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  I asked Suzette to marry me on a Friday night at our favorite restaurant, Sorvino’s. They say a ring should cost about three month’s salary. Mine cost six. I don’t make a ton of money, but I still want the best for Suzette. She’s all I ever wanted in a woman.


  After dessert, I took the little velvet box out of my suit jacket, got down on one knee, and pried it open. Her blue eyes widened, then shrank a little in disappointment. That almost broke my heart. I’d eaten peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for six months, and it still wasn’t quite good enough. But she said yes, and the whole restaurant applauded as I slid the ring onto her finger.


  I woke up the next morning by her side, but she was already awake, sitting up on her elbows.


  “Good morning, fiancé,” she said.


  “Good morning,” I said, leaning over for a kiss. She gave me a tiny peck on the lips instead of the sensuous, wet kiss I’d been looking for. She was never as affectionate as I wanted to be, even in private. But that was okay. I had no right to complain. Suzette was far out of my league, and I was just lucky to have her. Her long blonde curls rested on her naked shoulders, and her cute little eyebrows furrowed in concentration.


  “What are you thinking about?” I asked.


  “My plans for the day,” she said, “as your new fiancé.”


  “I’m up for anything,” I said.


  “Ohh,” she said. “I like your attitude.”


  There was a change in her demeanor. We been dating for eight months, and I’d always had a difficult time reading her. But again, I never really questioned it. I was just happy to be with her.


  



  She held her hand out at arm’s length, turning it side to side in the morning sun, looking at the sparkle. “Do you love me?” she asked.


  “Of course,” I said. How could she even asked me that? “With all my heart.”


  “Would you do anything for me?” she asked. “Would you go me no matter where I wanted to take our relationship?”


  I wasn’t quite sure where she was going with this. She’d never really spoken like this before. “Of course,” I said.


  She smiled, giggling with glee, clapping her hands together like a little girl. “I’m so glad to hear it,” she said. “You put this on my finger last night, and I said yes. Even though you probably could’ve done a lot better. Now I want to put something on you. And I’m really hoping you’ll say yes, too.”


  That part about doing more really hurt. She knew my financial situation. And I really had no idea what she was talking about in terms of putting something on me. Had she bought me a ring as well? I thought I’d done a pretty good job of keeping the timing of my question secret, but she had she bought me a ring in advance? She hadn’t had time to buy one last night.


  Suzette rolled over to the table on her side of the bed, slid the drawer open, and took out a box. It was bigger than a ring box, about 6 inches on each side, with pink cardboard and a red ribbon. My heart started beating a little faster. I started to stiffen under the sheets. Was this may be a sex toy? We hadn’t used any in our lovemaking, which had been very conventional up to this point. Suzette had never been very enthusiastic in bed, mostly just lying there underneath me. I’d suggested more adventurous things, but she had always said everything was just fine. But now, maybe she wanted to take it to a new level. Or maybe this was just a necktie or cufflinks.


  



  “Go on,” she said, handing me the box. I pulled the ribbon loose and took off the lid. At first, I didn’t understand what I was seeing. Inside was what looked like a tiny cylindrical cage, with a small lock clicked into place on top, and a tiny silver key in the bottom.


  Before I could ask what it was, Suzette squealed in delight. “Oh, I’m so glad you’re open to this,” she said. “I’ve been wanting to bring up for a long time, but I just didn’t have the guts. But since you asked me to marry you, and now you’ve said you’re open to anything, it seems like the right time.”


  “I don’t understand,” I said. I took the metal cage out of the box, turning it in the sunlight. It felt cold. “What is this?”


  Suzette looked at me with those wide, beautiful blue eyes. Her lips upturned at the corners and she burst into a laugh. “You dummy. It’s a chastity cage.”


  It took me a minute to wrap my head around that one. Chastity? My first thought was that it was for her. But that didn’t make any sense. Then I realized from the shape that such a thing would fit snugly over a man’s cock. Over my cock.


  She must’ve found the look on my face amusing, because she kept right on laughing.


