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Letting out a long, breathy sigh, Claudia sank into her favorite straight-backed armchair. Skipper hurried down the stairs, pausing in the doorway of their shared home office. He’d clearly heard the door open and close, but was waiting to see whether Claudia would invite him inside. He was always obedient that way, letting her decide for herself what she wanted after a long day of work.




Claudia enjoyed the weight of Skipper’s gaze on her. Even in just her usual work clothes, he found her worth watching. Claudia wanted to reward that. Lifting a hand, she tugged the clip out of her dark hair, letting it tumble loosely about her shoulders.




“Ohh, that’s better.” She braced a thumb either side of her temples, kneading until the tension from reading fine print all day began to recede.




Skipper’s blue eyes watched her hands greedily, his tongue darting out over his lower lip. “You may come in,” Claudia decided. “Massage my feet for me.”




Without the slightest pause, Skipper fell to his knees in front of Claudia, reaching to take her shoes off carefully. His fingers pressed tightly into the sole of her right foot, making her give an instant moan. It felt so good, the tension immediately seeping from her. Leaning in, Skipper pressed a soft kiss against her stocking-clad thigh.




“Hard day at work?” he asked gently, his fingers never stopping in their massage of Claudia’s foot. He only paused to move onto the other one, giving it equal amounts of attention. “Do you want me to run you a bath? Or start on the dinner? We’re having fish tonight,” he hummed.




Both of those sounded absolutely lovely. Claudia would always appreciate Skipper’s skill in the kitchen. He even made sure that they ate appropriate amounts of colorful vegetables, something Claudia could never be bothered to plan. “It really was a hard day at work,” she answered, realizing that she needed some stress relief before she could properly relax into a bath.




“Entirely too many contracts, and not enough help.” If only the people at Claudia’s office could be as willing to assist her as Skipper always was! But of course, if there was more than one of him, he wouldn’t have such a very special place in Claudia’s life.




Flexing her toes, Claudia let Skipper’s fingers pull another moan from deep within her. “We’re going to play before dinner,” she decided. “Then I’ll let you run me a bath, and I can soak in it while you cook some lovely fish for me.”




Skipper smiled up at Claudia, giving a slow but happy nod. “That sounds good,” he told her. But Claudia knew that whatever she suggested would sound good to Skipper. He was always so eager to obey any instruction she might give. Claudia could already feel the heat spread through her, just at how willing Skipper was. Knowing that he’d do whatever she told him and enjoy it always got Claudia going. And that really was most of the time she thought about her boyfriend.




As his fingers kept massaging Claudia’s foot, Skipper shifted. “What sort of play do you want to do?” he asked. “Should I help you out of these work clothes?” The offer was so genuine, almost not sexual. Skipper’s desire to serve sent a spike of heat through Claudia, leading straight between her legs.




Reluctant to give up Skipper’s touch, Claudia slowly pulled her foot back out of his lap. “Yes, let’s take off all the clothes down here,” she suggested. “Then I’ll take you upstairs and we can leave work and everything else behind.” It was largely symbolic, of course, but no less appealing. Besides, Claudia loved walking naked and confident through her home. The way Skipper’s eyes followed her when she did was enough to take her breath away.




She got to her feet, offering a manicured hand to Skipper to help him up. “Start at the top and work down,” she instructed. Skipper’s fingers immediately lifted to the buttons of her blouse, sliding each one free. Claudia’s shoulders eased, tension melting out of her at Skipper’s loving touch. He knew just what she liked, exploring every new inch of skin he revealed before he moved on.




Once her blouse was off, Skipper moved on to the zipper of Claudia’s skirt with as much attention and care as he had given the buttons. Before long, the tight garment was sliding down her legs, leaving Claudia in nothing but her underwear and stockings.




Skipper paused to take in the way she looked. The confidence that gave her rolled off Claudia in waves. Knowing that Skipper loved her body was such a boost!




“You’re gorgeous,” he murmured before moving back in to help her out of the lacy bra she was wearing. He knelt briefly to roll each of the stockings off Claudia’s thighs before replacing the material with soft kisses against her now-bare skin. When she was left in nothing but her panties, Skipper stood again, carefully reaching to remove the last scrap of fabric, leaving her in the nude.




Licking his lips, Skipper smiled. “When you say all the clothes,” he began. “Do you mean mine, too?”




