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The Invitation


Mistress Foundation – Story One

Liam’s mornings always started in silence. The espresso machine hummed, the news whispered from his phone screen, and his inbox was already full. His apartment—a sleek cube of glass, chrome, and cold white walls—offered no comfort, only precision.

Thirty-seven. VP of acquisitions. No partner. No friends, really. Just a rotating string of one-night stands that always left him feeling more hollow than horny. He didn’t date. He didn’t connect. He came home to porn, scrolled for hours through captions he’d never admit to liking—“Good little sissy,” “Chastity is freedom,” “You’re nothing without Mistress.”

He hated how much they turned him on.

At night, he sometimes tucked his cock between his thighs, imagining what it would be like if someone—anyone—forced him to give up control. To be pretty. To serve. To obey. But when the orgasm passed, so did the fantasy. Shame crept in like a fog, and he’d close the tabs, delete the browser history, and remind himself he was a grown man with an expense account and a five-year plan.

That morning, the envelope was waiting on the marble kitchen island.

Thick. Cream-colored. No postage. Just his name, LIAM, written in elegant calligraphy.

Liam turned the envelope over. No return address. The paper was thick, expensive—not cheap stationery from some online ad. Inside, a single folded card bore a wax seal: crimson, with a symbol that looked like a rose encircled by a whip.

He broke it.

You are cordially invited to a private retreat for gentlemen in need of transformation.

We offer liberation, purpose, and exquisite submission.

One week. No electronics. No contact with the outside world.

Transportation will be provided.

Come as you are. Leave as who you were meant to be.

Mistress Valeria

Mistress Foundationm– Est. 1871

At the bottom, a line in smaller font:

RSVP is implied. A car will collect you at 9:00 PM Friday.

He read it three times. No website. No number. No logo. Just that name—Mistress Valeria—and the chilling thrill that curled deep in his gut.

By Friday night, Liam’s mind was spinning with fantasies. He’d watched videos—chastity tutorials, femdom clips, whispered hypno files that told him he was born to serve. Each orgasm left him feeling dirtier, more ashamed... and more desperate to go.

When the black car pulled up, sleek and silent, he walked out with his suitcase and never looked back.

The ride was long and quiet. No driver conversation. No music. Just road and the occasional glimmer of stars. Then—iron gates appeared. Roses and thorns forged into wrought iron, opening at their arrival like a fairytale door to a darker world.

Mistress Valeria met him at the top of the steps.

She wore black silk and blood-red lipstick, her presence effortless and absolute.

“Welcome, Petal. You’re right on time.”

He wanted to protest—my name is Liam—but something about the way she said it made the words die in his throat.

The entry hall was grand, lined with flickering candle sconces and deep crimson drapes. A low scent of roses and something smoky—incense? Leather?—lingered in the air.

She circled him slowly. He felt like an animal at auction. Her eyes drank him in.

“Put that down,” she said, gesturing to the suitcase. “You won’t need it.”

He dropped it.

“Strip.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. “What?”

“You heard me. Clothes off. Men do not walk these halls.”

He hesitated. She raised an eyebrow, and something inside him buckled.

He unbuttoned. Shrugged off his shirt. Unbuckled his belt. Shoes. Pants. Boxers.

His cock was already hard, leaking.

She smirked.

“Tsk. Such a filthy little thing. Already desperate to be claimed.”

She clapped once. Two assistants stepped out of the shadows—tall, elegant women in corsets, each holding a silver tray. One held a pink chastity cage. The other, a collar with a delicate rose-shaped tag.

Mistress Valeria stepped close. Her voice was silk over steel.

“You may still leave. Or you may kneel and offer yourself.”

He fell to his knees.

“Please,” he whispered. “Make me yours.”

They began the ritual.

One woman knelt and gently pulled back his foreskin, dabbing away the precum. She slid the pink cage over his cock, pushed the ring snug around his balls, and clicked the lock shut.

Liam gasped as it closed—final, firm, feminine.

Mistress Valeria fastened the collar herself.

