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CHAPTER 1

 

Alma’s hands were trembling. She’d already pushed Wayne far on his femininity journey, but she thought Valentine’s Day was the perfect time to push him over the edge. He pretended that he didn’t like it. He pretended that he was super macho and only going along with it to make Alma happy, but she knew the truth. She saw the twinkle in his eye when he put on lingerie and dresses. He loved fulfilling her wishes, and she had a feeling that today’s gift would be no different.

Alma jumped when she heard a commotion at the door. She quickly tucked her gift away and stepped out of the bedroom. She was at her condo, but Wayne had a key. “Alma, are you here?”

“Coming!” she called and turned away from her dresser. “How was your writing today?” Alma stepped out of the bedroom, stopping when she saw Wayne. He was carrying a big bouquet of roses and a box of chocolates. “You didn’t!”

“Happy Valentine’s Day, my love.”

Alma raced to him and fell into his arms. She gave him a tight hug. Then they kissed. “These roses are gorgeous. They must have cost you a fortune.”

“Anything for you,” he said.

Alma beamed as she took the flowers and went to grab a vase. She filled the vase with water, smiling to herself as she trimmed the stems before placing the roses in the vase. “I also got you something, but you might want to sit down for it.”

Wayne’s eyes darkened. Alma had given him many gifts since he returned to Pinecrest to focus on his novel writing. He once worked as an investigative journalist in the big city but couldn’t stand how the job made him feel. It sucked the life right out of him. Luckily, he had Alma to inject brightness into his soul. Being with her made him feel alive, especially when she made him put on pretty clothes.

“Is it a dress?”

“Even better!”

Wayne groaned. “Why did you get me this time?”

“Something appropriate for Valentine’s Day! Don’t act like you don’t like it when we both know that you do!”

Wayne shook his head as Alma raced out of the living room to her bedroom to grab his gift. She didn’t care what he said, she knew that he was going to love what she had tucked away in the white box with a pink ribbon. Alma took a deep breath as she picked up the box and stepped back out of her bedroom. She knew that Wayne was going to throw a fit when he saw what she’d gotten him, but he always gave in eventually.

Always.

“Ooh, that’s a cute box!” Wayne said when Alma stepped back into the living room. Wayne had turned on the TV and was watching an episode of The Real Housewives, which was one of their favorite shows. “Should I be nervous?”

“No more than usual!” she said brightly.

Wayne’s eyes looked frightened as he took the box from her, but she was all smiles. She didn’t let her face drop for a second. She couldn’t. Wayne wouldn’t open the box if she looked as guilty as she felt, but the remorse never lasted long. Each time, Alma quickly reminded herself who was in charge, just like she did again now. It was Valentine’s Day, and Alma was going to push her man’s limits whether he liked it or not.

“Here goes nothing.” He pulled the ribbon free and lifted the lid from the box, gasping when he saw what was inside. “Alma! What in the world is this? Please don’t tell me it’s a…”

“A cage! For your junk!”


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Wayne stared down at the pink, metal cock cage with horror in his eyes. Alma had spent the better part of three hours looking through different options online, and she thought she got a rather good one! It was quite roomy compared to some of the other ones she saw. If Wayne had seen those, he wouldn’t be acting so indignant. He would be grateful that Alma had been thoughtful of his inexperience with chastity cages. 

“You’re crazy for buying me this!” Wayne said and tossed the box across the room, shattering Alma’s heart. He complained about the cock cage for the next five minutes straight, saying that his cock had no business being subjected to a tiny cage. 

“Quiet!” Alma demanded. “You’re going to wear that cage tonight, and you’re going to love it!” His cock would have plenty of room in that cute pink one that she bought! Honestly, he was working himself up to a spanking with his naughty behavior.

“I am not! I’m never wearing that cage! You can’t make me!” Wayne stormed out of the room to the bedroom and slammed the door. Alma watched after him and then glanced at the box and its contents on the floor. She’d had such romantic fantasies in her mind of how they would spend the night.