Claudia’s red lips curved up into a smirk. “Oh yes,” she answered, reaching out and pulling Skipper towards her. “But you’re not going to walk around the house naked. You are going to crawl.” She kissed him, tongue licking its way inside his mouth, feeling the heat that built between them. Skipper’s body trembled against her, already overwhelmed with sensation. And they’d barely begun!




Sliding her hands under Skipper’s shirt, Claudia let him feel the sharp edges of her nails. His muscles quivered, tensing and relaxing at the stimulation she offered. With a soft moan, Claudia whipped the material away. Skipper’s bare chest rose and fell as Claudia ran her fingers through the trail of hair that led down into his denim jeans.




He gave a soft groan, eyes wide as Skipper waited to see whether Claudia would undress him or if she’d make him do it himself. It was certainly tempting to tell Skipper to undress for her, but Claudia also enjoyed the power it gave her to slowly strip him of his clothes. Her fingers found the fastenings on his jeans, opening the button and then the zipper slowly, almost teasingly.




“Can I help?” Skipper asked. When Claudia nodded, he shifted so it’d be easier for her to get his jeans off without needing to actually kneel. His cock was only half-hard. Claudia was very sure she could quickly change that. In fact, when her fingers made it to the waistband of his boxers, Skipper’s dick twitched. But he didn’t do anything more, just waited for Claudia.




She drew the material forward slowly, revealing Skipper’s cock in its beautiful half-hard state. As he shimmied his hips to help her tug the boxers lower, it jostled slightly, making Claudia lick her lips with anticipation. Fuck, she loved watching Skipper go from soft to hard, knowing it was all because of her.




Once he’d stepped free of the boxers, Claudia ran her hand up his inner thigh, cradling his balls. Finally, she wrapped her fingers around his dick, squeezing gently. Skipper responded instantly, his mouth falling open in a moan and his cock hardening and lengthening in Claudia’s hand. She groaned, stroking until she felt Skipper’s erection twitch.




“Now,” she said, pulling her hand back. “Crawl upstairs for me. I’m going to watch.”




“Yes, ma’am,” Skipper responded, almost in trance. Claudia loved how his default was to address her as ‘ma’am’. The word sent waves of desire through her, pussy clenching at how hot it felt. He dropped to his knees, looking up at Claudia briefly before he began to crawl to their bedroom, just as she’d told him to.




She watched the play of muscles in his back, the plump curve of his ass shifting as he moved forward. His hands and knees left tracks in their carpet, tracks that Claudia was very happy to follow!




Skipper knew better than to stop and look back; he trusted that Claudia would follow because she had said she would. The confidence in that, how much faith he put in the words she uttered, made Claudia feel even hotter. Skipper only stopped when he reached their bedroom, kneeling by the door. Awaiting her permission to enter.




Stepping past him, Claudia opened the door, leading the way to their bed. “Come in,” she instructed, not turning her head to check whether her orders were being obeyed. She knew they would be. Besides, she had the more important question to answer of how she wanted to play with Skipper.




She lifted the lid on their ‘sex chest’, as it was affectionately known, considering the options spread out before her. Rope work was fun, but too intricate for the headache still vaguely pulsing in Claudia’s temples. Toys were always enjoyable, but the restless energy building in Claudia’s fingertips was too much to spend much time on preparation.




Instead, her fingers brushed over the handle of her crop. She did so love the whoosh and the flick as it cut through the air and landed on Skipper’s ass.




“Get on the bed on all fours,” she demanded, fingers closing firmly around the handle.




Obediently, he crawled onto the bed. Skipper glanced over his shoulder at Claudia. She hadn’t told him not to look, so there was no reason for him not to. Skipper enjoyed watching her, seeing how and what Claudia decided. His breath caught a little when he saw what she brought out of the chest. There was no objection, though. Not that Claudia expected any.




She had become very good at knowing what kind of things Skipper enjoyed. And more importantly, what sort of things she enjoyed. Skipper swayed his hips slightly, rocking gently forward and back on his arms and knees. His cock was very quickly getting harder. Claudia smirked at that, too.




“Mmm, you like this, don’t you?” she purred, her voice low and sweet as she crossed the distance to the bed. “You enjoy doing exactly what I say.” Claudia ran a hand over Skipper’s back, all the way down to his lovely, firm ass. She squeezed one plump cheek, relishing the whine that slipped from Skipper’s lips.