“Say it,” she murmured in his ear. “Say who you are now.”

He trembled. “…I’m Petal.”

“Good girl.”

She pressed a kiss to his forehead.

“Crawl.”

She led him down corridors lined with portraits of dominant women and blushing, kneeling pets. Soft music echoed through the halls—baroque, elegant, eerie. Velvet curtains muffled every sound but the steady click of her heels. Petal crawled behind her, heart pounding in his throat.

At the end of the hallway: her chambers.

Dark velvet, gold fixtures, an ornate chaise beneath a crystal chandelier. The walls were lined with books, ropes, and decorative canes that looked both exquisite and terrifying. But in the far corner, nestled like a throne for a pet, sat a steel cage. Small. Curved. Lined with a pink velvet cushion and beside it, a silver bowl of water with the name “Petal” engraved on its rim.

“This is where you sleep.”

She opened the cage door with a polished silver key and gestured without looking at him.

“Climb in, Petal.”

His knees ached from the crawl, but he obeyed, curling inside the space meant for something less than human, something beautiful and tamed.

“But before bed…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

Mistress Valeria sat on the chaise, legs crossed. The silk of her robe slid up her thigh, revealing smooth skin, perfect control. She raised an eyebrow and pointed to her feet.

“Crawl to me. Show me how eager your tongue is.”

He moved, trembling. Each inch forward burned with shame and arousal. He kissed her ankle first—hesitant, reverent—then worked upward: calf, knee, inner thigh. She opened her legs slowly, deliberately. No panties.

The scent of her was dizzying—floral and earthy, like dark honey and sweat and something primal. His mouth watered.

“Lick, little sissy. Don’t stop until I say.”

He obeyed.

She was slick already, her lips swollen and glistening. He began slowly, nervously, tongue flat and hesitant.

“More pressure.”

A firm hand pressed the back of his head.

“You’re not being shy anymore, are you?”

He moaned into her, mouth full of her taste, his nose buried in her curls. She rolled her hips, grinding into his face, taking what she wanted. When he slowed, dazed and breathless, she slapped his cheek with her thigh.

“Sloppy. Again.”

He redoubled his efforts.

It was work. It was worship. It was surrender. He forgot about breathing. About pride. About being Liam.

He was just Petal, and Mistress Valeria was everything.

When she came, it was silent—just the tightening of her thighs, the soft hiss of her breath, the tremble of her fingers gripping the chaise.

She pushed him away with her heel.

“Cage. Now.”

He crawled back to the corner, dazed, dripping with her arousal, his chin glossy. His caged cock throbbed painfully against its pink plastic prison.

She knelt beside him and fastened the cage door shut with a final click.

“No cumming, Petal. Not until you earn it.”

He whimpered, the ache unbearable.

And then—he gasped. His body convulsed. He came hands-free, untouched, ruined by the moment. It pulsed out of him in shallow spurts, soaking his thighs, the velvet, his soul.

He burst into tears.

He didn’t know why. Relief? Humiliation? Bliss? All of it, all at once.

She didn’t scold him. She didn’t praise him either. She only watched with a small, knowing smile as he collapsed in a heap.

“Welcome home, my little sissy.”

The lights returned in the early morning—dim, rose-tinted, soft as a sigh. A bell chimed once in the distance. Then again. Three slow notes, evenly spaced.

Petal stirred on the velvet cushion, the cage cold against his skin. Every shift of his hips sent sparks through him. He was sore, aching, restless, soaked in dried cum and need.

The cage door creaked open.

Mistress Valeria’s silhouette filled the doorway—draped in red silk, her black hair pinned up in a severe twist, a ribbon tied around her throat. In her left hand: a crop. In her right: a leash.

“On your knees. Now.”

Petal didn’t hesitate. He crawled out and knelt, presenting his collar.

Click.

The leash snapped into place. She gave it a light tug.

“You will be milked today,” she said, as if discussing a business appointment. “But you will not cum.”

His breath caught.

“You need to understand that your cock no longer belongs to you. It is a toy. A tool. And sometimes, it is a problem I must deal with.”

