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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


Unscripted

By Raven Merlot


The banker was trembling beneath her boots.

“Thank you, Mistress Ji,” he whispered, his face pressed against the hardwood floor. His back was a canvas of perfect red stripes, each one placed with surgical precision.

“Thank you for what?” Her voice was patient but commanding. She knew he knew this part.

“Thank you for … for the flogging, Mistress.” His voice trembled slightly. “Thank you for marking me with your nails. Thank you for the spanking that I needed.”

She circled him slowly, her heels marking time. “And?”

“Thank you for correcting me when I spoke without permission. Thank you for making me hold position when my legs were shaking.” He paused, gathering himself. “Thank you for … for denying me release even when I begged.”

“And?”

He breathed in and out slowly. “Thank you for treating me like the weak, submissive, beta male that I truly am.”

She smiled. “Good boy. All of that is true … and that side of you is welcome here.” She sat down in front of him on her throne. “Now you have ninety seconds to worship my boots. Start now.”

His face lunged forward, his tongue working over every part of the leather surface with practiced dedication.

Ji watched him with detached satisfaction, one perfectly manicured nail tapping against the arm of her throne. She counted the seconds in her head, watching his desperate enthusiasm. The same every week—Richard needed this ritual, this careful dismantling and rebuilding of himself.

“Stop,” she commanded at exactly ninety seconds.

He pulled back immediately, returning to his kneeling position, breathing hard.

“You may dress,” she said, standing and smoothing down her latex skirt.

She turned her back on him—another small power play—and walked to the mirror to check her lipstick. In the reflection, she watched Richard struggle back into his three-piece suit, transforming from submissive to CFO with each button fastened.

As Richard reached for the door handle, Ji called out, “Richard?”

He turned to look at her, his body already halfway back to his normal life, shoulders straightening into executive posture. “Yes, Mistress Ji?”

She winked at him. “Be good.”

A smile broke across his face—caught between worlds but feeling good in both. He nodded once and slipped out, closing the door softly behind him.

Ji exhaled deeply and reached behind herself, fingers working at the laces of her corset. The rigid boning had been digging into her ribs for the last hour. She loosened it gradually, letting her body expand with each released inch of fabric. Her shoulders rolled back as the pressure released.

The room felt different now—just a room, not a stage. She sat on the edge of the throne and carefully unbuckled each heel, placing them precisely side by side. Her calves sang with relief as her feet touched the cool floor.

Ji walked to the small bathroom attached to the dungeon, her bare feet silent on the hardwood. In the mirror, Mistress Ji stared back—dark liner sharp enough to cut, lips the color of fresh blood, hair pulled into a severe high ponytail that stretched her features into something imperious.

She reached up and pulled the elastic free. Her hair tumbled down past her shoulders, and she already looked softer. Younger.

The makeup wipes came next. Each stroke removed another layer of armor—the dramatic eyes became ordinary, pretty. The blood-red lips faded to their natural pink. She leaned closer to the mirror, checking for any missed traces of eyeliner. Grace was starting to emerge.

She peeled off the latex skirt, hanging it carefully in the garment bag. The fishnet stockings rolled down and off. In their place: comfortable jeans, a Northwestern University sweatshirt she’d stolen from her younger brother years ago, and beat-up Adidas.

Twenty minutes left. She packed her kit methodically—the cleaned toys, the heels wrapped in their dust bags, the corset laid flat between tissue paper. Everything had its place in the rolling case.

Grace checked her phone. Two missed calls from her mother, probably about Sunday dinner. A text from her roommate: Landlord wants rent by the 3rd this month, no exceptions. You good for your half?

Her stomach tightened. The third was five days away. Richard’s session would cover most of it … if she didn’t need it to pay back Lady Havoc for her part of the dungeon rental from last week’s photo shoot. The new photos would be worth it—they’d already generated interest from potential clients—but they weren’t paying out in the next seventy-two hours.

She typed back: Yeah, I’m good.

Not even close to true.

She gave the room one last scan—no trace of Richard, no trace of Mistress Ji. Just an empty dungeon waiting for whoever booked it next.

***

Grace sat in the corner of Café Sora, warming her hands on a cappuccino she probably shouldn’t have bought. The foam art was already dissolving—the barista had made a little tulip that was now more of a blob. Around her, laptop screens glowed with creative projects, the standard Wicker Park crowd of designers and writers and people pretending to be both.

She scrolled through her phone, checking her professional accounts. Three DMs on her Mistress Ji Instagram—two were dick pics (blocked immediately), one was a potential client asking about rates. She sent him her standard response with screening requirements.

Her vanilla Instagram was less eventful. College friends getting engaged, her brother’s dog, someone’s sourdough starter. Two different worlds in one phone, neither knowing about the other.

She switched to her booking calendar. Tomorrow was empty. Wednesday had a maybe—some tech guy who kept rescheduling. Thursday, nothing. Friday, nothing.

Shit

She opened her messages with other Dommes, scrolling through the group chat where they shared safety warnings and occasionally threw each other clients they couldn’t take.

Her phone buzzed. A WhatsApp notification—international number.

Hello Mistress Ji. I hope you remember me. Daniel Yoon

Grace sat up straighter. Daniel. She hadn’t heard from him in almost a year, not since he’d gone back to Seoul for the family business. Good client, always respectful, always paid without haggling.

She typed back: Of course I remember you. How are things?

Three dots appeared immediately. Very well. Just landed in Chicago for 24 hours. Business.

How’s Seoul treating you?

Ha. Like a prodigal son who finally came to his senses. A pause, then: Doosan Heavy just signed with us. 8 billion won deal. My baby.

Grace quickly googled the conversion. Holy shit.

Congratulations! That’s incredible.

Three years of my life. Board finally sees I’m not just the CEO’s nephew. Another pause. I think I deserve to celebrate.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. You definitely do. When were you thinking?

Tonight? I know it’s last minute. Flying back tomorrow afternoon.

Grace’s pulse quickened. Last-minute booking meant she could charge her emergency rate—double her usual. But first—

Give me one moment to check availability.

She pulled up the dungeon calendar. Fuck. Mistress Violet had it from 8 to 11. The only slot open was 5 to 7, barely two hours from now.

The dungeon is booked tonight. I’d have to come to your hotel. Is that acceptable?

The three dots appeared and disappeared twice before his response came through.

For what I was hoping to explore, that would actually be preferable.

Daniel … what did Daniel like? She closed her eyes, trying to remember. Humiliation, denial, worship. All in a day’s work, she thought with a small smile.

The dots appeared again. Disappeared. Appeared. He was typing something, deleting it, typing again.

Explore. He’d said explore. That was an opening.

What would you like to explore tonight?

The dots danced for almost thirty seconds. Then finally:

커콜딩

Grace stared at the Korean characters. Her Korean was terrible—her parents had tried weekend language school when she was young, but she’d fought them every step of the way. Now she could barely read hangul.

커콜딩

She sounded it out slowly in her head. Keo … keol … ding?

Wait. She said it out loud quietly, earning a glance from the guy at the next table. “Keo-kol-ding.”

Cuckolding.

Her face flushed hot. He’d written it in Korean like it was something too shameful to type in English, or maybe because it felt safer in their shared language that wasn’t quite shared.

She had cuckolding listed on her website, buried at the bottom of her services page. Three thousand dollars. She’d priced it as a joke, almost—high enough that no one would ever actually book it. She’d never done one, never really intended to. It was just there to make her menu look more comprehensive, more experienced.

The dots appeared again.

I’m sorry. Forget I said anything.

