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Business trips were always stressful. Portia missed being at home, in familiar surroundings and following her usual routine. Constantly meeting clients meant that she had to keep her hard exterior in place. There was never a chance to relax or let her hair down. By Friday evening, Portia was ready for some much-needed stress relief.




It had been her suggestion that Vince, her boyfriend of eight months, fly down to meet her. They would spend the weekend exploring the fun side of New York City.




First, Portia knew exactly what she needed.




She changed out of her work clothes, into a sheer blouse and pencil skirt. They looked professional, but were far too risque for her actual job. Vince would love her in them. She’d sent him down to the lobby to wait until she was ready.




Sitting before the mirror, Portia applied a coat of red lipstick, admiring the effect. Finally, she pulled open the drawer to make sure everything she wanted would be at hand.




After texting Vince to come up, Portia turned so she could face the door. Unlike her, Vince was dressed casually, in jeans and a t-shirt. His broad shoulders made Portia’s mouth water, as did the slight bulge tenting the front of his jeans. He was aroused already. Portia smirked.




“Close the door and kneel there,” Portia instructed, gesturing to the floor beside the dressing table.




There was absolutely no hesitation. Vince closed the door and dropped to his knees next to it. From there he gave Portia a grin. There was no shyness in him. It was something that Portia had always loved. Vince enjoyed submitting to her - just like she enjoyed having him at her mercy - and he was always so proud to do so.




And eager. Never hesitant or unsure. It thrilled Portia to know that Vince was always so up for handing the power over to her. He was always willing to let her choose what they did and how they did it. He never asked her for things, instead trusting her fully to give him whatever he deserved.




“Hey, baby,” Vince said with a grin. “I missed you,” he told her, staying perfectly still. She hadn’t told him to move.




It made Portia’s heart skip a beat. She hadn’t had the time to miss Vince, but she was glad that he was here now. Getting up, she walked around Vince’s kneeling form. 




“You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Portia praised. Trailing her fingers over the nape of Vince’s neck, his head fell forward, making Portia’s breath catch. “So beautiful,” she breathed. Vince’s vulnerability, and his willingness to trust Portia, always made her feel a heat start to creep down her spine towards her core.




Hooking her fingers under the material of Vince’s shirt, Portia gave it a slight tug. Without needing her to say anything, Vince raised his arms. It allowed Portia to pull the garment up and off. His muscles shifted, pressing against one another as his shoulder blades moved. Portia knew it had been too long since she’d last given Vince the pleasure-pain that he craved. His back was completely unmarked, which Portia had every intention of changing.




With her heels clicking against the floor, Portia walked back to the dressing table. She pushed the low stool she’d been sitting on forward, in front of Vince. “Lean over that,” she ordered. “And unbutton your pants.”




Portia’s tongue darted out to wet her lips as she watched Vince crawl to the stool. She would never get tired of seeing that. Even his crawl had confidence. Vince knew Portia’s eyes were following his movements. Once he reached the stool, Vince unbuttoned his pants. He didn’t attempt to push them down, even though his hard cock was clearly trapped under the thick material.




Making himself comfortable - as comfortable as leaning over a stool could be - Vince glanced over his shoulder at Portia. “Like this?” he asked. She appreciated how he didn’t question what it was that she planned to do to him. He simply gave himself over to her for whatever.




“Exactly like that,” Portia answered, giving her reflection in the mirror a small smirk. It sent a thrill down her spine to know she was still immaculately dressed, while Vince was shirtless with his pants undone. It put him so much in her power, giving Portia a feeling that she simply couldn’t get enough of.




The drawer opened with a slight creak, making Vince turn his head to follow Portia’s movements. She’d done her own packing, so he had no way to know what she’d brought with her for them to play with. When she pulled out one of her smaller whips, Vince’s eyes widened. His tongue darted out to wet his lips. Portia badly wanted to put that tongue to good use. First, she would give Vince what she knew he wanted.




“You’ve been very good,” she praised. “Coming all the way out here with me, and not interrupting my work at all. I’m very, very pleased with you.” Portia really was. If this was any indication, she’d definitely bring Vince on more trips in the future. “I’m going to reward you with the whip,” she announced. “Does that sound good?”