Clicking her tongue against her teeth, Claudia surveyed Skipper’s tanned, unmarked skin. It had been so long since they’d enjoyed any impact play. It was definitely time to change that! Pulling her free hand back, Claudia landed a light slap against Skipper’s ass. “Do you want to feel the crop against your skin, gorgeous?” she asked.




The way Skipper’s eyes widened a little, Claudia could tell that he hadn’t expected their playtime to include impact. But she could also tell, from the way his eyes darkened, that he certainly didn’t find the prospect unappealing. Skipper’s tongue slid out, lapping over his lips before he gave a nod.




“I want to feel you against my skin,” Skipper answered. “You decide, Claudia,” he breathed. “I’m yours to do whatever you want with.” And oh, yes! That was very true. The power Skipper gave Claudia was intense. She wanted to return the favor by showing him just how intense she could make him feel.




Leaving another light slap against his ass, Claudia’s whole body boiled up with desire. Fuck, yes. This was exactly what she needed after her long day of work: to be in charge of something immediate, something visceral. “Such a good boy,” she praised, loving the glow it brought to Skipper’s cheeks.




Shifting, Claudia took a moment to center herself, drawing in a deep breath and feeling the weight of her feet against the floor, the crop held loosely in her fingers. As she lifted the lovely leather-wrapped handle, she tightened them, feeling the rush of power that tingled all the way up her arm.




Like a flash, she brought the crop down. The end flicked against Skipper’s skin, landing with a noise like paper being torn.




His body stiffened. Claudia could practically see the route the pain traveled up his spine, until his shoulders tightened and he gave a beautiful sigh. Instead of asking, Claudia brought the crap down again, overlapping the spot she’d first marked with a new blush of red.




“Fuck!” Skipper inhaled sharply. From where she stood, Claudia could see how quickly his cock had gone from kind of erect to almost drippingly hard. Skipper rocked forward, the frictionless movement making his dick bounce. Claudia reached out to brush her fingers over the red lines she’d left on his ass, making Skipper’s breath catch all over again.




It was a good start. But it was just that - a start.




The next blow wasn’t harder. Claudia wasn’t aiming for hard. She wanted to be steady. She wanted to see Skipper’s ass change color from a beautiful peach to a rosy pink to a slowly emerging red. And Claudia knew exactly how to achieve it. She brought the crop down again, giving a soft moan in response to the deep groan that Skipper gave.




Slowly, she spread her blows across the curve of Skipper’s ass, each one bringing out a new little square of color. Skipper’s groans shook the walls, making desire vibrate through Claudia’s body. Standing with her legs apart, she could feel her pussy getting wet, her nipples aching to be touched.




And yet, Claudia focused all of her attention on the sight of Skipper before her. She let herself sink into the rhythm of her strokes, one after the other after the other. Skipper cried out, his knuckles white as he gripped at the bedsheets.




“Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” she breathed. “Tell me how much it hurts.” Not too much, she hoped. She didn’t want it to be unbearable - just intense.




Skipper groaned again, sucking his lower lip between his teeth briefly. “It doesn’t hurt a lot,” he answered honestly. “I mean, it does sting. Fuck. Like... it’s good.” And that made Claudia smile. Skipper had a fairly good tolerance for pain. It was something they’d played with before. Skipper didn’t love anything that hurt a lot. But that suited Claudia fine; her interest wasn’t in causing him too much pain.




What Claudia loved was hearing those soft whimpers, the mix of pleasure that Skipper experienced and the pain that mixed together with it. “It’s good,” he added. “I... fuck, Claudia. You make me feel good.”




The praise washed over her, easing away the last of the tension she’d carried home from the office. “Yes,” she agreed. “No one else can make you feel the way I do.” Claudia loved this, how she could feel empowered, desirable and yet generous all at once.




She was giving Skipper something that he liked almost as much as she liked it. She could see it in the proud jut of his cock and hear it in the tiny gasp Skipper gave between words.




Working her crop once more over his ass, Claudia cried out as Skipper’s skin finally turned that bright red she’d been so hoping for. Dropping the handle of the crop, she reached out to run her fingers softly over his skin. “Fuck, yes,” she groaned. “You look perfect for me. Just perfect.”




Her body ached with desire, a fire raging between her legs. “Shuffle back so I can get on the bed,” she urged.