Her heart started racing. Daniel had once admitted he’d wanked off to her website for weeks before contacting her the first time. He knew her prices. If he was asking about this, knowing it was three thousand dollars, and willing to pay her rush fee on top of it …

Six thousand dollars. More than enough for rent, for paying back Lady Havoc, for actually having some breathing room.

She typed quickly: Don’t apologize. Tell me more.

A long pause. Then the words came in a rush: I’ve fantasized about it before. Never brought it up. The thought of seeing my Mistress with another man. Another message immediately after: My Korean Mistress with a white man. It fills me with … I think about it constantly.

Grace put the phone down on the table.

“Fuck,” she said out loud.

The couple at the next table glanced over. She gave them an apologetic smile and picked up her phone again.

She wouldn’t have any problem with it, in theory. She’d had threesomes before, back in college and a few times since. She was confident in her body, knew how to perform, knew how to make men want her. That wasn’t the issue.

The issue was that she was missing one important component—the white man to fuck her while Daniel watched.

Six thousand dollars. Rent, Lady Havoc, and breathing room.

She typed before she could think better of it: Yes. 9PM. Send me the hotel information and the usual deposit.

The response was immediate: The Peninsula Chicago. Suite 2012. Sending deposit now.

Thirty seconds later, her PayPal app pinged. Three thousand dollars received from D. Yoon.

She stared at the notification. The deposit was in her account. Real money for a real promise she’d just made.

She almost wished it hadn’t gone through.

***

Grace pushed through the door of her apartment, already swiping through Tinder with her free hand. White guy, swipe right. Another white guy, swipe right. Didn’t matter if they were cute or not at this point.

Her roommate Becca was in the kitchen, making Italian beef in the crockpot—her Sunday tradition even though it was Tuesday. The whole apartment smelled like giardiniera and wet beef.

“Hey,” Becca called out without looking up from chopping sport peppers.

“Hey.” Grace dropped her bag on the couch, still swiping. White guy with a fish, swipe right. White guy at Lollapalooza, swipe right.

She looked up from her phone. “So … you know any white guys who would fuck me tonight in front of a rich Korean businessman?”

Becca’s knife stopped mid-chop. She turned around slowly, her hands still covered in pepper juice. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Client wants a cuckolding session. Tonight. Already paid the deposit.” Grace kept swiping as she talked. “Six grand total. I need a white guy to …” She waved her hand vaguely. “You know.”

A Tinder notification popped up. Hey beautiful want to grab drinks.

Delete.

Another one: Damn girl ur stunning. what that mouth do.

Delete.

“Jesus Christ, Grace.” Becca wiped her hands on her apron—the one that said “Somebody’s Italian Nonna.” “You can’t just find some random guy off Tinder for this.”

“Do you know anyone?” Grace looked back at her with an overly bright smile, eyes too wide—the expression she made when she was about to lose it completely.

“Do you really want to do this?” Becca asked, studying her face.

“Yes!”

“Because you need the money or because you haven’t had sex in months?”

Grace’s thumb froze over the screen. She overpronounced each word carefully: “I. Need. The. Money.”

Becca raised an eyebrow.

“It would be nice to have some sex, as well. Happy?”

Becca plucked the phone from Grace’s hand. “So you want this to be good sex?”

“Yes!”

“And you want this to be a good performance. You’ve talked about ‘integrity as a fantasy provider’ before, which means nothing to me but something to you.”

Grace deflated a little. “Yeah.”

Becca put the phone down on the counter with a decisive click. “Then find someone you’ve fucked before who would do it again.”

Grace deflated further, her shoulders sagging as she leaned against the counter. “I’ve thought about it. Everyone is married now, or an asshole, or moved to fucking Portland, or Austin, or wherever people move. Or they’re submissives, and this guy wants to see me get ‘taken,’ not watch me boss around some other sub …”

A single stress tear crawled out of one of her eyes. She wiped it away quickly, angrily.

Becca leaned against the counter next to her, hip to hip. The Italian beef bubbled in the crockpot, filling the silence. “What about the funny guy? The one who did that comedy show at Second City?”

“No.”

“Why not? He’s white, he’s cute enough, he’s got that whole confident stage presence thing—”

“It’s just … a bad idea.”

“Because?” Becca turned to face her fully now, investigator mode activated.

“Because …” Grace pressed her palms against her eyes, hard enough to see stars.

“Oh my god. Because you actually liked him.” Becca’s voice went soft. “And he didn’t do that thing where guys either get jealous of your clients or want you to Domme them for free.”

“Give me the phone.”

Becca held it behind her back. “That’s right—Nick. Blue eyes, nice shoulders, made you laugh so hard you snorted wine through your nose that one time.”

“That was one time. And it was rosé, so it burned like hell.”

“Whatever. You still have his number?”

Grace’s silence was answer enough.

***

The beginners’ improv workshop at Second City was in the small studio on the third floor, the one that always smelled like old coffee and flop sweat.

“Zip!” Nick pointed at a nervous-looking accountant type.

“Zap!” The accountant pointed at a college girl who was clearly here because her therapist suggested it.

“Zop!” She aimed at a middle-aged woman in Lululemon.

“Okay, dropped it!” Nick clapped his hands once. “Remember, it’s not about thinking—it’s about responding. The second you start planning where to send your zap, you’ve already lost. Again!”

He started them off with another “Zip!” moving with the kind of easy confidence that came from doing this a hundred times before.

Nick pulled his phone from his pocket to check the time—ten more minutes of this, then scene work.

A missed call from Grace. A text: Hey. I know this is random but I need to ask you something. Call me?

He hadn’t heard from her in three months.

He slipped the phone back in his pocket. “Energy up! I want to see those zaps flying! This isn’t a meditation circle, people!”

Another buzz against his leg.

He checked again—ninety seconds left in class.

Actually, it’s kind of urgent. I know that sounds like bullshit but it’s not.

Nick looked at his beginners, still fumbling through zip, zap, zop. “Okay, freeze! Now everyone walk around like ducks.”

The room immediately filled with waddling bodies, arms tucked as wings, necks bobbing. One guy in khakis was clearly doing a chicken—pecking motion, scratchy walk—until he noticed everyone else’s flat-footed waddle and quickly adjusted.

“Really commit to those ducks!”

The accountant was really going for it now, full duck mode, ass wiggling. The college girl was giggling but staying in character. Lululemon woman had found a serene duck energy somehow.

Grace. They’d had some fun together. Good times. Then he’d gone to the Laugh Factory festival in San Francisco for a week, hit a few workshops in Seattle after. They’d kept texting while he was gone, silly stuff, inside jokes. But when he’d messaged that he was back in Chicago, she had never responded. That was three months ago.

“Okay, now your ducks are angry! Seven out of ten on the intensity scale!”

The room erupted in aggressive quacking, wings flapping with rage. The accountant looked genuinely frightening as a duck.

He’d been excited to see her again. But he’d kind of braced himself for the ghosting. Her unconventional job had given him pause at first—professional Domme wasn’t exactly on the standard dating resume.

“Now the ducks are sad! Same intensity but bring that emotion down!”

Mournful quacks filled the room. Someone actually sniffled.

But he got it. Hell, he made money teaching nervous adults to relax and let their subconscious reactions bubble to the surface. Who was he to judge?

“And now your ducks are, as the French say, filled with amour! Nine out of ten but remember to respect boundaries!”

The room became a chaos of romantic duck courtship. The accountant was doing some kind of neck nuzzle move at the air. College girl was batting her eyes. Two people accidentally made eye contact and immediately looked away, breaking character to laugh.