She led him to a padded bench in the center of the room and helped him onto it, positioning him on all fours. His wrists were buckled into cuffs. His ankles strapped down.

Mistress Valeria sat beside him, legs crossed, gaze serene.

One of the assistants returned—silent, efficient—carrying a silver tray with oils, gloves, and a soft, humming wand.

“Petal, you will thank me for every stroke. If you fail to thank me, the wand turns off. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

The assistant knelt behind him, slicked his exposed balls with oil, and began to massage them slowly. The wand buzzed to life, pressed lightly against the base of the cage.

Petal gasped.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Again. And again.

The heat built in his belly, a coil of frustration and need. His hips twitched but the straps held him still. The wand moved in slow, deliberate circles, pressing to the underside of the cage.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Th-thank you, Mistress…”

His thighs trembled. His balls drew up tight. He was going to cum.

The wand lifted.

He sobbed.

“Did I say you could?”

“N-no, Mistress.”

“Then why are you crying like a stupid little slut who forgot her place?”

He whimpered.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I’ll be good.”

She leaned close, her voice syrup-sweet.

“You want to cum, don’t you, Petal? You want to be ruined right here on my bench, watched and used like a little bitch in heat?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please.”

She chuckled.

“Then you will wait.”

She motioned to the assistant. The wand was turned off. The straps removed.

“Back to your cage. Think about how you beg.”

Petal crawled, dripping, flushed, still swollen inside his cage. His thighs were wet with his own desperate slick. His mind was nothing but her voice.

“You’ll be milked again tomorrow. Perhaps we’ll let you leak all over the floor. Maybe you’ll earn it. Maybe not.”

The cage closed behind him.

He whispered into the velvet:

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you... thank you...”

The next morning, Petal awoke to the gentle clink of silver and porcelain. A tray had been placed just outside the bars of his cage—tea, a croissant dusted with sugar, and a folded piece of fabric that shimmered like spun candy floss.

He blinked the sleep from his eyes. His thighs still ached. His cage pulsed softly against the morning chill. The fabric was not just any garment—it was a uniform.

Pale pink satin. White lace trim. A tightly boned corset. A sheer apron. Ruffled panties. Thigh-high stockings. A high-necked blouse with pearl buttons. It was, without question, a maid’s outfit—one tailored not for a woman, but for a plaything.

Mistress Valeria’s voice purred through a speaker embedded in the ceiling.

“You have ten minutes to dress. Your training begins today.”

His body moved before his mind did.

The panties first—thin, delicate, utterly humiliating. Then the corset. He struggled to cinch it himself until a silent maid entered, wordless but firm, pulling the laces tighter, tighter, until every breath was a reminder of his surrender.

The blouse followed, then the apron. He slipped into the heels placed at the base of the cage—six inches tall, glossy, impossible. By the time he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he barely recognized the person looking back.

His waist was pinched, his posture forced into something delicate and posed. His eyes had been rimmed in pink shadow while he slept. A pale gloss coated his lips. His nails—filed and painted.

His cock twitched uselessly inside its cage, bulging softly under the lace. A tag clipped to his collar read:

FOUNDATION TRAINEE – PETAL

The door opened.

Mistress Valeria entered, dressed immaculately in black leather and pearls, her heels clicking like punctuation on marble.

She looked him over, slow and unreadable.

“You’re learning. Good. But not nearly fast enough.”

She gestured to the center of the room where a tall, standing mirror had been placed.

“Look at yourself.”

He obeyed.

“What do you see?”

He tried to answer, but the shame choked the words in his throat.

“Say it.”

“I… I see a sissy. Your sissy, Mistress.”

“Not quite. Try again. Properly.”

She stepped behind him, fingers brushing over his satin waist.

“Say: I am Petal. A soft, obedient thing. I live to be seen, used, and admired.”

He swallowed.

“I am Petal. A soft, obedient thing. I live to be seen, used… and admired.”

“Better.”

She turned him, adjusting his shoulders, pushing his chin up.