  “Well,” she said, “ready to try it on?”


  “I don’t know about this,” I said, slowly shaking my head.


  Her lips turned downward in a mocking pout. “Are you serious?” she asked. “You said you do anything for me. You won’t even try it on?”


  I looked at the ring on her finger. Could’ve done better. That’s all I could think. This was weird, but it was what she wanted. And I couldn’t find myself denying her anything. Not now.


  



  “Okay,” I said. “I guess we can try it. Just for a little while.”


  “Oh yeah,” Suzette said, nodding her head. “The idea really turns me on. Really. I just want to see how it looks on you.”


  I stiffened even more at that, which was going to make putting the cage on even harder. I’d never seen her really aroused, like really turned on. And if this is what it took to do it, I was willing to try.


  She pulled the sheets aside and saw my stiffening cock. “We’ll that won’t do,” she said. “Go downstairs and get a cup of ice.”


  Ice? What we need with— Oh. The thought of it made my balls shrivel up a bit, but really didn’t put a dent in my boner. 


  The actual ice did, though. Suzette made me put my cock and balls all the way into the cup, and wouldn’t let me take them out until I was nice and soft.  Then she made me wipe them down with a towel, but she did the honors when putting on the cage. She slid the tiny bars up over the shaft, which threatened to get hard again, even after the ice bath. But she moved quickly enough to get it on before I could get completely hard, slipping the ring around the base of my balls, then locking the whole thing into place. She picked up a little silver key out of the box, and held it up, a twinkle in her eye.


  “Now you don’t come unless I say so,” she said. “Go find me a chain for this to wear around my neck. There’s probably a good one in my jewelry box. Then you can go downstairs and fix breakfast and serve it to me in bed.” She put a finger to her lips and looked upwards. “I want coffee, orange juice, pancakes, eggs, bacon, grapes, and sliced avocado.”


  We didn’t have most of that in the kitchen, and I told her so.


  “Well then I guess you better get your ass to the store,” she said. “And hurry up. I’m hungry.”


  I did as she asked, first finding a slender silver chain for the key and bringing it to her in bed. She was delighted, stringing the key along the light chain, and making me clasp it behind her neck. Then I pulled on some sweatpants and a T-shirt and headed for the store. I want to wear something loose-fitting. The cage already made my cock and balls hurt. They felt cramped, and I felt like anything I wore that was tight was only going to make it worse.


  As I drove home from the store, I reflected on what was going on. Was this really what turned her on? Had she been hiding her real self from me all this time? But I loved her so much. I could put up with a lot. And that’s what people in love did, wasn’t it? They made compromises. They indulged each other’s fantasies.


  Back home, I fixed her breakfast. I was a pretty good cook, and proud of it. The pancakes were light and fluffy. The eggs were scrambled, but still soft, just the way she liked them. I assembled everything on a tray, and even picked her a rose from the bush outside the window, putting it in a vase on the tray before taking the whole thing upstairs.


  Suzette was propped up in bed, reading a book. She didn’t look up as I entered the room.


  “Took you long enough,” she said. She put the book down, allowing me to place the tray in her lap.


  “Okay,” I said. “I guess I’ll go back downstairs and get mine, and bring it back up.”


  Suzette took a bite of her eggs, nibbling them experimentally. “No,” she said.


  “No?” I asked, bewildered.


  “No,” she said. “Did you not hear me the first time?” She took a bite of pancakes, chewing them slowly. “Get undressed, and go stand in the corner until I tell you what to do next.”


  I opened my mouth to protest. I was hungry. And she’d never talked to me like this before. But then, I’d never had a cage around my cock either. We’d passed some strange boundary in our relationship, and even though I was confused, I was still willing to see where it was going to go. And God, I loved her more than anything.


  So I pulled off my T-shirt and sweatpants, and stood in the corner just as she had told me to. I listen to her eat, the clink of the coffee cup each time she picked it up, took a sip, and put it back down in the saucer.


  Finally, and she was done eating, she told me to take the tray back downstairs and washed the dishes.