They’d had fun, though. And she had laughed at his jokes—really laughed, not the polite kind.

“Bring it down to a one and circle up.”

The ducks slowly transformed back into anxious adults, forming a loose circle in the center of the room.

“Thank you, this was great. Really nice energy today—I saw some genuine commitment to the emotional life of those ducks.”

A few people smiled, still catching their breaths.

“We’ll close here, but remember, on your way out, try to say one nice thing to someone about something you saw them do in class tonight. Not ‘good job’—something specific. Like Derek’s angry duck—legitimately terrifying. That kind of specific.”

Nick almost broke out of the circle before catching himself. He looked around the circle and said, “And remember, in improv, we …” He paused for the entire class to pick up on his cue.

“Take silliness seriously!” the entire class said together before breaking apart.

The students started gathering their bags, already turning to each other with compliments. Derek beamed at being called out, then immediately told Sarah her sad duck “actually made me feel something.”

Nick stepped into the hallway and hit call.

She picked up on the first ring. “Nick?”

“Hey.”

“Hey. Thanks for calling back.” A pause. “How are you?”

“I’m good. Just finished teaching. You?”

“I’m … I’m okay.” She was doing that thing where she tried to sound casual, but her voice went up at the end. “How’s the improv stuff going?”

“I just made a bunch of respectable adults walk around like horny ducks, so great.”

She laughed. “Horny ducks?”

“Amorous. I said amorous. Very French, very classy.” He could feel the old rhythm trying to resurface. “Grace, you said it was urgent?”

“Yeah …” A long pause. “Nick, I’m sorry. There’s no socially acceptable template for how to ask for this kind of favor.”

“That’s an ominous opening.”

“I need …” She stopped. “Okay, you know what I do for work.”

“Yeah.”

“Well, there’s this situation, and I …” Another stop. “Sorry, I’m really bad at this.”

“Maybe this would be easier if you didn’t start with the weird favor. Is there anything else you feel like saying to me?”

A long exhale. He could hear traffic in the background, maybe a coffee grinder. She was out somewhere, probably that place she liked in Wicker Park.

“I’m sorry. About not responding when you got back from San Francisco. That was shitty of me.”

“Yeah. I thought we were having a really good time. I was wondering if I did something wrong.”

“No … you definitely didn’t. The opposite, actually. I did really like spending time with you, and that became really intimidating to me.”

Nick shifted against the wall, watching the last of the evening light coming through the window at the end of the hall. Two pigeons were fighting over something on the fire escape. “Intimidating?”

“I’m not going to trauma dump on you … but I started to realize all the changes and feelings I would have to deal with if I got close—like actually close—with someone. It became easier to just make sure it didn’t happen.”

The pigeons resolved their dispute. One flew off with what looked like half a bagel.

Nick pressed his phone tighter to his ear. “That’s pretty self-aware for someone who just called me out of nowhere, needing a favor.”

“Yeah, well … AI chatbots aren’t terrible therapists if you know when to tell them they’re full of shit.” Her laugh was hollow. “Look, I know I don’t deserve—”

“Grace, just tell me what you need.”

“A performance.”

***

The Peninsula’s bar was all dark wood and amber lighting, the kind of place where a cocktail cost twenty-two dollars and came with a genealogy of its bitters. Nick had claimed a corner booth, far enough from the bar traffic that they could talk without being overheard. His club soda sat untouched, the lime wedge slowly sinking.

He’d changed after she called—swapped his teaching clothes for dark jeans and a button-down he actually ironed. Even found his good shoes, the ones that weren’t sneakers. It felt like preparing for a performance, which he supposed it was.

Grace walked in at 8:15.

She looked stunning. Black dress that hit just above the knee, heels that made her legs look longer, hair down in a way he rarely saw it. The kind of outfit that made every man at the bar turn his head, then turn away when they saw her scanning for someone.

Nick raised his hand slightly. She saw him and walked over—confident, purposeful. Different from the casual way she used to walk into coffee shops with him.

She didn’t dress up for you, he reminded himself as she slid into the booth across from him. This is her work uniform, just a different version.

The bar noise created a bubble of privacy around them—the clink of expensive glassware, low conversations about deals and affairs.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said, fidgeting with the cocktail napkin. “Even after you said you would.”

“I thought about canceling.” He twisted his glass, making the ice rattle. “About six times on the train here.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

Nick stayed silent. He actually didn’t know what to say. He looked down at his club soda where the bubbles were rising in perfect lines, then at the bar where a businessman was ordering something complicated, then back at her. Her lipstick was darker than she usually wore, at least when they’d been together.

“I suppose it was lucky for me that you’re not seeing anyone right now.” She said it casually, but he caught her watching his reaction.

He chuckled, dry and short. “No. Improv is a demanding mistress.”

Something in the way he phrased it—not hitting the word “mistress” as hard as some people might, like an amateur comedian telegraphing their punchline—made her actually laugh. Not the nervous laugh from the phone but something more genuine.

The server arrived with her cranberry and soda, setting it down on a small paper coaster with the hotel’s logo. They both watched him leave, grateful for the pause.

“So,” Nick finally said. “Nine o’clock?”

“I’ll go in at nine. You can knock on the door at 9:15.” She took a sip of her drink, leaving a faint mark on the glass. “Give me time to set the scene, get him ready.”

“Then I come in and …” He let it hang there, not quite a question but not a statement either.

“Yeah.” She met his eyes, and for a moment, the professional mask slipped. “This will be fun. I want you to have fun.”

The way she said it—earnest, almost vulnerable—caught him off guard. Like she was asking permission to enjoy this, too.

“Are you going to have fun?”

She hesitated, her finger tracing the rim of her glass.

“I mean, I know you enjoy what you do,” Nick continued, leaning forward slightly. “It’s giving people experiences that they can’t get anywhere else. It’s kind of how I feel about performing and teaching. But …” He searched for the right words. “Are you going to enjoy this … like, for its own sake?”

She looked at him for a long moment. The bar chatter continued around them—someone laughing too loud at the bar, a phone ringing, ice being scooped into glasses.

“I don’t know,” she finally said. “I’ve never done this before.”

Nick smiled, a real one this time. “I remember having sex with you, so you’ve done some of this before.”

“No!” Her voice pitched up, and then she caught herself, glancing around. “You know what I mean. I, uh …” She was actually flustered, a blush creeping up her neck. “You are very good at sex, and I really enjoyed it with you.”

“You enjoyed it so much that you never texted me back.”

The words landed between them.

“I apologized for that. I don’t know what else to say.”

“I know.” He took a sip of his club soda, the lime sharp on his tongue. “You’re right. So … what is this guy expecting? What does he get out of it?”

Grace seemed grateful for the redirect, shifting back into professional mode. “Daniel wants to watch his mistress with someone who”—she paused, choosing her words carefully—“who can actually have me. Not just serve me.”

“Have you known him a while?”

“Yeah, but this is the first time I’ve seen him in a year. He lives in Korea part-time.” She was peeling the label off her glass with her thumbnail, a nervous habit he remembered.

“Oh, he’s Korean?”

“Yeah … and, um, actually.” She looked down at her drink, the peeled label now in small pieces on the table. “He specifically asked to see me with a white man.”

“Oh.” Nick shifted in his seat, the leather squeaking. He suddenly felt like everyone in the bar was looking at him, though no one was. His hand went to the back of his neck, rubbing at the tension that hadn’t been there five seconds ago. The couple at the next table was sharing dessert, completely oblivious to his discomfort.