Alma wanted to storm into the bedroom and spank Wayne’s ass, but she would take a gentler approach. She picked up the chastity cage from the floor and went to her bedroom, gently knocking on the door. “Wayne, please let me in. Let’s talk about this.”

“Go away!”

“It’s only a little fun for the holiday. Don’t you want to try?”

Silence.

Alma’s heart pounded in her chest as she waited for Wayne to say something. They had so much fun together. They weren’t married, but she hoped… no. Alma shook away the thought. She couldn’t think about marriage when Wayne reacted like this to gifts. If he were mature, he would have used his words instead of tossing the box across the room. He definitely needed to pay for that… at the appropriate time.

“Please open the door, Wayne. I won’t hurt you.”

“Put the cage away! I’m not using it!”

Alma sighed. “Can’t you have an open mind?”

“No! Not about this! I do everything else you want me to do, but I’m not about to put a cage around my cock! Never!”

“Won’t you do it for me? It’ll be a night to remember forever. If you hate it, we never have to do it again.”

Silence.

“Come in,” Wayne said finally.

A smile curled Alma’s lips, but she quickly gained her composure before turning the knob and pushing open the bedroom door. Wayne was sitting on the bed with his back to her. She hated when he got all sulky like this, but she would set him straight. He couldn’t be acting like this all night. Not on Valentine’s Day!

“If you’re a good boy, I’ll make you feel good.”

“You always say that, but I don’t know.”

“Do I ever fail you?”

“No, but—”

“You’re looking for excuses to stop something we both know that you want to try, so why don’t you thank me instead of acting like a brat? I would appreciate it.”

Wayne pouted, but they both knew she’d won. He turned and gave her a quick hug before slowly taking the chastity cage from her hand. He stared down at it with mixed emotions. His cock would fit in it, but only if it was soft. He wouldn’t be able to get hard in the cage, and he really didn’t know how he felt about that. Wayne had never been denied a boner in his life. “Why did you get me this?”

“It’s the next stage in your training.”

Wayne swallowed a breath. “My training?”

“Yes, exactly. You’re my sissy submissive slut.”

“Your sissy submissive slut?” Wayne asked in a weak voice. “Can’t we figure something else out? Let’s just go to dinner.”

“We are going to dinner! I picked out the cutest outfit for you too!” Alma raced to the closet. She pulled out a Jessica Howard dress. It was a three-fourth sleeve plaid shift dress. Black, brown, burnt orange, and tan. She had a perfect pair of heeled boots for Wayne to wear with it. She couldn’t wait to see him all dressed up with his cock locked up beneath it. “What do you think?”

“It’s a cute dress,” Wayne admitted. “I can wear it without the cock cage. Let’s just keep things how they’ve been.”

“Well, then. Time for you to get dressed so we can go out.”

“Go out?” Wayne’s voice rose with the question. “You can’t expect me to go outside wearing that on my dick!”

“Why not?” Alma asked innocently. “It would look so cute! Especially once you’re all dolled up! I’ll even let you pick where we go.”

“A drive thru?”

“Don’t be boring!”

“I’m being serious!” Wayne insisted. “I’ll do everything you want if we can just go through a drive thru and come back here.”

Alma sighed. “Why don’t we at least get a drink at a bar while we wait for the takeout? It won’t be that bad. Where do you want to go? Anywhere you want. My treat.”

“Anywhere?”

“Yes! Where are you thinking?”

“Trattoria Luna?”

Alma smirked. She knew that he was going to say Trattoria Luna! It was one of the nicest restaurants in Pinecrest. They served delicious Italian cuisine, and they always kept the lights turned down low, even at the bar.

“Are you shaved?”

“Yeah,” Wayne groaned. He always kept his body smooth nowadays, prepared to become Alma’s girl at a moment’s notice. “I shaved this morning, but I wasn’t expecting to get an outfit from you. I thought we would just go to dinner without all the extra stuff.”

“Don’t be a grouch! Let’s put on your cage.”

“Really, Alma?”

“Yes! I’ll take it off when we get home! Geez!”

