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Chapter 1: In the Shadow of a Goddess

In my younger and more vulnerable years of university, my first girlfriend gave me some advice that I’ve been turning over in my mind ever since.

“Whenever you feel like criticizing a woman,” she told me. “Just remember that all the girls in the world haven’t had the advantages you or I have. So treat them with respect.”

She didn’t say anymore as talking had never been our strong suit. I had just made a comment on her sorority sister’s thighs and as a consequence she had bent me over her lap and spanked my ass until it glowed like a hot coal and I begged for her to stop. Ever since that day, as a consequence, I’ve been inclined to reserve all judgments of beautiful women, a habit that has opened up many curious kinks and also made me the willing victim of quite a few sadists.

For example? During grad school I was unjustly considered to be quite the slut because I was frequently taken to different bedrooms in the sorority and passed about the college girls without complaint or comment. Some of it I found very enjoyable.

A Mathematics Major once had me lick her to orgasm each time she aced a test and edged me while she did her private studies well past midnight, when my thighs would be sticky with precum and my moans muffled through the ball gag. She was a lot of fun.

Another semester was spent with a flunking anthropologist grad student who would scratch my back as I entered her with my throbbing cock, and though I’d gasp and yelp, she never stopped until my skin was marked and bruised, though in fairness, I neither asked her to stop nor wished her to stop, so I still think on her fondly.

There were so many others. One woman delighted in putting a ginger root in my ass and sucking my cock as I wept. Another dressed me in panties and made me beg to be her good girl. One goddess made me remain silent under her bed as she fucked her girlfriend. Another woman even once asked for missionary, if you can believe it.

Suffice it to say that if a beautiful woman required me to find their pleasure, well, it is safe to say I was only so happy to oblige.

However, after proclaiming proudly my openness to all women’s various punishments and pleasures, I must now confess my openness has its limits.

A man's sense of propriety may rest firmly on rock or softly upon marshlands, but after a certain point, the foundations cease to matter. Upon returning from the West Coast last autumn, I wished the world would stand at a permanent sensual attention; I had no appetite left for casual encounters or indulgent glimpses into others' private desires. Only Mistress Gatsby, the woman whose name gives this narrative its allure, stood exempt from my fatigue—Gatsby, who embodied everything I claimed to be growing weary of.

If one's essence is truly a sequence of commanding gestures, then there was something magnificently compelling about her, a heightened sensitivity to life's seductive promises, as if she were attuned to pleasures others barely sensed. Her responsiveness bore no relation to that shallow excitability masquerading as creativity—no, it was a rare talent for romantic command, an exhilarating readiness I've never encountered elsewhere and likely never shall again. Gatsby turned out more remarkable than expected; it was the obsession of others, the desperate yearning floating in the wake of her allure, that temporarily soured my interest in men's fleeting triumphs and humiliations.

The board controlling my trust fund consented to finance my eastern adventure for one year. Various delays ensued, yet by spring of my 24th birthday, I had finally made the move, expecting permanence.

Practicality dictated securing accommodations within the city itself, but the warmth of the season and a nostalgia for lawns and sprawling greenery made a commuting arrangement more appealing. When a young woman with full breasts and cock-sucking lips from the office suggested we share a house outside the city, it sounded promising and I imagined a summer of us exploring one another and tasting her cunt every evening as the sunset. Bouyed by her beauty and my reasonable savings, she located a modest, weather-worn bungalow renting at a reasonable monthly rent; however, at the last moment, the firm reassigned her to Washington, leaving me alone to occupy the dwelling.

I briefly had a bitch until her quick departure, along with an old automobile and a quiet Finnish woman on a working holiday named Aada, who prepared breakfast, arranged my bed, and fixed my meals—courtesy of the trust fund. There was something deeply practiced about her stillness, the way she moved through the house with efficient grace, always a half-step ahead of my needs. Her skirts were always so short I would be practically frothing at the mouth as I saw a flash of her delicate lace panties between her round spankable cheeks.

Aada was quiet, with soft hips and stern eyes, and had formed a habit of jerking me off in the mornings before she stripped the sheets. No ceremony, no dirty talk—just one hand working me while the other folded back the duvet. I’d moan, and squirm, and leak onto the linen, breath hitching as she held me at the edge, sometimes for minutes, sometimes for what felt like hours, until the orgasm hit like a dam breaking and I soaked her wrist and the bedding beneath. Then she’d give a disgusted sigh, wipe herself on a dish towel, and gather the soiled sheets into a neat, guilty bundle. By breakfast, the laundry was done and the mattress smelled faintly of bleach. We never spoke of it. It was a fine arrangement.

After two days of solitude but for this daily release by this beautiful vision, I happened upon a gentleman passing my new abode, blushing and besotted with a wistful expression.

“How do you find West Egg village?” he asked, slightly embarrassed, fiddling with his trousers. “I was just in with your neighbour and I’m a little lost.”

I offered directions, and suddenly, my loneliness dissipated. Now I was a guide, a pioneer, an original settler—his casual inquiry had bestowed upon me a comforting sense of belonging.

Thus, buoyed by sunshine and the sudden explosion of leaves sprouting vividly upon trees, life felt poised to start anew with the summer.

By chance, I'd chosen to reside in one of the most intriguing communities in North America—a slender, playful island extending eastward from New York, featuring two peculiar land formations. Twenty miles from the city lie twin landmasses, whimsically egg-shaped and separated by a courteous bay, protruding into the serene waters of Long Island Sound. Imperfect yet compellingly similar, their superficial resemblance must endlessly intrigue passing gulls. More fascinating still, at least to those grounded below, is their stark contrast in character, despite their physical parity.

I settled in West Egg, the decidedly less fashionable of the two—a superficial designation masking a subtly provocative and exciting contrast. My modest abode stood at the island's tip, mere yards from the Sound, dwarfed between two extravagant estates. To my right stretched a colossal mansion—a precise imitation of a Nante Hôtel de Ville, adorned with fresh ivy, boasting a marble swimming pool, sprawling gardens, and expansive grounds. This grand palace belonged to Mistress Gatsby.

Or rather, at that moment, knowing nothing yet of Gatsby herself, it was merely an imposing residence occupied by a woman of compelling mystery and whispered repute.

My own house was an eyesore—but a small one—and it had been overlooked, which allowed me the pleasure of a view of the water, a partial glimpse of my neighbour’s lawn, and the consoling proximity of millionaires—all for a paltry amount of rent.

Across the courtesy bay, the white palaces of fashionable East Egg glittered along the shore like polished bones, and the true story of that summer began the evening I drove over to dine with the Buchanans.

Which meant I was about to spend the day with Daisy.

It was a terrifyingly arousing prospect.


Chapter 2: Daisy’s Domain

Daisy Buchanan was a vision from my university days, the radiant and untouchable head of the sorority my first girlfriend had once belonged to, a woman whose influence had hovered over my early romantic life like perfume clinging to the sheets.

When that brief but intense relationship ended—as it was always going to—Daisy had summoned me to the sorority house with a sten voice, and in the dim, echoing parlor, beneath the watchful gaze of a dozen amused, disapproving beautiful women, she had ordered me to kneel and kiss the feet of every last one of them in slow, shameful procession, as a way to make the break-up.

I had done it, too—red-faced, aroused, humiliated beyond sense—and somehow, impossibly, what had begun in ritual humiliation became something deeper and warmer and more complex, a kind of friendship forged not in equality but in exquisite imbalance.

We had remained close after that, though “close” hardly captured it; there was a tension between us that never entirely settled, an intimacy built not on confession or time but on the memory of how easily she had unmade me.

She had been a ballerina at the New York Opera and Ballet Centre since gratuating—still was, I think—and even in the most casual of her movements, there remained the kind of poised cruelty that made people watch without knowing why, as though her body had been choreographed not just for beauty, but for command.

Her husband who had taken her name, now Tom Buchannan, I knew only slightly from the Ivy League days out—a great blunt tower of a man whose name arrived in conversation before he did, trailing whispers and warnings, his presence made up of bulk, bluster, and the unmistakable air of a man who was in over his head.

After my travels, I had spent two days with them in Chicago. It had been long enough to see the way she toyed with him, the way his enormous body seemed to shrink under her eye, how she wrapped him in demeaning pet names and made him beg to use the bathroom.

Tom had once been one of those men whose youth congealed early into excellence: he had been a nationally known football player at New Hampshire, and had peaked so ferociously at twenty-three that all else seemed a trailing echo of that single roar. His wealth, of course, had been inherited, and Daisy’s complete control and freedom with what was now her money was less an indulgence than an instinct. I remember him in Chicago with a fresh gold collar and tongue piercing, both custom-made, according to Daisy, and the latter installed just to make him a better cunt licker.

They had come East for reasons unclear. A year in France, followed by a drifting existence of polo, imported vintages, and power games played among the rich. Daisy had called it a permanent move, but I didn’t believe her. I had no clear sight into Daisy’s heart—but I suspected Tom would drift forever, wistful for the violent glory of something no woman had let him win in years.

