widescreen mounted in front of it, and a table before it too.



“Oh! Sure, thank you. Some ice in it maybe,” you say, as it had been rather hot outside and you still were cooling. “Thank you,” you add again, bashful to be served.



Soon enough Claire has poured two glasses half full of deep red wine and now carries them carefully over to the couch, offering you one as she sits with the other.



She takes a sip of her wine before setting it down on a coaster in front of herself and taking up the remote instead. “Feel like watching anything?” she inquires. “I can just put on a random episode of like, Game of Thrones. Are you all caught up?”



You chuckle. “Yeah, that sounds fine to me,” you say, and she pulls up a recent episode from the latest season.



As you and Claire sit and watch it together, you both offer the occasional comment or bit of small talk. You find yourself getting to know Claire better as you sit back on the couch and watch several episodes, feeling deeply relaxed in the quiet solace of a familiar thing.



Claire leans gently against you after a half an hour has passed, and seems to be comfortable against your side. When you settle your arm around her you can feel the softness of her skin beneath your hand, and her warmth radiates through you. The sensation of closeness comes as a stark contrast from the bustle and haste of everything experienced before, and you find it easy to relax.



“This is nice,” you tell her when the credits role for another episode, and she shifts her weight slightly against you, reaching over to close the streaming app.



Claire peers at you attentively, taking in your face at close proximity as she moves gently against your side. “It is. It’s good to just chill a little,” Claire agrees, sitting up slightly and looking at you with momentary attentiveness. “I think maybe I should wash up… and then we can do something else?” Claire seems to suggest a closer intimacy in this, as she leans into you cozily with the words, and is attentive to your expression to see if you are aware of the implication. “Or…”
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Claire


Apartment Rooftop








“I’d love to go up to the pool,” you say.



“Okay!” she agrees, sounding enthusiastic about the suggestion. You enter the apartment building’s lobby together and gravitate over toward the elevator door. “I’ve been meaning to swim more, but it’s not really fun alone in a pool.”



“Maybe you should invite some of your friends up!”



Claire grins at you a little. “If I can get them to come, sometime,” she says. “But it’ll be fun just the two of us.”



You nod in agreement, eager to get to know her in a more personal setting. Claire presses the button for the rooftop once the doors begin to close, and soon you begin your ascension.



Claire is beautiful in the ordinary light in a different way than she is in the amber light of the night club and strip. She appears paler, and yet softer, and seems of an appearance more comfortable and familiar to you now than she was in a regular light, as though some shroud of distant exoticism had dispersed from her. Still, she appeared no less desirable.



Claire gives you a knowing look, as you had been staring at her in an idle way, obviously contemplating or lost in thought amidst the glance. “You have a nice smile,” she tells you, moving so that her body was directed more toward you as the elevated slowed down in its approach the rooftop.



“Thank you, you have beautiful eyes,” you say.



“What do… my eyes tell you about me?” she inquires, sounding uncertain of herself.



You consider her question, wondering if there was a spiritual sense behind it, or if she was just very proud of their beauty. “I think that you’re fun loving… and very genuine. I think you’ve got a bit of uncertainty but you’re real like, attentive and excited for life, you know?”



She grins lightly, seeming pleased with your description, but then is silent for a time. When the elevator door opens, Claire steps briskly out onto the rooftop and breathes deeply of the evening air.



The edge of the rooftop was guarded with a rail, and the pool took up most of the space, with sparse setting and covered tables near the edges at several points, often accompanied by a hot tub. Sunchairs encircle one side of the pool, each adorned with a folded towel. Nearby there were curtained stalls for showering or changing, and a machine for refreshments.



“All to ourselves,” you say, noting that you were alone. The view over the strip and lower city was incredibly.



Claire eagerly strides toward the edge of the water and steps out of her heels. “Wow… yeah, it’s real quiet,” she comments, taking a moment to breathe deeply and look over the cityscape as she stood before the pool in the open night. You come to stand beside her, casting a curious look at her elated visage, before following her gaze to look at the evening sky.



The sunset over the cityscape makes it look as though the world was engulfed in fire at the horizon. “Mmm… it’s so beautiful. What should we do with the night?” Claire asks, turning to you with some flourish, as though the setting had inspired some elated and lax mood in her.



“It’ll probably start getting chilly pretty soon,” Claire predicts, striding around the pools edge with you in tow. She slips out of her blouse and tosses it gently onto a chair, “Though it’s a pretty warm night.”
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Apartment Rooftop (Massage)








“Do you wanna relax for a bit?”



“I’d love to, honestly,” she says, moving toward some of the sunchairs that lined the far side of the pool.



“Want a towel or something to lay on?” you ask her.



“Yeah, would you grab me one?” Claire asks, looking over toward the poolside closets where some stacked folded towels had been set out. You walk over to get one, smiling lightly at how quickly Claire seemed to be relaxing. Perhaps she was more inclined to relax now that you were somewhere quiet, as the nature of the city saw all things moving quickly, and people could not easily settle down.



As you walk back over, Claire rises from her place on the chair to let you fold and lay down the towel, providing a bit more support for her body at the gaps between the wood boards. She’s straightened it out to lay down and moves to her stomach with her head facing the water, heaving a deep sigh as she settles down.



“Are you comfy?” you inquire, sitting beside her.



“Mhm. Today’s been a small adventure,” she says laxly, adjusting herself for comfort. She still wore her jeans, which did not seem entirely comfortable, but for her upper body she only retained her black lace bra, allowing her back to soak in the evening warmth, if there was a lack of sunlight at the hour. “It’ll be fun to chill for a while, have some company,” she says, turning her head slightly toward you.



“Do you think anyone will come up here?” you ask.



“Probably not?” she says, although she doesn’t seem all that certain of it. “Why do you ask?” she inquires playfully, perhaps attentive to your intent, although the understanding was present before anything had been implied.



“I figured I’d give you a massage, if you’d like one,” you say. “Wouldn’t want you to be embarrassed.”


Claire chuckles, amused. “Mm, that’d be nice of you. No, I figure it’ll be alright.” She turns her head downward against, resting her chin on her arms as they were laid to support her. “It’s been a long time since I’ve gotten a massage, I figure I can really use it. Are you good at them?”



“I’ve done them a lot, but never taken lessons on it or anything,” you say, moderately bashful, although you were encouraged to see her interest.



“You mean you’re not a professional? My standards are super high, you know,” Claire jokes, giggling.



“Sorry, didn’t go to college for it,” you laugh. “But most people like them. I figure it’s pretty hard to do a truly
 awful
 massage.”



“I’m sure it happens. I figure I’ll have better luck with you.” Claire wiggles out of her jeans on the chair, allowing them to fall down her legs and then kicking out of them gently, so that they fell to rest behind the chair. The black lace panties she wore beneath afforded you a clear view of the shape of her rear, and a good sense of the soft texture of flesh beneath the fabric.



“Just tell me what you like,” you say, rising to stand over her and settle your hands gently against her shoulders. “I’ll just work top-down then?”



“That sounds great to me,” she says, sounding as though she was already submerging herself in a more relaxed state, perhaps out of simple anticipation. Once you begin your massage, she exhales deeply from her nose.



You move your hands in a gentle circular motion about her shoulder blades, before running them the length of her back on either side of her spine. Despite being untrained, you felt as though you had a good capacity to feel how people responded to your touch and understand what areas may need more pressure in accordance with their subtle reactions. Claire’s body is warm beneath your hands, and soft, but for some points of tension in her lower back. Massaging there, you gradually begin to apply a deeper pressure, gently alleviating the hidden ache. Perhaps you were fortunate in that this seemed to be exactly what Claire needed, and she exhales deeply in period bursts of tension release, as though all that accumulated pain could be forced out in a breath.



You follow the tension down over her read, and then attend to her thighs and the soft back side of each leg about the knee. Claire does not react strongly when you set your hands upon her in a more intimate place, and she does not seem insecure about the physical observation of her form that came from such deliberate and searching touch. In this way, Claire’s body could reveal a lot.



“I think when I came out here, I was really looking for this kind of night. You know, just a moment to slow down and really connect with someone, in a place like this,” you say softly, ending a lengthy pause of silence, although you continued with your focused massage.



“It is special, yeah. Gotta remember to slow down and enjoy things,” Claire says, her tone deeply relaxed, as though she had stirred from an almost meditative state. “Sometimes I get too caught up in my worries.”



“My mind runs away. Can’t look at anything back home without thinking of old anxieties. It’s great to fill my thoughts with something new.”



“Ever had a dream so good that it left you feeling uplifted, maybe weeks after?” Claire grunts softly as you work her calves, your touch firm against her own tension, although you are quick to adjust.



“Maybe. A lot of my life I just sort of ignored things like that,” you say. “I guess I didn’t appreciate the meaning all the time. Internalized it, maybe.”



“This city is sorta like a good dream. It gets your mind going and you get a hopeful sense of things. People here are nice, and stuff is good, and it’s simple, but it’s… an alleviation of sorts.”



You pause quietly, reflecting on Claire’s observation. “Has the effect faded for you? I guess I can imagine that, no high lasts forever. And it must be tough not having an escape, or a quiet place that doesn’t remind you of all the work you need to do.”



“Let me say that I’m glad to share this moment with you,” Claire says, turning her head slightly and grinning. “It’s a real pleasure to be able to just relax and enjoy this moment.



You smile at Claire’s amity, encouraged by the invitational mannerism. At the same time, you feel something almost like an urgency, to help address this long help tension in a way beyond muscular ache.
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Claire


Apartment Rooftop Pool (Swimming)








“Should we have a quick swim?” you inquire, observing the luminous surface of the water. The surface was still and untouched, and the glare of the lights projected upon It was a solid amber, which made the pool appear like a lake of gold despite the marble tiling that could be seen at the edges presumably extended to the bottom. The metal finery, sprayed to look gold, came in the form of several entrance ramps and an intricate floral pattern inscribed with flowing gold filigree within the visible stone.



“Sure, good night to swim,” Claire says. She steps with you toward the water’s edge and begins to wiggle out of her jeans, affording you a chance to undress as well. Alone there by the pool, you were cast in a calm sort of astral warmth, artificial and yet purely aligned with your internal presence. This moment felt right, and you could tell that Claire was immersed in the simple joy of the moment together.



She lowers herself in slowly, turning around to watch you as the surface of the water passes her naval and chest. Once down the steps, she swims back gently and allows her weight to be taken off her feet, floating softly with the gentle motion of her feet and hands. You step in swiftly after her, taking a moment to submerge your head. For a moment, there is a cool sensation of dimness as the overstimulating presence of light and sound in the city is partially nullified. The cool touch deeply relaxes your body as you feel the weight of the day being temporarily blown away by a sort of mystical torrent.



Surfacing again, you allow yourself a moment for your eyes to adjust. The glare of the lights that lit the pull seem like suns mounted behind Claire, and the image of her a silhouette against their glow.



Her form comes into focus again, and you allow yourself to appraise her. Her soft body, pale in its revealed form, seems to radiate with the illuminated backdrop. She swims toward you, the water gently moving around her presence. Claire’s breasts are not strongly obscured by the thin lace bra, and you can see the soft presence of her chest and the way it rises slightly with the water, when she was submerged to that height, giving them the appearance of more substance, although they had not been lacking mass.



“I can’t describe what I feel,” Claire says. “As though this moment was crafted, in a sense, just to be perfect.” She looks out over the city and drifts gently nearer to you, allowing you to direct your attention from her to your surroundings. “Is that cliched to say?” she inquires, turning back to you with a playful grin, almost as though she was bashful of her words, and meant to pose them more as a joke.



You look to her attentively, nodding your head gently. “Sometimes I get the feeling I’m sorta guided on my path. I don’t think I’d have a shot of finding you by chance alone.”



She smiles warmly, letting her chin drop to her chest as she conceded the praise. “That’s sweet.” She looks up at the glaring lights. Some of them were mounted in brass lanterns that hung over the water, just too high to reach from within the pool.



“They’re a little bright, huh?” You ask, following her gaze. “Wonder if there’s a switch for them.”



“Um,” Claire begins, recalling something. “I think you can like, turn them a little, and they’ll dim? Someone did it once.”



You reach up in the water, but the lamp is just out of your reach. You struggle to get it, which is sort of embarrassing, and then you try a little hop but you are unable to turn the bulb in the brief moment of contact with it. “I don’t want to accidentally break it,” you say.



