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Twenty Questions

    by theclaravoyant

      Summary

      "Can I tell you stuff that *is* fun?”

"Sure," Kip invites. "Like what?"

-
Kip and Scott get to know what makes each other tick.



      Notes

        the spirit of skip compelled me. ft fluff and a lil sprinkle of hurt/comfort and sexy flirty times
please note, this is based 100% on show canon, i know nothing of what preferences they might express in the book




  






    






Twenty Questions

    
      “Mmwhat's that face?” Kip asks one night, blissfully drifting on the post-orgasm haze, but not so lost he doesn't notice the unusually pensive look in his partner's eyes. Wistful, almost.
“Nothing,” Scott says, lifting Kip's knuckles to his lips. “Just. I love this with you.”
“Aw. I love this with you, too.”
“It's fun.”
“Yeah.” Kip strokes a sweaty lock of hair out of Scott's face. “That's kind of the point, babe.”
Scott is smiling, but there's something he's not saying. His eyes are deep pools of love and something that still hasn't made it out, so Kip intertwines their fingers together, and kisses his knuckles back.
“If-” he says, “if there's something that's not fun, you know you can tell me that too, right?”
“Oh, that's not...” His eyes fall away from Kip's face. “It's been a long time since sex has been fun for me, that's all.”
“Oh.”
Scott blushes furiously, and buries his face in Kip's shoulder, and Kip strokes his hair and tries not to squeeze so tight that their molecules merge. Sometimes he forgets how different their lives are. When Kip was growing up he had resources, he had partners who were comfortable and open and safe, and he had a network he could rely on if they weren't. Scott had none of that. Only loneliness. Desperation. Shame.
“Sorry,” Scott mumbles, “I didn't mean to bring the mood down.”
“And I told you, you can tell me stuff that isn't fun. I love you. I want you to feel safe.”
Kip wishes he could wrap Scott up in it like a blanket; that he could reach back in time, even, and protect him, and let him know he deserves better. He settles for kissing the top of his head, and that seems to help.
“... Can I tell you stuff that is fun?” Scott requests, after a moment, and it brings the smile back to Kip's face.
“Sure,” Kip invites. “Like what?”
Scott props himself back up on one arm, and traces a line along Kip's cheekbone. “It's fun when you put your reading glasses on before I get home even when you definitely weren't reading, because you know I think they're sexy.”
“Guilty.”
“It's fun when you wear my Admirals stuff, and send me pictures when I'm away. My little puck bunny.”
“You know it.”
“It's fun when I drop you on the bed and you laugh. Every time. I don't even know if you know but you always do it, and it's the cutest fucking thing I've ever heard.”
“Every time?” Now it's Kip who's blushing. “Well I- I think it's fun when you drop me. Just a little bit. I know you'll catch me.”
“You're cheesy.”
“You're cheesy.”
They're both beaming now, and when they kiss their teeth knock together, and that's fun too. Jarring, and messy, but it makes them laugh, and Scott lets himself flop back to the mattress to stare up at the roof with Kip, feeling a whole lot lighter.
“Alright,” he asks. “What do you like better: blowjobs or handjobs?”
Kip muses. “Are we talking giving or receiving?”
“Either.”
“Mm. I think giving, blowjobs, receiving, handies. No offence, but you can be scratchy.”
“Wow.” Scott scoffs. “I'll have you know I enjoy beard burn very much. And I like to kiss you when you cum, so.”
“So we're meant to be?”
“I guess we are.”
It's sweet. But as Kip feels the tingle of arousal pick up again, he only has so much time for sweet.
“Jersey or glasses?” he asks.
“That's cold. But jersey.”
Kip snorts. “You are such a fucking hockey player.”
“I'm sorry!” Scott protests. “You are very smart, and very sexy when you're being very smart, but it's a hard-wired evolutionary impulse to be horny out of your mind about your boyfriend wearing your kit. It's outside of my control.”
“Oh, poor baby.” Kip bites his lip. Takes a breath. Tries something. “Do you like it, when things are outside of your control sometimes?”
“I-I don't know what you mean.”
That thing creeps back in. Kip can see it. Hesitation. Shame. He pulls himself up over Scott this time, straddles his thighs, and brushes a careful finger over the little frown between his eyebrows.
“Dominance. Submission," Kip nudges. “Could be fun?”



“I haven't... really done that. I wouldn't know.”
“That's okay. That's what this game is for, right?”
Slowly, carefully, watching Scott's face the whole time, Kip slides his hands down to Scott's wrists. He moves them both to rest above Scott's head, and holds them there, so that his whole body is hovering over him too. Scott's skin is tingling, his pupils are blown wide, and in spite of himself, he asks -
“Which do you prefer?”
“A bit of both,” Kip says, and he starts to grind down with his hips. “But with you... Domming, I think. First of all, I mean, there's something that just drives me fucking crazy about having all the power over you, my big strong major league boyfriend. But it's more than that, you know? It's about someone trusting you absolutely, to take them as they are, and make them feel so fucking good.”
Scott moans, and Kip leans down to capture it between his lips.
“Man, you can't say that shit to me right now. I'm exhausted.”
“I swear, I would make you feel so good, baby.”
“Fuck.”
And the fact that Scott's even thinking about it, is enough to re-light the fire in Kip's rapidly recovering cock. The fact that he notices, and takes the opportunity to pry a hand back from Kip's grasp and wrap his fist around said cock and stroke and tease it – he might be down, but not out.
“Told you,” Kip pants, with an impish grin. “With someone you trust, it can be really fucking fun.”
“I trust you,” Scott says. “Absolutely.”
“Man. You cannot say that shit to me right now.”
Scott laughs, and the sheer adoration in his eyes is indescribable. Incandescent. Kip can barely look. So he throws his head back and grinds down harder and Scott obligingly gives him more friction. He's starting to strain and whimper now, and buck up into his hands, and his need is beautiful and- apparently, distracting.
“'s your turn,” Kip prompts.
“Couch sex or kitchen sex?”
“Kitchen. Especially the bench. Kitchen or shower?”
“Fuck no. No showers.” It blurts immediately right out of him and Kip blanches for a second. Scott shakes it off. “Kitchen. Kitchen any day. Morning or evening?”
“Both. Any. All of it. Want you all the time. Fuck, Scott.”
Kip's eyes fall closed, overwhelmed, careening closer to the edge. His pelvis has a mind of its own by now, and it's fascinating to watch. Scott should really watch it more when they're actually fucking. God. He'd let that man wring the passion out of him til there's nothing left. Still. They're in the middle of something, so.
“Your turn.”
Kip makes a little choked-off noise, that would have been a laugh if he wasn't so frazzled. There's so many things he could say. Tits or ass? Spit or swallow? He's rapidly losing the ability to make actual words come out of his mouth.
“Chest, or-” he stammers. “Chest, or – Ah, fuck it-”
He grabs Scott's arm, and Scott grabs him back, crashing their lips together just in time to catch the gasping, stuttering throes of orgasm, the whimper, the sigh. And now not once but twice satisfied, Kip is putty in his hands. He doesn't stop kissing, or touching, or smiling, for a long while after that.
That. That was fun.
 

    





  










Afterword



  Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!