“Now walk. Heel to toe. Hips loose. You glide, not stomp.”

He tried.

The heels wobbled beneath him. The corset forced his spine upright, his butt out, his chest forward. Mistress followed him with the crop in hand, tapping the insides of his thighs each time his steps grew too narrow—or too masculine.

“You are not a man in heels. You are a display. A product. A toy.”

He curtsied automatically at the end of the hall.

“You may speak.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She nodded, satisfied.

“Next is service training.”

She led him to a small tea table set for two. A porcelain teapot. Two cups. Saucers. A tray of delicate finger sandwiches.

“You will serve tea to me and to my guest. You will not speak unless addressed. You will smile and perform with grace. If you spill, you will be punished. If you tremble, you will be punished. If you act like anything but my perfect sissy maid—”

She gripped his chin, gently but firmly.

“—you will be punished.”

Petal’s cage throbbed at the word.

“Yes, Mistress.”

There was a knock.

The door opened, and in stepped another woman—tall, angular, with platinum blonde hair and ice-blue eyes. She wore a scarlet dress that clung to her like sin.

“Mistress Cassandra,” Valeria greeted smoothly.

“I trust the new one is ready?”

“He’s eager to prove himself.”

Petal curtsied, the hem of his apron trembling in his fingers.

“Good girl,” Cassandra said coolly, settling into her chair.

“Serve us, Petal.”

He moved into place, careful, controlled. He lifted the pot with both hands, pouring first for Valeria, then for Cassandra. He offered sugar cubes with silver tongs. Milk in delicate drops. Napkins unfolded and laid gently in their laps.

“Presentable,” Cassandra murmured. “Though I’d prefer him with his mouth full.”

Valeria smiled faintly.

“That comes later.”

Petal burned with humiliation—but his cock ached in the cage, twitching uselessly against the satin.

“Fetch the tray, Petal,” Valeria said. “And then get under the table.”

He blinked. “Under, Mistress?”

“Do you need another lesson in obedience?”

“N-no, Mistress.”

He set the tray down and dropped to his knees, crawling beneath the table. Both women sat above him, legs crossed, sipping tea. He saw nothing but heels and the shadowed curve of Mistress Valeria’s thighs.

“You may begin.”

She parted her legs.

His hands shook as he inched forward. His tongue slid over her boot first, then the inside of her calf. When he reached her inner thigh, she pulled her panties aside with one hand, tea still delicately balanced in the other.

“Eat. And do not stop.”

The table shook as he obeyed, his face pressed between her legs while they discussed renovations, property acquisitions, and submissives.

Mistress Cassandra reached down at one point and tugged on his hair.

“I can see why you kept this one.”

“He has potential,” Valeria replied. “But he needs to learn patience.”

She gripped his hair and pulled him closer.

“No cumming tonight, Petal. But if you make me cum—quickly—I’ll let you wear a plug with my initials on it. Would you like that?”

He moaned into her, frantically nodding.

She came five minutes later.

Cassandra clapped once, cool and unimpressed.

“Clean her properly, sissy. I want to see your tongue gleaming when you crawl out.”

He did.

And when he emerged, breathless and dazed, Mistress Valeria clipped a small metal tag to the back of his collar.

PROPERTY OF VALERIA

“Well done, Petal,” she said, brushing his hair behind one ear.

“Now curtsy for Mistress Cassandra. And beg her for more chances to serve.

Petal’s legs trembled as he dropped into a curtsy, skirt flaring just enough to reveal the edge of his lace panties and the humiliating bulge of his cage beneath. His cheeks burned. His lips were still slick from Mistress Valeria’s arousal.

“Thank you, Mistress Cassandra,” he whispered. “Please… please allow me to serve you again. I’ll do better. I’ll be your perfect little sissy.”

Cassandra arched one brow, her lip twitching into the hint of a smile.

“We’ll see.”

She stood, smoothing her scarlet dress.

“He’s got promise, Valeria. But he’s still rough around the edges.”

Valeria smirked.

“That’s why he’s here.”