“Here, squat down,” Claire says, moving to be behind you. You squat in the water as you were told, and soon feel her legs saddling up around your sides.



“Hahah – okay we’ll try to get them all in one go,” you say, laughing slightly as Claire works her thighs past your head and comes to rest on your shoulders, one hand on your head for balance.



“Woo! We got this,” Claire says. She casts a look around, shyly checking that they were still alone.



You rise from the water, taking Claire’s weight onto your shoulders. You notice the presence of her bulge against the back of your neck, and resist the urge to shiver slightly as you are suddenly in contact with her so intimately. Rather than get caught up in thinking about it, you look up and try to guide Claire toward the nearest reachable bulb.



“Hold still,” she says.



“Careful not to burn your hand.”



She reaches and plucks the hanging bulb from the air, turning it slightly on its support until the light dimmed. “Hell ya,” she says with elation, and then gives you a little pat on the head to direct you toward the next one, bobbing her legs for balance.



You make quick work of the rest of the lights, the pool area gradually becoming a dimmer environment more suited to the desired mood. With each dimming of a light you feel yourself sinking slightly into your desire, mentally weighing the act ahead and wondering what Claire might be considering for herself.



Her answer comes in the slight flexing of her cock against your neck just as the last of the near set of lights is dimmed, revealing her arousal. She huffs under her breath, as though the relax startled her. She doubtless knew you had felt it and was perhaps unsure of how you would react in that moment.



“I don’t think anyone’s gunna come up here now…” you say, gently lowering down toward the water so that Claire can remove herself from you.



“Yeah,” Claire says, and is quiet for a moment. She waits for you to turn around and then stares at you with great attentiveness, affixing her attention on you in such a way that welcomed an advancement of intimacy. “What should we do?”
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Ask her to fuck you


























 
 
 
Claire


Apartment Rooftop (Turn over)








“I hope the moment sticks with you, then,” you say, taking your hands from Claire. “Turn over and I’ll get started with the other side.”



Claire hesitates momentarily, seeming shy, before beginning to turn around. Despite the pause she is noticeably relaxed and moves slowly as she settles onto her back. Claire looks up at your attentively for a long moment as your eyes appraise her form, afforded an opportunity to see her bulge through her panties. It’s visibly obvious, although she was only slightly erect, and it’s apparent that her size was rather substantial.



Disregarding the urge to make an immediate move, you set your hands upon her shoulders again, this time from her front, and begin to work down her body. Claire offers no complain as you massage around and over her breasts, feeling them through the black lace bra and distributing the warmth of your touch to the cool surface of her body. Soon your hands move from there down her stomach, and then to her hips and upper thighs.



As you continue to attend to her, she gradually begins to show signs of arousal. It’s rather obvious as you work in proximity to her crotch without any real visual obstruction. Claire’s length gently engorges and tenses against her black panties, which only adds to her stimulation.



For a time, she pretends to be unaware of the erection, but it becomes difficult to ignore. As your hands deeply knead the soft flesh of her upper thighs her cock seems to stretch at the fabric, struggling to free itself. Perhaps Claire thought you might both ignore it and simply pretend it hadn’t occurred, as she seems uninclined to draw direct attention to it and instead enjoys her massage. After some time as has passed, however, you softly speak on the undeniable.



“Claire… can I pleasure you in another way?” you inquire, honestly presenting your intentions.



She grins slightly, knowing full well that which you referred to. Her eyes, which had closed in their comfortable restfulness, now open again meet your gaze as she considered the offer. “Yeah… I think that would do me well, if it’s something you want,” she says.


You chuckle at her heartily. “It’s pretty high on the list of things I want, I’d say,” you laugh, playfully reaching down with both hands to hook two fingers under the hem of her panties and begin to draw them down.



With a bit of a bounce, her cock pops free of its restraints and immediately bobs and flexes up to meet your attention. Claire’s mouth hangs slightly agape as she watches you expectantly, seeing the desire upon your features as you examine her pristine length.
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Suck her off
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 Ride her cock
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Apartment Rooftop Pool (Suck her cock)








“Since we’ve got a moment to ourselves, can I do something for you?” you inquire softly, allowing your intent to be clear beyond your words as you direct your eyes down toward the portion of Claire obscured beneath the water.



“You want to … suck my cock?” Claire inquires more directly, phrasing the inquiry in a rathe serious manner to avoid any misunderstanding.



“I want to make you happy,” you tell her, swimming forward gently. “Make this special moment a little bit more.”



Claire grins, relaxing gently against the handrail of the stairway to enter the pool. “I wouldn’t say no to that,” she says, her focus intent upon you as she began to relish the anticipation of the pleasure to come. She was undoubtedly envisioning your lips around her cock.



“Seems you deserve it. I don’t think you get real satisfaction as much as you need,” you say, playfully teasing her in your approach.



“Come here and satisfy me then,” she says, gnawing on her lip. She rests back on the stairs, leaving her legs in the water as her arms settled on the steps to support her sitting posture. Her legs move apart to reveal the bulge of her panties just beneath the water’s surface.



As you make your approach, Claire gently slides her thumbs underneath the band of her panties and draws them down, allowing her cock to pop free and rise in the water, quickly lifting by its own strength to protrude from the water, aimed at your face. Her cock seems to request your closer attention as it gently bobs and flares, anticipating itself the pleasure Claire would channel through it. Claire’s length extended six inches out of the water, with another inch or two beneath the surface.



You let your body become horizontal in the water, so that your legs floated in the water and your torso rested gently against her legs. When your face drifts up to her cock, you allow your tongue to lull out and gently touch the base of her length, gradually moving up from the water and along its surface. You can taste the clean perfection of her skin, and breath in the subtle warmth that radiated from the water around her. Claire’s gaze was affixed upon you intently, although she seemed disinclined to say anything for the moment, as though she might disturb the connection between you and the penis.



You lay a kiss upon the underside of her cockhead once you have reached it, tenderly pressing down there between your lips. Then you open your mouth and turn your head so that the tip of the cock could enter you, and rest upon your tongue, encircled by your mouth.



Claire doesn’t rush your progression, but as you begin to take more of her cock into your mouth, you can feel the tension and pleasure radiating through her like pulsing energy originating from the place where her cock experienced you. Her knuckles turn white as she grips the rail with her hand, supporting herself as her other hand moved from the stairs to settle gently upon your head.



Claire’s fingers clench against your scalp as she encourages your head down to meet her crotch. Eager to submerge herself within your throat, she slides her cock upward as her hips attempt a gentle vertical thrust. Claire’s cock gently nudges against the back of your throat and nearly makes you gag. Claire giggles with a bit of arousal as she feels her flared cockhead prodding against your throat. “Sorry,” she says, apologetic for the little pleasure she’s suddenly treated herself to without giving warning.
 “
 That feels really fucking good,” Claire says with enthusiasm, watching with mouth agape as your spittle trails down the exposed portion of her cock. The noise of your slurping and licking seems to be pure musical pleasure to her, and her cock often tenses against your tongue and the inside of your cheek. You do all you can to make it a pleasurable experience for her, quickly traversing the length of her shaft with your tongue and lips. Claire’s excitement seems nearly overwhelming before too long has passed, and she has long since left behind any suggestion of reservation.



As her thrusting gradually accelerates in speed, your face begins to gently collide against her crotch and balls as you splash face first into the water. You close your eyes and allow her to guide your motion, taking in air whenever the opportunity presented itself. Often, Claire only stops guiding your head when she needs to provide herself a moment to recover, as though the stimulation might drive a preemptive orgasm out of her.



Claire’s breathy gasps and airy moans had no hint of bashfulness in their tone, as she reclined back on the pool steps and enjoyed the pleasure your mouth provided.



Claire continues to encourage you to take in her cock at an even faster pace, seemingly enjoying the small gagging sounds you produced as you exerted extra effort in her pleasure. Claire’s was fast to seek that ultimate relief of climax, almost impatient as she trembles and micro-thrusts. Her enthusiasm is clear as she grunts and struggles against the approaching force.



“Oh fuck… I’m gunna get cum everywhere – in the pool,” Claire says, anxious even as she felt the unstoppable coming arrival of her release. You didn’t let up your work to answer, but you were fairly sure you could keep any mess from breaking out. Claire’s delicious cum would be a treat for you, and you were hungry for it. Claire’s moaning breaths cause her chest to rise and fall heavily, and she trembles noticeable as the energy escalates in her form. Her gaze drifts back and upward toward the sky as she escapes reality to focus solely on the pleasure.



The faster pace has drawn a strong reaction out of her, and soon her pleasure begins to boil over the surface. Her moans lose all order and decompose into a vivacious screech as the sensation cascades upon her consciousness, washing away all other thoughts. She is tense, for a moment, and then comes the irresistible release. Cum spurts out into your mouth with pressurized force, and you can feel it spray against the back of your throat.



Claire presses down on your head firmly, embedding herself in her entirety as she shoots vertically into your throat. Her cum gags you, that which you were unable to swallow spilling out down around her shaft. Her thighs shake beneath your hands as she releases another rope of sticky white cum, and then several more in quick succession as all things escaped her control.



You swallow eagerly, refusing to allow any of the cum to spill out into the water unless you absolutely could take no more. That point seems to be fast approaching as the cum progresses out with almost incredible quantity. Finally, Claire’s hands relax and allow you a little more room in your mouth to take in the rest of the cum from that remained in her length, and forcefully swallow it too.



“Oghh... wow,” Claire says, sounding entirely out of it as she attempted to recover from the absurdly powerful stimulation. “You really did me goood…” she laughs slightly, sounding almost inebriated as she was so mentally swamped with the chemicals of pleasure.



You swallow and lick around in your mouth, cleaning up and trying to get the last of the thick substance down. Her taste is as incredible as you imagined, and despite being almost entirely filled by her ejaculate, you immediately feel yourself looking forward to your next chance to taste it.



Claire relaxes heavily, breathing deeply as she slowly regains a more relaxed state. You cuddle up against her on the steps, giggling with her and small talking until you decide to retire back to her apartment.
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Apartment (Shower)








“Is it alright if I clean up too? I mean, can I join you in the shower?” you ask forwardly. Claire seemed to be inviting greater closeness, although she doesn’t seem entirely certain in the moment of the preposition.



“Sure,” she says, looking toward you curiously. “That might be fun…” Claire seems perhaps bashful but with a clear touch of elation, and she grins slightly as the words escape her. For a moment more you remain close to each other face to face, but she does not close that distance, instead allowing her grin to sink into a pleased but soft smile, and then moving up to her feet.



“I hope that’s not too forward,” you say. She offers a hand to you, curiously, and you take it and rising quickly. “I just figured we could both use one!”



She seems to find that amusing and begins to tug you gently toward the bathroom. “Yeah, the heat here is something else. The apartment has a great shower, too.”



“I always look forward to fancy shower stuff,” you say, moving with Claire toward the bathroom door. “I’m sure you like to show it off,” you say playfully, noting the eager mannerism as she guides you in, and then closes the door behind you rather forcefully.



It’s odd to see Claire suddenly in the white light of the restroom as opposed to the ceaseless golden glare of the city and club. The cooler light lets her glow in a different way, beautifully pale and now softer than all angular presence in that room, and the more rigid light afflicted on it. The shower is a glass chamber in the corner, walled in with foggy glass, but you only cast a small glance to it before directing your gaze back to Claire, who has positioned herself facing you at your side, and still holds your hand in hers.



Her eyes, which had seemed rested and high, now showed a degree of alert depth, peering and piercing as she affixed them toward your own. The silence upon her lips, likewise, has a degree of alertness, as though she was tugging the reigns of the words that meant to escape her lips. She reaches for your other hand before she speaks, retaining that close and intimate gaze for a moment longer.



“So… you’re real comfortable, huh?” she asks, her voice genuine as she expressed this odd bit of understanding. “Easy going, I mean. Hah - not like easy to sleep with just…”



“Extraverted?” you offer. “I’m not sure.”



“More like… personable. You got a real sort of patience to you. In your voice and eyes.”



You smile lightly, appreciating the comment. Around here things must move so quickly, but it was only sweet that Claire would not slow down slightly, to fall in step with you.



“Thanks. I like talking to you.”



“Do you feel… ready? I wouldn’t want to assume what you wanted this to be,” Claire speaks casually enough, but you can tell by her tone that she was still a little uncertain of how this might proceed.