Easily, Skipper did just that. When Claudia settled her weight on their plush mattress, she let her skin brush over Skipper’s. He felt feverish against her and she had no doubt that she felt warm against him, too. Her whole body was radiating heat. Arousal weaved through her as she reached out to stroke over Skipper’s back and down to the curve of his ass.




She used her palm to press into the marks the crop had left, sharp red lines paling against the pressure before the color returned as Claudia let go. Skipper moaned deeply, thrusting back just a little as if to seek out more of her touch.




With her hand on him, she pulled Skipper up so she could tug her body to his, his cock hard against her thigh. Suddenly, getting that beautiful dick inside her was all Claudia could think about. Her pussy pulsed with longing, needing to be filled up as soon as humanly possible!




Grabbing Skipper’s hair with her free hand, Claudia pulled his mouth against hers. She kissed him hard, smashing their lips together with bruising force. Emotions tumbled inside her, knocked around by the force of her desire.




“Fuck me,” she demanded. “Let me feel how hard I’ve made you.”




Skipper’s hands came to Claudia’s hips, the grip tight but not so tight it’d hurt. As she lowered herself onto his cock, they both moaned deeply. “Fuck, you feel amazing,” Skipper breathed. He thrust upwards, meeting Claudia’s body, hands holding her so he could pull her back down steadily.




Their bodies moved in perfect sync, Claudia’s nails scratching over Skipper’s back hard enough to leave marks. He thrust up into her harder and faster, making pleasure vibrate through Claudia, wave after wave.




Claudia rolled her hips, enjoying every inch of Skipper’s cock inside her. Her muscles squeezed tight around it, making him choke out a cry. “That’s it,” she purred. “Fuck, yes, that feels so good. You’ll make it last for me, won’t you, Skipper?” His nod came quickly, his lips brushing against Claudia’s cheek.




Sliding her hands further down his back, Claudia gripped Skipper’s ass, her fingers leaving pale indents against the dark blush that she’d created. She moaned, the skin so very hot against her hands. She had done that! And Skipper had let her, had enjoyed it.




“Don’t come,” she instructed. “Not until I tell you that you can.”




“Yes,” he nodded, breath catching in his throat. Skipper moved slowly, his movements still steady, fucking into Claudia over and over again. His hand slid over her side to make its way up to her breast, fingers teasing Claudia’s nipple. The other quickly ended up captured between Skipper’s lips, his tongue running over the hard nub and eliciting a low cry from Claudia.




The slowness of it all made her pleasure build, curling low in her stomach. Skipper’s hips rocked against her, mouth working so well to make Claudia moan louder and louder. When he pulled back with a wet pop, Skipper’s lips were red.




“You’re so hot,” he groaned. “You feel amazing. Can I make you come?” he almost pleaded.




Claudia could feel her orgasm building. It would have been so easy to say yes, to let Skipper push her over until her whole body filled with pleasure. Instead, Claudia shook her head. “Not yet.” She loved this, loved being the center of Skipper’s pleasure. As much as he wanted to focus on her, she wanted to focus on him! It was what made them work so well.




Setting her hands against Skipper’s shoulders, Claudia lifted herself up and let her body drop back down on Skipper’s cock. He cried out, the wordless groan making Claudia beam with joy. “I’m going to fuck you,” she informed him. “And you’re going to come when I tell you to.”




Skipper whimpered, but Claudia knew that he would try. He was so good at resisting the urge to orgasm, so good at waiting for her command. She could see the sweat beading along his hairline, his fingers tugging restlessly at her nipples as he tried not to let his own pleasure overwhelm him.




“Then I might let you make me come,” Claudia continued. “But only if you succeed at coming when I tell you to.” She leaned down, capturing Skipper’s mouth. She nibbled lightly at his lower lip, feeling his breath caress her skin as he fought to keep control of himself.




Finally, feeling that he’d done enough, Claudia quickened her pace. Her hips rose and fell, faster and faster, her pussy clinging to Skipper’s cock. His chest heaved, his eyes screwing shut as she made it harder and harder for him to resist.




“Come for me!” she ordered, nails digging into the breadth of Skipper’s shoulders.




“Oh fuck!” Skipper whined. For a moment, Claudia thought that perhaps he’d fail. And then she’d get to find a creative punishment for him! But the steady movements must have been enough. When Skipper came, it wasn’t long after her command to do so. Not long enough for a punishment, anyway...