And so it happened that on a warm, windy evening I drove to East Egg to see two people whom I scarcely knew at all. Their house was more elaborate than I expected—a red-and-white Georgian Colonial mansion that gazed out over the bay with the expression of a spoiled heiress. The lawn leapt from the shoreline to the house in one continuous gesture of entitlement, spilling over sundials, rose gardens, and trellised paths before climbing the side of the house in ecstatic vines.

Tom Buchanan stood on the porch in his riding clothes, legs apart, arms crossed, the very picture of brute grace. But even his posture couldn’t disguise the discomfort that lingered around his belt line—the slight tension of a man kept under lock. He had changed since college. He was thicker now, harder, but also less sure. His mouth was restless, and though his voice remained strong and gruff, it carried the edge of a man used to being corrected whenever he expressed an opinion.

“Now, don’t think my opinion on these matters is final,” his body seemed to say, “just because I’m stronger and more of a man than you are”.

Though any man or woman with knowledge of Daisy and her commanding proclivities would know how hollow such an assumption was. He was her little bitch, through and through. Probably hadn’t been granted permission to cum in months.

We talked for a few minutes on the sunny porch.

“I’ve got a nice place here,” he said, eyes flashing about restlessly, as if seeking approval from some unseen corner of the house.

Turning me around by one arm, he swept a flat hand across the front vista: a sunken Italian garden, a half-acre of deep, pungent roses, and a snub-nosed motorboat that bumped the tide offshore. His hand trembled slightly at the end of the gesture.

“It belonged to Gaemaine, the oil woman.” He turned me again, politely and abruptly, and led me inside.”Let’s go, Daisy doesn’t like me to keep her waiting.”

We walked through a high hallway into a bright, rosy-coloured space, fragilely bound into the house by French windows at either end. The windows were ajar, gleaming white against the fresh grass outside, which seemed to grow partway into the house. A breeze blew through the room, stirred the curtains in at one end and out the other like pale flags, twisting them upward toward the frosted wedding-cake ceiling, then rippled over the wine-coloured rug, leaving a shifting shadow like wind on water.

The only completely still object in the room was an enormous couch, on which two women were buoyed up as though upon an anchored balloon. They were both in white, their dresses rippling and fluttering like they had just been blown back in after a short flight around the house. I stood for a few moments, listening to the whip and snap of the curtains, the groan of a picture on the wall. Then there was a boom as Tom Buchanan moved to shut the rear windows—the caught wind died suddenly—and the curtains and rugs and two women ballooned slowly to the floor.

The younger of the two women, approximately 23-years-old, was a stranger to me. She lay stretched the entire length of the divan, motionless as marble, but with a body so finely sculpted it seemed almost impossible that she wasn’t aware of every angle it created. Her dress clung like smoke, riding up along the lines of her thighs to reveal the creamy swell of her stockings and the faintest glimpse of bare skin beyond. Her breasts rose high and round beneath the silk, firm and motionless, the neckline cut just low enough to tease the suggestion of weight. Her nipples, slightly visible beneath the fabric in the warm light, didn’t stir with the breeze—they were too still, too deliberate, as though her whole body had been arranged to test my composure. Her chin was tipped upward, balanced so finely she might’ve been wearing a crown—or expecting someone to kneel. If she noticed my existence at all, she gave no indication, and I stood there longer than I meant to, embarrassed by my own hesitation, nearly whispering an apology aloud for the sheer audacity of having entered her view.

The other girl, more of a goddess really, Daisy, moved at last—or rather she gestured toward movement, an attempt to rise that left her full breasts pushed tightly against the thin white fabric of her dress, the soft curves outlined in sheer tension as she laughed. It was an absurd, melodic laugh, one that filled the room and curled around my spine. I laughed too, helplessly, and stepped forward into the center of their stage.

“I’m p-paralysed with happiness,” she said, still reclined, her willowy arms languid against the cushions, one thigh bent slightly as though it welcomed the weight of a man’s head. Her legs were long and bare from the knee downward, her calves smooth and arched, and she crossed her ankles with lazy precision, her pedicured toes bouncing in the warm summer air.

Then she laughed again, holding out her hand—not daintily, but with the confidence of someone who had made a thousand men beg for for her strap—and when she touched me, her fingers lingered at my wrist and held me firmly in place. Her eyes met mine with playful cruelty. In that moment, I felt not like an old friend, but like a toy she had once used well and tucked away for future amusement.

“That’s Jordan,” Daisy said, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur, giving me permission to look—but only briefly, and only if I understood the cost.

I’ve heard it said that Daisy spoke that way to make people lean in, to make them want more than she would ever give. And if that was true, it worked—as her voice alone seemed to undo me, low and round and made for saying things you’d obey without thinking. My cock began to harden in my slacks and I realised just how ill equipped I was for adventures with such a commanding beauty.

Miss Jordan Baker’s lips moved at last, parting just slightly, her mouth full and flushed with stillness. She gave a nod, subtle and effortless, and tilted her head back again, her breasts lifting beneath the soft cling of white silk. There was a moment of almost imperceptible panic, the kind that flits across a woman’s face when a button nearly pops, or a heel slips mid-performance, but she mastered it quickly. The line of her neck stretched long and proud again, and she sank back with the kind of poise only cruelty can teach.

Again, I found myself on the verge of apology, stunned by the raw composure of her body, the way she didn’t need to move to dominate the room.

I looked back at Daisy, who had begun to speak again in that low, slow rhythm that pulled your attention down like a silk ribbon sliding along your skin. Her breasts moved slightly with each breath, not from exertion, but like they were sculpted to rise only for effect. Her mouth—bright, curved, devastating—formed each word as if it was a treat she might take away at any moment. Her eyes sparkled with some private amusement, and the way she leaned into the couch cushions suggested not idleness but indulgence, like a queen holding court.

There was something about Daisy that refused to soften no matter how she smiled. Her beauty didn’t soothe—it excited. Her voice promised things men never got to keep, and her body, lean from the discipline of ballet and lush from the luxury of worship, seemed less to invite affection than to punish those who presumed they deserved it.

I told her I had stopped briefly in Chicago on my way East, and that a dozen people had sent their love through me. She smiled again, lazily, knowingly—and in that moment, I realized none of them had ever seen her like this. None had knelt where I had. And none of them ever would.

“Do those fine men and women miss me?” Daisy cried, her voice like the ring of a glass just before it shatters, her eyes lit with something reckless and cruel. “Do they miss the sting of my crop?”

“The whole city is desolate,” I said, falling naturally into the rhythm of her game. “Men hump pillows alone in their apartments. The women circle each other’s clits on the trolleys. Several sex shops closed their doors, and I hear the only dildos sold are black in mourning!”

“How gorgeous!” she sang, tilting her head and flashing a grin that made Tom shift where he stood. “Let’s go back, Tom. Tomorrow.” She didn’t wait for a reply before she turned to me. “You ought to see my new maid, Petal, she’s delicious.”

“I’d like to,” I said, a little surprised. I wasn’t sure if she meant to mock me or tempt me.

“She’s asleep. She’s twenty-one. She’s adorable. Tell me Nick, have you ever had your cock sucked by a girl from Vancouver with pillowy lips and an ass made to be fucked?”

“Never,” I sighed, growing harder at the thought.

“Well, you ought to,” Daisy said, and her tone dropped an octave—warm and dangerous. “Tom’s been staring at her constantly, making a big drippy mess in his panties from dawn till dusk. It’s very humiliating. Sometimes I allow him to lick my feet as Petal brings me to orgasm. Keeps him involved!”

Tom Buchanan had been hovering behind us like a large dog unsure whether it was being praised or punished. At that moment, he stepped forward and laid his hand on my shoulder—more for balance than camaraderie.

“What you doing, Nick?” he asked, his voice just a little too loud, like someone used to filling silences with bluster.

I told him.

“Never heard of that company,” he said, decisively, as though by demeaning his profession he could distract from his own cuckolding by a twenty-one-year-old maid from Canada.

His arrogance and stupidity flicked something in me.

“You will,” I replied shortly. “You will if you stay in the East.”

“Oh, I’ll stay,” he said quickly, glancing at Daisy as if for confirmation. “Don’t you worry. I’d be a God damned fool to live anywhere else.”

He said it like a man desperate to prove he was allowed to make decisions.

At that moment, Miss Jordan Baker spoke—her voice slicing through the air like the crack of a riding crop.

“Absolutely,” Jordan said, startling me with the suddenness of it.

It was the first word she’d spoken since I’d arrived, and she seemed as surprised as I was, for she yawned immediately after, and with a sinuous, controlled motion rose from the couch. She didn’t so much stand as unfold, like silk unspooling across the air.

“I’m stiff,” she said coolly. “I’ve been lying on that sofa for as long as I can remember. Its the kind of day where if you don’t do something, you’ll just end up playing with your clit or napping.”

“Don’t blame me,” Daisy shot back, her eyes flashing with wicked delight. “I’ve been trying to drag you to a New York Kink-Club all afternoon. You’ve been impossible.”