Wayne shook his head, but he was done protesting. He pushed down his underwear and stood naked in front of Alma. She wrapped the chastity belt around his waist and placed the cock cage around his dick. Their eyes met as she locked it in place. Wayne cursed as his cock grew, pressing against the metal bars holding him down.

“What is this?” he asked in a small, strange voice. “I know that I messed up when we were younger, but Alma, you’re turning me into a different man.”

Alma smirked. It was true that Wayne had been unfaithful in their younger years before he ran off to the city, but she’d forgiven him. Truly, she had. She didn’t much care what’d transpired when they were young adults, but she loved what was happening now. Turning Wayne into a girl was the ultimate thrill, but she hadn’t yet given him a femme name and was suddenly angry with herself for waiting so long.

“We need to give you a name!”

“A name?” he asked.

“Yes! For when we go out tonight. If someone asks, we’ll have to tell them, and we can’t say Wayne! They would never believe it!”

“I don’t want to go out. Let’s just have them bring the order to the car. We won’t even have to go inside.”

“Are you crazy? I want to sit at the bar and have a martini! It’s Valentine’s Day! I’m sure the place will be packed. Nobody will even notice you.”

Wayne groaned. He was far too distracted by the chastity cage to think of a woman’s name to call himself. Truly, he was starting to wonder if Alma had lost her mind. First, she wanted to lock up his dick, and now she wanted to give him an entirely new name? What if he went up to her and told her that she should go by Alan or Andrew. She wouldn’t like that very much, would she?

“Wayne, we don’t have all night! Go get ready!”

Wayne glanced down at his locked-up cock and then at the clothes on the bed. He was at a loss. He knew Alma well enough to know that the only way out of his cage was if he played by her rules, but what if he was getting tired of her rules? What if it no longer felt like a game? When he slipped on the burnt-orange lingerie she’d picked out for him, of course he loved it, but could he love something that’d led to him getting his cock locked up in a cage?

His cock looked so big in the thong with the cage around it, but what was he going to do? He glanced around the bathroom, wishing there was a window for him to crawl out of, but he didn’t really want to leave. He just wanted to stay at the house. He wanted to order pizza and watch a rom com, but Alma got into a mood if she didn’t get her way, and Wayne really wasn’t in the mood to deal with her other side.

He slipped on the dress and stuffed his bra with the D-cup breast inserts she’d gotten him over the Christmas holiday. When he put in his tits, it completely transformed his look and his attitude. He smiled when he caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror. His boobs were so big they made him feel ridiculous… and sexy. Very sexy. He cursed Alma and the cute outfit she picked out for him. It hid all of his masculine lines and transformed him completely. She always did such an amazing job shopping for him. All he needed was his wig and a little bit of makeup, and he would look like a completely different person. A woman.

“I know!” Wayne hollered as he raced out of the bathroom. “I know what I want you to call me!”

“What?” Alma asked brightly. She was running a comb through Wayne’s wig, eager to put it on his head. “What should I call you?”

 “Dawn!”

“Ooh, I love it! Here you go, Dawn. Put this on and your boots, and then I’ll do your makeup. We need to leave if we want to beat the dinner rush and get seats at the bar.”

Dawn put the wig on her head, suddenly eager for the night ahead of her. She could still feel the cage around her cock, but it was slowly fading to the background.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

They walked into the restaurant like they owned the place with their shoulders high, arms linked together. Several people turned to watch them, making Dawn feel self-conscious for the briefest of seconds, but Alma elbowed her in the side and brought her back to reality. She sat at the bar as daintily as possible, sliding into the seat. She tapped on the counter with her manicured nails. They were the fake glue-on kind, and she’d only used the tiniest bit of glue so that she could pop them off at the end of the night.

“Evening, ladies.”

“We’d like cocktails while we wait for a to-go order.”

“Did you put it in yet?” the bartender asked.

“Not yet, but we’d love if you could do that for us.”