Grace watched him process, her fingers still destroying what was left of the label. Outside the window, Michigan Avenue traffic crawled by, taxis and Ubers in an endless stream.

“That’s … Is that a thing?” he finally asked.

“It’s complicated.” She swept the label pieces into a small pile. “There’s a whole layer of … power dynamics and cultural stuff wrapped up in it for him. Fantasy about masculinity, about watching his Korean mistress choose …” She trailed off, took a breath, then looked him directly in the eyes. “Choose a white man. Like we’re creating a situation where he feels comprehensively, inescapably inadequate.”

The words hung there. Nick felt the weight of them, the layers of meaning. At another table, someone was celebrating something—champagne cork popping, quiet applause.

“Wow,” he finally said then let out a long breath.

“Yeah.” She pushed the pile of paper pieces around with one finger. “It’s a lot.” She glanced around to make sure no one was listening then leaned in slightly. “So don’t be shocked if I say something specific about your white cock.”

Nick had just taken a sip of club soda. He choked, spraying a fine mist across the table, then started coughing and laughing at the same time.

Grace grabbed napkins from the dispenser, trying not to laugh as she pushed them toward him.

"Sorry," she said, grinning. "I should have waited until you weren't drinking."

"You think?" He wiped his mouth, still laughing, eyes watering. The couple at the next table glanced over with mild concern then returned to their dessert.

"I just wanted to warn you." She dabbed at the table with napkins, shoulders shaking with suppressed laughter. "It's part of the whole thing."

"My white cock," he repeated quietly, still incredulous. "Right. Of course. Very normal Tuesday night conversation." He smoothed his shirt. "You know, I don't believe or agree with the racist implications of—"

"Oh, God," Grace laughed. "I don't either, and honestly, Daniel probably doesn't either. But somewhere in the back of his mind there's this shadow of inferiority." She cocked her head, raising an eyebrow. "In a way, by letting him externalize this, we're fighting internalized racism."

Nick leaned forward, staring into her eyes. His voice even. "I'm going to use my big white cock to fuck internalized racism into the ground tonight."

Grace held his gaze as long as she could before her body started shaking. Deep laughter seeped out as she tried to contain it, tears welling in her eyes.

"I need you to promise you're not going to make jokes," she said.

"I promise. I can't beat that last one anyway."

They both settled back, tension broken for the moment. Grace swept the wet napkins into a pile with the label pieces.

"The good news is you don't have to interact with him much." She was back to business, though her eyes still sparkled. "It actually compounds his humiliation if you think he's beneath notice—completely unthreatening to you."

Nick nodded slowly, processing. "So I just... ignore him?"

“Not ignore, exactly. More like”—she searched for the right words—“like he’s furniture. You know he’s there, but he’s not important enough to acknowledge.”

“And you’re going to act submissive to me?”

“Not exactly …” She paused, trying to find the right way to explain it. “It’s more like he can only ever access me as an object of worship and for money. But you can access me as a sex object, and I gladly let you because you’re a real man with a nice white”—she started laughing halfway through the sentence, struggling to get the last three words out with any semblance of seriousness—“white cock.” The final words came out between giggles, her professional composure completely cracking.

Nick shook his head, smiling despite himself. “You’re really selling this.”

“I know, I know.” She covered her face with her hands, still laughing. “It sounds ridiculous when I say it out loud. But in the moment, with the right energy …” She dropped her hands, tried to compose herself. “It works. Trust me.”

“It’s silly.” Nick leaned back in the booth, still grinning. “It’s really silly.”

“I know.” Grace’s expression softened, something almost tender in her eyes. “Maybe that’s why I knew a man who takes silliness seriously could pull it off.”

The compliment landed unexpectedly. Nick felt something shift in his chest—that same feeling from three months ago, before she’d disappeared.

He looked at her for a moment, and then nodded. “All right. I think I got it.”

She checked her phone. 8:50. “We should head up soon.”

***

Suite 2012 was all muted luxury—cream walls, dark wood, a view of the city lights that cost more per night than most people made in a week. The bedroom lights were dimmed to amber, casting long shadows across the California king bed with its pristine white duvet.

Daniel kneeled in the center of the room, forehead pressed to the plush carpet, arms extended forward like he was praying to Mecca. Naked except for a pair of expensive black briefs. His breathing was controlled, but Grace could see the slight tremor in his shoulders, the way his fingers pressed into the carpet fibers.

She circled him slowly in the black dress from the bar—she’d chosen it specifically because the zipper ran the full length of the back, could be removed in one smooth motion. Her heels were muffled by the thick carpet, each step measured, letting him feel her presence without seeing her.

Grace kneeled beside him, placed her hand flat between his shoulder blades. His skin was warm, slightly damp. She ran her nails down his spine, slow enough to leave faint red trails, and felt him shudder under her touch.

“You’ve been thinking about this for months, haven’t you?” Her voice was warm, almost affectionate. “Maybe even the whole time you were in Seoul.” She traced circles on his lower back. “That’s good, Daniel. You know exactly what you are. So few men have that kind of self-awareness.”

She stood, walked around to face him, though his forehead remained pressed to the carpet. “I’m proud of you for asking for what you need. For knowing that you need to see this, to understand the difference.” Her tone was like she was praising a child for a hard-won accomplishment. “Tonight, you get to watch what it looks like when a real man touches me. You’ll finally understand why I could never want you that way.

“Eight billion won deal,” she continued, walking slowly behind him again. “The board finally sees your value. All those people in Seoul who respect you, defer to you.” She stopped, letting the silence hang for a moment. “But that’s just a performance, isn’t it? A costume you wear. I know who you really are, Daniel. The real you is right here, on your knees—where you belong.”

She checked the time on her phone. 9:12. “And in a few minutes, my lover will know you this way, too. He’ll see exactly what you are while he takes what you could never have.”

She stood in front of him. “Look up at me.”

Daniel raised his head, his face flushed and damp with perspiration. His breathing came quick and shallow, eyes wide with anticipation. She could see him trying to maintain some composure, but his hands were trembling where they pressed against the carpet.

She bent her knees, still standing in front of him, and gripped his chin firmly. Her fingers pressed into his cheeks, and he opened his mouth in response—automatic, trained. The position made him look up at her at an even sharper angle, his neck straining slightly.

“Good boy,” she murmured, examining him like she was checking merchandise. “This mouth that closes million-dollar deals.” She squeezed a little harder. “But we both know what it really wants, don’t we?”

She gathered saliva in her mouth then spit directly between his parted lips. He swallowed immediately, eyes closing for a moment in something between shame and bliss.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered.

A knock at the door. Three measured raps.

Grace stayed in position a moment longer, still gripping his chin, looking directly into his eyes. “Do you know why I don’t fuck Korean men?”

Daniel shook his head slightly, as much as her grip would allow.

“I’ve never met one.”

He let out a soft moan as she released him and stood, smoothing her dress. She walked to the door with deliberate slowness, leaving him kneeling there, the taste of her still in his mouth. The city lights reflected off the tears starting to form in his eyes—not from sadness but from the exquisite humiliation of it all.

Grace reached for the door handle, took a breath, and opened it.

Nick walked in with more confidence than she had expected, letting the door close behind him. His eyes swept the room quickly—the expensive furniture, the view, Daniel kneeling in the center of the carpet in his underwear. He let his gaze rest on Daniel for just a second, neutral, like noticing a chair, then turned to Grace.

He stepped close to her and leaned in, one hand finding her waist. Their lips met, and she immediately threaded her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer, her tongue pressing into his mouth with an urgency that surprised her.