“No, thanks,” said Miss Baker, waving off the tray of appetisers that had just arrived. “I’m absolutely in training.”

Tom stared at her as if she’d announced she was taking up flight.

“You are?” he said incredulously. “How you ever get anything done is beyond me. You own more slaves than anyone I know.”

I turned to look at Jordan again, drawn to her in that quiet, helpless way a man is drawn to fire he’s not supposed to touch. She was slender and lean, with small, perfect breasts visible beneath the cling of her white dress, nipples slightly stiff from the breeze and the chill of indifference. Her body was all line and intention—an athlete’s poise, sharpened by dominance. She held her posture with an erect, almost military precision, her shoulders pushed back as though daring the world to give her reason to lean forward. Her face was pale and discontented, exquisitely bored in a way that made you want to be the one to please her—if only for a second.

Her grey eyes flicked back at me with cool appraisal, and though I couldn’t read them, I knew they were deciding something. There was nothing accidental about her. I’d seen her before—I was sure of it now—either in a magazine or in a dream.

“You live in West Egg,” she said, her voice dripping with contempt like honey turned sharp. “I know somebody there.”

“I don’t know a single—”

“You must know Gatsby.”

There was a pause.

“Gatsby?” Daisy demanded, the name snapping off her tongue like a leather strap. “What Gatsby?”

She leaned forward slightly as she said it, the fabric of her dress shifting to reveal the soft swell of cleavage beneath her collarbone, her mouth parted in curiosity that felt like a challenge. The name hung in the air between us, heavy with history I did not yet know, but already feared.

Before I could reply that Gatsby was my neighbor, dinner was announced. Tom Buchanan, jaw tight and restless, wedged his arm under mine—not with friendliness, but with the force of a man following an old habit of being useful.

Languidly, the two women preceded us out onto the rosy-hued porch, their hands resting lightly on their hips, their backs straight and unbending. Daisy’s long legs moved with a ballerina’s grace, the arch of her barefeet visible in the soft gleam of the evening light, while Jordan’s hips swayed with studied indifference, her white dress clinging to the curve of her backside like it belonged to her body more than to fabric.

Four candles flickered on the table in the gentle wind.

“Why candles?” Daisy frowned, her expression turning suddenly sharp. She snapped them out one by one with her fingers, an idle show of dominance. “In two weeks it’ll be the longest day in the year.”

She looked around at us all, radiant and amused. “Do you always watch for the longest day and then miss it? I always watch for the longest day of the year and then miss it. It’s so much fun whipping slaves in the lawn when the light is just right.”

“We ought to plan something,” said Miss Baker, yawning as she sank into her seat as though lowering herself into a warm milk bath, stretching her legs beneath the table in a way that made my crotch warm with arousal.

Daisy gave a loud laugh. “Tell me, Nick—what do people plan?”

I opened my mouth to speak, but her gaze had already drifted downward, theatrical and exact, settling on her little finger.

“Look,” she said, her voice sing-song and accusing, “I hurt it.”

We all leaned in—Tom first, of course, like a trained dog responding to the bell—and the rest of us followed, more slowly, as if drawn in by the gravity of her dominant beauty. Her knuckle was faintly bruised, the skin darkened like a smudge of plum across something far too delicate.

“You probably cause it in some way, Tom,” she said. Her voice had no anger in it, just fact. Cold, certain and amused. “I know you didn’t mean to. But you did. That’s what I get for marrying a brute of a man. A great, big, hulking physical specimen of a—”

“I hate that word. ‘Hulking,’” Tom muttered, stiffening, his voice low and bitter, like someone already defeated.

“Hulking,” Daisy repeated, more sweetly this time, each syllable a drip of honey laced with arsenic. “Hulking, hulking, hulking.”

Then she stood.

Her chair scraped softly against the flagstones, and with effortless grace, she stepped behind Tom’s chair. He froze. His wide frame suddenly looked too large for the space he occupied, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

Daisy smiled at the rest of us.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I think it’s time little bitch Tom learned to be a little more careful.”

Before he could respond, she leaned down, reached for his belt, and unbuckled it in a fluid, practiced motion. One tug, one gasp, and she had his slacks at his thighs. He let out a low, horrified grunt, but didn’t resist.

There it was.

His cock—locked in a gleaming steel chastity cage, snug and pitiful, already straining helplessly against its bonds. A faint, humiliating drop of arousal glistened at the slit. Jordan let out a single sharp bark of laughter.

“Oh my God,” she said, crossing her legs and smirking over the rim of her glass. “That’s it? That tiny little thing?”

Tom’s ears burned scarlet. He said nothing. Daisy rested one manicured hand on his shoulder, then raised the other and—crack—brought her palm down sharply against his exposed ass. The sound rang out over the table like applause.

He flinched, made a small, breathless noise that might have been a groan or a whimper.

“One for every syllable,” Daisy said lightly. “Hulk-ing.”

Crack. Crack.

His thighs trembled, his cage bobbed in disgrace.

“And a bonus,” she added sweetly, landing one final spank low and hard across both cheeks ass. “For interrupting my little monologue.”

Daisy pulled his trousers back up with deliberate slowness, then sat back down as if nothing at all had happened. Tom remained rigid in his seat, eyes wide, jaw clenched, his hands folded tightly in his lap.

Jordan took a lazy sip of her lemonade and looked at me across the table.

“They play rough in East Egg,” Jordan said, smiling. “Better get used to it.”

And I realized then that this dinner had been no ordinary social call. It was a ritual. A demonstration. A welcome into a world where men weren’t measured by wealth or wit or even love—but by obedience, by restraint, by how quietly they could endure being broken.

Sometimes Daisy and Jordan spoke at once—low, private murmurs that overlapped, cool and calm and utterly disinterested in anyone else's need to understand them. It wasn’t chatter. It was a code between women who knew how to bend the world without raising their voices. They wore their white dresses like uniforms of a hidden order—impersonal, elegant and merciless.

Heaven on earth, or so it seemed.


Chapter 3: Petal The Maid

“You make me feel uncivilized, Daisy,” I confessed, the warm sun loosening my tongue. “Can’t you talk about these terrific sex clubs or something?”

I meant nothing by it, but the tension in the air shifted.

“Civilization’s going to pieces,” Tom barked, louder than necessary, as if volume might replace knowledge. “I’ve become a terrible pessimist about things. Have you read The Decline of Masculine Authority by that British fellow Hawthorne?”

“No,” I replied, caught off guard. The title alone felt like something Tom might have written himself in the dark between two humiliations to make himself feel better about his locked up cocklet.

“It’s a fine book,” he declared, his voice puffed with certainty. “Scientific. Proven. We’re losing everything, respect, control and direction. Women—” he spat the word with a strange, self-pitying reverence, “—are replacing men as heads of households. They’re undermining everything we built.”

He turned toward us, eyes desperate for agreement, for some flicker of old allegiance. “It’s time we said something. It’s time we took it back.”

I rolled my eyes.

Daisy’s fingers tapped slowly against the stem of her glass.

“Oh, darling,” she said, the softness in her tone far more dangerous than a shout. “You poor, sweet relic.”

Tom blinked.

“You think we haven’t always been in charge?” she continued, voice silk-wrapped steel. “You think we didn’t train you to hold doors and pay bills and fetch rings like good little pets?”

She stood. So did Jordan.

“Women are the dominant race,” Jordan said simply, stretching her arms overhead with lazy grace. “And we do it in heels.”

Tom began to rise from his chair, but Daisy was already behind him, slipping something from her clutch with the calm of someone lighting a cigarette.

“Sit,” she said.

He hesitated, then obeyed.

Jordan circled the table like a cat. “We’ll just help you to remember your proper place.”

Daisy slid a leather collar around Tom’s neck and fastened it with a practiced flick. He flinched, and the little brass D-ring at the front of the collar trembled.

Then she clipped a leash to it.

“Oh my God,” Jordan laughed. “Is that the same leash you use for his cage key?”

“Of course,” Daisy replied. “Multi-use. Economical.”

Tom opened his mouth, but the words failed. He made a small choking sound—more from shame than restraint—as Daisy tugged the leash once and pushed his shoulder down.

"On all fours."

He obeyed. Slowly. Like a man trying not to cry in front of strangers.

Jordan leaned against the table, legs crossed, watching him settle onto the floor like furniture.

“I always knew you were more rug than man,” she said, not unkindly. “Aren’t you happier like this? You signed the paperwork and took my name.”

He nodded. “Yes my dear, I love being your bitch.”

Jordan leaned across the table and whispered in my ear, her fingers lingering on my thigh. “He has a safeword he can use at any moment. He whimpers and moans but he never uses it. He loves being at her feet.”

I watched as Daisy continued to demean her husband, frozen. My drink untouched. My pulse loud.

And Daisy? She smiled—gently, almost sweetly—as if the sun had returned to its rightful place in the sky, no longer obscured by foolish clouds trying to matter.