“Sure thing,” he said. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

“Likewise,” Alma said. They both smiled at him before he turned to help someone else at the other end of the bar, but even being out in his presence, being seen by him was enough to give Dawn a thrill. She couldn’t believe that she’d actually done it. “How do you feel?”

“Great, but I’ll definitely be needing a drink.”

“Martinis?”

“Yes, I think I want a gin one with a twist of lemon. Extra dry.”

“That sounds delicious,” Alma said and popped her lips. “We’ll get two of those.”

Alma told the bartender what they wanted when he returned. She placed her hand on Dawn’s leg as he fixed their martinis. They ordered a small salad to share while they waited for their food, which would apparently take at least half an hour for whatever reason, but they weren’t in a rush.

“Happy Valentine’s Day,” Dawn said seductively as smooth jazz played over the speakers. Their eyes sparkled as they stared at each other in the dimly lit room. “Thank you for everything you do for me.”

“Please, I would be nothing without you.”

“I’m having a much better time than I expected.”

“How does the gift feel? Do you like it?”

Dawn was acutely aware of the cage that was holding her cock in place, but she didn’t hate it, especially since Alma was the one holding her key. She trusted Alma to let her free if she demanded it, so it was kind of exhilarating to surrender control. Dawn had never trusted someone so completely, but Alma had always been the one. Even before Dawn was smart enough to realize it. It’d always been her.

“It’s growing on me.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait to get you home.”

“Yeah? Have I been a good girl?”

“Mostly,” Alma said and took a sip of her martini. The salad arrived before Dawn could inquire about Alma’s tone. She thought she’d been a marvelous girl that night. She put on the cage! “Ooh, I think that’s our food!” Alma said moments later and pointed at a bag emerging from the kitchen. “Much faster than expected. I wouldn’t have ordered the salad had I known.”

“Oh, well. It’s a delicious salad, and I’m glad we came inside to sit at the bar. It was a good idea.”

“I told you that you’d like it.”

“Yeah, yeah. Alma knows all. Never doubt her.”

“Hey, you’re the one who’s saying it!” she said. They finished their martinis, paid the bill, and left with their takeout. Dawn felt on top of the world as she slid into the passenger’s seat of the car and turned on some of their favorite music.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

The smell of roses filled the air when they stepped back into Alma’s condo. They were tipsy from their martini but craving another drink after their intense singing on the way home. They listened to pop and rock from decades past and sang along to all the lyrics, making fools of themselves at stoplights, but they didn’t care. They were two ladies out for Valentine’s Day! It was cold outside, so why shouldn’t they heat things up with a singalong?

“That food smells so delicious,” Alma said as she poured some booze into a cocktail shaker. “What did you order?”

“Linguine alla Vongole. It’s the one with clams and white wine. I thought it sounded good. What did you get?”

“The ragu. I couldn’t resist.”

“Let’s eat,” said Dawn.

“Can you put some napkins on the table?”

Dawn nodded and grabbed some cloth napkins from the kitchen drawer. She placed them on Alma’s dining table along with the dishes she’d put onto plates. Alma walked over with their cocktails, and they enjoyed a wonderful Valentine’s Day dinner with a candle flickering at the center of the table.

“How did you come up with Dawn?”

She shrugged. “It just came to me. When I saw myself in the mirror, I knew that had to be my name.”

“I love it. It really does suit you.”

Dawn smiled. She never imagined herself as a transvestite or whatever label people wanted to place on her, but becoming a woman really did open a piece of her heart that she didn’t want to hide. Now that Dawn had a name, it felt real. It felt like she could finally start building an identity instead of just being Wayne in a dress.

“How’s the ragu?”

“Delicious. How’s your vongole?”

“Incredible. Can we trade bites?”

“We have to trade bites,” said Alma. She pushed her bowl over to Dawn, and Dawn did the same with hers. They both moaned as they took bites of the other’s dish. It was decadent food for a decadent night. They finished eventually and had brownies for dessert, but they were in the mood for another type of dessert first. “Wanna have a little fun before dessert and another cocktail?”

“You know that I do,” Dawn said with a devilish smile.