Nick responded, matching her intensity, his other hand coming up to cup her face. The kiss was hungry, performative, but with something real underneath. Grace’s mind was racing. Should we have practiced this? What if he can’t maintain this energy? What if Daniel sees through—

Nick’s hand tightened on her waist, pulling her against him.

Her body remembered this—remembered him—even as her brain scrambled to stay in control of the scene.

She kissed him again, harder, then aggressively licked along his upper lip. Nick’s eyes flickered with surprise—just for a second—before understanding settled in. She was performing, showing Daniel something specific. This aggressive desire, this hunger—it was part of the show.

And Nick knew how to perform.

He grabbed a fistful of her hair, gentle enough not to hurt but firm enough to make a statement, and tilted her head back. The angle exposed her throat, made her look up at him. Behind them, Daniel made a small, strangled sound.

“Missed me?” Nick’s voice came out lower than usual, steadier than he’d expected.

Grace’s pupils were dilated, and he couldn’t tell anymore what was performance and what was three months of unfinished business between them.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day.” Her hands snaked down over his crotch, feeling his bulge through his jeans. “I can’t wait to show this yeol-nam what a satisfied woman looks like. It will be his first time.”

She turned to face Daniel, keeping her back pressed against Nick’s chest. She took Nick’s hands and guided them—one to her hip, the other to her breast. His fingers spread automatically, possessive, and she could feel his breath against her ear.

Daniel was still kneeling, watching them with wide eyes. His briefs were tented now, a small wet spot already forming. His hands remained pressed to the carpet, knuckles white from the effort of keeping them there. His face was flushed deep red, his chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.

“Look at him,” Grace said, loud enough for Daniel to hear. “Already making a mess, and you haven’t even touched me properly yet.”

Nick’s hand tightened on her breast, and she felt him press against her from behind. His big white cock, her brain supplied automatically. Suddenly, the phrase wasn’t funny anymore. It was ridiculous.

She’d ghosted Nick. Called him only when she needed money. And here he was, playing this role for her. If he knew the real Grace—drowning in debt, desperate enough to promise something she couldn’t deliver—would he even want her? And Daniel, kneeling there, worshipping Mistress Ji … if he knew she was just a mess who couldn’t make rent?

Her confidence flickered.

She snapped back into role, turning to face Nick. In one practiced motion, she slid her dress up to her waist, exposing her ass in black lace panties. She slapped it once, making the flesh jiggle slightly, then took Nick’s hand and guided it down to grab her properly.

She glanced at Daniel—his mouth was open, panting—before turning back to kiss Nick again. This kiss was different, hungrier but also desperate, like she was trying to convince herself as much as anyone else that this was what she wanted.

Nick’s hand squeezed, and she heard Daniel whimper.

As Nick’s tongue found hers, another wave of guilt crashed over her. The way he’d looked at her in the bar—still fond despite everything. The way he’d shown up, dressed nicely, taking this seriously. She’d known how he felt about her three months ago, known it was more than just fun for him. And she’d disappeared rather than deal with it. Now here she was, using those feelings, calling him only when she needed six thousand dollars. Making him perform this role because she knew he’d say yes.

I’m a terrible person.

A terrible person with rent to pay, her pragmatic side countered.

She slid to her knees in front of Nick, her hands going to his belt. The metal buckle was cold under her fingers as she worked it open, the leather making a soft sound as it pulled through the loops. She could feel both men watching her—Nick from above, Daniel from his place on the carpet.

“Watch carefully,” she said to Daniel, her voice steadier than she felt. “This is what desire looks like.”

Her hands were on autopilot, but her mind was spinning. Nick’s breathing had changed above her. She risked a glance up at him.

He was looking down at her with an expression she couldn’t read. Not just lust, not just performance. Something complicated. His hand came to rest on her cheek, gentle, and for a second, she forgot Daniel was even there.

She pulled down his zipper, tugged at his jeans and boxers until he was exposed. There it was—the thing she’d been joking about in the bar. Nick’s cock, hard and ready, inches from her face. The reality of what she was about to do hit her like cold water.

“Look at this beautiful white cock,” she heard herself say, the words coming out mechanical, rehearsed. “So much bigger than anything you have.”

Behind her, Daniel made a sound between a moan and a whimper.

I’m so fucking pathetic, she thought. Here she was, on her knees in a hotel room, about to suck off a guy she’d ghosted, while spouting racial humiliation porn dialogue for a client. This wasn’t being a powerful Domme. This was just … desperate.

Her hand wrapped around Nick’s shaft, and she felt him twitch at her touch. She had to keep going. The deposit was already in her account. Rent was due in three days.

She took him in her mouth, almost grateful for the excuse not to speak. No more ridiculous dialogue, no more performance for a moment—just this simple, physical act that required no thinking. She could focus on the mechanics of it, the rhythm, the technique. Let her body take over while her mind went mercifully blank.

Nick’s hand tangled in her hair, not forcing, just resting there. She could feel Daniel watching, hear his labored breathing, but for these few seconds she could pretend this was simple.

Focus on the technique. The pressure of her lips. The rhythm. The way she knew to use her hand in tandem. The little swirl of her tongue that always—

But it wasn’t working. The thoughts kept creeping back. You called him after three months of silence. You’re using him. You’re pathetic.

She hollowed her cheeks, took him deeper, trying to drown out her brain with physical sensation. Behind her, Daniel was panting. Nick’s fingers tightened slightly in her hair, and he made a low sound that she remembered from before, from when things were simple and fun and she hadn’t ruined everything by running away.

A single tear escaped from her left eye—the one turned away from Daniel. It rolled down her cheek as she worked, and she couldn’t wipe it away without breaking the performance. She just had to let it fall and hope Nick wouldn’t notice.

But Nick’s hand moved from her hair to her face, his thumb gently wiping the tear away.

“Look at me,” he said.

She looked up, his cock still in her mouth, and made eye contact. He saw it all—her teetering on the edge of something, the panic barely held at bay, the shame and desperation mixing together.

His thumb stroked her cheek, so gently it almost broke her. He didn’t know what was wrong, couldn’t know the full weight of her self-loathing right now, but his eyes said he was there with her. Even in this fucked up situation, even after what she’d done to him, he was still trying to take care of her.

“Show him what you do for real men,” Nick said, his voice steady, grounding.

The words should have been part of the humiliation script, but the way he said them—like he was giving her something to hold onto, a role to slip back into when she was drowning—made them feel like a lifeline.

She kept her eyes locked on his, and something shifted. The performance started to fall away. She wasn’t Mistress Ji putting on a show anymore. She was just Grace, on her knees for Nick, and the familiar heat between them was still there under all the complicated mess she’d made.

Her rhythm changed, became less mechanical and more intuitive. She knew what he liked—had learned his body three months ago and, apparently, hadn’t forgotten. His breathing hitched when she did that thing with her tongue, and his hand in her hair tightened just the way she remembered.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his hips moving slightly now, unable to stay still.

The way he said it, the way his body responded to her—it was real, not performance. She could feel herself getting wet, her body responding to his despite everything.

She could hear Daniel somewhere behind her, making desperate little sounds, but he felt distant now, irrelevant. This was just her and Nick, the way it had been before she’d gotten scared and run. Her free hand came up to grip his thigh, steadying herself, and she took him deeper.

Nick’s other hand came to her face, both hands now cradling her head, not forcing, just holding. His thumbs traced her cheekbones as she worked, and the tenderness of it made her chest tight.

“That’s it,” he murmured, and she couldn’t tell if it was for the scene or for her. “Just like that.”