“Now, Nick” she said, turning to me with that conspiratorial gleam. She leaned in close enough for me to smell her skin, soft and scented with powder and leather polish. “I’ll tell you a family secret,” she whispered. “It’s about the maid’s nose. Do you want to hear it?”

“That’s the only reason I came,” I murmured, trying to sound amused—trying not to sound like the man who had just watched a husband leashed and punished in front of his guests.

“Well,” Daisy said, her fingers tapping the rim of her glass. “She wasn’t always a maid. She used to balance heavy objects in this performing arts troupe.”

“She has the most adorable nose,” Jordan cut in, lazily toying with the stem of her wine glass. “It twitches like a bunny’s.”

“Yes,” Daisy continued dreamily. “So delicate. But all those tricks started to change its shape. The pressure, you see. However, she became very in control of that pretty little button nose, very precise,” Daisy said as she trailed her finger along her own cheekbone, and then between her thighs, biting her lip as it went over her slit. “Now it’s perfectly curved—just the right shape to nudge my clit at the exact angle when she’s kneeling between my legs.”

My mouth went dry.

“She’s a phenomenal cunt licker,” Jordan added helpfully, her voice dry as gin. “A maestro at eating pussy, had me gushing in minutes!”

Just then, a soft bell chimed from somewhere unseen. The sound was delicate, like the opening note of a song you weren’t sure you were allowed to hear. Moments later, the maid stepped silently into the room.

Petal was beautiful in a way that felt curated—like Daisy had chosen her not just for skill but for presentation. Her black satin uniform hugged her hips and flared at her supple soft thighs, the hem scandalously short. Her stockings shimmered against the candlelight, held up by wide garters that framed the tops of her thighs. Her round heaving breasts pressed perfectly against the lace-edged bodice, the top buttons undone, exposing the curve of cleavage. Her delicate neck was kissed by a choker ribboned in the same deep pink as Daisy’s lipstick.

Petal walked with small, measured steps, eyes down, hands clasped behind her back—until Daisy gave a soft command.

“Petal. Sit on my pathetic husband, you deserve a break.”

Without hesitation, the maid approached Tom—still on all fours, panting softly, his face burning with shame and something deeper. She climbed atop his back delicately, like one might lower onto a cushioned stool, settling herself with a practiced, graceful weight.

Tom whimpered beneath her. Utterly humiliated and defeated.

Jordan laughed softly and gave a little clap. “Perfect posture, Tom. I knew you’d be good for something.”

Then Daisy turned back to me. The air had changed, heavy now with roses and sweat and command.

“I love seeing you at my table, Nick,” she said, her voice now soft and glowing, all warmth and wickedness. “You remind me of a rose. An absolute rose.”

She turned to Jordan with a little nod. “Doesn’t he?”

Jordan didn’t speak, but the curve of her lip said everything. Her eyes traveled lazily over me, from my throat to my lap, then back again. A man on display. A toy not yet claimed.

“A rose,” Daisy repeated. “Because you work in any arrangement. In a vase, on a leash, in a cage. You’re versatile, Nick. A little sissy, a devoted cuck, a needy slave—you’d blossom wherever we planted you.”

The words landed like perfume and thunder, sweet and devastating.

It wasn’t true, of course. I wasn’t a rose. I wasn’t even beautiful. But the way she said it made me want to be. For her. For both of them. A warmth bloomed inside me, deep and low, as if I’d been praised and ruined at once.

Then Daisy tossed her napkin to the table like a queen excusing herself from the company of mortals, and stood. She drifted into the house—calm, gleaming, unstoppable—and it took every ounce of will not to crawl after her.

Miss Baker and I exchanged a short glance, consciously devoid of meaning—though in truth, hers lingered a half-second longer than mine, as if weighing something beneath the surface of the silence. I was about to speak when she sat up alertly and said, “Sh!” in a warning voice.


Chapter 4: The other woman

From somewhere within the house came a low, impassioned murmur—subdued but urgent, the voice of a woman who had not yet been told to lower her tone. Miss Baker leaned forward without shame, turning her ear toward the hallway. The sound mounted, trembled at the edge of coherence, fell, rose again—until it ceased with the suddenness of a hand placed firmly over a mouth.

“This Mistress Gatsby you spoke of is my neighbour—” I began.

“Don’t talk,” Jordan said, eyes still fixed on the doorway. “I want to hear what happens.”

“Is something happening?” I asked, feigning innocence.

“You mean to say you don’t know?” she said, genuinely surprised. “I thought everybody knew.”

“I don’t.”

“Why,” she said slowly, “Tom’s got some woman in New York.”

“Got some woman?” I repeated blankly.

She nodded.

“She’s a proper little bimbo who sucks his cock and tells him what a powerful man he is. I’ve seen her and she has jugs that could feed a country. Though for all that she might have the decency not to call him during dinner,” Jordan said, her voice cool, but her smirk unmistakable. “Though maybe she enjoys hearing Daisy’s voice when she picks up the phone. I know I would. Who doesn’t love cucking a beautiful woman?”

Almost before I’d grasped the words, there was the soft flutter of fabric and the crisp sound of leather soles on stone. Tom and Daisy returned, Tom back in clothes but still collared.

“It couldn’t be helped!” Daisy cried, her gaiety brittle and charged like a champagne cork ready to fly. She sat, eyes sharp, surveying Jordan, then me, as if checking for damage.

“I looked outside for a moment, and it’s very romantic out there. There’s a woman sunbathing topless on the lawn—I think she’s a C-cup but I never can tell. Maybe she came over from Spain or perhaps Portugal.” Her voice dropped into something silkier. “A beautiful woman sunning her tits just for us to watch, it’s erotic, isn’t it, Tom?”

“Very erotic,” he muttered tugging at his chastity cage through his trousers.

But the telephone rang again, a shrill little scream from within, and Daisy’s expression shifted instantly—her mouth tightened, and she shook her head once, decisively. And with that single gesture, the topless woman, the thread of the evening—all vanished like vapor in heat.

The candles were lit again, pointlessly. Their glow was soft and unsteady. I remember a brief, intense desire to look each person in the eye—and yet a sharper instinct to avoid them entirely. I couldn’t imagine what Daisy and Tom were thinking. I doubt even Jordan—who sat with the assured posture of someone who had seen a dozen scenes like this one—could fully put out of her mind the presence of that unseen woman at the other end of the wire.

To a certain temperament, the scene might have been titillating. My own instinct, more Midwestern, was to telephone the police.

Needless to say, the woman was not mentioned again.

Tom and Jordan drifted toward the library with several feet of soft twilight between them, like mourners keeping vigil over a body they weren’t quite sure was dead. I followed Daisy around the edge of the porch, trailing behind her through a series of open archways and vine-wrapped pillars, until we settled into a low wicker settee near the front. The porch was dim and private, lit only by the suggestion of stars. I could feel her breath more than I could see her face.

She brought her hands to her cheeks, framing her face as if testing its shape.

“You know,” she said, “we don’t know each other very well, Nick. Even if you were once the finest footboy I ever had.”

“You didn’t invite me to your wedding,” I said.

“That slutty bitch Tom was the only man there,” she explained. “Me and all my bridesmaids took turns fucking his pretty little ass until he agreed to take my name. We’re very happy.”

“Is that true?”

She sighed, and the sound was low and theatrical. “Well, I’ve had a very bad time, Nick,” she said, her voice dropping into a husky register that sounded suspiciously like seduction. “And I’m pretty cynical about everything. I’ve been spanking him more and more often, and even after I cum I feel….tense”

There was no mistaking it now—there was something deliberate in the way she leaned into the dark, her profile framed like a statue. She wanted me to listen, yes—but she also wanted to be watched. Perhaps worshiped.

I waited for more, but she stayed quiet. After a pause, I ventured the safe territory.

“And your harem of beautiful maids? They’re well?”

Daisy blinked slowly.

“They eat my pussy, they fuck Tom’s ass, they beg to cum knowing I’ll almost never allow it. They still have a lot to learn. Don’t we all, eh?”

She looked out at the lawn again, eyes fixed on something I couldn’t see. “Let me tell you what I said when I hired the latest one. Petal. That pretty little slut who used my hubby as a lawn chair with the cute nose and slick folds. Would you like to hear?”

I gulped. “Very much.”

“It’ll show you how I’ve gotten to feel about things. She was less than an hour in my service, and Tom was… elsewhere.” Her voice didn’t tremble—it hardened. “I got up out of bed, feeling completely abandoned. I asked her if she ever dreamed of being a domme herself.”

“She said that despite loving the feeling of a woman bossing her about, she was a girl who liked putting men in their place.”

“And I turned my face to the wall and I wept. Then I said, ‘All right. I’m glad. And I hope she’ll do just that—that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world. A beautiful little domme.’”

There was silence then. Not from lack of emotion, but from the force of it. I felt like I was staring at a painting of a fire—a portrait of grief, staged and yet no less real.