“I’d love to see you,” you say. “Want me to go first?”



She grins bashfully, and then her expression tightens, and she appears more playful, with high cheeks glowing faintly aflush. “How about the same time?”



Perhaps she was shy of her body, beautiful as she was. It couldn’t be easy for her to bare herself in this way to someone she’s only met so recently. Once your own hands have grasped the lower hem of your shirt and began to drag it up over your head, she uses the momentary obstruction of your vision to begin undressing in turn. You throw your shirt gently side to rest beside her hamper, turning your side to Claire and permitting her to examine you without your own eyes upon her, although you can see that she is looking from the corner of your vision.



Claire had left her blouse unbuttoned in the apartment’s heat, and now allowed the garment to fall from her shoulders and collapse gently around her. The black lace she wore beneath it is more revealing in the sharp white light of the bathroom, and the coloration of her breasts is clearly visible through this sparse fabric.



Claire takes of her jeans as you remove your own pants. She watches as you begin but directs her gaze away in the moment that you’re revealed. Soon her eyes return to you, and she purses her lips slightly as she takes a moment to openly appraise your body and dispel that last bit of shyness. Something about her look is more than a mock appraisal; she seems drawn in by the sight of you.



Down to underclothes, the two of you find yourselves drawn together, and soon gently embrace in the center of the small room, enjoying the feeling of each other’s body. You move your arms around her waist and hold her against you, leaning in slightly to rest your forehead against hers. The warmth of her breath gently cascades upon your face and chin, and you can’t help but giggle at the pleasant sensation. Her eyes are filled with an attentive warmth, and she doesn’t move them from you for even an instant as appreciate the closeness together.



Her motion comes swiftly, almost surprising you as you became so immersed in the moment. Her lips settle on yours and rest there gently, the small force behind the kiss bring her snug against you, although for the moment she allows the connection to sit gently and still. Your embrace tightens, and she relaxes in your arms as you return the forward motion, confirming the desire for closeness that was now mutually expressed between you.



Claire’s thigh gently presses between your legs in the tight embrace, the smoothness of her skin rubbing gently against you and spreading the warm presence of her intimate closeness through your body.



As you lean into her, one of her own hands settles upon yours behind her back and guides your touch upward. The smooth texture of silk is soon upon your fingertips, and you reach up to take gentle hold of her bra strap between two fingers and your thumb. Claire opens her mouth gently, parting her lips to permit you entrance as the kiss continued. As you remove her top, your tongue slides past her lips and partially enters her own mouth, advancing while simultaneously inviting her to go further in turn.



The bra strap comes free, and Claire lets herself step back slightly as you lean against her. You stumble together, parting the kiss, and her back comes to rest firmly against the bathroom wall. She lets the bra come down around her arms, and her breasts are presented to you suddenly and without obstruction as she stands between you and the wall, slumped with a playful grin upon her features.



Claire’s breasts are pale and soft in appearance, moderately large and well-shaped. They rest high on her chest, and a subtle texture of goosebumps is visible upon their summit around her pink areola and teat. Her nipples are fully erect and the ringed bumps surrounding them are strongly presented as well. You gravitate inward, moving slowly so that she could receive you as she chose. Claire pushes her chest out gently to allow your face to slide in between her breasts and rests there as you breathe her scent deeply. Her perfume, a beautiful floral mix, tingles your senses. Beneath that flowery smell you can detect her own scent, radiating up to meet you as your face is awash with the warmth of her breasts.



You brush your lips gently against the smooth mound of one of her breasts, allowing them to slide over the soft skin and come to nudge gently against one of her nipples. She lets out a small huff in response to the sensation and bites her lip when you glance up at her.



“All of you’s so perfect,” you tell her warmly, speaking genuine approval of her near unblemished form.



“Mm, thank you,” she responds gracefully, smiling down at you as you continue to give her nipple some attention with your tongue. You can feel the firm point of her teat nudging against your lips and tongue with every moment, the stimulus often resulting in a small reaction from your host. 
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Ask her to fuck you
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Suck her dick
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Apartment (Make out)








Claire waits for a response, but instead you lean in gently, allowing your eyes to remain affixed on her as she realizes your intent and decides how to reciprocate. Claire seems surprised by the approach but closes her eyes gently and lets her lips move forward, just slightly, to meet your own. You feel her shoulders slouch as her body relaxes against your side, and she softly exhales. The warmth of her breath brushes against your cheek, and she smiles gently from within the kiss before allowing your lips to part.



She stares intently at you, allowing a small grin to creep upon her features.



“I hope that wasn’t too forward of me,” you say. Claire reaches out gently to set a hand upon your arm and gently guide you toward herself.



“I liked it,” she assures you, before moving in on her own accord and planting a kiss on your cheek, and then once more on your lips. Claire’s eyes seem almost alert for a moment as she woke up from the relaxed state of cuddling on the couch and began to experience a more present sort of pleasure. Her mouth parts slightly, allowing you to move your tongue inside of her and engage in a deeper connection. One of her hands rests on your shoulder, and another seems to guide your own touch to her body.



It appears Claire will guide your hand against your breast, but you allow your lips to drift apart from her again. “Can I touch you?” you inquire softly before the contact is made, and Claire nods gently in turn. Returning your lips to hers, you now settle your hand against her chest, feeling at her breast through the black lace bra that she wore. The fabric was fine and thin, and you could feel the radiating warmth of her soft breast beneath it with ease. The lace bra was partially see-through, but in the dim light Claire was not truly revealed.



The taste upon Claire’s lips faintly reminds you of the sweet wine, although there is a fruity flavor to her kiss that you cannot easily place. She leans together with you, allowing you to come to rest against each other snugly. She moves her torso down slightly, allowing your hand to slide up from her chest and move under the hem of her blouse, moving it back from her torso as she helped guide it off with her arms.



You take hold of the lower hem of your shirt and draw it over your body, casting the garment aside quickly and allowing Claire to set hands upon your chest. She seems eager to feel you, or perhaps hesitant to bear herself further. When you begin to slide of your pants she quickly follows, eyes attentively locked on you during every moment of reveal. More than simply curious, she seems eager to lay eyes upon you. The bulge of her cock is visibly obvious once she is down to her underclothes, but she leaves it contained for the moment and instead moves against you once more, cuddling your mostly nude form.



She removes her bra as well, slipping it off and letting it rest on the table beside the couch. Now that her breasts were revealed to you, Claire soon guides our hand against herself once again. Your gentle massages there tease her during the periodic kissing, and you enjoy the feel of her smooth and tender areola and nipple beneath your fingertips.



For a time, the new of you remain in close intimacy with each other, enjoying the closeness without any sense of urgency. She becomes truly relaxed in your embrace, welcoming the cozy and secure sensation. From the corner of your gaze, however, you can see that she is showing the signs of an erection through her jeans, and she often shifts uncomfortable as her cock was contained in such a limited space.
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 Get on top of her lap
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 Suck her dick
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Apartment (Get on lap)








You remain peacefully against her side for a time, and then set your feet down to lift yourself slightly and scoot over, onto her lap. Reclining back against her, you turn your cheek to grin toward her visage.



“Mm, you’re in the mood to cuddle?” she inquires warmly, wrapping her arms around you gently. Her breasts press against your bare back, the smooth warm softness of them an immensely satisfying sensation.



“Should we have just used our hands?” you ask, feigning the innocence of someone who has made a mistake. Claire giggles at you cheekily, and you can feel the slight tension of her semi-erect cock beneath where you sat, flexing gently against you.



“No… this is good. I’m curious… how you want it?” Claire reaches down gently to feel at the crotch of your underwear, testing you curiously and then hooking a finger underneath the elastic to pull them down.



You can feel her own cock flexing gently against your ass, tensing and relaxing as Claire was teased by your periodic movements.



“I think that’s a good start,” you say, grinning slightly in response to her enthusiasm.



“There’s some lube in the kitchen drawer,” Claire says softly, and lets you get up to fetch it as she prepares for you in her own way. You find it quickly enough, and when you return to Claire she has removed her cock from the confines of her panties and now strokes it while showing it off with a degree of pride. Being almost seven inches long, Claire’s cock is surprisingly sizable in relation to her body. Like the rest of her form it is pale, although the cockhead is a flush pink to match her cheeks.
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 Ride her as character with masculine genitalia
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 Ride her as character with feminine genitalia
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Apartment (Ride her (M))








“Is that all for me?” you ask playfully as you approach, stepping up to the couch and reaching down to take gently hold of her now fully erect cock. She reclines back and smiles comfortable as you begin to stroke it, allowing you to appreciate its beauty and warmth.



“If you can handle it,” she says.



Turning the bottle of lubricant down toward her, you pour out a substantial spurt onto her dry shaft and begin to lather with your hands. As you stroke her off you soon coat the entirety of her cock with the slippery substance. You are instilled with an eagerness or even a sense of urgency to have her massive length inside of you, and feel it sliding in and out of your ass.



“You like being on top?” she inquires, smirking slightly as you remove your underwear and then turn around. She takes a moment to appraise your own cock with her eyes before it is taken from her line of sight, but remains reclined comfily on the cushion.



“Mm, I think so,” you say. Claire pulls you back toward her, holding her cock vertically with one hand as her other hand grasps your ass and guides you down. Her touch is gentle but firm as she brings you down against the tip of her cock, nudging it against your asshole gently.



“Just tell me what feels good…” Claire says. She pauses, momentarily, and inhales a deep breath as the head of her lubricated cock pushes gently into your ass, and her shaft begins to slide up and inside as you gradually settle down against her. “I’ll go slow,” she assures you, although it’s clear she is already eager to see her entire length inserted inside.



The sensation of her bulbous cockhead slowly entering your ass is a near overwhelming pleasure, deeply filling, and momentarily uncomfortable due the sheer intensity of the stimulation. Still, you find yourself relaxing quickly, and as you move gently up and down, the point of Claire’s cock massages you into comfort. Now the pleasure you were feeling was mostly unimpaired.



You support yourself on your feet with a hand set down on the couch beside Claire, gradually lowering yourself and then lifting back up as disruptive waves of pleasure flow through you. You are tempted to relax your weight on her lap and allow the cock to slide fully inside of your ass, but you know you should work up toward it slowly and savor the progression.



Claire’s breasts gently press against your back as they had before, her firm nipples teasing your skin as you move up and down against her. You could feel the tension in her breath as the sustained and controlled motion teased her greatly, and her desire to claim even more of you was obvious in the soft noises she produced, which were at once frustrated and ecstatic.



“Ah fuck…” she softly utters as her cockhead progresses forward two inches more, allowing you to rest gently on her lap with most of her length sheathed. Her cock radiates warmth through your inner walls, providing you a sensation that is both tense and comfortable.



“Urhn… that’s so good, Claire,” you say. “I can feel your whole cock inside of me. Do you like that?” you inquire, moving yourself up and down gently as Claire grunts and gnaws on her lip.



“Mhm,” she utters tensely, her cock tensing and growing firmer within you. Claire embraces you snugly as you rotate your hips. You gradually lift and lower them while moving in a slow circulation motion. She huffs heavily through her nose, rocking her head back against the cushion as she resisted the urge to moan more fully.



Slowly, Claire’s hand moves around your hip and begins to touch and feel near the base of your own cock, which flexes up gently at her touch to nudge against the palm of her hand. Claire’s groan becomes a vivacious laugh as she notes your reaction, relishing in the immediate effect of your pleasure upon your conduct. In the moment that she began to stroke you experience a bodily clumsiness, allowing yourself to fall gently onto her lap and take the entire length of her cock swiftly up your ass.



You flinch, as though discomfort might follow the swift motion, but immediately you feel that she has entered that extra space within you with ease. Her pleasure erupts from her mouth as a sharp shriek, which quickly wavers and becomes a low moan.



The motion was no longer restrained or careful, as Claire uses her hands to assist you in moving up and down the length of her cock at an accelerated pace. The dull slapping noise soon becomes noticeable as she takes your entire length with fast precision, moving in and out so quickly that the stimulation to her cock was practically overwhelming.



“Fill me with you cum,” you beg with an exhausted huff as you continue to lift yourself and let yourself fall back into her blissful lap.