She pulled back for a moment to breathe, her hand still working him, and looked up. His face was flushed, his pupils blown wide, but there was something else there, too—concern, maybe, or recognition of what was happening between them beyond the performance.

Behind her, Daniel whimpered, “Please, Mistress, may I …?”

The sound of his voice broke the spell slightly. She remembered where they were, what this was supposed to be. But when she went back down on Nick, she kept her eyes on his, and let herself feel it—actually, feel it—for the first time tonight.

She pulled away from Nick and turned to look at Daniel over her shoulder. He was a mess—face flushed, briefs soaked through, hands still pressed to the carpet like he was afraid to move them.

“No,” she said simply. Then she gathered saliva in her mouth and spat directly at his face. It landed on his cheek, and he moaned, eyes closing in humiliation and arousal.

Grace stood, her confidence returning now that she had something real to anchor herself to—the heat in Nick’s eyes, the familiar electricity between them. She reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, pulled it down in one smooth motion, and let the fabric pool at her feet.

She stood there in her black lace bra and panties, the same heels from the bar. The city lights through the window cast shadows across her skin. She could feel both men looking at her—Daniel with desperate worship, Nick with something more complex.

“Come here,” she said to Nick, her voice steadier now. She was finding her footing again, balancing between the performance and whatever was real between them.

Nick stepped out of his jeans and boxers completely, then moved toward her. When he got close, his hands went to her waist, and she could feel the heat from his palms through the thin lace. He pulled her against him, and she could feel him hard against her waist.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, low enough that it felt private, even with Daniel watching.

She kissed him, deep and real, her arms coming up around his neck. His hands roamed her back, found the clasp of her bra. He paused, a question, and she nodded against his mouth.

The bra came off, and she heard Daniel make a broken sound behind them. Nick’s hands came around to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she gasped into his mouth. This was familiar territory—they’d done this before, minus the audience—but somehow it felt different now. More intense.

She pulled back slightly, tugged at his shirt. “Off,” she commanded, some of her dominant energy returning.

Nick pulled the button-down over his head without bothering with the buttons, then the undershirt beneath. She ran her hands over his chest, remembering the landscape of him—the patch of hair, the way his abdomen tensed when she touched him there.

“Everything,” she said, and watched as he stripped completely, standing naked in front of her while Daniel watched from the floor.

The power dynamic was strange now—she was giving orders, but Nick wasn’t submitting exactly. He was choosing to follow her lead, but there was nothing submissive in the way he looked at her.

She grabbed Nick’s boxers from where they’d fallen, balled them up, and threw them at Daniel. They hit him in the face, and he scrambled to catch them, pressing them against his nose and inhaling deeply.

“Pathetic,” she said, but her heart wasn’t fully in the insult. She was already turning back to Nick, her body pulling her toward him.

“The bed,” she managed to say, pulling him backward toward it. Her legs hit the edge and she sat, then scooted back, watching him follow. The expensive sheets were cool against her skin.

“Daniel,” she called without looking at him. “Crawl over here. Right beside the bed.”

She heard him moving, the soft shuffle of knees on carpet. Nick was kneeling on the bed now, moving toward her, and she spread her legs to make room for him.

“Closer,” she told Daniel. “I want you to see everything. Every single thing he does to me that you never will.”

Daniel positioned himself at the side of the bed, still on his knees, Nick’s boxers clutched in one hand. His face was maybe two feet away from them, close enough that she could hear his ragged breathing.

Nick’s hands were on her thighs now, sliding up slowly, and she forgot to perform for a moment, just feeling his familiar touch.

“Look at him, Daniel,” she said, her voice catching slightly as Nick’s thumbs brushed the edge of her panties. “Look at how he touches me. Like he has every right to.”

Nick hooked his fingers in her panties, pulled them down and off. She was exposed now, wet and ready, and Daniel made a desperate sound.

“Please,” Daniel whispered.

“Please, what?” Grace asked, but she was looking at Nick, watching his face as he looked at her.

“Please, let me …” Daniel trailed off.

“Let you what? Touch yourself?” She laughed, but it was breathless because Nick’s fingers were tracing patterns on her inner thighs. “Go ahead. Show us how desperate you are.”

She heard Daniel fumbling with his briefs but didn’t look. Her attention was on Nick, on the way he was looking at her like he wanted to devour her. He leaned down, kissed her abdomen, then lower, and she arched involuntarily.

“Watch,” she told Daniel, her fingers threading through Nick’s hair. “Watch what a real man does.”

Nick’s mouth found her, and any pretense of performance evaporated. Her head fell back against the pillows, a genuine moan escaping her lips. She’d forgotten how good he was at this, how well he’d learned her body in their brief time together.

Her hips rolled up to meet his mouth, seeking more pressure. One hand gripped the sheets while the other stayed tangled in his hair, not guiding, just needing something to hold onto. The familiar tension was building low in her belly, faster than she expected.

Daniel was making rhythmic sounds beside them—she could hear him stroking himself—but it felt distant, unimportant. All that mattered was Nick’s tongue, his fingers sliding inside her, the way he knew exactly how to curve them to make her gasp.

She was getting close embarrassingly fast. Three months of nothing, and now this—Nick between her legs, knowing exactly what she needed without being told. Her thighs were starting to shake.

Nick seemed to sense it, increasing the pressure just slightly, his fingers and tongue working in perfect rhythm. She couldn’t keep quiet anymore, little whimpers escaping with each breath. Her back arched off the bed, every muscle tensing.

When she came, it hit her like a wave breaking—sudden and overwhelming. She might have said Nick’s name—she wasn’t sure. Her whole body shuddered, thighs clamping around his head, fingers tightening in his hair probably to the point of pain.

He didn’t stop, just gentled his touch, working her through it until she was oversensitive and pushing weakly at his shoulders. When he finally pulled back, his face was wet with her, and he was looking at her with an expression that made her chest tight.

She could hear Daniel panting beside them, see him in her peripheral vision furiously stroking himself, but she couldn’t look away from Nick, who crawled up her body, and she could feel him hard against her thigh.

Without thinking, she reached between them, positioned him at her entrance. They both froze for a second, the weight of the moment hitting them. This was really happening.

Nick pushed inside her slowly, and everything else disappeared. The hotel room became just a bed beneath her, the expensive sheets irrelevant compared to the heat of Nick’s skin. The six thousand dollars she desperately needed faded into abstraction—there was only the stretch of him filling her, the familiar fullness she’d tried not to think about for three months.

Daniel’s desperate panting beside them might as well have been traffic noise from the street below. All she could hear was Nick’s breathing, the way it hitched when he bottomed out inside her, the low groan he couldn’t suppress.

He started to move and she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper. Her hands found his back, nails digging in as he found that rhythm she remembered. Every thrust pushed away another piece of her guilt, her desperation, her carefully constructed performance. In their place was just this—skin and sweat and the building ache of pleasure.

Nick’s face was buried in her neck, and she could feel him trembling with the effort of going slow, of making it last. His lips found that spot below her ear that he’d discovered months ago, and she gasped, her whole body responding to the memory.

“Nick,” she breathed, not as performance, not for anyone else, just because she needed to say his name.

He lifted his head to look at her, and the expression on his face made her chest ache. There was want there, obviously, but also something tender and complicated. His hand came up to cup her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone, and he kissed her deeply without breaking rhythm.

The kiss changed something, made it impossible to pretend this was just a performance. She could taste herself on his tongue, could feel him trembling above her, and she knew he was feeling it too—whatever this thing was between them that she’d run from.