“Get in the bedroom then, naughty girl!”

Dawn hopped up from the table and pranced to the bedroom, pushing open the door. She’d forgotten all about how she’d thrown the chastity cage across the living room, but Alma hadn’t. She went over to her closet and grabbed her favorite leather paddle.

“What are you doing with that, Alma? I’ve been good!”

“No, you haven’t. You threw the chastity device across the living room, and you’re going to pay for it!”

“No, please!” Dawn dropped to her knees in front of Alma, looking up at her with pleading eyes. “I’ll do anything you want. I’ll eat you out.”

Alma sighed. She wasn’t in the mood. “If you want your cage off anytime soon, you’ll get onto that bed for your spanking at once.”

“Alma, you don’t—”

“Do I need to count?”

Dawn quivered, but what was she to do? She’d let Alma wrap a steel cage around her cock. It might have been pink and cute, but it was still metal and rigid. There was nothing Dawn could do to get it off without the key that Alma had hidden somewhere in her bedroom before they left the house.

“Get onto your hands and knees, Dawn! I’m not going to tell you again!”

Dawn obliged, climbing onto the edge of the bed. She was quivering inside, nervous about how far she’d fallen ever since Alma had come back into her life. The first time she got a spanking it was mostly about their past and how Dawn had wronged Alma, but this? This was a new low. Between the cock cage and impending spanking, Dawn couldn’t think of a time she’d been more humiliated with herself, but she loved it.

“Let’s get you out of this dress,” Alma said and unzipped the dress. She pulled it down Dawn’s body until she was left in nothing other than her burnt-orange lingerie. “Mmm, you look gorgeous. I wish you behaved better, but you never seem to learn.”

“I thought you would get me a watch or something! Forgive me for being surprised. You don’t have to do this.”

“But I do. If you’re not happy with something, you have to learn how to use your words, but I have a feeling this new gift will do a marvelous job of training you.”

Dawn was at a loss for words. She wanted to push back against Alma’s wild accusations, but how could she? She was powerless as long as she had a cage around her cock and fuck if she didn’t love it. Her dick was pushing up against it, driving her absolutely insane in the best ways possible. She was desperate to have her cock released and knew that it would feel otherworldly when Alma finally used the key to set her free.

“Don’t make it hurt too much.”

Alma chuckled under her breath. “We both know that you like it when I spank you hard.” Alma yanked down Dawn’s thong to expose her bare, muscular bottom. She pulled the thong all the way down her legs and tossed it to the floor, and then she reached between Dawn’s legs and grabbed her caged cock. “Fuck, you’re pretty hard, aren’t you? Bet you wish I would set you free.”

Dawn grunted.

“Tell me why you’re getting this spanking, Dawn.”

“For throwing the cage.”

“Now where is the cage?”

Dawn said nothing, which was insubordination, and that deserved punishment. Alma wasn’t in the mood to play these games anymore, so she lifted the leather paddle into the air and brought it down on Dawn’s bare ass. She yelped as the sound of her stinging skin reverberated around the room, but Alma was far from finished. She lifted the paddle again and spanked Dawn’s bottom.

“Please! Please! I’ll be a good girl!” Dawn yelled, but it was no use. Her cock was throbbing against the metal cage and had leaked a puddle of precum. Any chance of denying how much she was enjoying this spanking and the cage was long gone when Alma reached through her legs and grabbed her cock.

“I knew you would like this, naughty girl!”

“You’re corrupting me!”

“I’m training you to be good,” Alma said and brought the leather paddle down on Dawn’s ass again. “You’re going to be my good little girl by the time I’m done with you, won’t you?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll do anything for you, Alma!”

“Will you stop throwing things across the living room?”

“Yes! I promise! Never again!”

Alma considered Dawn’s words. She hoped they were true, but she had to give her one more tap on the ass just to make sure that her girl understood who was in charge. Alma turned Dawn over to her bottom when she was done with the spanking to get a good view of her cock. It was nearly purple from pushing up against the cage for so long. “I bet you’d love to get out of that cage, wouldn’t you?”