  “Can I eat?” I asked.


  “Not any food down there,” she said. “But I’ve got a special breakfast for you when you come back upstairs.”


  I hurried to the kitchen and did as she asked, my caged cock flopping around as I walked down the stairs. It was heavy and cold, alternately thumping against each thigh with each step.


  When I made my way back upstairs, Suzette was still propped up on the pillows, but she had hiked up her nightgown and spread her legs. Soft brown hair ring her pussy, the lips glistening. So she wanted me to eat her out. My cock tried to get hard, but it was no use. I looked down and saw the angry red flesh bulging through the gaps of the steel cage, going nowhere.


  “Come get your breakfast,” she said.


  I’d eaten her out many times throughout our relationship, even though she had never returned the favor. I didn’t mind. I thought I was pretty good at it, and she always came. That was good enough for me.


  I crawled up onto the bed and put my head between her legs. I could smell her, musty and moist, ready for my tongue.


  I started with one long lick, from her taint to the top of her pussy. She closed her eyes and let out a low moan. She must’ve been really turned on, because the juices were oozing out of her. Her body squirmed every time my tongue touched her lips.


  Her pussy juice was warm and slick, tart on the tip of my tongue. It ran down my chin, dripping onto the bed sheets. I worked her lips with my tongue for a while, staying away from her clit. But as soon as my tongue began to flicker her little knob, she let out a wheezing sigh, arched her back, and raked her fingers through my hair.


  I’d never heard her get this into it before. It was turning me on as well, but with my cock tightly caged, my frustration grew. What mattered though, was that she was happy. So I began to flick my tongue faster and faster lightly across her clit. She half-grunted, half-screamed, bucking her hips up into my face and smashing my nose. My eyes watered, light blooming in front of my eyes. I was stunned, and it hurt like hell. But when I looked up and saw the smile on her face, it was worth it. That was the hardest I’d ever made her come.


  “I think you’re going to be the best little hubby a girl could ask for,” she said. “Now get your clothes on. You’ve had your breakfast. It’s time to go shopping.”


  



  Suzette made me drive her to the mall. I didn’t know what we were going to be shopping for. Part of me worried that she wanted to return the ring and make me buy her a new one. I didn’t have much left in my bank account, but she could always make me get a credit card and put it on that. Having my dick locked up made me feel submissive and compliant, willing to do anything she asked me to.


  But she didn’t want a new ring. We didn’t shop for her. We shopped for me.


  We spent the whole morning shopping. First she took me to get some lingerie. Not her size, my size. When she explain what we wanted, the woman working in the store blushed a little, but then she helped us pick out a variety of stockings, panties, and girdles that fit me.


  We went to the dress store next, where Suzette picked out several of the most brightly colored, frilly dresses she could find for me. I tried each of them on in the dressing room, feeling more and more emasculated, more and more like an idiot. My pride, what was left of it, was slowly being chipped away.


  Thankfully, Suzette said we had plenty of makeup at home, so we didn’t need to shop for that. Now my bank account really was completely drained. By my offhand calculations, I probably had less than seventy-five dollars. Soon, that would be gone too.


  Shoes were next. Suzette picked out the tallest heels in the brightest colors, shoes that said fuck me. She made me try on each pair, walking around in front of the female salesperson, wobbling like an idiot. When we went to check out, I tried to explain that I didn’t think I had enough money left. The saleswoman was more than happy enough to have me sign up for credit card. The shoes cost almost 400 dollars, and I groaned inside, wondering how I was going to pay it off.


  As we walk from the shoe store, I carried almost a dozen bags. Suzette saw the look on my face.


  “Oh, you look so glum,” she said. “Buck the fuck up. We’re going to turn you into a pretty little princess. Won’t you like that?”


  “I guess so,” I mumbled.


  She stopped, turning to me, an angry look on her face. “I’m doing this for you, you ungrateful asshole,” she said. “If you don’t like it, we can just call the whole thing off. Go our separate ways.”


  “No, Suzette,” I said. “Please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. This is great. Thank you.”