“Fuck yes.” Vince nodded eagerly. He shifted against the stool. Portia knew it was because of how turned on he was by the prospect. Vince loved pain, especially as a reward. Not that he’d complain about it as punishment, but the way he moaned when Portia rewarded him with a whipping made her wet just thinking about it.




Reaching out, Portia ran her fingers over Vince’s unmarked back, scratching her nails over it. Vince gave a soft groan at that. The sound promised so much more to come. Portia’s fingers moved down to the base of his back. She sought out the waistband of his pants, pushing them down a bit, exposing the top of Vince’s ass. Just like his back, it was scandalously unmarked. Portia’s pussy heated with the desire to mess it up.




Warmth radiated off Vince’s skin. So much so that Portia wanted to lean down and taste him, just to watch the goosebumps rise in response. She tucked the thought away as something to return to later. Right now, she had a promise to fulfill. Carefully, she shifted her weight from foot to foot, finding the most comfortable position.




Satisfied, Portia trailed the ends of the whip softly over Vince’s spine. He whined, so eager for more than the light touch Portia was giving him. “Patience, baby,” Portia urged, smirking. She didn’t really make Vince wait, not when he’d been so good for her. Instead, she lifted her hand, bringing the whip down with a stinging slap. It wasn’t anywhere near as hard a blow as Portia could land. Nonetheless, it was a good beginning.




“Tell me how it feels,” she ordered.




The low groan that fell from Vince’s lips before he even replied was a pretty good indication of what the answer might be. “I missed it,” he told her breathlessly. “It feels so good, babe. Like I can feel you all the way into my bones.” And that was just from one hit. What Portia wanted was to hear him cry out in that way that told her his pleasure was mixing with pain, giving him a very different kind of pleasure.




He edged back, as if to meet the whip before it could meet his skin. Portia loved his eagerness, but she also wanted to remind him that he was to take it and not demand it.




“Stay still!” Portia’s voice was like a whip in itself, cracking the silence. Vince stiffened immediately, muscles going tight all across his back. Portia moaned, loving the way Vince’s response made her blood rush through her body. “That’s good, baby,” Portia said, more gently. “Stay still. I’ll give you exactly what you need, I promise.” There was the slightest relaxation of Vince’s shoulders, like a tension easing that he hadn’t even known he’d held.




As she’d promised, Portia brought the whip down again. The blow was hard enough that she could watch the red lines develop all along Vince’s side. This time, when Portia paused, Vince didn’t move. As a reward, she brought the whip down twice more, crisscrossing more lines of pain across the top of his ass.




“If you’re good,” Portia breathed, voice low, “I might just fuck you, once I’m satisfied. Would you like that?”




Vince moaned, giving a nod. He carefully didn’t move his body too much as he did so. “I’d like that very much, if it would please you,” he answered, making Portia grin. She had no doubt at all that he meant it. Whatever she chose would be something Vince liked. As a reward for being so compliant, Portia brought the whip down again, letting it lick across his already streaked skin.




The sounds that Vince made were loud. Portia could tell he wasn’t holding back. She could see his hands gripping against the legs of the stool as he braced himself for another whipping. Portia didn’t hesitate to deliver it. Vince’s whine resounded around them, like music to her ears.




“God, it makes me so wet,” Portia praised. “I love listening to you.” This was exactly what Portia had needed after her week of hard work. The control made her spirit sing. And nothing turned her on faster than hearing the sounds Vince made as she whipped him. She brought the whip down harder, faster, letting it lick like fire across Vince’s back. Later tonight, she’d strip him completely, run her fingers over the marks she had left.




The more that Portia brought the whip down, the further Vince’s muscles relaxed, until he was almost a puddle on the floor at Portia’s feet. She grinned, feeling exhilarated. She was pleased with the work she’d already done.




Stepping back, Portia licked her lips. “Shall I take my skirt off?” she asked, tone teasing.




She waited for Vince’s answer, not surprised to discover that he needed a moment or two to remember how to speak. A good whipping always sent him halfway into subspace. She loved that, too. Perhaps asking him what she should do was a bit unfair, even if the question was rhetorical. Portia began unzipping her skirt before Vince managed to nod in agreement.