She turned to Petal and extended her gloved hand.

“Come.”

He placed his hand in hers and rose shakily to his feet, feeling small and exposed and adored. Cassandra swept out of the room with a single glance back—a look that promised something. Challenge, maybe. Or hunger.

Mistress Valeria led him to the chaise and sat. Petal knelt immediately beside her, head bowed, presenting himself without being asked.

“You’ve pleased me today, Petal. But pleasing me once is not enough. You will do it again. And again. Until it is all you know.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Speak up.”

“Yes, Mistress. I want to please you always.”

“Then earn your reward.”

She stood, drawing him by the leash across the chamber. At the far end of the room was a tall, ornate dressing mirror and a low platform beside it. Petal followed on all fours, the leash tight in her grip.

“Up,” she commanded.

He crawled onto the platform, back straight, knees spread slightly. The room was cold against his skin. His caged cock throbbed through the panties. His blush deepened when he saw himself in the mirror—submissive, collared, plugged, his lips glossed and trembling.

Valeria approached with a slim box, which she opened to reveal a long, elegant plug—crystal-topped, engraved at the base with a tiny “V.”

“For good girls only.”

Petal whimpered.

“Please, Mistress. I want to wear it. I want to be marked.”

“You want to be filled with me, don’t you? To carry me in your hole like a trophy.”

“Yes. Please, Mistress. Please.”

She smiled faintly and pressed a gloved finger to his lips.

“Then hold still.”

She slipped off his panties slowly, theatrically. He bit his lip, every nerve tingling with anticipation. The old plug was removed. Cool lube traced circles at his entrance.

“Breathe, Petal. Show me how well you open now.”

He exhaled. The pressure returned—slow, stretching, precise. The new plug slipped in inch by inch, the engraved end resting snugly between his cheeks, the weight of it unmistakable.

“What do we say?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“And?”

“I’m honored to carry your mark, Mistress. I want everyone to know I’m yours.”

“Good girl.”

She stroked his hair and kissed his cheek.

“Now,” she murmured, voice low, “you’ve earned your real test.”

She gestured to the wall.

A section of paneling slid aside to reveal a small private theater—dimly lit, with velvet seats arranged in a half-circle around a padded bench on a raised stage. Five other women entered, all in elegant black, all with the same amused hunger in their eyes.

Petal’s blood went cold. His heart slammed into his ribs.

“Mistress?”

“You’re ready, Petal. It’s time to be seen.”

The leash tugged.

He followed her onto the stage, nerves electrifying every inch of him. His plug shifted with each step, his heels clicking against the wood.

“Kneel.”

He did.

“Face them.”

His eyes swept the audience. The women whispered among themselves, sipping champagne, smirking. One crossed her legs and winked. Another pulled out a small riding crop and began to tap it against her palm.

Valeria stood behind him.

“This is your moment, Petal. You will show these Mistresses how well I’ve trained you. You will beg for them. Perform for them. And if you make them wet, if you make them ache to use you… I might let you leak for them.”

The audience chuckled.

Petal whimpered, the humiliation as thick as honey.

“Yes, Mistress. I’ll be perfect for them.”

She walked around him slowly, running the crop over his thighs, his chest, the curve of his ass.

“Start by presenting yourself.”

He turned and bent over, arching his back, spreading his knees. The plug gleamed in the light, the engraved “V” sparkling above the lace of his panties.

“Now speak.”

He took a shaky breath.

“My name is Petal. I’m a sissy. A caged, plugged, obedient doll for Mistress Valeria’s pleasure. I live to be seen. Used. Owned.”

Gasps and soft moans echoed from the front row.

Valeria nodded once.

“Now crawl to each of them. Offer your service.”

He did—one by one—crawling from woman to woman, kissing their shoes, their calves, whispering desperate promises.

“I’ll lick you clean.”

“Please let me kneel beneath your table.”

“I want to be your furniture, your toy, your ashtray…”

One Mistress unzipped her boot and let him kiss the sole.

Another leaned forward and cupped his chin.