“You see,” she went on, more brightly, “I think everything’s terrible anyhow. Everybody thinks so—the most advanced people. And I know. I’ve been everywhere and seen everything and done everything.”

Her eyes flicked toward me, sharp and mocking.

“Sophisticated,” she declared. “God, I’m sophisticated.”

But her voice cracked at the edges, just faintly, and I caught it—the brittle strain beneath the pose. The mask slipping, if only for a heartbeat. And in that instant, I felt the whole machinery of her unravel: the cultivated aloofness, the graceful ruin, the exquisite boredom meant to suggest depth. It was a performance, yes—but one I had fallen for completely. And I hated myself for wanting her more because of it.

She turned again, slowly, and looked at me with something feral simmering behind her gaze. The smirk returned, sly and bright, and she crossed one leg over the other with studied ease.

“Well?” she asked, arching a brow. “Are you going to keep staring at me like a lost puppy, or are you going to crawl over here and put that mouth to better use?”

My breath hitched. She didn’t wait for a reply.

“On the floor. Now.”

I obeyed before I had time to think. The rug was soft under my knees, but the way she parted her robe and leaned back against the chaise—her thigh bare, her expression utterly unimpressed—was what undid me. She didn’t coax or coddle. She simply presented herself, and I understood that this was not a request.

My hands trembled as I pushed up her dress, exposing smooth skin and heat and scent that flooded me with want. She looked down, unblinking, and placed one hand lightly on my head.

“No teeth,” she warned softly. “And no pretending you don’t like this.”

I didn’t pretend. I couldn’t. The moment my lips touched her, her breath caught, her body tensed, and then softened, like something melting under the weight of pleasure. Her fingers slid through my hair, and her hips moved slowly against my mouth.

I licked, and licked, and licked, and when she let out a low, unexpected laugh, it felt like the first real thing she’d given me all night.

“God,” she whispered, sighing, “you’re actually so marvellous at making me wet.”

The words weren’t affectionate—they were surprised. Grudgingly pleased. And for a brief, suspended moment, I thought I had pleased her beyond the performance.

Her body relaxed into the cushions, her legs still parted, her gaze finally off in the middle distance, no longer performing anything for anyone.

When she came, it was quiet, almost meditative. Her thighs tensed around my head, her fingers dug slightly into my scalp, and her lips parted on a breathless, amused exhale.

A moment later, she pulled her dress back down as if nothing had happened.

“Well,” she said, finally meeting my eyes again, her voice lazy and warm. “You’re not entirely useless.”

She stood, leaving me on my knees like a servant left behind after a queen’s exit.

And I stayed there, because some part of me wanted to. Because for a brief moment, I had mattered—not as a man, but as a tongue, a tool, a use.

And she had smiled.


Chapter 5: Goodnight

Inside, the crimson room bloomed with light. Tom and Miss Baker sat at either end of the long couch, but it was clear who was in command. She read aloud to him from the Saturday Evening Post—her voice low, rhythmically unhurried, the words flowing together like silk slipping from skin. The lamplight gleamed across his polished boots and shimmered on the autumn-leaf yellow of her hair, catching on the sharp flick of the magazine as she turned a page, the subtle tension in her forearm betraying strength beneath elegance.

When we came in, she quieted us with a single lifted hand—graceful, but absolute.

“To be continued,” she said coolly, dropping the magazine to the table like a used accessory. “In our very next issue. If you behave.”

Her legs uncrossed with intent. Her knee shifted, a slow, deliberate flex that pulled the gaze before she stood, spine straight, hips loose, every motion laced with the assurance of someone used to control.

“Ten o’clock,” she observed, as though the ceiling had informed her. “Time for this good girl to rest—before tomorrow’s victory.”

“Jordan’s playing in the tournament,” Daisy explained, watching her with a mixture of affection and reverence. “Over at Westchester. She plays to win.”

“Oh—you’re the Jordan Baker.”

Of course she was. Her face had haunted me through rotogravure spreads: poised, amused, indifferent to the world that pressed itself eagerly against her. There had been stories about her—cold, commanding, always in control. I hadn’t believed them. I do now.

“Good night,” she said, the words a brush of silk. “Wake me at eight. Unless you’d rather kneel and beg.”

“If you’ll get up,” I murmured, but she only smiled, that same slow, superior curl of her lip that said she already knew I would.

“I always get what I want. Good night, Mr. Carraway. I’ll be expecting you. On your knees.”

Before I could respond, Daisy stepped forward, all honeyed mischief and porcelain command.

“Oh, I like the idea of these two on their knees,” Daisy said, trailing a manicured fingertip down Jordan’s bare arm. “In fact, I think I’ll arrange a little nighttime ceremony before you depart to welcome Nick to our little club.”

Daisy sat back on the fainting couch, long smooth legs crossed, one heel dangling on a soft pedicured foot. “Come over here, both of you.”

Tom scowled. “What is this—”

But Jordan interrupted with a single glance. “You know your safewords, either use it or do as she says.”

Something about the way she said it—casual, yet final—made Tom obey without another word. We both crossed the room, heads bowed, and knelt before them. Their shoes were off already. Bare feet waited. Jordan’s were long and elegant, a soft arch rising to dusky-pink toes. Daisy’s were smaller, daintier, but no less imperious in their presentation.

“Kiss,” Daisy commanded, and I obeyed first, pressing my lips to her instep, heart thudding in shame and thrill. Her skin was warm and impossibly smooth, with just the faintest trace of perfume—something floral, expensive, and devastating. She flexed her toes slightly as I kissed again, this time slower, letting my lips linger. Her foot pressed against my cheek like a soft accusation.

She exhaled, low and amused, watching me as if I were a curious pet performing tricks. “Good boy,” she murmured. The words hit harder than they should have.

Next to me, Tom hesitated. He was stiff, resentful. His jaw clenched, and for a moment I thought he might refuse. But then Jordan raised one eyebrow—nothing more—and that was enough. He bent, almost jerking, and kissed the top of her foot without grace. Jordan intercepted him mid-motion, catching his chin with her toes, lifting his face like he was nothing but a disobedient mutt.

“Corner,” she said sharply. “Hands behind your back and face the wall. That’s all you’re good for tonight. Little chastity bitch”

He stared at her, dumb with humiliation. She didn’t blink. He obeyed, sulking toward the corner, his broad back rigid with shame, cage dripping.

Jordan turned back to Daisy, who smiled down at me, a vision in pale silk and gold jewelry, her lipstick just slightly smudged from a glass of her mocktail. She leaned forward, the low line of her dress slipping to reveal the top curve of one perfect breast. Her fingers curled under my chin.

“Strip him,” she purred to Jordan, velvet-sweet. “Let’s see what he’s hiding.”

My shirt slid off. Then my belt. Then my pants, my underwear. Their hands moved deliberately, savoring my exposure. I should have felt embarrassed. But the heat in my chest had already swallowed my shame. I was being undressed by goddesses.

Daisy’s manicured hand wrapped delicately around my cock, like she was holding something expensive and breakable. Jordan leaned in, her breath warm in my ear.

“He’s not as little as I thought he’d be,” Jordan mused with a wry smirk. “I’d still love to lock him up though. Boys are so much more obedient with locked little clitties.”

“You’ll thank us for this later,” Daisy whispered, and her fingers traced the underside of my shaft with a touch so light it made me shiver.

They took turns teasing me, slowly circling, touching, stroking. Daisy’s lips brushed my neck. Jordan’s nails raked gently down my inner thigh. Their whispered mockery wasn’t cruel in the usual sense—it was playful, knowing, powerful. Every word made me ache for more.

“You moan like a girl,” Jordan said with a grin, squeezing me just enough to make me gasp.

“Don’t get excited,” Daisy added. “We’re not going to let you enjoy this.”

Every time I got close, their soft hands abruptly stopped. Their wet generous mouths moved away. Every ounce of friction dissolved just when I needed it most. I began to tremble. I begged.

“Please,” I moaned. “Please let me cum.”

They only laughed.

Daisy tilted my head back and stared into my eyes. “You don’t get to cum like a man. Not here. Not with us.”

Jordan nodded, gripping me with sudden force. “But you do get to leak. Like a good little toy.”

“How about a ruin?” Daisy giggled. “Would you love that Nicky?”

I would take anything they gave me by now. “Please Daisy, please ruin my orgasm.”

“Anything for an old pal,” Daisy giggled again.

The orgasm came like a betrayal—half-felt, ruined, dripping weakly onto Daisy’s stockings. My thighs shook. I whimpered. The pleasure was blunted and stolen before it could blossom.

Both Goddesses watched me break, each of them calmly and cruelly pleased.

From the corner, Tom said nothing.

He had learned to stay quiet.

And I—ruined and aching, aching for more—had never felt more owned.

I was beginning to enjoy New York.


Chapter 6: The Next Morning

The next morning was sharp and clear, bright sun cascading through silk curtains that parted like whispers around Jordan’s bed. I awoke first, aching still from last night's sweet, exquisite torment. My body felt heavy yet deliciously aware, my thoughts haunted by the mocking laughter of Daisy and Jordan. I turned slightly, and Jordan was awake, propped on one elbow, eyes already holding mine with amused indifference.