Back on his knees in front of her, Vince raised his hands in a silent question of whether he could help Portia take the garment off. When she nodded, he smiled, hands sliding carefully over the material. He was always so gentle. Unless, of course, she told him not to be.




Once he began to pull the skirt down, Vince leaned in to press a soft kiss against Portia’s newly bared thigh. He didn’t try anything else, just leaning back to help Portia out of the skirt fully. Vince even moved it to one side, carefully folding it before turning back to Portia for further instructions.




“Such a beautiful sub for me,” Portia praised, reaching out to run her fingers through Vince’s hair. She gave a slight tug, just hard enough that she could enjoy the hiss of surprised pleasure-pain that whistled between Vince’s teeth. Stepping into the space between him and the bench, Portia hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down over her ass.




Again, Vince reached forward. Portia let him slide the material down her legs. Still wearing her heels, she carefully stepped out of her panties as Vince held them for her. Feeling how wet she was, Portia moaned. The ache between her legs was almost overwhelming. She settled her ass on the padded bench, spreading her legs wide on either side of Vince’s kneeling form.




His eyes had widened, drinking in the sight of her pussy on display just for him. He looked as though he felt like the luckiest man alive. That, too, made Portia’s heart leap within her chest. “Come and remind me how good you are with your tongue,” she urged. “I’ve missed coming home to that.”




She’d hardly managed to finish the sentence before Vince’s mouth was against her skin. His hot kisses traveled up over Portia’s inner thigh. He nipped lightly, making Portia give a soft moan. Vince took his time, teasing her just the way Portia liked. The anticipation was building. She moaned again, knowing his mouth would feel amazing against her.




When it finally made it there, Portia didn’t hold back the cry of pleasure it caused her to give. Vince eagerly lapped up the wetness between her legs, teasing long gone. Instead, he slid his tongue inside her, fucking her with it lightly before licking up to Portia’s clit. The tip of Vince’s tongue circled around Portia, making her whine as the pleasure rolled through her.




She really had missed this. Touching herself was never as good. Vince’s tongue flicked across Portia’s clit expertly, sending a wave of arousal through her. She could never tell where his next touch would come. It kept Portia on a breathless edge, her chest heaving under the material of her blouse.




“You can make me come when I’ve taken the rest of my clothes off,” she decided, looking down to catch the nod Vince gave. He didn’t lift his tongue from between Portia’s legs. His strong hands rested on Portia’s thighs, spreading her open for him, making her feel so much more sensitive.




Slowly, hands almost trembling, Portia reached for the lowest button of her blouse. She slipped it through the hole, fingers brushing the exposed skin of her stomach. Going slowly was a torture - but of the sweetest kind. She wanted to drag the pleasure of Vince’s mouth out for as long as possible.




“Let me feel your hands on me,” Portia added. She loved Vince’s fingers. She gave a loud moan of encouragement when he brought one fingertip up to tease the entrance to her pussy.




The volume of her cries increased when Vince then pushed forward. His finger teased just as expertly inside her. He knew what she liked. There was almost no time before his second finger joined the first, moving in and out of Portia in a way that made her moan louder. Unbuttoning her blouse was a challenge. Thankfully for her, Vince was more than willing to work with her.




Every time Portia’s orgasm edged closer, Vince slowed down, letting her tease her fingers over her bra-covered breasts. Then he picked up again, bringing her so close it was almost overwhelming. But once again, Vince slowed down, changing the angle, letting Portia tell him when she was ready.




Her blouse made a striking puddle on the pale wooden floor. Portia was far more interested in the sight Vince made, his cheeks flushed, his mouth and chin wet from her liquids. She sank her teeth into her lower lip, hard enough for the sting to sizzle through her veins. Vince’s fingers parted, stretching Portia out. She panted his name. Fuck but he was good at this!




Unable to wait any longer, Portia’s hands moved behind her back, slipping the clasp of her bra out of its hooks. Slowly, she peeled the fabric away, letting her breasts spill forth, skin smooth and creamy. Vince’s gaze flew up, fixating immediately on her nipples, already hard and dark. They were begging to be pinched and played with.