“Urnf, I’m gunna,” Claire promises, stroking your cock with as much fervor as she fucked your ass. You can feel your own pleasure escalating as you sense the tension of Claire’s throbbing length inside of you and know that she will soon spill out her release. Claire was so intently focused it was as though she knew no other thought than the pleasure of the sheath your ass provided, and she soon is shaken free of whatever control she still retained.



You enthusiastically aid in her pleasure, pressing down against her crotch with enough force to ascertain as much of her length experienced you with each pass as was able. Your own precum has begun to spill out upon her fingers, letting her hand slide over you with slightly more ease as she squeezes firmly and works your cock with intense and unfocused energy, certainly becoming consuming by her own experience.



Her moans were now unreserved, and often accompanied by your own. The sound of your mutual pleasure resounds throughout the apartment, and Claire seems to have lost all attention toward restraint. Finally, the stimulation overwhelms what she could resist and sends the first reverberations of euphoria through her. You feel her cock tensing and pulsating within you, and soon feel the presence of her cum as it spirts out into the depths of your ass, arriving substantially.



Claire’s shuddering breath washes over the back of your neck as her cum is expelled so plentifully into you. You soon feel the pleasure overtaking you in turn, and your own cum leaps from your cockhead with tremendous energy, as though by great pressure, splattering all over Claire’s hand. You continue to shoot little ropes of cum into the air for nearly ten seconds, leaving your entire lap and lower stomach quite adorned with splatters and pools of ejaculate.



Claire shudders deeply as she begins to withdraw from you, and you feel the presence of her cum sliding down from your ass as her cock is removed, and it is given a direction to flow. Even as she pulls out, more cum is teased from her. “I really fucking stuffed you,” Claire says, gasping as she pops her cockhead free from your ass and watches her own cum cascade upon her body.



“That was so good,” you groan with a deep sense of relaxation in your words, feeling a sense of relief as her load flows out. You rest your rear down onto her lap and cock gently, sitting amidst your cum and allowing her to embrace your body. You can feel her trembling as she takes heavy breathes, continuing to recover from the intense orgasm.



You chuckle tiredly, recovering for a moment before speaking again. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, turning around to face her. You take hold of Claire’s cock in hand and slowly jerk her off, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum. Her cock drizzles long strands of the white substance to pool around her lap with the rest.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, leaning back blissfully on the couch. Soon, the two of you abscond into the bathroom to have a shower and prepare to rest.
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“Is that all for me?” you ask playfully as you approach, stepping up to the couch and reaching down to take gently hold of her now fully erect cock. She reclines back and smiles comfortable as you begin to stroke it, allowing you to appreciate its beauty and warmth.



“If you can handle it,” she says.



Turning the bottle of lubricant down toward her, you pour out a substantial spurt onto her dry shaft and begin to lather with your hands. As you stroke her off you soon coat the entirety of her cock with the slippery substance. You are instilled with an eagerness or even a sense of urgency to have her massive length inside of you, and feel it sliding in and out of your ass.



“You like being on top?” she inquires, smirking slightly as you remove your underwear. She takes a moment to appraise your pussy with her eyes, grinning invitingly as you begin your approach.



“Mm, I think so,” you say. Claire pulls you back toward her, holding her cock vertically with one hand as her other hand grasps your hip and guides you down. Her touch is gentle but firm as she brings you down against the tip of her cock, gently nudging it against your petals.



“Just tell me what feels good…” Claire says. She pauses, momentarily, and inhales a deep breath as the head of her lubricated cock pushes gently into your pussy, and her shaft begins to slide up and inside as you gradually settle down against her. “I’ll go slow,” she assures you, although it’s clear she is already eager to see her entire length inserted inside.



The sensation of her bulbous cockhead slowly entering your sex is a near overwhelming pleasure, deeply filling, and momentarily uncomfortable due the sheer intensity of the stimulation. Still, you find yourself relaxing quickly, and as you move gently up and down, the head of Claire’s cock massages you into comfort. Now the pleasure you were feeling was mostly unimpaired.



You support yourself with your knees on the couch, and a hand set down on the pillows behind Claire, gradually lowering yourself and then lifting back up as disruptive waves of pleasure flow through you. You are tempted to relax your weight on her lap and allow the cock to slide fully inside, but you know you should work up toward it slowly and savor the progression.



Claire’s breasts gently press against your own, her firm nipples teasing you as she moves so gently against you. The tension in her breath was obvious as the sustained and controlled motion teased her greatly, and her desire to claim even more of you was blatant in the soft noises she produced, which were at once both frustrated and ecstatic.



“Ah fuck…” she softly utters as her cockhead progresses forward two inches more, allowing you to rest gently on her lap with most of her length sheathed. Her cock radiates warmth through your inner walls, providing you a sensation that is both tense and comfortable.



“Urhn… that’s so good, Claire,” you say. “I can feel your whole cock inside of me. Do you like that?” you inquire, moving yourself up and down gently as Claire grunts and gnaws on her lip.



“Mhm,” she utters tensely, her cock tensing and growing firmer within you. Claire embraces you snugly as you rotate your hips and gradually lift and lower them while moving in a slow circulation motion. She huffs heavily through her nose, rocking her head back against the cushion as she resisted the urge to moan more fully.



Slowly, Claire’s hand moves down between you as she finds your clitoris and begins to touch and judge it with her fingers. In the moment that she began to play with you there, you experience a bodily clumsiness, allowing yourself to fall gently onto her lap and take the entire length of her cock swiftly up your pussy. Claire’s groan becomes a vivacious laugh as she notes your reaction, relishing in the immediate effect of your pleasure upon your conduct.



The motion was no longer restrained or careful, as Claire uses her hands to assist you in moving up and down the length of her cock at an accelerated pace. The dull slapping noise soon becomes noticeable as she takes your entire length with fast precision, moving in and out so quickly that the stimulation to her penis was practically overwhelming.



“Fill me with you cum,” you beg with an exhausted huff as you continue to lift yourself and let yourself fall back into her blissful lap.



“Urnf, I’m gunna,” Claire promises, fucking your pussy with fervor as her hand continues its stimulation. You can feel your own pleasure escalating as you sense the tension of Claire’s throbbing length inside of you and know that she will soon spill out her release. Claire was so intently focused it was as though she knew no other thought than the pleasure your sheath provided, and she soon is shaken free of whatever control she still retained.



You enthusiastically aid in her pleasure, pressing down against her crotch with enough force to ascertain as much of her length experienced you with each pass as was able. Your own fluid has begun to lubricate her cock further, as well as drench her fingers. Claire seems to become entirely consumed by the pleasure of the experience, succumbing to the intense sensation as her moans became unreserved.



The sound of your mutual pleasure resounds throughout the apartment, and Claire seems to lose all attention toward restraint. Finally, the stimulation overwhelms what she could resist and sends the first reverberations of euphoria through her. You feel her cock tensing and pulsating within you, and soon feel the presence of her cum as it spirts out into the depths of your pussy, quickly filling you.



Claire’s shuddering breath washes over the back of your neck as her cum is expelled into you. You soon feel the pleasure overtaking you in turn, and you tense and shudder tremendously as an orgasm washes over you, igniting your lower body with an overwhelming jolt of excitement.



Claire shudders deeply as she begins to withdraw from you, and you feel the presence of her cum flowing out of your pussy as Claire’s cock is removed. Even as she pulls out, more cum is teased from her. “I really fucking stuffed you,” Claire says, gasping as she pops her cockhead free from your sex and watches her own cum cascade upon her body.



“That was so good,” you groan with a deep sense of relaxation in your words, feeling a sense of relief as her load flows out. You turn around slowly and rest your rear down onto her lap and cock gently, sitting amidst her cum and slipping into her embrace. You can feel her trembling as she takes heavy breathes, continuing to recover from the intense orgasm.



You chuckle tiredly, recovering for a moment before speaking again. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, turning around to face her. “I know I did…”, you say, taking hold of Claire’s cock in your hand and jerking her off a little, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum. Her cock drizzles long strands of the white substance to pool around her lap with the rest.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, leaning back blissfully on the couch.



Soon, the two of you abscond into the bathroom to have a shower and prepare to rest.








[image: ]
 

 Wash up






































 
 
 
Claire


Apartment (Suck her dick)








“Should I make a move, then?” you inquire playfully, gesturing down toward her revealing bulge. “You seem eager.”



Claire huffs a little, resisting the urge to cover herself with a hand as the attention is suddenly drawn to the visible shape of her cock. “You’re the one that’s eager,” she claims. “You can’t take your eyes off me…” Claire grins knowingly as she follows your gaze there. Her hand extends toward your face and her finger curls up, hooking and gesturing for you to come closer, and receive that which you so clearly desired.



As you adjust yourself on the couch and lean in to meet her crotch, she hooks her fingers under the belt of her pants and gently tugs them down. It’s a slow reveal, but when her cock finally escapes its confines, it’s mostly erect and springy with enthusiasm. The length bobs up toward your face, bidding you to come closer and give it the attention Claire so desired. The tip of her cock was engorged and aflush like her cheeks, but the length of it was as pale as any other part of her unmarked skin.



Claire’s fingers move through your hair as she secures both hands on your scalp, gently holding your head near herself as her length throbs and bounces gently, growing to a size closer to its maximum. It seemed that when fully erect she might be seven or eight inches long, but even now she was near half a foot. You glance up toward her face as your tongue escapes your lips and lolls over the cock’s head teasingly, meeting her gaze to see a grinning visage with an attentive look. She tosses her gaze upwards with anticipation, breathing heavily as your lips secure themselves around the head of her cock.



“Have you done this before?” she asks, breathing softly as her mouth hangs slightly agape. You bring your lips against her cockhead like a kiss, gently pinching it between the soft pillows of your mouth. Already you were salivating at the sweet taste of her and found yourself eagerly anticipating the taste of her eventual release.



“Mm,” you utter softly, not truly confirming or denying her inquiry, although you imagined she would be able to guess based on your performance. Your tongue is pressed against the bottom of your mouth as you begin to bring your head down onto her cock and accept it deeper within.



Claire’s fingers clench against your scalp as she encourages your head down as well, seeming eager to enter you in the fullest entirety she could. Her cock slides upwards as her hips attempt a gentle vertical thrust, gently nudging against the back of your throat and resulting in the urge to gag. Claire giggles with a bit of arousal as she feels her flared cockhead prodding against your throat, and she doesn’t seem inclined to offer you any immediate respite to recover.



“That feels really fucking good,” Claire says with enthusiasm, watching with mouth agape as your spittle trails down the exposed portion of her cock. The noise of your slurping and licking seems to be pure musical pleasure to her, and her cock often tenses against your tongue and the inside of your cheek. You do all you can to make it a pleasurable experience for her, quickly traversing the length of her shaft with your tongue and lips. Claire’s excitement seems nearly overwhelming before too long has passed, and she has long since left behind any suggestion of reservation.



As her thrusting gradually accelerates in speed, your face begins to gently collide against her crotch and balls. Leaned over her as you were, your work on her cock is about vertical, and gravity accelerates your descent and combats your rise as though tugging you constantly down over her erect cock.



Claire’s breathy gasps and airy moans had no hint of bashfulness in their tone, as she reclined back on the couch and enjoyed the pleasure your mouth provided. She allows you to take the lead as you tend to her cock with your tongue and lips. Although small spasms often made her gently thrust upward without volition, she was mostly lax and still as she focused on the pleasure you provided.



Your hands take gentle hold of her at the hip, bracing yourself as you control your speed and support yourself on her lap. Her hands apply some force to the back of your head, encouraging you to take in her cock at an even faster pace. Claire’s was fast to seek that ultimate height of her pleasure, almost impatient as she goads you to go faster and faster. Her enthusiasm is clear as she grunts and struggles against the rising pressure.



“Keep going, that’s so fucking good… I’m going to cum a fuckton right into your throat,” she tells you, moaning softly as her chest rises and falls with heavy her heavy breaths. “You suck so good… oh fuck, never had something like this,” she says, trembling as the waves of energy begin to radiate through her form. Your committal to her pleasure seemed the ultimate turn on, as her attention remained locked upon your upturned gaze through every motion.



The faster pace has drawn a strong reaction out of her, and soon her pleasure begins to boil over the surface. Her moans lose all order and decompose into a vivacious screech as the sensation cascades upon her consciousness, washing away all other thoughts. She is tense, for a moment, and then comes the irresistible release. Cum spurts out into your mouth with pressurized force, and you can feel it spray against the back of your throat.