  A smile spread across her face. She knew she had me just where she wanted me. “If you really are thankful,” she said. “Kiss my feet.”


  I looked around. People were milling this way and that, going about their business, not watching us. “Now?”


  “Did I say next week?” she asked.


  I put down the bags, got down on all fours, and began kissing the tips of her shoes. I alternated, first the left, then the right.


  “Louder,” she said. “Give me some nice loud smacks.”


  I did as she said, my face burning with heat. My caged cock strained against the cold metal rings. People were starting to stop. They were starting to look. I’d never been so humiliated in my life. What if somebody we knew was in the crowd? One of her friends? Or somebody from my work? Suzette didn’t seem to care. Or maybe that’s what she wanted.


  Finally she told me to get up off the floor. I got to my feet and picked up the bags.


  “If you don’t want to go through that sort of thing,” she said. “Don’t give me any lip. I don’t want to hear any doubts or backtalk or bullshit. Now then, just one more stop.”


  I tried to keep from groaning, but somehow managed. I was already four hundred dollars in the hole. What else did she want to buy?


  We made our way to one of those novelty stores that are in every mall. She picked up three wigs for me. There was a pink one with curly hair, one with long blonde hair, and a short, punky silver one. Luckily, there was just enough left in my bank account.


  When we got to the car, I loaded all the bags in the trunk. Some part of me dreaded what was coming next, but another part was curious. She said she was going to turn me into a princess. I’d never even really thought about that before, but the idea actually excited me a little.


  But we weren’t headed home just yet.


  “One more stop,” Suzette said. She didn’t tell me where were going. She just told me which direction to go, and where to turn. We were headed to a dingy part of town that I’d never been to before.


  We eventually pulled up in front of a tiny little shack. She told me to stop, and when I looked up at the sign it simply said: tattoos.


  Suzette turned to me. “You bought me this ring,” she said. “To wear forever. To bond us. Right?”


  “Yes,” I said. “Of course.”


  She nodded down at my crotch. “That cage is a sign of our bond to. Of your loyalty. But it’s not enough. When I commit to somebody, really commit, I want to go all the way. Do you understand?”


  “I think so.”


  She looked annoyed. “I don’t want you to think so. I want you to know so. Do you love me or not?”


  “Yes, of course I do. I’ll do anything. I’ll go all the way.”


  She smiled. “That’s what I want to hear. Now pick out your favorite outfit from shopping today and bring it inside.”


  My favorite? I hadn’t even really thought about it. But I picked out a beige girdle and hose, the frilly pink dress, the highest heels, and the blonde wig. I put them all in one bag, and we went inside.


  The place was small inside, smelling like a mix between a barbershop and a doctor’s office. Sample images coated the walls: skulls, hearts, naked women, snakes, and crosses. There were two barber chairs and what looked like a hospital table. A doorway with a red bead curtain was in the back of the room. A short man parted the beads and came into the room. He wore leather pants and a leather vest, but no shirt. He was bald with a handlebar mustache. His eyes lit up when he saw Suzette.


  “Hey girl,” he said. “Long time no see.”


  “This is Uncle Pete,” she said. I hadn’t met any of her family, and I had no idea if this man was really her uncle or if it was just a nickname. I never got a chance to ask.


  “His Aunt Sue here?” Suzette asked.


  “Hell yeah,” Uncle Pete said. “She’s in the back. You need her?”


  Suzette nodded. “Were going to need a lot of waxing,” she said. “Then we’ll need you for a tattoo.”


  The hair on the back of my neck bristled. A lot of waxing. That sounded painful as hell.


  But Suzette curled her fingers into my hand as if we were going to a picnic on a fine grassy hilltop. She led me through the beads into the back room, where a tiny Asian woman sat at a desk buffing her nails. There was another table back here, the black vinyl torn in places, patched with duct tape.


  “You need a wax?” The woman asked.


  “From the neck down,” Suzette said. I gulped.


  Aunt Sue sighed and put down her emery board. “Okay,” she said. “Chop, chop. Strip and get on the table.”