Lifting one hand, Portia tugged against her nipple, giving a small scream. Pleasure rocked through her, carrying her up to that blissful edge. “Make me come,” she ordered, breathless.




That was all it took. Vince sped up again, his fingers fucking in and out of Portia faster and faster. She had to hold onto the stool to steady herself. It helped that Vince also held her hip, to make sure he didn’t fuck her off it. It let Portia focus only on her pleasure, trusting Vince to make her come.




It wasn’t long before her orgasm was building again. This time, rather than slowing down, Vince urged her climax on. His fingers moved faster and his tongue lapped harder. Finally, Portia’s body felt like an explosion of pleasure, tingling through every single nerve-ending as she shook.




She screamed Vince’s name, loving the idea that on the other side of the hotel’s walls, someone might hear her. Vince deserved for everyone to know about his skills - though Portia would never share them with anyone else. Vince held her, licking through the quivers as her muscles relaxed. With a soft sigh, Portia felt as though her whole body was melting into the stool. It was exactly what she’d needed.




“You’re so talented,” she praised, loving the way Vince’s eyes lit up. Slowly, letting the pleasure tingle through her, Portia got to her feet. “I will definitely reward you,” she promised. Once again, she delved into the drawer, pulling out the strap-on she’d brought with her.




Vince’s gaze never left her as she tugged the harness on, fastening it over her hips. Instead of asking, knowing how spaced out Vince must be from following her orders so perfectly, Portia merely pushed the stool aside to stand in front of him. “Get me nice and wet for you,” she instructed.




His lips parted instantly and Portia had to swallow a moan. Vince’s obedience was so hot. He moved in closer to her, hands brushing over Portia’s legs as he leaned in to catch the silicone cock between his lips. There was no hesitation in Vince’s movements as he licked over her cock, leaving trails of saliva across it. She loved seeing him like this, on his knees, sucking her cock before it fucked him.




Taking the strap-on deeper, Vince paid it as much attention as if Portia could feel physical pleasure from it. She might not have sensitivity in the cock, but his dedication to it still made her moan. It wasn’t until she was fully satisfied that the strap-on was wet that she pushed Vince back. She was sure he wouldn’t have stopped until she’d told him to.




“Good boy,” she praised. She loved the way it made Vince’s eyes cloud over with desire. Knowing how highly he cherished her praise made Portia all the more eager to give it. “Go and get comfortable on the bed,” she added. “On your hands and knees.” She didn’t give more specific instructions, trusting Vince to choose how he wanted to be situated.




Once he’d settled, facing the big windows and parallel to the pillows, Portia brought the lube out from the drawer and walked around to Vince’s ass. “So hot,” she breathed, running her free hand over his skin. Vince worked hard to keep his ass toned and tight. Portia never overlooked an opportunity to let him know how much she appreciated his commitment to the gym.




Leaning forward, she nipped lightly at the curve of Vince’s ass, making him yelp. She grinned. It took no time at all for her to slick her fingers with lube, pressing one easily against Vince’s asshole. They’d done this before. He knew just how to relax and let her fuck her way into him.




He also knew how much Portia enjoyed hearing him. Vince didn’t hold back. His groans were soft but steady as Portia eased her finger in. It was when she pushed a second one in that the moans falling from Vince’s lips got louder. He rocked back a little. Not so much that Portia needed to punish him for it, only enough to be helpful.




Portia knew he loved it, especially when her other hand slid up and teased over his back. The sharpness of the pain that her fingers caused when brushing over the marks she’d left there with the whip seemed to do the trick.




“Fuck,” Vince breathed, his hands gripping the sheets below him.




Portia smirked. “That’s the plan,” she confirmed. Vince was too far into subspace to laugh, so Portia ran her nails over one of the marks across his ass. Vince’s hiss of pleasure-pain sent a jolt of arousal between Portia’s legs. Easing another finger past the tight ring of muscles, Portia relished the way Vince swayed beneath her. “I’m going to take my time,” she said, knowing Vince could process her tone better than her words. “Fuck you nice and slowly, fill you up.”




She twisted her fingers, spreading them slightly apart as she pressed them deeper. Vince accepted her so beautifully, his body once again relaxing before Portia’s eyes. As promised, she didn’t rush, taking the time to be sure that Vince was slick and stretched.