"Sleep well, pet?" she asked, her voice honeyed sarcasm.

I swallowed, nodding meekly. "Yes, Miss Baker."

“It’s not yet the hour I asked you to wake me up, Doll.” Her smile was slow and satisfied. "You’re lucky I’m an early riser. But there's much more you need to understand."

She slid from the sheets, skin flawless, sunlit gold catching the angles of her slender athletic figure. With casual ease, she opened her closet, dressing slowly in a silken robe that brushed her thighs, teasing at the edges of exposure. Then she beckoned me with one finger, imperiously.

"On your knees. Crawl to me."

I obeyed instantly, shivering as the carpet scraped softly under my knees, the morning chill heightening my sensitivity. When I reached her feet, I bowed my head instinctively, breath quickening as her delicate hand threaded through my hair, tugging lightly upward, forcing me to meet her gaze.

"Last night was merely the beginning," Jordan murmured. "Now we establish your new role clearly. Whenever you are at this residence, you belong to Daisy and me. Completely. What you do elsewhere is your own business but in this rule I must be firm. Do you agree?"

"Yes," I breathed, heart thumping.

She guided me firmly downward until my lips grazed the tops of her bare feet. I kissed her toes reverently, tasting the faintest hint of her floral soap. Each kiss deepened my surrender, my heart thrilling to every humbling caress of my mouth against her soft skin.

"Enough," Jordan finally commanded. "Get dressed. Daisy is expecting us."

I obeyed, dressing quickly in clothes Jordan chose, simple, understated—appropriate for a submissive. Together we descended the stairs, Jordan's hand resting possessively on the small of my back.

Daisy was already waiting in the sunny drawing room, lounging elegantly across a chaise, her pale dress pooling around her like liquid cream. Tom stood naked by the window, eyes downcast and cage dripping on the carpet. Between his sculpted ass cheeks I could see a sparkly pink princess buttplug, I could only imagine his humiliation and was glad I was in these women’s good graces.

Daisy’s eyes brightened upon seeing us.

"Good morning, Nick," Daisy purred. "I trust Jordan has been teaching you properly."

"Yes, Daisy," I replied softly.

Her smile widened knowingly. "Come closer. Let me see if her instruction has taken hold."

I stepped nearer. Daisy uncrossed her ankles, slowly raising one delicate foot.

"Kneel," she commanded gently. "Worship properly, dear."

I sank obediently, feeling Tom’s eyes flicker toward me briefly before returning, humiliated, to the floor. I kissed her toes softly, passionately, careful to lavish equal attention to each perfect toe. Daisy exhaled deeply, pleased, fingers trailing lazily through my hair.

"See, Tom?" she said lightly. "This is how obedience looks."

Tom stiffened, but said nothing. Daisy’s laugh was musical and cutting.

"Jordan, perhaps you can continue teaching Tom some other day, I'm sure you’ll find some use for him."

Jordan nodded smoothly, approaching Tom with a predatory elegance. "Corner," she whispered coldly. "Hands behind your head, face the wall while your wife takes this stranger upstairs."

He moved, cowed into silence, compliance grudging but immediate.

Daisy rose gracefully, her fingers catching under my chin, lifting my gaze to hers. Her eyes sparkled with wicked intent. "Upstairs, Nick,, now."

My heart pounded wildly as we ascended together. Once inside her bedroom, Daisy slowly closed the door and pressed me firmly against it, her body melting into mine, soft curves meeting the desperate rigidity of my form. Her lips brushed my jaw, trailing kisses along my neck.

"Tell me," she murmured teasingly, "do you ache for me even now? Do you yearn to be teased again, to be brought to the edge, to be utterly controlled?"

"Yes," I whispered fervently, trembling under her touch.

"Good boy," Daisy purred, pressing her hips against mine so I could feel the heat of her body.

She guided me to her bed, undressing me methodically, each removed garment a deeper surrender, until I was fully exposed beneath her gaze. Daisy’s eyes glinted with mischievous pleasure as she slowly untied her robe, allowing it to fall softly, revealing her body, luminous and perfect.

She settled beside me, hands tracing delicate patterns across my chest, down my stomach, teasingly circling, never quite touching where I needed her most. She leaned close, lips brushing my ear.

“Beg me,” she whispered, her breath brushing against my lips, her voice silk-laced cruelty. One hand trailed down my stomach, nails grazing the sensitive skin just enough to make me shudder. “Beg me to ruin you again.”

“Please, Daisy,” I moaned, barely able to breathe. My voice had lost its shape, reduced to longing. “Use me. Ruin me. Anything. Just… please.”

She laughed softly, delighted, her lashes lowering as if savoring the shape of my desperation. “Such need. Such sweet, helpless ache.”

Her fingers found me, wrapping around my cock with maddening delicacy. She didn’t stroke—yet. She simply held it, warm and sure, her palm soft, her grip featherlight but full of promise. My hips jerked instinctively, craving friction, but she pulled back, tutting.

“No,” she murmured. “You don’t get to guide this. You get to feel it.”

Her hand moved again, painfully slow, stroking upward with the barest pressure—then pausing just beneath the head, thumb circling in an agonizing tease. I whimpered, eyes fluttering shut as pleasure pulsed just out of reach.

“You’re already shaking,” she said, amused. “And I’ve barely touched you.”

Then came the rhythm—slow, controlled, masterfully cruel. Her grip firmed, just enough to slide with an erotic friction that sent sparks through my thighs. The pad of her thumb toyed with my slit, smearing precum down my shaft as her fingers curled beneath, rolling me gently, maddeningly.

She kissed me then, slow and deep, her tongue commanding mine, drinking the sounds of my moans as her hand kept working me with sinful patience.

“Almost there,” she whispered against my lips, stroking me to the very brink—then letting go entirely.

I cried out, hips bucking uselessly into the air, breath catching, skin flushed with raw need.

“Not yet,” she said calmly, pressing her palm to my chest to still me. “You’re going to stay on the edge. Until I say otherwise.”

She started again, slower this time, crueler. Her hand alternated between soft pumps and tight flicks, her fingers tracing every vein like a map of her control. Every time I felt myself climbing, she shifted—lessened the pressure, broke the rhythm, denying me with surgical precision.

Tears stung my eyes. I couldn’t stop trembling. My body was lit up, burning with the need to cum, to finish—but Daisy wouldn’t let me. She kept me right there, just beneath the wave, again and again.

“Poor Nick,” she crooned, her voice warm and mocking. “Look at you. You’re so easy to break. So easy to make mine.”

Her strokes became crueler now, faster, building heat with deliberate momentum. My toes curled, hips lifting off the bed. I couldn’t stop the begging that spilled from me. I didn’t care how pathetic I sounded.

“Please, Daisy. Please. I can’t—I need—”

“I know,” she whispered.

And then, without warning, her grip tightened and she stroked me mercilessly, fast and wet, dragging my orgasm from me with brutal efficiency. It hit hard, but not mercilessly. There was no satisfaction, just an explosive, half-snatched ruin. My cock twitched, spilling weakly across her fingers in short, miserable pulses, as my body jerked and sobbed beneath her.

“Good boy,” she breathed, watching the mess soak into my stomach. “Such a beautiful ruined little slut.”

She didn’t rush. She gently cupped my cheek with her clean hand, gazing at me like one might admire a painting they’d lovingly defaced. Her fingers still sticky with my failure, she smiled.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Exactly how I like you.”

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t speak. My body ached from the effort of feeling too much and being allowed too little. She redressed slowly, lazily, the silk of her robe rustling as she tied it closed. Then she walked to the door, paused, and looked back.

“Clean yourself up,” she said gently. “You’ll want to be presentable. There’s still so much more I plan to take from you.”


Chapter 7: Gatsby's Mansion

There was music from my neighbor’s house through the summer nights, but I never expected to be summoned—personally, and formally. A white envelope arrived by courier one morning, the paper thick and perfumed, the lettering precise.

Mr. Carraway, You are cordially invited to attend Misstress Gatsby’s gathering this Saturday at seven. Consent forms and obedience are required. Formal acknowledgment enclosed.

—G.

Beneath the note was a sexual consent contract, not unlike a legal document. It was as much a dare as it was an invitation. My fingers trembled slightly as I signed it. Whether it was curiosity or something deeper, I can’t say. But I mailed it back within the hour.

By dusk on Saturday, Gatsby’s mansion glowed like a palace from some dark fairy tale. The path was lined with lanterns, each one bearing the delicate silhouette of a woman with a riding crop or a collar. A hundred different carriages and silent black cars deposited guests in all assortments of fetishwear—lace and leather and latex in brilliant hues. The guests were mostly women, dominant in every gesture, some trailed by leashed submissives, others alone, radiating sovereign sensuality. A few men, like rare ornaments, lingered at their mistresses’ heels.