Her body was responding to him in ways she couldn’t control. Every nerve ending felt alive, hypersensitive. The drag of him inside her was building toward something that felt too big, too intense. She turned her head, pressing her face into his shoulder, overwhelmed.

Somewhere at the edge of her consciousness, she heard a strangled moan, the sound of skin on skin that wasn’t them. But it was like hearing someone else’s television through thin walls—present but irrelevant. Her world had shrunk to Nick’s weight on her, his breath against her ear, the steady, devastating rhythm he’d found.

She could feel him getting close—the way his rhythm started to falter, the tension in his shoulders under her hands. That tell-tale sign pushed her own body toward the edge. She tightened around him involuntarily, and he groaned against her neck.

“Grace,” he said, quiet, desperate, just for her.

Hearing her real name in his wrecked voice undid her completely. The orgasm hit her harder than the first, her whole body locking up, back arching off the bed. She might have screamed—she wasn’t sure. Everything went white-hot and electric, her nails raking down his back.

Nick followed her over, his hips stuttering, pressing deep as he came. He was saying something into her shoulder, muffled and incoherent, his whole body shuddering against hers.

They stayed frozen like that for a moment, both breathing hard, still joined. Grace’s legs were still wrapped around him, her hands gentled now on his back where she’d definitely left marks. She could feel his heart hammering against her chest, matching her own racing pulse.

Slowly, awareness of the room creeped back in. The city lights. The expensive sheets now damp with sweat. And Daniel, who had gone quiet beside them.

“Mistress Ji, may I come?”

The words floated through Grace’s post-orgasm haze. It took her a moment to comprehend them, to remember where she was, what this was supposed to be.

She turned her head to look at Daniel, still kneeling beside the bed. His face was wrecked, tears streaming down his cheeks, his hand frozen on himself, waiting for permission.

“Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse.

Daniel came immediately, violently, his whole body convulsing. He made a sound like he’d been punched, spilling onto the carpet and his hand. The release seemed to go on forever, weeks of fantasy and anticipation culminating in this moment of complete surrender.

Nick was still on top of her, inside her, both of them watching Daniel shake through his orgasm. She could feel Nick softening, the strange intimacy of staying connected while their breathing slowly returned to normal. Daniel was panting, a few more tears rolling down his face, but he looked euphoric, destroyed in the best way.

The room felt different suddenly. The performance was over, and they were just three people in a hotel room, dealing with whatever had just happened between them.

Grace looked at Nick, then glanced meaningfully at Daniel. Nick understood immediately, rolling off her and onto his back, staring up at the ceiling to give them space. His hand brushed hers briefly as he moved—a small gesture of connection before the separation.

She crawled to the edge of the bed where Daniel was kneeling, reaching out to touch his head gently. He leaned into her touch immediately, desperate for the comfort. She guided his face to her chest, holding him there, feeling his sweaty forehead and the wetness of tears against her skin.

“You did so well,” she murmured into his hair, her Domme voice soft now, nurturing. “I’m proud of you, Daniel.”

He made a sound against her—pure euphoria, the kind of emotional release that went beyond the physical. His hands came up to clutch at her sides, not sexual, just needing the anchor.

“Go put yourself back together,” she said gently, pulling back to look at his face. “Clean up, take your time. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

Daniel nodded, wobbly as he got to his feet. He walked to the bathroom on unsteady legs, Nick’s boxers still clutched in one hand. The door closed with a soft click.

Grace sat back on her heels, suddenly highly aware of her nakedness, of Nick beside her, of everything that had just happened.

“Am I gonna get that underwear back?” Nick asked, still staring at the ceiling.

She let out a surprised laugh, soft and genuine. “You don’t want them back … sorry. I should have warned you to always bring another pair.”

“So …” Nick turned his head to look at her. “What now?”

Grace pulled the sheet up to cover herself, suddenly feeling exposed in a different way. The question hung between them—he wasn’t just asking about the next few minutes. He was asking about them, about what this meant, about where they went from here.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. The sound of water running came from the bathroom. “We should probably get dressed before he comes out.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“I know.” She reached for her panties on the floor, avoiding his eyes. “I need to stay with him for a few minutes. I promise ‘aftercare’ on my website.” She finally looked at Nick, vulnerable. “Will you wait in the bar for me? Please?”

Nick sat up, but before reaching for his jeans, he walked over to Daniel’s open suitcase on the luggage rack. A row of neatly rolled silk boxers was visible in the compartment. Nick picked up a black pair, held them up, and looked back at Grace.

“For the memories,” he said, deadpan.

Despite everything, Grace snorted with laughter. “Those are like two hundred dollars.”

“Then he has good taste.” Nick stepped into them, the silk looking incongruous with his otherwise casual demeanor. They fit well enough.

He pulled on his jeans and shirt, finger-combing his hair into some semblance of order. Just as he was heading for the door, the bathroom opened.

Daniel emerged in a plush hotel bathrobe, his face cleaned but still flushed. He stopped when he saw Nick dressed and clearly leaving. The three of them stood there for a moment in awkward triangle formation.

“Thank you,” Daniel said quietly to Nick, formal and sincere.

Nick nodded and looked around at the room—the messed sheets, the expensive furniture, the suite that probably cost more per night than he made in a week teaching improv. “It was my pleasure.”

They stood there in what felt deeply awkward. Nick, as an improviser, was well aware of the concept of “status.” Most scenes on stage had transfers of status as parts of the story. It had been obvious before—he and Grace were high status, Daniel was low. That was the game, the performance.

But now Nick reflected on how Daniel had paid for all this. It was his fantasy, his money, his hotel room. He’d orchestrated everything, really. Grace worked for him. And Nick … what was Nick? The stunt cock? The unpaid volunteer in another man’s fantasy?

He didn’t know who was in charge in this room anymore. The power dynamics had shifted and blurred until nothing made sense.

He just knew he was ready to leave.

He caught Grace’s eye for a moment—she was still wrapped in the sheet, looking smaller somehow—then opened the door and stepped into the hallway.

The door clicked shut behind him. The hallway was aggressively normal—beige carpet, tasteful art, soft lighting. He walked toward the elevator, still wearing another man’s silk boxers, trying not to overanalyze what had just happened.

***

Grace came down thirty minutes later. She’d stayed with Daniel through the aftercare routine—water, chocolate from the minibar, gentle conversation about how he felt, what he’d experienced. He’d been floating, euphoric, kept thanking her over and over. She’d helped him process it all, made sure he was grounded before she left.

Now she stood at the entrance to the bar, scanning the dim space. The same corner booth where they’d sat earlier was empty. A different bartender was working now, polishing glasses with mechanical precision. A few late-night business travelers sat at scattered tables, none of them Nick.

She walked to the booth, anyway, some part of her hoping he’d just been in the bathroom, or maybe moved to the bar itself. But no. The leather was cold when she slid in, no trace of warmth from another body.

He’d left.

She couldn’t blame him. She’d used him, manipulated his feelings after months of silence. The fact that something real had happened between them upstairs—that just made it worse, probably. More confusing.

The bartender approached. “Can I get you something?”

“Just water,” Grace said. Her voice sounded hollow.

She pulled out her phone, started to type a message to Nick, then deleted it. What would she even say? Thanks for the favor? Sorry for using you? That was real for me, too?

Her PayPal app buzzed. The remaining three thousand from Daniel had just come through. Rent was covered. The debt to Lady Havoc was covered. She should feel relieved.

Instead, she just felt empty.