Only then did she kneel on the bed behind him, one hand tight against his hip. The silicone cock nudged against Vince. He gave a small whimper of need. Portia held the strap-on still, then pushed her hips slowly forward, sinking it inch by inch.




This time, the ‘fuck’ that fell from Vince’s lips was much louder. He sounded breathier in a way. He didn’t push back, knowing that Portia wanted to choose how much she gave him and how fast. But she could tell that he wanted to. Vince’s knuckles whitened as he held onto the sheets. He really was so good for her. Portia wanted to reward that, so she scratched across his back once again, causing Vince to whine loudly.




“Please, Portia, it feels so good,” Vince moaned. He still didn’t push back. His begging made her want to give in, just a little bit. Portia pushed forward further, letting him take more of her cock. The response was so eager that it definitely didn’t make Portia regret giving him more. When she was finally fully in, Portia stopped to let Vince enjoy it.




She squeezed his hip, her other hand moving softly over his back. Feeling the muscles that shifted under her fingertips thrilled Portia, reminding her how strong Vince was. He willingly submitted all that strength to her, because they both wanted it. Leaning forward, Portia pressed a kiss against Vince’s shoulder. The movement shifted the cock inside him, making Vince cry out in surprise and pleasure.




Portia’s pussy ached with need, a deep desire to gather more of those noises. She pulled her hips back, giving a low moan of her own. Squeezing her eyes shut, she pressed the strap-on forward. The dark made her so much more sensitive to Vince’s moans, to the way his body accepted her.




Steadily, she set up a rhythm, tugging at Vince’s hip to encourage his movements to meet her.




With her eyes closed, Portia’s senses focused on how Vince sounded. Every little moan and then the ones that were louder. The harder she thrust forward, the louder he got. Vince’s grunts surrounded them. Portia loved the way the volume steadily increased. She fucked forward harder and harder until he was crying out in pleasure under her.




Blinking her eyes open, Portia smiled at how gorgeous Vince looked. The marks across his back were still red, sitting so temptingly crisscrossed. She longed to reach out and drag her nails over each and every one. Starting with the lines on his ass, Vince whined loudly at the pain. But Portia knew he loved it. She couldn’t see his cock, but Portia had no doubt that it was hard as a rock for her. His moans were loud and filled with so much pleasure. Portia could hardly wait to give him even more of it.




Shifting, Portia leaned further over Vince’s back, letting his strength support some of her weight. She still slammed her hips forward, driving the cock even deeper purely for the way it made Vince cry out her name. Her free hand slid down over Vince’s chest. She paused to pinch at his nipple when she felt the pebbled skin beneath her fingertips.




Once she’d teased both nipples into hard peaks, Portia carried on. Her hand dragged slowly down the muscles of Vince’s stomach. She felt them flex, like they were jumping to attention. When her fingers finally wrapped around Vince’s cock, his whole body seemed to shiver. Making a loose fist, Portia let her thrusts push Vince forward into her hand. Precum streaked her palm, turning Portia on even more.




“Fuck, Portia, that’s...” Vince’s breath disappeared, taking whatever the end of that sentence was going with it. Instead, he moaned loudly. He gasped as he drove his hips forward to meet Portia’s hand and then back to fuck himself against her cock. Portia let him, encouraging him with her own moans. It felt good to be so in charge of Vince, to decide whether she wanted him to come or not.




Portia slowed down and then sped up again, enjoying when that made Vince groan loudly. She tightened her fist, only to loosen it again. Teasing. Vince’s body responded so beautifully that Portia could hardly help herself. She loved making him scream, slamming forward hard to find that sweet spot inside him that sent Vince wild.




She angled her hips, making sure she rubbed against his prostate with every thrust. The moment Vince’s careful self-control snapped, Portia felt it. His body bucked under hers. He cried out, sweat sliding down his spine as he leaned forward only to thrust himself back hard. Portia moved with him, driving him into the mattress with the force of her own hips.




The sound of skin on skin rose all around them. Portia’s hips bounced off Vince’s ass. When she paused, grinding hard against the marks left by the whip, she heard Vince give a choked cry under her. His body trembled. Portia knew he must be close to orgasm. 