The grounds were alive with music and kink displays, delicate screaming, and laughter. Rope artists bound trembling girls under moonlit pergolas. A woman in crimson held a cane like a conductor’s baton as her submissive counted each stroke aloud. A living sculpture—a chained figure covered in shimmering paint—stood motionless in the garden, her breasts painted in gold and a vibrator buzzing against her clit as she struggled to remain still.

Inside, the air was thick with perfume and tension. Dominant women danced, kissed, spanked, and paraded their subs about like prized possessions. I passed by a pair of elegant mistresses licking one another’s tongues, a collared girl kneeling between them, forgotten and aching as she humped their heels. I didn’t know anyone—but I was no longer self-conscious.

I found Jordan Baker near the buffet. She was a vision of impossible beauty. Tall and lithe, with a feline grace that radiated from every subtle motion. Her body moved like it had been trained to lead desire rather than chase it. The sheer black mesh clung to her like sin, outlining the soft rise of her breasts and the firm slope of her hips with nothing underneath to soften the view. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, dark and proud, stiff from the attention of the night air. A fine silver chain circled low around her hips, delicate and decadent, drawing the eye to the gentle swell of her lower belly and the perfect sweep of her ass as she turned. Her long legs were wrapped in polished leather boots, and every step she took made her seem taller, more untouchable. Her hair was twisted into a severe knot that left her neck bare and vulnerable in a way that only added to the sense of danger she carried. Her lips, the color of overripe cherries, curled just slightly at the corners, as if the whole party had been arranged for her amusement and she hadn’t yet decided if it was worth her time.

"So you came," she said, not smiling. "Signed your little soul away, hmm?"

I laughed softly. “You didn’t warn me.”

"Would you have come if I had?"

We walked the halls together, watching as one mistress fed grapes to her trembling submissive. Another sat atop a throne, having her boots licked to a mirrored shine. In one room, women in masks giggled as a boy was suspended by his feet and his cock teased with feathers until he was dripping into his own mouth.

Everyone spoke of Gatsby. She was the whispered myth of every domme in the city. Some said she had been a German dominatrix Others whispered she was an exiled Russian princess. One insisted she had trained under a forgotten Parisian madame who taught only five girls in her lifetime.

And no one had ever seen her collar a man. But every man dreamed of being collared by her.

Near the eastern wing of the house, I stepped onto a balcony to catch my breath. The warm summer air clung to my skin. Behind me, I heard the faint click of heels.

"You look lost," came a voice, low and velvet.


Chapter 8: The Goddess Gatsby

Gatsby stood in silhouette, the light behind her framing her like a vision stolen from dreams. At first, I couldn’t see her clearly, only the graceful outline of a woman who seemed both delicate and powerful, her form draped softly in the luminous embrace of satin. She moved slowly into the circle of moonlight, stepping as if she commanded each shadow and beam. My breath caught quietly in my throat as my eyes adjusted, revealing her bit by bit, a tantalizing revelation of exquisite beauty.

Her figure was tall and slender, with curves sculpted by something divine. The white satin robe she wore clung to her body like spilled moonlight, outlining the perfection of her form with each graceful step she took toward me. Her shoulders were elegant, sloping softly into long, slender arms. The robe was tied loosely around her waist, emphasizing the delicate taper of her silhouette, the soft swell of her full perky breasts beneath the whisper-thin fabric that whispered at the pale pink hue of her round bitable nipples.

Her skin seemed touched by starlight itself, smooth and luminous, the satin slipping over her like a second skin. She radiated an aura of authority softened by sensuality, a poised stillness that felt both calming and thrilling. Her neck was slender and elegant, framed perfectly by hair cascading down in waves of deepest starlight blonde. Her face slowly emerged from the shadows, each detail more captivating than the last: the sharp yet feminine cheekbones, the lush fullness of her lips, the eyes large and dark, bright with mischief and intelligence.

I said something, perhaps a greeting or an apology for intruding—I don’t recall exactly what—but the sound of my voice seemed distant, drowned by the intensity of her gaze. She smiled then, softly, knowingly, and closed the remaining space between us with effortless confidence.

Her delicate manicured fingers touched my jaw lightly, guiding my face upwards as her full glossy lips met mine without hesitation or uncertainty. Her mouth was warm and impossibly soft, tasting faintly sweet, intoxicating. Her kiss was gentle at first, patient, yet within moments it deepened into something assertive, possessive. Her hand slipped behind my neck, pulling me gently but irresistibly closer, deepening the connection until I surrendered to her completely. And her tongue explored my own.

When she finally pulled back, I was breathless, my heart pounding wildly in my chest. Her gaze held mine with calm amusement, lips slightly parted, glistening and inviting.

“You’re Nick,” she murmured, her voice like silk over bare skin, rich with amusement and certainty.

“Yes,” I managed to respond, my throat dry with awe and desire. “And you’re—?”

She brushed her thumb slowly across my lower lip, her eyes dancing with quiet satisfaction.

“Mistress Gatsby,” she replied softly, as though sharing a secret. “But you may call me Ma’am. Or Miss, if you’re shy.”

The realization hit me slowly, unfolding gently rather than with abrupt clarity. Gatsby—the whispered legend, the myth woven through every hushed conversation. Gatsby—the woman who commanded these lavish rituals of desire and submission. I took her in anew, noting how impossibly young she appeared, perhaps twenty-eight, yet she carried herself with the presence of someone ageless, timeless. Her beauty was both classic and unsettlingly unique, her confidence a force of nature wrapped in silk and allure.

“I’ve heard things about you, Mistress,” I murmured quietly, my voice betraying my fascination.

“You’ve heard myths,” she corrected gently, her voice warm but firm. “But now you’ll learn the truth.”

Her fingers traced a slow, deliberate path down my chest, nails drifting down the hard flesh of my stomach. With a subtle, practiced movement, she loosened her robe further, the satin slipping just enough to tease the curves beneath without fully surrendering them to view.

She leaned forward, her lips close to my ear, her voice a whisper that sent shivers racing down my spine. “Kneel for me, doll face. Show me you know who I am.”

Without hesitation, I lowered myself slowly, my heart pounding in my chest as the reality of my submission washed over me. Her robe parted gently, revealing smooth thighs and the tantalizing curve of her hips, the promise of pleasure and domination radiating from her like heat. Gatsby looked down at me, her eyes glowing softly, a playful dominance dancing within them.

“I suppose you’ve heard a thing or two about me,” she began, her tone deliberately casual, as if reciting a practiced script. “A legendary dominatrix, famous across continents, sought after by princes and billionaires alike.” Her fingertips brushed my cheek, tracing a line down to my lips. “They’re mostly true, of course.”

Yet something in her voice—a slight stiffness, perhaps—betrayed the rehearsed perfection of her stories. My curiosity flared, sensing something deeper hidden beneath the polished surface of her words. Her eyes caught mine, recognizing my skepticism.

“Ah,” she whispered softly, amused and intrigued. “You doubt me? Let me show you exactly how real I can be.”

She took my hand firmly, guiding me from the balcony to the secluded shadows of the garden, the moonlight filtering through the thick leaves casting ethereal patterns over our bodies. Once hidden from prying eyes, she positioned me carefully against a marble statue, the cool stone contrasting sharply with the heat coursing through my veins.

Slowly, she untied the delicate belt of her robe, allowing the satin to fall silently to the ground, revealing her body in all its breathtaking perfection. Her beauty was flawless—firm curves, delicate lines, smooth skin that seemed to shimmer beneath the pale glow of the moon. A tight shaved pussy glistening with arousal. Her pale-pink nipples standing hard and full.

I stood frozen, breathless at the sight.

“Face the statue, slut” she commanded gently, her voice firm but seductive.

I obeyed immediately, heart racing as she pressed herself softly against my back, her breath hot against my neck. Her fingers trailed teasing paths down my spine, igniting sparks of pleasure wherever they touched.

“Do you trust me, Nick?” she asked softly, her words intimate and compelling.

“Yes,” I breathed, utterly surrendered. “Though I just met you. Yes.”

She produced a slender, suction cup pink dildo and a harness from a hiding place beside the statue. My mouth gaped as I watched her fastening it smoothly around her hips. Her movements were practiced, graceful and precise. The anticipation made me shiver with excitement and fear as I saw the strap-on jiggle in the low light, a cock destined for my hole. With delicate authority, she bent me slightly forward, whispering soft instructions as she prepared me patiently, expertly, until I was trembling with need.

She entered me with slow, deliberate care, each thrust exquisitely measured to bring pleasure without granting relief. Her hips moved fluidly, perfectly controlled, maintaining an unyielding rhythm that sent waves of bliss coursing through my body. My own arousal became unbearable, my hands twitching helplessly, desperate to reach for release, but she held them firmly at my sides, refusing to allow me even the smallest mercy.

“You don’t touch your silly little cock,” Goddess Gatsby whispered, her breath hot against my ear. Each word was punctuated by the firm, measured rhythm of her strap-on plunging deep into me, her hips pressing against the swell of my ass with precision. “Your pleasure belongs to me.”