Claire presses down on your head firmly, embedding herself in her entirety as she shoots vertically into your throat. Her cum gags you, that which you were unable to swallow spilling out down around her shaft. Her thighs shake beneath your hands as she releases another rope of sticky white cum, and then several more in quick succession as all things escaped her control.



With Claire’s cock left far along your throat all you can do is forcefully swallow, drawing her cum up and into your throat proper, where it makes slow progress into your stomach. Finally, her hands relax on your head and you’re able to draw back, the cum flows from her cock along your tongue as she withdrawals. The taste of it is surprising and incredible, and you move it around your tongue before swallowing it with the rest.



“Uhn, that was so good… here I was guessing that you were inexperienced,” she says, chuckling warmly. She allows your head to come free of her cock, which now glistens fully with spittle and cum. You waste no time lapping over it with your tongue and drinking up what was left of her gift.



“Seems like you needed that,” you say, grinning at her cheekily with her cock in hand. You wring out her length for any cum that make remain inside and dab it up from her urethra using the tip of tongue.



“I really did,” Claire says, breathing heavily as she gradually relaxes from the event. “Made quite a mess, didn’t I?” she asks, giggling at your cum soaked face and mouth.



“Hahah, yeah. I think I got most of it…” you tell her, with barely obscured pride. “Perhaps we ought to wash up, then?” you ask, after a moment had passed, and Claire seemed to look expectant.



“Oh, yeah, that’s a good idea,” she agrees. She stands and moves to retrieve her clothes, before opting to leave them where they laid.



Claire shows you to the bathroom and enters the shower chamber with you, appearing elated. With this intimate experience in your past, there was little to leave her uncertain or careful about your presence. She moves against you in the glass shower stall and turns on the faucet.
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Claire


Shower (Suck her dick)








“You haven’t seen all of me yet…” Claire says, seeming to have sensed your intent or desire. She soon settles a hand upon your head and guides you downward, encouraging you to bend your leg and take a knee before her on the bathroom tile. Stepping up close to you as you come to be head level with her crotch, she gradually prepares a little reveal by hooking her fingers around the belt of her jeans and very slowly tugging them down.



Claire’s cock is already somewhat erect when she first presents it to you, and it escapes the tight restraint of her jean crotch with some vivacious energy, popping free and coming to rest and bob gently inches from your face. Like the rest of her, her penis is smooth and without many notable marks or blemishes. The soft flared cockhead was only slightly pink in coloration, and the entirety of her cock was pale like the rest of her. She had balls at the cock’s base, and no hair to adorn them or the shaft.



Claire’s fingers move through your hair as she secures both hands on your scalp, gently holding your head near herself as her length throbs and bounces gently, engorging to a size closer to its maximum. It seemed that when fully erect she might be seven or eight inches long, but even now she was near half a foot.



You glance up toward while opening your mouth, looking past the presence of her bare breasts to see her grinning visage, that looked down at you so intently. When your lips secure themselves around the head of her cock she throws her gaze upward, tossing back her hair as her mouth fell agape.



“Uhn,” she softly moans as you bring your lips down upon her penis like a kiss, squeezing the tense flesh between the soft pillows of your mouth as you tongue nudges against its tip, “eager, aren’t you?”



“Mm,” you concede with a soft murr. There was a subtle sweetness to her natural taste, and you found yourself salivating as the cockhead moved past your lips. Your tongue is pressed down flat as the cock begins to move forward, expanding and growing more firm within your mouth.



Her hands spread themselves along the sides and back of your head, holding you securely before herself as she begins to move her hips. Her gentle forward sway sees her cock push past the entrance of your mouth and move more deeply within you, sliding along your tongue until it nudged the back of your throat. Claire huffs and laughs haughty at the sensation of her cockhead pressing against the back of your mouth. After a moment she begins to pull back slowly until your lips block the flare of her cockhead, and her shaft, exposed to the light, glistens with spittle.



“Of fuck that feels great,” she tells you approvingly, her mouth hanging agape as you work your tongue around the tip of her cock and meet her gaze. You’re in no position to reply, but there’s nothing to be said to her. Between you and Claire is a special natured sort of understanding, where in you both are able to set aside all reservation and engage in something intimate and genuine. The pleasure that resulted was near overwhelming.



She moves forward again, steadying your head as her thrust brings her crotch against your face, and sees the tip of her cock nudging the back of your throat. You gag from the sudden collision, and Claire makes an apologetic ‘ope’ sound and withdrawals just far enough to let you recover. “Was that too fast?” she asks, seeming absolutely giddy.



“Mm!” you affirm encouragingly, and Claire advances once more. She slows down when her cock reaches the back of your mouth and moves forward with controlled slow steadiness there. You can feel her now fully stiff cock nudging the back of your throat and resist the urge to gag as her length begins to bend and force itself deeper. You take the last couple of inches she could offer, feeling the entire length of her cock within your mouth as your lips rest against its base. Her flared cockhead aimed down your stomach and completely filled your airway, giving you an immediate urge to gag or to swallow.



Claire gently sways and rotates her hips, experimenting with the intense sensation of having her entire length within you. Your mouth and throat were a perfect warm softness to her cock, and she seemed to almost make herself cozy as she played with her angle of approach. Eventually she seems to note how you struggled to breathe, even through your nose, and withdrawals with some degree of reluctance.



“So… how should we?” she asks, reaching down to take hold of her cock and turn it upward until it popped free from your lips. “Am I to just… facefuck you? Or maybe you can take charge.”



“I think you know what you want,” you tell her, moving forward as the slick wet cock rested against your face, let down there by her fingers. She stifled a giggle as you plant a kiss onto her balls before moving your lips back to the base of her cock, from where you were beneath it.



It’s unclear how experienced Claire presumed you to be, but she seems to enjoy it well enough when you begin to tease the bottom of her cock with your tongue, running it gently along from base to tip and then down again. She leans forward until her arms rest against the counter behind you and angles her cock down toward your face, seeming eager to enter you once again.



Obedient, you rise to her cock and take it down your throat swiftly, moving up to meet her downward thrust and relaxing as the engorged length quickly embedded itself deep with. Now everything static melted, everything moved swiftly. She thrusted back and forth, letting her cock glide in and out of your mouth and throat with a ceaselessly accelerating rhythm. There was no bashfulness in her breathy gasps even once they evolved into sharp and audible moans.



Your hands secure themselves on her rear, holding the soft presence of her ass as you aid in her thrusts, and empowering even more weight behind the motion of her cock. Her enthusiasm is blatant as her entire body adjusts itself to best allow this deep thrust. It was as though she was eager to have every inch of you in every moment and could not contain herself.



“Ah fuck, that’s so good!” she says loudly and boisterously, clenching her fingers around your head and grasping at tufts of your hair. “You like taking my huge cock deep in your mouth, don’t you? You’d let me fuck your mouth anytime I wanted.” Her words are playfully aggressive as she seems to embrace this position of domination and acknowledge your complete committal to her pleasure.



Claire gives little more of her attention to words. She begins to moan from the rising excitement that came with the steady acceleration of her pace, her eyes rolling up as she focused the entirety of her thought to the pleasure and lust of the engagement between you.



The dull slapping sound of her testicles bouncing repeatedly against your chin resounds through the bathroom, it’s noise only masked by her own gasping moans, and the occasion gagging from you. The soft flesh of her crotch collides with your nose, bumping it rather forcefully as her strokes continue to traverse her entire length with increasing haste.



Now slick with spittle, her lengthy cock had no difficult sliding deep in your throat or retracting suddenly thereafter. Her cock worked its way down your throat without so much as being slowed by the turn in the back of your mouth. Claire was crotched above you and leaned fully forward to give herself direct access to the full penetration that she found the most pleasurable.



Claire’s moans lose all order, the sound of her surmounting pleasure becoming wild and unsteady as her climax approached. Her attention snaps back down to you as she affixes her gaze on your tousled head and then your upturned eyes, relishing in the look of your submission. When her cock begins to pulsate and throb within your mouth her moans turn momentarily shrill. Her thigh shakes and the pleasure causes an abrupt groan to rumble from between her lips.



In an instant, the first ejected pulse of cum evacuates into your mouth. Claire’s cock draws back as she feels herself emptying out onto your tongue. More follows the first expulsion, with rope after rope of the sticky white substance lathering the inside of your cheeks and your throat until it fills your mouth almost in entirety.



As Claire’s orgasm concludes she drifts forward again, her cock sliding into your throat and simultaneously pushing her load of cum down. You can feel the substantial presence of her sticky white ejaculate sliding down your throat, threatening to make you gag again until it’s eventually swallowed further down. Claire breathes heavily in a state of almost complete bewilderment as she recovers from the intense sensation, her hands trembling against your head.



When her cock begins to slide free of your mouth your lips close snugly against it, drawing out that last spurt of cum that had remained within her urethra. Her flared cockhead comes free of your lips only to leave behind a strand of cum and spittle that soon collapses on your chin.



“Oh fuck…” Claire releases softly, heaving her shoulders and bobbing her head slightly as she descends back into reality. “That was… so good.”



You swallow heavily and stifle a chuckle. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, standing up. Taking Claire’s cock in hand, you gently begin to stroke her off and work that list bit of her load out, slathering it over her soaked length.



“Ugh, wow, I did,” she concurs, smiling at you with a lucid warmth. She turns her head to the shower. Once you’ve given her a few moments of additional attention with your hand, you step into the shower with her and prepare to wash up. “Made quite a mess, didn’t I?” Claire jokes playfully, moving her body against you after closing the chamber door.



“You sure did. Didn’t get any on the floor, I think,” you say, knowing damn well that you had swallowed every bit of her substantial load.



It’s easy to relax with Claire, now that you have already experienced this height of pleasure together. The intimacy bound you closer together. With your bodies together, Claire reaches to turn on the faucet.
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Claire


Shower (Ask her to fuck you)








“You know it’s a little odd showering with new people - can I make a weird request?” you ask, your tone coming across as serious although the small suggestion of playfulness likely queued Claire off regardless.



“Oh! Sure?”



“Would you… fuck me?” The words are forward, but you knew that Claire must have been waiting for this kind of affirmation. Your words are sweet to her, evidently, as she grins widely and stifles a giggle in response.



“I’m down for that - that’s what you want?” she asks, her uncertainty almost belated, but of course the preposition must have surprised her.



Claire takes a step toward the shower and opens the door, allowing you to slip inside. There in the doorway behind you, with the glass resting on her arm, she shimmies out of her panties and presents herself to you.



Claire’s cock is already somewhat erect when it first emerges, and it escapes the tight restraint of her jeans with an energetic little bounce. Claire seemed eager, and you found yourself more than ready to receive her. Like the rest of Claire’s form, her cock is smooth and soft in texture, with no strongly visible veins or blemishes. Her cockhead was a subtle shade of pink, comparable to her own lips. She was shaven, or perhaps she had lasered off any hair from her lower body.



Claire enters hastily enough, allowing the glass door of the chamber to fall shut behind you. Her hands secure themselves on your sides, gently holding you near to herself as her length throbbed against your thigh.



Her cock must be over a foot in length, although she does not allow you a great deal of time for inspection. Seeming elated or just excited to claim you, she reaches hastily to turn the shower on. Her length throbs gently against you, and her eyes rush up to meet your own once the warm water begins to spray.



“In your back?” she asks, playfully biting near your chin. Her fingers crawl around your sides and guide you slow around, allowing you to accept the guiding touch and rotate around. Almost by instinct you place your hands on the shower wall in front of you.



Claire laughs giddily, grabbing your arms and hoisting them away from the wall. “What, do you think I’m going to ram you like a truck?” she asks, laughing sarcastically at your overreaction.



“I don’t know what you’re gunna do,” you tell her in a mock-defense tone. “This is new territory to me.”



“Come on,” Claire says, tugging your hand back behind yourself unto your fingers brush against your cock. “I think you’re going to love this…”



Claire lets you guide her cock into yourself with your own hand, employing her own hands at fetching a bit of lube from the bathroom shelf and adding it into the engagement. Her bulbous cockhead gradually passes into you, the deeply filling sensation beginning as almost an almost ungraspable pleasure, as waves of sensitivity flow through you disruptively.



Claire’s breasts are soft against your back, as hot as the warm water, and you can feel her nipples sliding gently against you, beneath either shoulder blade. When she first begins to drift forward you naturally resist her, leaning forward slightly until you come to rest against the shower’s tile wall. Then, with you held more securely in place, she advances more steadily.