“Do you want to come?” she asked, leaning forward even further to breathe the words against Vince’s ear.




“More than anything,” he answered immediately. She knew he was struggling, that he was holding back as much as he could. Portia also knew that she would either have to let him or to stop pounding into him. There was no way Vince could take much more of this sweet, sweet torture. And yet, she adored the fact that he tried. Vince gave himself over to her so well.




She murmured endearments, tightening her fingers around Vince’s cock. She stroked, loving the thick feel of him in her hand. Taking control of Vince’s pleasure like this, urging his orgasm on with her touches and her words, was exactly what Portia had needed.




Speeding up, she matched the movement of her hand to the pounding of her hips. Vince was incoherent under her, overwhelmed by the pleasure she could give him. “Come for me,” she ordered, using his hips to punctuate her point. “Let me feel you come all over my fingers.” She wanted to see the way Vince’s muscles shook, the way he went completely still as the peak of his orgasm crashed through him.




“Fuck, yes,” he breathed, slamming his hips forward just as she pushed into him again. It was all it took before Vince’s hot seed spilled across Portia’s fingers. He groaned loudly and her hips fucked into him slower and slower, milking his cock for every last drop. When he was finally spent, Portia slowed down. She placed a soft kiss against Vince’s back.




She pulled away, wiping one hand against the sheets and bracing the other against Vince’s back. While he recovered, Portia got up to get rid of the strap-on and to get a wet flannel to clean Vince up. She’d missed that, too - looking after him, taking care of him. Somewhere in her bag there was a cream for his back, too. Portia looked forward to applying that, showing Vince how much she appreciated his submission.




Feeling more relaxed than she had all week, Portia gave a satisfied sigh. “Thank you for this,” she said, hardly expecting Vince to reply immediately. It would take him a few minutes to remember how to put words together. Portia was more than happy to give him as much time as he needed. He’d been so good for her, following her orders so beautifully.




She wiped the flannel over Vince’s ass. As his skin cooled, the marks stood out even more vividly red. He’d be a little sore tomorrow, but Portia’s cream would help. She fetched it, her fingers soft as she spread it over Vince’s back. “How are you feeling?” she asked, as she heard Vince make a quiet noise of pleasure.




He sank down into the blankets, giving a soft, satisfied hum at her question. She carried on rubbing the cream into his skin, slow little movements, making sure she didn’t miss a mark. Seeing Vince’s marked back, Portia’s body heated up all over again. She loved how good it looked, her marks on him. They’d be gone in a few days, of course. She’d very much enjoy replacing them.




Finally, Vince turned his head so he could give Portia a smile. His expression screamed satisfied. That, in turn, made Portia smile. “I feel amazing,” he told her, reaching out to brush a hand over Portia’s bare side. “Will you make me make you feel good, too?” he asked eagerly. It was a bit affected by having Vince yawn halfway through the question.




Portia chuckled. “You already made me feel good, baby,” she promised. Setting down the pot of cream, Portia stretched. It felt amazing, muscles that had been cramped all week finally relaxing. “Scootch over, with your head on the pillows,” she instructed.




Sleepily, Vince moved, looking both adorable and still sexy as fuck. Portia plumped the pillows, making sure Vince was comfortable on the enormous hotel bed. “On your side,” she urged, watching as Vince rolled over obediently. Portia stretched out behind him, one hand moving softly over his side before she wrapped it around Vince’s waist.




She had always loved being the big spoon. What made that even better was knowing how much Vince loved her warm body pressing against his. Portia’s nipples rubbed against Vince’s back, sending a slow heat curling through her body. “I’ll make you make me feel even better,” she promised. “After you’ve had a rest. And I’ve had a rest.” Truthfully, Portia probably needed it more than Vince did.




There was another deep and satisfied sigh from Vince. Then his body relaxed against Portia’s. She listened as his breathing evened out. It wasn’t long before the soft whistle of Vince’s snore erupted around them. Portia honestly felt calmed by the sound. Turning only enough to make sure the lights were off, Portia settled against Vince’s body, letting his breathing lull her to sleep.
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