He came hard, filling her up with his hot seed, spilling into her with groan after groan until finally, Skipper’s breathing returned to a steady pace. His softening cock slid out of Claudia, his mouth pressing against her neck. Skipper was careful not to let his body trap her. Instead, he pressed a gentle kiss against her jaw.




“Did I do well enough?” he asked hopefully.




Claudia purred in response, her whole body alight with desire. She loved watching Skipper come, knowing that all that pleasure was caused by her. She made him lose control, and that was something special.




“You did beautifully,” she agreed, climbing from Skipper’s lap so she could lie back against the pillows. His gaze followed her, lingering on the curve of her breasts as Claudia lifted a hand to tease one nipple. Despite his own orgasm, Skipper was still alert, still attentive. So ready to make sure she enjoyed herself.




Her free hand beckoned him to join her. “You can make me come,” she allowed. “But slowly. Start with my breasts and then kiss your way down.”




“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded eagerly. Despite the energy he put into agreeing, Skipper did go slow. He peppered kisses down Claudia’s neck and over her collarbone. Kissing his way down to her breasts, Skipper replaced Claudia’s hand with his own. He teased one of her nipples between his fingers, tugging on it just hard enough to make her gasp. As the sound escaped her, Skipper sucked her other nipple into his mouth hard.




It made Claudia moan and swear all in the same breath. She could feel the way Skipper would have smiled had it not been for his mouth being too busy. He spent a while sucking her nipple, teasing his tongue over it again and again until her body was vibrating with how good it felt. And then Skipper moved over to the other nipple, letting his fingers tease the wetness he’d left behind.




The teasing was right on that line between thrilling and excruciating. Claudia’s body ached with it. But still, she didn’t tell Skipper to go any faster. This slow ratcheting up of tension was exactly what she needed. It would make her release so much sweeter and more intense!




“Yes, Skipper, yes!” she cried, lifting her body so that Skipper’s free hand skimmed down her ribs. He held it there, refusing to go any lower, no matter how Claudia whined. Her pussy was drenched, wet with her own arousal as well as Skipper’s seed.




The thought of him putting his mouth on her made Claudia pant with desire. “Fuck, you’re doing so well,” she gasped. “Making me want you so much.”




And fuck, did she! Claudia’s whole body tingled with wanting and needing. Skipper’s tongue played with her nipple before he gave it a light bite, just sharp enough to make Claudia scream. His mouth was skilled.




But so were his hands. The touch of his fingers was firm as Skipper gripped Claudia’s hip, holding her in place. She could have wiggled free if she wanted to but Claudia’s desires were all about experiencing more of Skipper’s mouth.




He finally did kiss lower, teasing her even more. His tongue played with her navel, tormenting that almost as much as he’d teased her nipples. When he did kiss downwards, it was to bypass where Claudia truly wanted his mouth completely. Instead, Skipper focused on her thighs, tantalizing bites urging soft moans from Claudia.




Her hands went to Skipper’s hair, gripping hard. She could have pulled his head between her legs, could have demanded that he taste himself from her pussy. But Claudia had ordered him to go slow; Skipper was more than satisfying what she’d asked for.




As her body rocked beneath him, their bed creaked and crashed against the wall. Claudia tugged, earning a sharp whine from Skipper. She could feel it against her thigh, low and breathy and making her oh, so hot!




“Yes, fuck, tease me,” she urged. “I want to be wound so tightly that I can’t help but explode for you!”




Skipper gave a soft hum against her thigh, almost a promise. His tongue was soft as it licked its way over Claudia’s skin and up. When he finally reached the sweet spot between her legs, Claudia screamed in pleasure. A string of ‘oohs’ and ‘ahhs’ fell from Claudia’s lips as she rocked against Skipper’s mouth.




His tongue explored her, licking up the wetness and making sure to lap softly. Not too much, but just enough. It made pleasure cruise through Claudia’s body, every nerve-ending vibrating as Skipper licked her. The slow movements of his tongue made Claudia want so much more, but it was also exactly what she had demanded.




Following her orders so perfectly, Skipper’s tongue teased over her clit but left just as her orgasm began to build. Over and over again.




“Fuck!” Claudia’s breasts bounced, nipples hard as sharp pleasure shot through her body. After having Skipper’s beautiful cock in her, Claudia’s pussy felt so empty. It clenched against the air, needing something to fill it up.




Skipper’s tongue circled her clit, fire washing over Claudia in waves until all she could think about was the heat that blazed inside her. “Oh, oh, oh!” she cried, each moan louder and longer than the last.