“What a delicious little thing you’ve made, Valeria.”

“He’s not finished. But he’s ready for his climax.”

Valeria gestured, and the platform retracted, replaced by a padded bench. She walked to it and sat.

“Petal. Up. Face the audience.”

He straddled her thigh as instructed.

“Grind. Slow. Let them watch.”

His cage pressed against her leather. She bounced her thigh slightly. His mouth dropped open. His hands clutched her shoulders.

“Good girl. Make a mess. Let them see what a ruined little thing you are.”

He moaned.

“Mistress, please—”

“No permission. Just ache. Just humiliation.”

He sobbed, grinding harder.

The women clapped.

One snapped a photo.

Another licked her lips.

He came without warning—hands-free, body convulsing, tears streaming down his cheeks. It was small and shallow and ruined. He stained his lace. The room exploded in laughter and moans.

Valeria held him there, stroking his back.

“Look at what you’ve become, Petal.”

“Yours,” he whispered. “Only yours.”

The laughter faded slowly, replaced by murmurs of approval, whispered fantasies, and the occasional delighted sigh. The Mistresses filed out one by one, their heels echoing against the polished floors, their eyes lingering on Petal as they passed.

Mistress Valeria held him close, still perched on her lap, his lace panties soaked, his plug pulsing gently with each twitch of overstimulated muscle. His tears had dried to salt on his cheeks.

“You did well, Petal.”

She stroked his hair, slow and careful, like she was smoothing silk.

“You were brave. Beautiful. Utterly fuckable.”

He whimpered softly, pressing his face into her shoulder.

“I’m sorry I leaked…”

“You didn’t leak, my darling girl. You bloomed.”

She lifted his chin with two fingers, her gaze soft but commanding.

“And I am so proud of you.”

His heart nearly burst.

She stood, guiding him by the leash back through the corridors—no longer just hallways, but his home now. The tapestries, the candles, the polished marble... everything seemed warmer now. Familiar. Safe.

Her chambers were darkened now, lit only by soft violet sconces. The cage in the corner had been changed. No longer bare metal and velvet. It was now lined with plush pink cushions, silk sheets, and a heart-shaped pillow embroidered with one word:

PETAL

Mistress unhooked the leash and traced his jawline with one nail.

“Strip.”

He peeled away the lace, unfastened the corset, removed the heels, folded everything neatly as he’d been taught. Naked now—plug still snug, cage still locked—he knelt at her feet.

“You may sleep in my bed tonight.”

His breath caught.

“Mistress?”

“You’ve earned it.”

She led him to the grand bed. Soft linen. Lavender-scented pillows. A massive carved headboard with silken cuffs at each corner.

“Lie down.”

He did.

She undressed slowly beside him. Her body was art. Her presence, overwhelming. She climbed into the bed beside him, pulled him close, his head resting on her chest.

“You are mine now, Petal.”

“Yes, Mistress. Always.”

“No more shame. No more questions. You were made for this.”

He didn’t argue. Couldn’t. Because it was true. Every minute, every stroke of her voice, every humiliating moment had stripped away Liam and left behind something softer, truer, more honest.

“Mistress…”

“Yes?”

“I’ve never felt like this before. Safe. Wanted. Real.”

She kissed the top of his head.

“Good. Then we’re just getting started.”

The next morning, a bell rang softly at dawn.

Petal stretched beneath the covers, blinking at the pink-tinted light that filtered through the curtains. His body ached in the best possible way. Mistress Valeria was gone—but a note lay on the pillow beside him, written in looping crimson script.

My darling Petal,

You are no longer a guest. You are a student.

Report to the atrium at 8 a.m. sharp.

Heels, plug, cage, and obedience required.

Welcome to the Mistress Foundation.

Love,

V

He pressed the note to his chest, giggling softly, tears springing unbidden to his eyes.

He wasn’t just hers anymore.

He was home.


Also by Melinda Streng


Girls College

Gooner Sissy

Sissy Next Door

OEBPS/image_rsrcE1.jpg
P MELINDA STRENG





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