  I looked at Suzette, who simply raised her eyebrows in expectation. This was like a nightmare mixed with a dream, and I didn’t know where it was going, but it was too late to turn back. I took off all my clothes, exposing the humiliating cage around my cock. Sue didn’t seem to mind or care. She’d probably seen it all.


  I lay on the table face-up. Sue had already retrieved a jar of wax and was dipping a brush into it. She began to wipe it on my chest, and it felt pleasantly warm. That wasn’t going to last long. Soon she put long strips of white gauze or paper down on the wax. She gave me no warning of what was coming next or when. She simply began to jerk the strips off my skin, taking patches of hair with it.


  The pain was so unexpected, so blinding, at first I didn’t know how to react. My eyes squeezed out tears, and I hissed in air. I began to groan.


  “Oh, shut the fuck up,” Suzette said. “You little pussy boy. Women go through way worse than this all the time just to look pretty for men. Now it’s your turn. So suck it up and shut your fucking mouth.”


  Sue gave a little chuckle as she spread more wax across my chest. My skin felt like it was on fire, and I felt little beads of blood forming where the first patch had been ripped off. The whole ordeal was hell. It was torture. And it seemed to go on and on and on. I was crying by the end of it. Despite what Suzette said, I couldn’t help it. She continued to admonish me and laugh from time to time. Both women thought the whole thing was hilarious.


  By the time aunt Sue was done, I felt naked and raw, the skin all over my body pulsing and burning. Halfway through I had flipped over, and now I felt like a plucked chicken. I looked down and saw the pink angry skin across my body, as if I were a newborn baby, with spots of blood dotted here and there.


  “Okay,” Suzette said. “Get dressed.”


  I wearily crawled off the table and began to pick up my clothes.


  “No,” Suzette said. “Not those. Your new ones.”


  Here? She wanted me to dress like a woman here? I could tell by the look on her face that she wasn’t fucking around. So I took out the girly underwear and began to put it on. I pulled the sleek hose up my pink, raw legs. Spots of blood began to appear on the hose. I put on the girdle, and Suzette actually help me fasten the back. Then I pulled the pink frilly dress over the top of my head, the hem coming down to mid-thigh.


  I pulled a blonde wig onto my head.


  “Not bad,” Aunt Sue said, giggling. “She needs makeup though.” She patted the table, and I sat back down. The little woman trundled off and returned with a tackle box. She spent the next ten minutes or so slathering makeup on my face. Lots of blush. Lots of mascara. And lots of gooey red lipstick.


  “Time for your tat,” Suzette said. “Let’s go.” I staggered out of the back room on my high heels, teetering. I hurt all over. My cock was imprisoned and sweating. I wanted nothing more than to take it out, to have it set free. The clothes I now wore were unbearably warm. The makeup on my face felt like it was already running with my sweat.


  After we walked through the beads, Suzette made me turn and look into a full-length mirror.


  “Don’t you look pretty?” she asked.


  I didn’t know what to make of myself. I looked like a cross between some strange toy doll and a street-walking whore. One thing was for sure. I didn’t look anything like my old self.


  “Now it’s time for you to pledge yourself to me,” Suzette said. “Are you ready?”


  My head was groggy. I’d never gotten a tattoo before, but I couldn’t imagine it hurting anywhere near as much as the waxing. “Yes,” I said, my voice hoarse with pain.


  Uncle Pete told me to crawl up onto the table, which I did, my arms shaking.


  “You look so pretty,” he said, grinning at me. He was missing one of his upper teeth, and there was a twinkle in his eye. “Now lift up your skirt for Uncle Pete. Suzette already filled me in on what we’re doing today.”


  He fired up the machine and bent over my midsection to get to work. My pubic hair had all been ripped away, and that patch of flesh above my caged cock was more sensitive than anywhere else on my body. 


  So when he touched the tip of the needle to my skin, I flinched. 


  Suzette was standing over me, looking down into my eyes. “Hold still, bitch,” she said. “This is going to take a while. It’s going to take even longer if you’re going to be a little baby about it.”