I moaned—helpless, straining, lost. My cock throbbed in the air, untouched and twitching, denied its natural path. All sensation had been rerouted inward, focused entirely on the growing swell of unbearable pressure inside me. Gatsby’s angle was perfect, devastating. Her shaft curved with intent, each thrust milking my prostate like she had studied my body before ever touching it. I could feel it pulsing—my prostate, that strange secret core—swollen and electrified, building toward something massive, primal, and utterly beyond my control.

My thighs trembled. My breathing quickened into gasps.

She gripped my shoulders, holding me still, denying me even the instinct to thrust or grind. “Good toy,” she cooed. “Such a sensitive little hole. You’re going to make a mess, aren’t you? Without even touching your cock. That’s it. Come like the obedient little anal slut you are.”

With a choked cry, I broke.

My body jerked as the orgasm tore through me, not sharp like usual, but deep—rolling, internal, overwhelming. My cock spasmed in the air, untouched and leaking, pulsing against nothing, ropes of cum dripping uselessly onto the garden stone. I felt hollowed out, dismantled from the inside, shaken loose from the rhythm of my own control. My muscles contracted again and again around her cock as I sobbed into the night, every wave of pleasure humiliating and perfect.

She withdrew her cock from my ass slowly, tenderly, allowing my body to twitch and shudder in the aftermath. I couldn’t speak. I could barely kneel. I was wrecked.

Gatsby turned me around and pulled me into her arms. Her kiss was soft, open-mouthed, deep—less claiming than confirming. She had done this to me. She owned this moment, and my ruined mess, and my aching silence.

Without a word, she knelt beside me and scooped the cum from my thighs and legs with two fingers. She brought it to my lips with a calm smile, as if feeding me the elixir of life.

“Open,” she said gently.

I obeyed.

The taste was bitter and warm, and the way she looked at me as I swallowed—eyes gleaming with affection and control—made my spent cock twitch helplessly again.

“That’s better,” she whispered. “Now we’re clear about what you are.”

Before I could reply, she reached into the folds of her robe and retrieved something small and gleaming—a steel chastity cage, sleek and polished. She held it up between us like a ring in a proposal.

“No more of this pathetic leaking,” she said. “This cock is mine now. Agreed?”

I nodded.

She fastened the device over my limp shaft with terrifying grace. The ring hugged tight behind my balls; the tube slid forward over the still-dripping head, locking my manhood away. I gasped as the click of the padlock echoed faintly through the garden.

“There,” she said with satisfaction. “Now you’re nice and controlled-don’t worry I’ll be sharing your key around with the other women at this party. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you, Doll Face?”

Once again, pathetically and utterly aroused, I nodded.

She traced one manicured finger along the edge of the cage, as if admiring her handiwork. “You’ll stay like this until a gorgeous goddes decides otherwise. You’re an owned bitch now, Doll-face. Owned by half of New York.”

My cock swelled slightly in protest but had nowhere to go. The cage held firm. The ache bloomed again, sharper this time. My orgasm had left me empty—but the cage promised a new, perpetual hunger.

Gatsby kissed my forehead and rose to her feet, her silhouette glowing in the moonlight.

“You understand now,” she said softly. “I’ll see you again soon. I hope.”

The Gatsby turned away, hips swaying, and disappeared through the garden’s arch of roses—leaving me kneeling in the soft grass, trembling, caged, and devoted.


Chapter 9: Jordan has my key

Later that evening, Jordan found me lingering quietly by the balcony, eyes glittering mischievously as she leaned close. I couldn’t help but notice a new key around her neck.

“Gatsby told me something extraordinary tonight,” she whispered, her lips curving into an enigmatic smile. “But I’m not allowed to reveal it. Yet.”

Jordan accompanied me home without invitation, her control absolute, especially now that she was in possession to the keys to my cock cage. She guided me willingly to my own bedroom, reclining comfortably as she instructed me to please her with my mouth. I obeyed eagerly, devoting myself to her pleasure until her breath deepened, her body shuddering softly with release while I remained frustrated and locked away. She sighed contentedly, sinking back into the pillows, allowing sleep to claim her quickly. 

While I dripped pathetically on the sheets.

As summer deepened, I reflected often on the nights spent in quiet submission, recalling a brief but passionate affair with Lucille, who delighted in dressing me in delicate skirts before taking her pleasure from me gently yet ruthlessly. My maid Aada had no key to my cock and had taken to sucking my cock through the cage each morning and milking me with her fingers each friday, doing nothing to lessen my frustration. Also, despite Jordan’s habitual dishonesty, my attraction to her deepened steadily, her frequent visits often ending with me kneeling devotedly at her feet, worshipping them reverently as she whispered amused praises.

An elegant card soon arrived in the mail, another invitation from Gatsby. Another spectacular gathering promised exactly one month away.

“I need your assistance with something doll face. Help me, and I’ll let that little clit see daylight once again. I might even let you fuck me.”

-G

I put down the letter with trembling hands.

Gatsby’s next party could not come soon enough.

To be continued…………


Are you enjoying Goddess Gatsby? 

Then you’ll love: Pride and Predjudice and Punishment! Here’s a Teaser.

Chapter One: The Bennet Femdom Legacy

It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single woman in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a good boy toy.

This truth was held so deeply — so ferociously — within the minds of the Bennet Sorority girls that any decent-looking young man entering the neighbourhood was instantly considered their rightful property.

Mistress Bennet lounged by the hearth, a crystal glass of brandy in one hand and her favorite pussy-licker between her thighs. Lady, a final year medical student with the lips of an angel, was naked and kneeling on the carpet, and she sucked on her Mistress’s clit with the single-minded fervor of a girl trained for nothing else. Which, for the past four years, had been exactly the case.

“Good girl,” Mistress Bennet purred, moaning as pleasure bloomed in her core. Her fingers tangled in Lady’s pigtails, then yanked them hard, tilting her head back until her tongue flattened just right against her slit.

“My god, I’m going to miss this place,” she murmured, hips grinding, body thrumming with power and satisfaction.

Lady gave a muffled moan but never stopped licking. It had taken strict training — paddles, pleasure denial, hours of edging and re-education — to break the girl in. Mistress Bennet’s stomach twisted with pride as the beginnings of an orgasm curled hot through her.

In the mirror screwed into the ceiling, she watched her reflection writhe with lust.

A black lace bralette hugged her perky breasts, the sheer fabric teasing the dark circles of her nipples beneath. Her skin — sun-kissed gold and smooth as silk — gleamed with a sheen of sweat from exertion and arousal. Her stomach was taut and toned from years of dance, a subtle ridge of muscle disappearing beneath the bralette’s scalloped hem.

Her long dancer’s legs sprawled wide across the plush chair, toes pointed like she was still on stage, one foot resting elegantly on the ottoman, the other dug into the thick carpet. Every line of her body was poetry written in muscle and mischief.

Her black hair, which was thick, glossy, and wild,  fell over her shoulders like a raven’s wing, strands sticking lightly to her flushed collarbone. Her lips were slick crimson, just parted with a soft moan, and her matching nails curled into Lady’s scalp, pulling her down firmly into her sex.

The Milan Ballet was calling next September. But before she left at summer’s end, she needed to secure the future of her sorority — her legacy. The house she had built was a sanctuary for the sexiest, kindest, most deliciously deviant girls on campus. She could not abandon it to mediocrity.

Lady’s tongue traced slow circles, keeping her edge sharp. Mistress Bennet grinned.

“I know what I must do,” she said aloud, voice thick with both lust and purpose. “A challenge. Each of my girls must claim a partner — boy, girl, sissy, or stallion — and utterly dominate them by the end of summer. She who breaks theirs best, and breaks the best, becomes the next Mistress Bennett.”

She took another slow sip of brandy. “Let’s see who really deserves my throne.”

“Missy,” she snapped, turning toward the corner of the room.

Her favorite sissy rose obediently, tottering forward on white patent heels that matched delightfully with her lacy pink panties and the checkered schoolgirl skirt that barely hid them. Once, long ago, Missy had been a world-renowned NASCAR driver. Now she was just another locked-up, soft-willed, panty-sniffing chastity whore. And she had never been happier.

“Yes, Mistress,” Missy squeaked, falsetto light and sugary. She curtsied with perfect form, cock caged tight beneath her ruffles.

“Swap with Lady,” Mistress Bennet commanded. “I want to watch Slave-Number-Seven fuck her ass while I cum again.”

The obedience came easily to her harem by now.


Books By This Author

Looking for another spicy read? Jump into the world of Lexie Locke, filled with Chastity, Feminization, and Friendship!

I moaned through the panties stuffed in my mouth, aching for relief.
 Blindfolded, wrists bound to my ankles with my ass in the air, I wasn’t sure how things had changed so fast. Less than twelve hours ago, I had been so sure she was the most innocent girl on the planet. Now, after being teased, used, and humiliated beyond reason, there was only one thing I was sure of anymore:
 I would do anything she commanded.
 Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)


Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.




From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.
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