***

Grace stood in the hallway outside the third-floor studio at Second City, trying not to look like a stalker. She’d timed it so she’d arrive near the end of class—she remembered his Thursday night beginners workshop ended at nine.

Through the door, she could hear Nick’s voice. “Now your ducks are in love! Full romantic ducks! Nine out of ten intensity, but remember boundaries!”

She couldn’t help but smile.

Through the small window in the door, she could see adults waddling around, making what they probably thought were romantic duck gestures at each other.

“And bring it down … and scene! Great work, everyone.” His voice was so warm, so encouraging. “Remember, on your way out, tell someone something specific you appreciated about their work today. And remember, we—”

“Take silliness seriously!” the whole class responded in unison.

Grace felt something twist in her chest. The genuine care in his voice, the way he built people up, made them feel safe enough to be ridiculous. She’d asked this genuinely good man to perform in her desperate financial drama, and he’d shown up. Of course he had.

The door opened, and students started filing out, chatting and laughing, still high from the workshop. A few of them were actually following through on his instruction—“Your commitment to that bus driver character was incredible,” one woman told another. They glanced at Grace curiously as they passed.

She could see Nick through the doorway, resetting the room, pushing chairs back against the wall. He moved with the same easy efficiency she remembered, completely unaware she was there.

The last student left. Grace took a breath and stepped into the doorway.

Nick looked up from stacking chairs and froze. His face cycled through surprise, something guarded, then carefully neutral.

“Hi,” Grace said.

“Hi.” He set down the chair he was holding but didn’t move closer.

“I can leave if you want,” she said quickly. “I know showing up here is … a lot. I just thought maybe we should talk. But if you don’t want to, I’ll go.” She meant it. She’d put him through enough already—if he needed space, she’d give it to him.

She stayed in the doorway, not quite in or out, letting him decide.

Nick looked at her for a long moment. Then he picked up two of the chairs he’d just stacked and placed them facing each other in the middle of the room, a few feet apart.

He sat in one, gestured to the other.

Grace came into the room, closing the door behind her. The chair was still warm from whoever had been sitting in it during class. She sat down, aware of the space between them—close enough to talk, far enough that they weren’t touching.

“You left,” she said. Not an accusation, just a fact.

“Yeah.” He rubbed his face. “I got to the bar … I just left. I’m sorry. I needed to get away.”

“It’s okay. I can think of a thousand good reasons for you to have left. But I am wondering what yours was.”

Nick leaned back in his chair, looked up at the ceiling. “I felt pathetic. I’m hung up on a woman who ghosted me three months ago, then called me up when she needed money, and I said yes.” He laughed, but it wasn’t really funny. “That’s what improv is about, right? Say yes to everything.”

Grace winced. “Nick—”

“I give a lot.” He looked around the classroom. “This drains me. I love it, but it drains me. I have trouble saying no to things. And I signed on to what you suggested, told myself it was just some fun sex. But that drained me, too.” He paused, his voice getting quieter. “When I realized I had to leave for you to take care of the feelings of another man … it’s like all the life in me disappeared. Who’s the real cuckold, huh?”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “On that elevator ride down, I knew that it’d all but kill me if you came down to the bar and said, ‘thanks, see ya later,’ and just walked out of my life.”

The words hung between them. Grace could hear the building’s HVAC system humming, someone laughing in a room down the hall.

“I wouldn’t have done that,” Grace said softly. “I mean, I know I did it before—the ghosting—but not this time.”

“Why not?”

She took a breath. “Because when you were inside me, it wasn’t performance anymore. I forgot Daniel was even there. It was just … us. And that terrified me three months ago, and it terrified me three nights ago, but I’m trying not to run from it this time.”

Nick was watching her now, his expression unreadable.

“I’m not good at this,” she continued. “At being vulnerable or whatever. My job is literally about being in control. But with you …” She struggled for the words. “You make me feel like it’s okay to not have my shit together. Like you did in that hotel room when I was falling apart.”

Nick searched his memory. “You mean when …”

“When your dick was in my mouth and I was about to have a panic attack, or depression spiral, or whatever?” Grace’s voice was raw. “You saw me struggling, you saw me weak, you saw me without the shield of ‘Mistress Ji.’ And you took care of me.” She looked down at her hands. “No one’s ever done that before. Seen me that exposed and just … helped. Without trying to fix me, or judge me, or use it against me. You just made sure I was okay.”

“I didn’t know it was quite that desperate of a moment,” Nick said quietly.

“You probably see lots of people in desperate moments in this room.” Grace gestured at the empty studio around them. “People scared to be silly, scared to fail, scared to be seen. And you make it safe for them. That’s what you do.”

Nick shifted in his chair. “That’s different. That’s teaching.”

“Is it, though?” Grace met his eyes. “You saw someone struggling, and you helped them through it. Didn’t matter if it was a scared accountant trying to be a duck or me having an existential crisis while sucking your cock.”

Despite everything, Nick snorted with laughter. “Fuck, Grace.”

“What? It’s true.” A small smile played at her lips. “You’re consistent in your caregiving, is what I’m saying.”

They sat there for a moment, the tension in the room shifting to something less sharp.

“If you don’t want to see me ever again, I’ll leave,” Grace said. “But maybe I can take you out to dinner? Sensibly priced, of course. I’m trying to avoid falling back into debt to the point where I have no choice but to traumatize men for financial gain.”

Nick shook his head, but he was almost smiling. “Traumatize might be strong. Daniel seemed pretty happy.”

“Daniel got exactly what he wanted.” Grace leaned forward slightly. “You got used. By me. And I’m sorry for that. So let me buy you dinner.”

Nick looked at her for a long moment. “Yes. And then we’ll see what happens.”

The simplicity of it—the improv philosophy of accepting what was offered and building from there—made Grace’s chest tight with something like hope.

Check out my "Shared Wives" series of Hotwife themed novellas!


Get our newest giant bundle here!

Sign up for our Mailing List here! We give away free stories all the time!



Also From Kumquat Publishing

Raven Merlot and her co-authors Alexandra Noir, Rod Fetcher, and Bambi Hammer are constantly writing new adult short stories and novels. When they are on the shelf long enough we like to combine them into giant bundles! Each of these contains over a 1,000 pages of stories! They are best read in Kindle Unlimited but you can buy them as well! Each of these bundles contains cuckolding, BDSM, and hot group sex!

Punished and Used - 60 BDSM Books


About Raven Merlot

[image: ba5cf139f496c9642240a26a9bd05db5]

Raven Merlot has spent years exploring the thrilling world of erotic storytelling, crafting tales that push boundaries, ignite passions, and delve into the deepest desires of the human experience. With a signature blend of sensuality, power dynamics, and raw intimacy, Raven creates unforgettable characters who surrender to their most forbidden fantasies.

Whether it’s the delicate dance of dominance and submission, the intoxicating allure of cuckolding, or the seductive thrill of power exchange, Raven’s stories pull readers into a world where pleasure knows no limits.

When not writing, Raven enjoys discovering new ways to explore desire, indulging in decadent wine, and finding inspiration in the unspoken secrets of the night.

🔥 Follow Raven Merlot for more steamy tales:
📚 Amazon Author Page


📢 Twitter/X: @RavenMerlot

💋 You can also find exclusive content on Patreon!

You can join her email list at https://dl.bookfunnel.com/9b6futjhil and get a free story! You’ll also hear about new books as they become available and how to get some books for free!

cover.jpeg
S‘CRIPT D l

.
‘ ‘ H
A')TWIFE CONFESSI

Raven Merlot





OEBPS/image_rsrcJM.jpg