  I did my best, but God, it hurt so much. I didn’t think I had any tears left after the waxing, but I managed to squeeze even more out while Uncle Pete dragged the tip of his evil pen across my raw skin. I kept my eyes clenched shut through it all, wondering what the hell I was doing, how I had ended up here.


  Finally, when the machine clicked off, I opened my eyes.


  “Beautiful work, Pete,” Suzette said. “Have a look, sweetie.”


  I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down. There, written like in an arch over my poor cock and balls, in tall black calligraphy, was:


  PROPERTY OF SUZETTE


  Property? 


  “I thought we belonged to each other,” I said. 


  “Wrong,” Suzette said. “You want me to belong to you. That’s what this shitty little ring was for. But really it was you giving in to me. You’re my bitch now. Say it.”


  I felt like I was in a haze, but I opened my mouth and uttered the words. “I’m…your…bitch.”


  “How we gonna pay for this today?” Uncle Pete asked.


  Suzette looked at me. “Yeah, bitch. How we gonna pay for this today?”


  “I thought—“ I began.


  “What?” Suzette said. “What did you think? That I was going to pay for this?” She snorted a laugh, then turned to Pete. “How flexible are you on payment options?”


  The old man looked at me and grinned again. “We can probably work something out.”


  Before I knew it, I was on my knees, Uncle Pete’s leather pants pooled around his skinny ankles. He smelled pungent and cheesy, and I wasn’t sure he’d bathed in the last week. His cock was short and stubby, bent a little in the middle. There was a mole on the tip, off to the right. 


  Suzette leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Get sucking, princess,” she said. “This is your new life now.”


  He tasted even worse than he smelled. His skin was dry, and I tried to get more saliva going in my mouth to make the job easier. Suzette laughed when I slid my lips all the way over the small shaft, gagging not on the size, but the strong, cheesy taste.


  Then she put her lips right up against my ear, and while I sucked off Uncle Pete, she laid it all out. She told me just what our new life was going to be.


  From now on, I was doing all housework, washing the cars, and cooking all the food. She wasn’t going to lift a finger. I was going to pour her drinks and fetch her slippers. I was going to sleep on the floor, though she might occasionally let me up on the bed if I was good. I was going to pamper her, do her nails, fingers and toes, and massage her whenever she wanted it. And whenever the two of us were alone at home, I was going to be dressed like a bitch, because that’s what I was.


  Suzette pulled out her phone and before I realized what she was doing, she snapped a picture of me with Pete’s dick in my mouth. She laughed and put the phone back in her purse.


  “Just remember I can post that online any time I want,” she said. “What would your family think? Your friends? Your boss?” She leaned back down and began to whisper again.


  The main thing I had to understand was that there would be other men. My cock didn’t satisfy her. Never had. I began to cough when she told me this, trying to take my mouth off of Pete’s cock to object.


  When she saw me do this, she grabbed a wad of hair at the back of my wig and forced my mouth back down. My eyes watered, more from despair than from the head of the knobby dick at the back of my throat. 


  “Please,” I mouthed around the cock. It sounded like “Pweeth.”


  “Too late now, bitch boy,” she said. “You’re in all the way. You’re going to get my studs hard for me with your mouth. You’re going to lick their balls while they pound the shit out of me. And you’re going to suck their mess out of me when they’re done, unless you want to have some little babies running around the house that obviously aren’t yours.”


  I was sobbing now, but still trying to be a good little girl, trying to please Uncle Pete. Last night had been the happiest of my life, and somehow it had all been turned upside down. 


  Suzette stood up, but didn’t let go of my hair. Her laughter filled my ears as Pete started to grunt. His hot spunk shot into my mouth, hitting the back of my throat. It was warm, gummy, and tasted like salty mushrooms. Now Pete was laughing along with her, and all I could think was: This is my new life. I closed my eyes and the letters were suspended there, burned into my mind:


  PROPERTY OF SUZETTE


  You like sissy stories, you little perv? Read more!
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