“Ern…” she groans softly as her cock moves in another inch, and then one more. Half of her length had slid inside of you, and now your ass seems to relax slightly, allowing her to drift in as easily as she may drift out. You can feel the warm of her breath against the back of your neck as she is brought so snug and near. “Is that good?” she inquires softly in your ear, heaving a heavy breath as the stimulation began to become so pleasurable.



“Yeah…,” you softly concur, overwhelmed by this rare sensation of her warm presence making its way inside of you. Claire’s hands continue to guide herself against you, her thighs growing snug against the back of your legs as the base of her cock nestles against your ass.



Claire eventually withdrawals, allowing her dick to slide out a few inches at a gradual pace. The presence of her cockhead provides the most stimulation as it draws backward against your inner walls, teasing the muscle there.



“I love the way that FEELS!” she says, groaning out with sudden pleasure as she moves against you, allowing her cock to slide in the rest of the way and become fully inside of you once again.



“So good - go as fast as you want,” you tell her, feigning a bit of toughness behind your more skittish enthusiasm. Some part of you knew you would enjoy pushing yourself. Claire seems to have set aside all reservation in this engagement, finding herself able to leap enthusiastically into the intimacy. Clearly, she felt nearly overwhelmed by her pleasure.



Claire withdrawals and advances a few times at an experimental and gentle pace, allowing her length to slide in and out of you with growing easy as your ass relaxed to her presence. You can’t help but grin slightly as her full-length throbs tensely within you, and she lets out a half-apologetic huff, slowing for but a moment to ascertain you were okay before picking up the pace again. Her steadiness seemed controlled, but you could sense a mounting pleasure behind her movements that seemed difficult for her to control.



Claire rolls her hips back and forth, augmenting her forward movement with a little bit of sway that seemed to increase the stimulation her cock provided. She is comfortable enough with the motion and begins to gradually accelerate her pace. It seemed as though your ass was the perfect sheath for her cock, and she relished in the sensation of residing within you at the deepest point of penetration. Seeming cozy enough, she rests herself again your back and begins a steadier, more rhythmic thrust.



“Do you like that?” she asks breathily, listening to the soft noises you made in response to the pleasure she provided. Her fingers interlock around your stomach against the tile wall, and she firmly holds you in place as she pounds your ass with enthusiasm.



You are eager to aid in her pleasure, pushing your butt against her crotch as her cock makes its way in. Eventually it is as though she releases any manner of control, and begins to thrust with wild abandon, rapidly experiencing the length of your rectum as her airy breathing collapsed into a series of disjointed moans. She glides in and out of you forcefully with a ceaseless acceleration, striving for the sweet release she could not resist or put off for any longer. Now your hands support you against the wall in earnest, bracing yourself for every collision spurred by your taker.



Claire’s sheer enthusiasm for the engagement was obviously presented as she huffed and groaned with exhaustion but did not relent, even for a moment. “Your ass is so good,” she murmurs between her moans. “Do you like having my big cock way up your ass? I could fuck you like this any time you wanted,” she said, her tone possessive as she held you so securely against herself and derived pure pleasure from your offered gift.



Claire’s rising excitement is punctuated with increasingly noisy moans and even sudden, overwhelming gasps as the sensation fluctuates, the pleasure coming in pulsating waves. Each forward motion results in a dull slapping noise as her balls gently batter your rear, the noise audible even over the pressurized water. Now that you were fully relaxed it was easy for her to maintain her momentum, finding your internal presence unresisting to her. As the lengthy strokes of Claire’s cock continued, the sound of her rising ecstasy become wild and blissful.



When her cock begins to pulsate and throb within your ass, her moans become harsh and shrill. She trembles against you, her hands tensely grabbing at your chest as she emits an abrupt and rumbling groan. Her cum begins to spew out almost immediately, ejecting deep inside of you with a significant amount of pressure. Claire thrusts forward firmly as she feels herself emptying out inside of you, groaning loudly as more and more throbbing sensations wash over, and more of her ejaculate spews out. Before Claire has finished you are completely filled, your ass stuffed with her cock and cum to the point where not even an additional spurt could fit inside of you, and the frothy white substance squirts out around the point of her cock’s entry.



Claire trembles against your back as her pleasure begins to abate, the near overwhelming sensation continuing to echo powerfully threw her. The substantial load she has gifted you spills out when her cock is withdrawn, pouring out of your ass to her obviously delight. “Wow, I really filled you,” she says, blatantly proud of herself. Her breathing is heavy, and she appears almost disoriented, but cuddles against you affectionately.



“That was so good…” Claire murmurs appreciatively.



You stifle an exhausted chuckle, taking a moment to recover yourself. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, turning around to face her. You take hold of Claire’s cock in hand and begin to slowly jerk her off, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum. Her cock drizzles long strands of the white substance toward the shower drain until the flowing water takes them away.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, planting a small kiss against cheek as she draws you in close to herself. She looks down and watches as her excessive cum gradually makes its way down the drain.
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Claire


Shower (Wash up)








Once you find yourself in the solace of the shower stall in Claire’s bathroom, the intimacy between you and her is warm and tender. Her comfort is clear, as she soaps her body and cuddles with you gently during the rinse. Now that you had already engaged together sexually, she seems much more inclined to being playful, and often softly jokes, expressing a sort of giddiness behind her tone.



You playfully mingle and laugh through the shower, eventually departing its comforting warmth and drying off.


“You’ll stay the night?” Claire inquires to confirm, although it appears she already expects you will.


“Sure, I’d love to. Guess it’s real late, huh?” You follow her through her apartment to her room. Claire opens the door before you and enters.
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Claire


Rooftop Pool (Ask for sex)








“Claire, we’ve got a moment to ourselves,” you tell her, expressing you intent and allowing her to consider it before you continued. “Want to… fuck me?”



Claire pauses slightly and then grins, amused by the forward nature of you offer. Of course, it was really a request in disguise.



“Just, right here in the water? Against the wall?” Claire asks, eyeing you with a bit of already present anticipation noticeable in her gaze.



“However, you want, really,” you tell her, moving your hands to your side as you seemed to give her free reign. She moved forward in the water, drawn irresistibly toward your alluring offer.



“Wow, I’m really excited for this,” she says suddenly, huffing a deep heavy breath. “Sorry – I know it’s sudden, but I was hoping you’d ask… I’ve been really hoping things would go this way.”



You’re glad to hear that the subtle uncertainty behind Claire’s conduct was fueled by an intense and unnerving desire, as opposed to some other hesitance. “I think you deserve it. Come and take some satisfaction,” you tell her, chuckling heartily.



As she makes her approach, Claire gently slides her thumbs underneath the band of her panties and draws them down, allowing her cock to pop free beneath the surface of the water. You could only see a distorted image of it but could sense that it was rather long and already mostly erect. Deciding in a moment that you wanted to alter the adventure slightly, you turn around, and present your rear to her.
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Claire


Rooftop Pool (Receive fucking)








Claire seems eager, and you find yourself more than ready to receive her. She pushes through the water in her approach. “Tell me what you like, okay?” she asks, assuring you that she was attentive to your pleasure, and not just her own. As she comes behind you in the water, her hands secure themselves on your sides, gently holding you near to herself as her length throbbed against your thigh.



Her cock must be nearly a foot in length, although you can only feel her. Soon, she guides your underwear down and begins to gently nudge your bare ass. She seems elated or just excited to claim you.



“Ready?” she asks, playfully biting near your chin. You set your hands on the ledge in front of you in preparation.



“I think you’re going to love this…” she says softly.



You move your hand behind yourself to gently find and grasp her cock in the water and turn it up toward your asshole. It presses against you tensely, but you are able to relax yourself and allow the bulbous cockhead inside.



The deeply filling sensation begin as almost an almost ungraspable pleasure as waves of sensitivity flow through you disruptively. Claire’s breasts are soft against your back, as hot as the warm water, and you can feel her nipples sliding gently against you, beneath either shoulder blade. When she first begins to drift forward you naturally resist her, leaning forward slightly until you come to rest against the pools tiled wall. Then, with you held more securely in place, she advances steadily.



“Ern…” she groans softly as her cock moves in another inch, and then one more. Half of her length had slid inside of you, and now your ass seems to relax slightly, allowing her to drift in as easily as she may drift out. You can feel the warm of her breath against the back of your neck as she is brought so snug and near. “Is that good?” she inquires softly in your ear, heaving a heavy breath as the stimulation began to become so pleasurable.



“Yeah…,” you softly concur, overwhelmed by this rare sensation of her warm presence making its way inside of you. Claire’s hands continue to guide herself against you, her thighs growing snug against the back of your legs as the base of her cock nestles against your ass.



Claire eventually withdrawals, allowing her dick to slide out a few inches at a gradual pace. The presence of her cockhead provides the most stimulation as it draws backward against your inner walls, teasing the muscle there. You feel water move into your ass when she is most drawn out, only to rush around her cock in the escape during her entrance.



“I love the way that FEELS!” she says, groaning out with sudden pleasure as she moves against you, allowing her cock to slide in the rest of the way and become fully inside of you once again.



“So good - go as fast as you want,” you tell her, feigning a bit of toughness behind your more skittish enthusiasm. Some part of you knew you would enjoy pushing yourself. Claire seems to have set aside all reservation in this engagement, finding herself able to leap enthusiastically into the intimacy. Clearly, she felt nearly overwhelmed by her pleasure.



Claire withdrawals and advances a few times at an experimental and gentle pace, allowing her length to slide in and out of you with growing easy as your ass relaxed to her presence. You can’t help but grin slightly as her full-length throbs tensely within you, and she lets out a half-apologetic huff, slowing for but a moment to ascertain you were okay before picking up the pace again. Her steadiness seemed controlled, but you could sense a mounting pleasure behind her movements that seemed difficult for her to control.



Claire rolls her hips back and forth, augmenting her forward movement with a little bit of sway that seemed to increase the stimulation her cock provided. She is comfortable enough with the motion and begins to gradually accelerate her pace. It seemed as though your ass was the perfect sheath for her cock, and she relished in the sensation of residing within you at the deepest point of penetration. Seeming cozy enough, she rests herself again your back and begins a steadier, more rhythmic thrust.



“Do you like that?” she asks breathily, listening to the soft noises you made in response to the pleasure she provided. Her fingers interlock around your stomach against the tile wall, and she firmly holds you in place as she pounds your ass with enthusiasm.



You are eager to aid in her pleasure, pushing your butt against her crotch as her cock makes its way in. Eventually it is as though she releases any manner of control, and begins to thrust with wild abandon, rapidly experiencing the length of your rectum as her airy breathing collapsed into a series of disjointed moans. She glides in and out of you forcefully with a ceaseless acceleration, striving for the sweet release she could not resist or put off for any longer. Now you brace yourself for every collision, pushing back to add to the rhythmic power.



Claire’s sheer enthusiasm for the engagement was obviously presented as she huffed and groaned with exhaustion but did not relent, even for a moment. “Your ass is so good,” she murmurs between her moans. “Do you like having my big cock way up your ass? I could fuck you like this any time you wanted,” she said, her tone possessive as she held you so securely against herself and derived pure pleasure from your offered gift.



Claire’s rising excitement is punctuated with increasingly noisy moans and even sudden, overwhelming gasps as the sensation fluctuates, the pleasure coming in pulsating waves. Each forward motion results in a dull slapping noise as her balls gently batter your rear, the noise easily audible in the quite evening atmosphere. Now that you were fully relaxed it was easy for her to maintain her momentum, finding your internal presence unresisting to her. As the lengthy strokes of Claire’s cock continued, the sound of her rising ecstasy become wild and blissful.



When her cock begins to pulsate and throb within your ass, her moans become harsh and shrill. She trembles against you, her hands tensely grabbing at your chest as she emits an abrupt and rumbling groan. Her cum begins to spew out almost immediately, ejecting deep inside of you with a significant amount of pressure. Claire thrusts forward firmly as she feels herself emptying out inside of you, groaning loudly as more and more throbbing sensations wash over, and more of her ejaculate spews out. Before Claire has finished you are completely filled, your ass stuffed with her cock and cum to the point where not even an additional spurt could fit inside of you, and the frothy white substance squirts out around the point of her cock’s entry, and floats away in the pool water about her thighs.