“Please! I’m begging you!”

“Make me cum first, and I’ll let you finish in my pussy.”

“Anything!” Dawn said.

“Get onto the floor then,” Alma said and snapped her fingers. Dawn slid off the bed and got to her knees while Alma stripped naked. She placed her fingers on each side of her pussy while Dawn stared at her, mesmerized. “The faster you get me off, the faster you get out of that cage.”

Dawn didn’t have to be told twice. She dove into the slick, delicious folds of Alma’s womanhood, licking the petals of her flowers delicately. Each flick of her tongue extracted a moan from Alma’s lips. Dawn held her legs as she fell more in tune with Alma’s moans, following her lead, doing everything in her power to bring her woman to ecstasy.

“Yes! Right there!” Alma pushed her fingers into Dawn’s hair, pushing her firmly against her pussy, drowning her in her juices, but Dawn wanted nothing more. “Fuck, I’m getting close! Suck my clit you naughty girl!”

Dawn wrapped her lips around Alma’s clit. Her cock hurt bad at this point, but she didn’t even care. She was so turned on by Alma and making her cum that it stole her whole attention. She held Alma’s legs even more tightly as her moans grew louder. 

Alma pushed hard against the back of Dawn’s head at one point, and that was when she knew what was to come. Alma screamed out and started unloading all over Dawn’s face. Dawn instinctively grabbed her dick, cursing against Alma’s pussy when she remembered that she couldn’t do anything about it. It was still locked up in that damn cage, but she didn’t fight it. She accepted her fate and concentrated on Alma’s orgasm, licking her some more, which made her start cumming all over again.

“Hurry! Get the key! I need your dick!”

“Where is it?”

“In the side table!” Alma said and pointed at the table by her bed. Dawn raced over to it, gasping with delight when she found the key. She fumbled trying to get it into the lock, but it felt just as good as she’d imagined when the cage fell from her cock. She raced back over to Alma and pushed inside of her wet, accepting pussy. “Yes! Your dick feels so fucking good, Dawn!”

Dawn smashed her lips against Alma’s as she pushed her cock deep. She held her close as she thrusted her hips, trying to hold her load, but she’d been through so much tonight. It was a tease each time her cock pressed against those metal bars. A reminder that she couldn’t get hard no matter what she did, and to go from that to Alma’s warm pussy was… crippling.

“I love you so fucking much, Alma.”

“I love you too, babe. Keep fucking me hard. I’m so close to cumming a third time. So fucking close.”

Dawn whimpered as she held her cock deep, trying desperately not to cum, but Alma’s walls were hugging her cock tightly. Milking her. Giving her exactly what she’d been hoping for all day, but Alma made it even better. She pushed Dawn more than she ever expected and in the most wonderful ways.

“Yes! Yes, Dawn! Yes!”

Dawn rubbed Alma’s clit with her slick fingers and cursed when Alma started cumming all over her dick. Alma grabbed Dawn’s wrist as her walls started massaging Dawn’s cock while she came, and there was nothing more that Dawn could do to resist. She pushed her cock deep and came inside of Alma while she milked her cock for all it was worth.

“Fucking hell,” Alma cursed when she finally released Dawn. “That was some of the best sex I’ve ever had. I should have locked you up sooner. The way you were giving me head… damn!”

“You liked it?” Dawn asked softly as she curled up by Alma’s side, her cock slowly going down. “I was trying really hard to get you off.”

“I could tell. It was the best head you’ve ever given me.”

Dawn purred. She liked to hear that. “Thanks for pushing me more than I thought I wanted. I had an amazing night, and I liked the cage more than I thought I would. I hope you can forgive me for throwing it.”

“You’re forgiven, Dawn. I love your new name, by the way. We’re going to have to get some mileage out of it.”

“I’d like that,” she said.

“Good. Happy Valentine’s Day,” Alma said and gave her girl a kiss. She would go back to being Wayne in the morning, but Alma was intent on enjoying Dawn tonight.
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