Her thigh trembled, one of Skipper’s hands braced against it. “That’s it, that’s it,” she chanted. “Fuck, Skipper, use your fingers!”




Despite how much she wanted and how much pseudo-power she’d given Skipper by insisting he tease her, Claudia knew Skipper would still do exactly as he was told. That was as thrilling as the feeling of his wet mouth lapping at his own seed.




His fingers pressed into Claudia just as she’d demanded, two at once curling up to make her moans louder.




His tongue focused on Claudia’s clit, circling it over and over again. Once more, just as Claudia’s orgasm began to build, Skipper pulled back. Instead, his tongue joined his fingers inside Claudia. She rocked her hips as if to encourage him to return his tongue to her clit. Thankfully, Skipper did take the hint, licking his way back up.




Still, it was all so slow, making Claudia’s whole body vibrate with want and need. It was exactly what she had asked for, though!




A drop of sweat slid down her spine. Claudia could feel every inch of it, her attention drawn slowly and irresistibly to the building pleasure between her legs. It stole over her, spreading out from her pussy until it suffused her whole body.




This time, when Skipper stopped, Claudia gave an anguished cry. She’d been so close! The steady building of sensation made her heart pound hard against her ribs.




“Just like that,” she urged, fingers renewing their grip in Skipper’s hair. “Just like that, but make me come this time!”




She knew for sure that Skipper would do as she demanded. He might have teased her, he might have edged her closer and closer without giving her the release she wanted, but he listened to Claudia’s demands. So this time, his tongue against her clit didn’t stop. Skipper circled around it, steadily and without pause. His fingers moved in and out of Claudia, returning her to that edge all over again.




Picking up his speed, Skipper pushed Claudia’s orgasm closer. Her body felt so desperate for it, his teasing having made her feel like she might combust if she didn’t get. Thankfully, Skipper knew exactly how to make her come, just as he knew how to pull back at the right moment. But he wasn’t going to now, licking faster and faster until Claudia could no longer contain her pleasure.




She screamed, the high, bright sound echoing off the walls around them. Her back arched, hips lifting to ride Skipper’s fingers. Her knuckles popped as she pulled his mouth harder against her, feeling the heat of his tongue add to the already intense fire between her legs.




Pleasure swept over her, every muscle tightening and tightening until at last, they all seemed to release at once! Tension poured out of Claudia’s body, leaving her loose-limbed against the bed, with Skipper still pressing gentle kisses against her thighs.




“Ohhh, fuck,” she breathed, breasts rising and falling quickly over the beating of her heart. “Yes, Skipper, yes! That was exactly what I needed. You’re such a good boy.”




She pulled him up, letting him snuggle into her curves as she slowly rose out of the deep concentration on her own needs. She stroked a hand down Skipper’s back, palm resting on the still-warm skin of his ass.




“Mmm,” she hummed, slipping out from his arms. “Lie on your front, Skipper. I’m going to rub some cream into that ass for you.”




“Yes, ma’am,” he said gently, pressing one more kiss against her shoulder before shifting so he could lie on his front. Claudia could tell that he was finally letting the sleepiness take over his body, muscles relaxing before she’d even gotten her hands on him. Encouraging him to lean into that feeling, Claudia’s hands were soft when they did move to his skin, the cream gentle as she massaged it in.




“Thank you, ma’am,” Skipper murmured. “It’s always a pleasure to serve you.” And that made Claudia smile. She leaned down to plant a gentle, soft kiss on Skipper’s back. The pressure of her hands was light but firm. Claudia wanted to make sure Skipper knew she was there with him. For him. As much as she loved having him make her come so hard, Claudia also loved looking after Skipper.




He had promised her a bath, and dinner, but both of those things could wait. Even after the last of the cream had been absorbed by Skipper’s skin, Claudia kept her hands moving lightly. She stroked circles over his lower back, over his thighs, feeling his muscles shift subtly to follow her movement.




A little nap would do them both good. Claudia listened until Skipper’s breathing slowed, a small snort escaping from him as he finally gave in to sleep.




Her own body felt relaxed and lighter than air. The tension she’d carried home from the office had vanished completely, burned out of her by the intensity of her orgasm.




She shifted to lie beside Skipper, one hand on his back as she leaned in to press a kiss against his hair. “So good for me,” she breathed, even though Skipper was too fast asleep to hear.
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