Claire trembles against your back as her pleasure begins to abate, the near overwhelming sensation continuing to echo powerfully threw her. The substantial load she has gifted you spills out when her cock is withdrawn, pouring out of your ass. Claire looks down at the cum in the water with evident delight. “Wow, I really made a mess!” she says, blatantly proud of herself. Her breathing is heavy, and she appears almost disoriented, but cuddles against you affectionately. “That was so good…” Claire murmurs appreciatively.



You stifle an exhausted chuckle, taking a moment to recover yourself. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, turning around to face her. You take hold of Claire’s cock in hand and begin to slowly jerk her off, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum into the pool. The idle current takes the massive expulsion of her ejaculate away, to find a place in some filter.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, planting a small kiss against cheek as she draws you in close to herself.



Soon, the two of you retire to her apartment to wash up and rest.
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Claire


Rooftop (Suck her off)








Claire settles her hands behind herself and looks at you with an eager anticipation, allowing your advance to progress as you saw fit. You lean down over her cock and inhale deeply, smelling her body and allowing her warmth to waft up toward you as your lips gradually approach her aflush cockhead.



Her pale length was unblemished, and already near its full length when your lips first make contact. You feel her tense and flex against your mouth, the soft spongey tissue of her cock nudging against you as though eager to nestle within. Claire’s desire for you was more evident now, as the pleasure you had already offered had soothed her physically and mentally. You taste the sweetness of her as your tongue gently laps along her cockhead and over her urethral, taking in the smallest taste of her precum as it was coaxed from her length. Its taste is faint and salty, and immediately your mouth begins to water as you anticipate a larger serving.



Claire reaches out while remaining reclined in the chair, and gently settles her hand upon your arm. The touch is guiding as opposed to an attempt to seize control, and find her tenderness to be encouraging, as she handled you like such a precious thing. Her fingertips grace your skin as her hand rests there gently, and she allows you to slide beneath her touch with your own movements.



Advancing, you open your mouth to allow her cockhead entry. It passes your lips, requiring you to open your maw widely enough to encompass it. Once the flared cockhead has entered, your lips slide down its ridge and rest against the beginning of her shaft, leaving her cock securely contained. Your mouth continues to wander with the warm presence resting on your tongue, and you soon begin to gently lick and prod at its base and side.



Claire’s cock was approaching its most erect state now, and her length extended eight inches. Her heavy breathing confessed that she was now devoting her entire mental presence to enjoying the sensation of your lips around her cock, and the work of your tongue past them.



“You’re good at that,” Claire says, stifling a small huff as your teasing stoked her inner fire. Despite the compliment, she seems eager for your progression. You gently withdraw her cockhead from your mouth and plant a small kiss upon its glossy surface.



“Thanks… I want to make you feel good,” you tell her. “I think you deserve it.”



Claire giggles, amused at your sweet words. “Yeah, maybe I’ve earned it, if such a pleasure can be earned.”



Again, you take her cock into your mouth, this time allowing the head to advance several inches within as your lips slide gently down the length of her yet dry shaft. Claire’s gentle touch becomes a firm grasp as her hand clenches down on your forearm, the stimulation causes a wave of physical tension to radiate across her form.




 “That feels really fucking good,” Claire says with enthusiasm, watching with mouth agape as your spittle trails down the exposed portion of her cock. The noise of your slurping and licking seems to be pure musical pleasure to her, and her cock often tenses against your tongue and the inside of your cheek. You do all you can to make it a pleasurable experience for her, quickly traversing the length of her shaft with your tongue and lips. Claire’s excitement seems nearly overwhelming before too long has passed, and she has long since left behind any suggestion of reservation.



You gradually accelerate your pace until your face begins to gently collide against her crotch and balls, and the entirety of her cock is taken deeply into your throat with each motion. Claire moans and breathes heavily, expressing only a pure enjoyment from the pleasure you gifted her. She allows you to continue to retain control and provide a sort of sexual performance. Sometimes she thrusts upward to meet you, the sudden advancement of her cock catching you off guard and coaxing out a bit of a gag. As her swollen cockhead presses against the back of your throat you can taste more of her precum, driven out by the soft impact.



“Keep going… I’m getting close,” she tells you, moaning softly as her chest rises and falls with heavy her heavy breaths. “You suck so good… oh fuck, never had something like this,” she says, trembling as the waves of energy begin to radiate through her form. Your committal to her pleasure seemed the ultimate turn on, as her attention remained locked upon your upturned gaze through every motion.



The faster pace has drawn a strong reaction out of her, and soon her pleasure begins to boil over the surface. Her moans lose all order and decompose into a vivacious screech as the sensation cascades upon her consciousness, washing away all other thoughts. She is tense, for a moment, and then comes the irresistible release. Cum spurts out into your mouth with pressurized force, and you can feel it spray against the back of your throat.



You surge forward with a degree of conviction, pressing your face firmly against her crotch as her cum shot out vertically into her throat. You feel it gagging you immediately, as the cum built up with no where to go but upward through your throat. You swallow, but more of the delicious white substance immediately replaces any you manage to get down. Claire’s thighs shake beneath your hands, making you wobble as you supported yourself on her trembling body.



Rope after rope of the sticky white cum blast out in quick successions, soon spilling forth from your lips and cascading down around her crotch as you are forced to withdraw and spit up the last of her load. You feel cum slipping down your throat even as some of it escapes your mouth.



“Uhn, that was so good… here I was guessing that you were inexperienced,” she says, chuckling warmly. She watches as your head comes free of her cock, which now glistens fully with spittle and cum. You waste no time lapping over it with your tongue and drinking up what was left of her ejaculation from around her softening length’s base.



“Seems like you needed that,” you say, grinning at her cheekily with her cock in hand. You wring out her length for any cum that make remain inside and dab it up from her urethra using the tip of tongue.



“I really did,” Claire says, breathing heavily as she gradually relaxes from the event. “Made quite a mess, didn’t I?” she asks, giggling at your cum soaked face and mouth.



“Hahah, yeah. I think I got most of it…” you tell her, with barely obscured pride. “Perhaps we ought to wash up, then?” you ask, after a moment had passed, and Claire seemed to look expectant. “I don’t want to just leap into the pool and get cum everywhere…”



“We should probably head down, though – to my apartment. Before someone sees us. Frankly we’re lucky no one came up,” Claire says. Although she had in fact came up.
 Please thank Alison Osias for this very clever joke.



Claire leads you down to the apartment, giggling all the while at the cum on your face and the way you played it cool when walking past other guests of the complex. Once there, she takes you to the bathroom and enters the shower chamber with you, appearing elated. With this intimate experience in your past, there was little to leave her uncertain or careful about your presence.
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Claire


Rooftop (Ride her cock)








You begin to undress, watching Claire attentively as you discarded your clothes. She appraises your body, evidently finding herself curious of you, as she hadn’t managed a close glance at your form.



“Are you going to try… on top?” she inquires, watching as you pull down your pants and underwear and step over her with noticeable elation. You look down at her cock between your legs, imaging it engorging fully and moving deep inside of you.
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 Ride her as character with masculine genitalia
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Ride her as character with feminine genitalia






































 
Claire


Rooftop (Ride her (M))








You reach down to take gently hold of her now fully erect cock. She reclines back and smiles comfortable as you begin to stroke it, allowing you to appreciate its beauty and warmth.



“Is this all for me?” you ask, rather than answer her question. Already you can tell it would be a challenge to take this cock entirely within you, but you are eager for it. You are instilled with an eagerness, even, or perhaps a sense of urgency to have her massive length sliding in and out of your ass.



“If you can handle it.” she says, smirking slightly as you turn around. She takes a final moment to appraise your own cock before it is taken from her line of sight, but remains reclined comfily on the cushion.



“Mm, I think so,” you say. Claire pulls you back toward her, holding her cock vertically with one hand as her other hand grasps your ass and guides you down. Her touch is gentle but firm as she brings you down against the tip of her cock, nudging it against your asshole gently.



“Just tell me what feels good…” Claire says. She pauses, momentarily, and inhales a deep breath as the head of her cock pushes gently into your ass, and her shaft begins to slide up and inside as you gradually settle down against her. “I’ll go slow,” she assures you, although it’s clear she is already eager to see her entire length inserted inside.



The sensation of her bulbous cockhead slowly entering your ass is a near overwhelming pleasure, deeply filling, and momentarily uncomfortable due the sheer intensity of the stimulation. Still, you find yourself relaxing quickly, and as you move gently up and down, the point of Claire’s cock massages you into comfort. Now the pleasure you were feeling was mostly unimpaired.



You support yourself with your hands set down on either side of the poolside chair, gradually lowering yourself and then lifting back up as disruptive waves of pleasure flow through you. You are tempted to relax your weight on her lap and allow the cock to slide fully inside of your ass, but you know you should work up toward it slowly and savor the progression.



Claire attended to her own breasts as she began to seep into a deep state of pleasure. She watches you with interest, her eyes periodically focusing and growing distant as waves of mental and physical pleasure torrentially flowed through her head. You could hear the tension in her breath as the sustained and controlled motion teased her greatly, and the desire she had to claim you in absolute entirety expressed both elation and mild torment.



“Ah fuck…” she softly utters as her cockhead progresses forward two inches more, allowing you to rest gently on her lap with most of her length sheathed. Her cock radiates warmth through your inner walls, providing you a sensation that is both tense and comfortable.



“Urhn… that’s so good, Claire,” you say. “I can feel your whole cock inside of me. Do you like that?” you inquire, moving yourself up and down gently as Claire grunts and gnaws on her lip.



“Mhm,” she utters tensely, her cock tensing and growing firmer within you as you rotate your hips. She huffs heavily through her nose, rocking her head back against the chair’s support as she resisted the urge to loudly moan.



As the intense pleasure invoked overwhelming waves of stimulation in you as well, you experience a bodily clumsiness, allowing yourself to fall gently onto her lap and take the entire length of her cock swiftly up your ass. It’s impossible to resist the urge to flinch with the swift motion, in anticipation of discomfort. Instead, you immediately feel her entering that extra space within you with ease. Her pleasure erupts from her mouth as a sharp shriek, which quickly wavers and becomes a low moan.



The motion was no longer restrained or careful, as Claire uses her hands to assist you in moving up and down the length of her cock at an accelerated pace. The dull slapping noise soon becomes noticeable as she takes your entire length with fast precision, moving in and out so quickly that the stimulation to her cock was practically overwhelming.



“Fill me with you cum,” you beg with an exhausted huff as you continue to lift yourself and let yourself fall back into her blissful lap.



“Urnf, I’m gunna,” Claire promises, stroking your cock with as much fervor as she fucked your ass. You can feel your own pleasure escalating as you sense the tension of Claire’s throbbing length inside of you and know that she will soon spill out her release. Claire was so intently focused it was as though she knew no other thought than the pleasure of the sheath your ass provided, and she soon is shaken free of whatever control she still retained.



You enthusiastically aid in her pleasure, pressing down against her crotch with enough force to ascertain as much of her length experienced you with each pass as was able. Her moans were now unreserved. The sound of your mutual pleasure echoed over the skyline, and Claire seems to have lost all attention toward restraint. Finally, the stimulation overwhelms what she could resist and sends the first reverberations of euphoria through her. You feel her cock tensing and pulsating within you, and soon feel the presence of her cum as it spirts out into the depths of your ass, arriving substantially.



The sensation of fullness that arrives as more and more cum is emitted from her is immensely satisfying, and Claire shudders deeply as she begins to withdraw from you. You feel the presence of her cum sliding down from your ass as her cock is removed, allowing the fluid a direction to escape. Even as she pulls out, more cum is teased from her. “I really fucking stuffed you,” Claire says, gasping as she pops her cockhead free from your ass and watches her own cum cascade upon her body.



“That was so good,” you groan with a deep sense of relaxation in your words, feeling a sense of relief as her load flows out. You rest your rear down onto her lap and cock gently, sitting amidst your cum and allowing her to sit up and embrace your body. You can feel her trembling as she takes heavy breathes, continuing to recover from the intense orgasm.



You chuckle tiredly, recovering for a moment before speaking again. “Seems like you needed that,” you say, turning around to face her. You take hold of Claire’s cock in hand and slowly jerk her off beneath you, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum. Her cock drizzles long strands of the white substance to pool around her lap with the rest.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, leaning back blissfully on the chair. Soon, the two of you abscond downstairs to the bathroom to have a shower and prepare to rest.
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Claire


Rooftop (Ride her (F))








You reach down to take gently hold of her now fully erect cock. She reclines back and smiles comfortable as you begin to stroke it, allowing you to appreciate its beauty and warmth.



“Is this all for me?” you ask, rather than answer her question. Already you can tell it would be a challenge to take this cock entirely within you, but you are eager for it. You are instilled with an eagerness, even, or perhaps a sense of urgency to have her massive length sliding in and out of your pussy.



“If you can handle it.” she says, smirking slightly as you lower yourself. She remains reclined comfily on the cushion, eager to see what you would do.



“Mm, I think so,” you say. Claire pulls you forward slightly toward her, holding her cock vertically with one hand as her other hand grasps your hip and guides you down. Her touch is gentle but firm as she brings you down against the tip of her cock, nudging it against your petals gently.



“Just tell me what feels good…” Claire says. She pauses, momentarily, and inhales a deep breath as the head of her cock slides gently into your pussy, and her shaft begins to slide up and inside as you gradually settle down against her. “I’ll go slow,” she assures you, although it’s clear she is already eager to see her entire length inserted inside.



The sensation of her bulbous cockhead slowly entering your sex is a near overwhelming pleasure, deeply filling, and momentarily uncomfortable due the sheer intensity of the stimulation. Still, you find yourself relaxing quickly, and as you move gently up and down, the point of Claire’s cock massages you into comfort. Now the pleasure you were feeling was mostly unimpaired.



You support yourself with your hands set down on either side of the poolside chair, gradually lowering yourself and then lifting back up as disruptive waves of pleasure flow through you. You are tempted to relax your weight on her lap and allow the cock to slide fully inside, but you know you should work up toward it slowly and savor the progression.



Claire attended to her own breasts as she began to slip into a deep state of pleasure. She watches you with interest, her eyes periodically focusing and growing distant as waves of mental and physical pleasure torrentially flowed through her head. You could hear the tension in her breath as the sustained and controlled motion teased her greatly, and the desire she had to claim you in absolute entirety expressed both elation and mild torment.



“Ah fuck…” she softly utters as her cockhead progresses forward two inches more, allowing you to rest gently on her lap with most of her length sheathed. Her cock radiates warmth through your inner walls, providing you a sensation that is both tense and comfortable.



“Urhn… that’s so good, Claire,” you say. “I can feel your whole cock inside of me. Do you like that?” you inquire, moving yourself up and down gently as Claire grunts and gnaws on her lip.



“Mhm,” she utters tensely, her cock tensing and growing firmer within you as you rotate your hips. She huffs heavily through her nose, rocking her head back against the chair’s support as she resisted the urge to loudly moan.



As the intense pleasure invoked overwhelming waves of stimulation in you as well, you experience a bodily clumsiness, allowing yourself to fall gently onto her lap and take the entire length of her cock swiftly into your pussy until the head nudges against your cervix. It’s impossible to resist the urge to flinch with the swift motion, in anticipation of discomfort. Instead, you immediately feel her entering that extra space within you with ease. Her pleasure erupts from her mouth as a sharp shriek, which quickly wavers and becomes a low moan.



The motion was no longer restrained or careful, as Claire uses her hands to assist you in moving up and down the length of her cock at an accelerated pace. The dull slapping noise soon becomes noticeable as she takes your entire length with fast precision, moving in and out so quickly that the stimulation to her cock was practically overwhelming.



“Fill me with you cum,” you beg with an exhausted huff as you continue to lift yourself and let yourself fall back into her blissful lap.



“Urnf, I’m gunna,” Claire promises, stroking your cock with as much fervor as she fucked your slit. You can feel your own pleasure escalating as you sense the tension of Claire’s throbbing length inside of you and know that she will soon spill out her release. Claire was so intently focused it was as though she knew no other thought than the pleasure of the sheath your vagina provided, and she soon is shaken free of whatever control she still retained.



You enthusiastically aid in her pleasure, pressing down against her crotch with enough force to ascertain as much of her length experienced you with each pass as was able. Her moans were now unreserved. The sound of your mutual pleasure echoed over the skyline, and Claire seems to have lost all attention toward restraint. Finally, the stimulation overwhelms what she could resist and sends the first reverberations of euphoria through her. You feel her cock tensing and pulsating within you, and soon feel the presence of her cum as it spirts out into the depths of your pussy, arriving substantially. The sensation of fullness that arrives as more and more cum is emitted from her is immensely satisfying.



Claire shudders deeply as she begins to withdraw from you, and you feel the presence of her cum sliding down from your pussy as her cock is removed, and the fluid is given a direction to flow. Your cervix remains filled with the cum, and as she pulls out, more cum is teased from her. “I really fucking stuffed you,” Claire says, gasping as she pops her cockhead free from your slit and watches her own cum cascade upon her body.



“That was so good,” you groan with a deep sense of relaxation in your words, feeling a sense of relief as her load flows out. You rest your rear down onto her lap and cock gently, sitting amidst your cum and allowing her to sit up and embrace your body. You can feel her trembling as she takes heavy breathes, continuing to recover from the intense orgasm.



You chuckle tiredly, recovering for a moment before speaking again. “Seems like you needed that,” you say. You take hold of Claire’s cock in hand and slowly jerk her off beneath you, gently extracting those final few pulsations of her hot cum. Her cock drizzles long strands of the white substance to pool around her lap with the rest.



“I really, really did.” Claire agrees, leaning back blissfully on the chair. Soon, the two of you abscond downstairs to the bathroom to have a shower and prepare to rest.









[image: ]
 Wash up


























































 
 
 
Claire


Rooftop (Eat her Ass)








“Claire,” you say softly, leaning down over her as you move your hands back up the length of her back, allowing a final pass on her flesh to ascertain that the soothing relief you gave her would remain, at least a moment longer. “I feel really comfortable with you. May I pleasure you in another way?” you inquire, sincere in your tone as you addressed your intent quite directly but let her wonder as to the specifics.



“Uhn… I don’t think I can say no to that offer,” Claire says, as though conceding to a guilty pleasure. To have your focus upon her and her experience seemed a tremendous gift, and she was doubtless eager to see what you could offer.



You curl your fingers gently under the side of her panties, tugging on them gently, before halting the motion. “May I?” you inquire.



“Okay.” The word leaves Claire after a small moment of hesitance, the instant she conceded to the sexual engagement providing a small rush. She was undoubtably curious to see what technique you meant to employ. An instance like this was special, in a sense, as it was understood that you would offer her a unique and enjoyable pleasure.



You draw her black lace panties down over her soft rear and expose her to the evening warmth. Claire could not even be bothered to express a word of concern about the potential arrival of someone on the rooftop, and the evening was so quiet that such a disturbance seemed almost like an impossibility. Rather, it seemed this solace would only break when it had accomplished its purpose.



Leaning down over her, you allow your face to hover near the soft presence of her pale ass. Her skin is smooth, and you can feel the subtle warmth radiating off her as it mingled with the evening breeze. You settle your hands gently down against her thighs and press upward, lifting and presenting her ass cheeks as you appraised them.



“Done this before?” she inquires curiously, her voice a slight note higher than before. Her anticipation seemed obvious with how rigid her body became, her back arching just slightly in preparation for the sensation to come. Though she looked forward, all her attention seemed to be on the approach of your face to her rear. Your warm breath washes over her soft skin, and you can feel the presence of goosebumps beneath your hand as you move it over the hill of her butt, and smooth them away with your warm touch.



Unable to resist her any longer, you spread her widely with your hands and submerge your face into her ass. Your lips settle down immediately upon her asshole, tenderly pressing around it as you placed a gentle kiss. You pull away gently and grin at the way she seems to tremble against you. “Tell me what you like,” you say, rather than answer her question. Claire considered it for a moment as though she might think of something for you try, but when your lips settle down against her again, she seems to decide that her reactions would be more than enough to convey her pleasure. Soon, you are making out with her ass with fervor. Your tongue moves gently around and inside of her, stimulating the entirety of that area as you experimented with deeper intrusions.



Claire breathes heavily, her head directed forward at the city scape as you pleasured her. Often, her rear tenses against you, squeezing your face between her cheeks or clamping down upon your tongue within.



“Hold on,” Claire says softly with a sharp breath. She rises to her knees and arches her back fully, presenting her rear to you at a more accessible height. As you move your face in again, she begins to attend to her own cock with a hand, accelerating her rising ecstasy.



You redouble your efforts as she jerks herself off, doing all that you could to follow the twitches and motions of her ass and remain extended deep within her. Your tongue lapped gently at her inner walls, wiggling its way deeper and deeper into her ass with every opportunity to advance. Claire seems to soften between those motions of greater tension as she becomes more accustom and relaxed to your presence, and thus able to experience the full range of stimulation.



Soon her back is glossy with a faint lair of sweat as the excretion of her pose and masturbation gradually tired her. She attended to herself steadily, rushing nothing as she existed in the moment and enjoyed the service you provided. Hearing no complaint for you she allows the pleasure to continue for several long minutes, gradually closing her eyes and adopting an unfocused stare as her mind focused entirely on your tongue within her anus.



Suddenly, she inhales sharply and lets out a small squeaking noise, informing you almost as an afterthought of the arrival of her orgasm. You feel her ass tense down around your tongue, although it does more to entrap you within than to force you out, deep as you were. Claire’s cum spurts out against the poolside chair, splattering beneath her and drizzling against her knees. All the while, you are relentless in your licking and miniature thrusts of tongue.



When Claire inhales again, the breath escapes her as a long and loan moan, the extended reverberations of her climax pulsating through her, and then echoing even after the convulsions have ceased.



“Holy…” Claire says, perhaps choosing not to complete her expletive. “That was so…”



You remove yourself from her asshole with a final kiss, migrating around her as she slowly collapses onto the chair and lays there, exhausted in her recovery.



“I’m glad you liked it. I… really wanted to do that with you,” you say, grinning at her giddily as you sit near her and observe her comfortable state of sensual obliteration.



“I always wanted to try it but was sort of shy to ask,” Claire says, heaving a pleased sigh as the intensity of the sensation began to evaporate, replaced by a deep satisfaction. You let her rest for a time, enjoying the view for yourself as your own sexual urges gradually settled to the back of your mind.



“I uh – guess we should clean up, in case anyone comes up here,” Claire says. “I… can’t remember the last time I felt this relaxed. You’re welcome to come back to the apartment for a shower.”








[image: ]
 

 Wash up














 
 
 
Claire


Bedroom








Claire’s bedroom is adorned with modern furniture, often dark amber or black, with gold accented blankets and pillows a desk with a black laptop and writing journal. She seems giddy as she enters, almost dragging you inside by the hand.



“Make yourself at home, get comfy!” Claire says invitingly. She slips back into some panties but leaves her chest bare.



You sit down on the bed, staring with joy at the beauty of the woman you’d shared your evening with, and reflecting still on the immense pleasure had between you. “I’m spent,” you say. “Let’s cuddle.”



Claire is happy to oblige and lifts a blanket to crawl into the bed on the other side. You get up and crawl in under the blanket as well, coming against her warm and gently damp body as you embraced her tenderly.



You gently settle you lips against her titty, giving her a soft kiss there before bringing your attention back to her face. “If only this could last forever,” you tell her warmly. Claire strokes your head in an affectionate manner and allows her eyes to close gently. The warmth of her breath rolls over your face as you find yourself relaxing deeply in a short period of time. “I’d live this a thousand times…”
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 Rest with Claire


























 
 
 
Claire


Bedroom (Rest with Claire)








So, the soft night embraces you both, and as you spoon, you slip gently into a sweet sleep. This experience with Claire only opened the door for so much more in the future, and there was a deep relaxation upon you in knowing that this beautiful connection would remain with you come the next day, at least, and perhaps long after. Succumbing to that hopeful bliss, your dreams turn to the day and all it’s tender moments.
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 End


















































 
 
 
End








You’ve reached an end of the story, but there are many other paths to be explored. Begin again and experiment with other choices to experience the romantic engagement with Claire in its full variety.















There are eight unique sex scenes to be discovered, many of which have an alternate version. Did you enjoy this interactive novella? Tell the author your thoughts
 
@AlisonOErotica on Twitter

 or leave a review if you would like to see more stories of this kind.
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