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Part 3


Chapter Nine


The healing process had gone well. It was a week
after getting his cock pierced that Basil was feeling up to facing
his ex-wife and hearing her request for whatever it was about her
newly announced wedding to her girlfriend-now fiancée Liz. When
Marci asked if he could have Dorothy there when she stopped by to
make her request in person, he was wary of what was to come.

“Why does Dorothy have to be here?”

“Doesn’t she still have you under lock and key?”
Marci asked.

He tried not to let her knowledge—and participation
in—his chastity kink bother him. It was going to be that way the
rest of his life and he’d have to deal with it. “Yes. So she
doesn’t have to worry about me fucking other women. What does that
have to do with anything?”

The silent sound of her smile came through the
phone. “Just checking. I’m starting to think all men should wear a
cock cage.”

Basil hung up before the conversation could go
sideways into how previously straight married women could easily
become man-hating lesbians. It would be another few weeks before he
was fully healed and Dorothy was eager to get him into his new
cage. He had been free of any steel restraints since he had been
pierced. It was the longest amount of freedom he had had since the
beginning of his relationship with Dorothy. It was both a happy
escape and an annoying one.

He liked having his cock safety encased.

When the time came for Marci to drop by, he was glad
that Dorothy was already there. He was wary of his ex. They had
divorced mostly amicably, but he had never gotten along well with
Liz. He chalked it up to personality clash.

“What is she going to ask you?” Dorothy inquired,
ever curious.

“If I knew that…” he began and stiffly walked around
the living room. In some ways having his cock pierced was worse
than wearing a cage because occasionally it would burn and pinch in
unexpected ways. However he had gotten used to seeing a piece of
metal through his flesh and had come around to the idea that it was
definitely a masculine look and understood why Dorothy would
occasionally ask him to get it out so she could admire it. “I’m
worried she’s going to ask me to give her away or participate in
her wedding. Lesbian wedding.”

“Don’t say it that way.”

“What way?”

“Like it’s an insult.”

“Sorry. But I don’t want to participate in her
wedding. I don’t even want to go to it. I’m hoping she’s going to
tell me in person I’m not invited.”

“Maybe she just wants to return her wedding ring to
you.”

“She already did that.”

“Oh.”

The doorbell rang and Basil rigidly went to the door
and let in Marci. She introduced herself to Dorothy and it was at
that moment that Basil realized that while the two women knew about
each other, they had never met in person before. Marci seemed happy
and Dorothy was gracious. He didn’t like the fact that the two
women who were most active in his kink were getting along so
well.

“Okay, the suspense is killing me,” Basil said,
acting like he’d rather be anywhere else other than in their
presence. “What do you need to ask me.”

“Direct and to the point,” said Marci.

“I just want to get this over,” he said. “What do
you want?”

“Such a wonderful attitude. I can’t remember why I
didn’t stay married to you.” Her snark was coming out.

“Because you’re a lesbian now,” he reminded her.

“Oh right. Except you’re wrong. I’m bisexual.”

At this point Dorothy interrupted. “I can see why
you two divorced, but why don’t you let Marci ask what she came
here to ask?”

Basil glared briefly at his girlfriend, but said
nothing and just nodded to Dorothy. Marci chewed on her thumbnail,
suddenly unwilling to say anything.

“What is it that you wanted to ask, Marci?” Dorothy
said sweetly, but not overly so to make it too obvious.

“I was going to ask, and now I’m starting to regret
it, if Basil could help me out with something before I get married.
To Liz.” She added the name of her fiancée as an afterthought.

“And what is that favor?” Dorothy prompted.

“I was going to ask him to fuck me one last time
because after I get married I’m not going to get any dick for the
rest of my life.” Marci recited this while looking at the wall,
unable to face either Dorothy or Basil. “Sorry. I had to ask. I’ll
go now.”

“Well you aren’t going to get my dick any time
soon,” Basil snapped at her. “You can thank Dorothy for that!”

“Yeah. I get it. Your new girlfriend likes to keep
you in chastity and I didn’t. I don’t care.”

“Ha! Wrong. I’d love to fuck you right here and
now—”

“Bas!” Dorothy blurted out but he kept right on
talking.

“—but she got me pierced and I’m not risking it just
so you can cheat on your fiancée. That’s what you’re good at,
aren’t you, Marci. Cheating?”

“I don’t fucking believe you,” Marci muttered.

Dorothy wasn’t sure what exactly Marci didn’t
believe, but before she could say anything Basil pulled down his
pants and underwear to display his cock.

The healing was coming along nicely. There was no
undue redness and the CBR that Basil wore looked good on the end of
his cock, or at least that’s what Dorothy believed. He wasn’t
overly small or large in the manhood department, but it had been a
while since Dorothy had seen her boyfriend unencumbered by a full
cock cage and she stood back a moment admiring him.

It only took a glance for Marci to start to doubt
her decision to marry Liz. It had been far too long since she had
fucked a man and she realized that without a doubt she was
bisexual. Yes, she loved Liz but she was now fully torn between her
desire to marry the woman she loved and stay nominally single so
she could fuck men. Her goal had been to fuck Basil one last
time—because he was safe and easy—but now she was having deeper
doubts.

“Wow,” she said without irony. “That’s really
hot.”

“It’s going to be another month before it’s safe for
me to fuck anyone. And it’ll be Thena before it’s you,” he said,
just to spite his ex-wife.

“I don’t know about that,” said Dorothy. “I wouldn’t
mind seeing you in action again,” she said with a dreamy smile.
“And maybe my goal is to keep you away from my pussy.”

Basil couldn’t comprehend what he was hearing even
though the words made sense to him. “You don’t want me to fuck
you?” he said to his girlfriend.

“Of course I want you to fuck me,” she said, resting
her fingers lightly on his forearm. Basil looked down at her hand
and compared it to his own. Her hand was open and soft; his was
balled up into a fist. He didn’t understand his anger. “But I want
you to fuck me when I want to be fucked by you…because that’s what
you want. That is what you want, isn’t it, Bas?”

He nodded. “Yes. It’s just hard…” Realizing what he
was saying, he pulled up his pants, hiding his cock away from both
women, and disappointing both as well.

“Not right now it isn’t,” Marci said snarkily.

Dorothy ignored her comment and pushed the
conversation forward. “This might not be as big a problem as it
might seem,” she said. “When are you getting married, Marci?”

“In a couple of months.”

“See? Perfect. Basil will be ready to go by
then.”

“Does Lez know?” Basil asked, unable to keep the
sarcasm out of his voice.

“Bas,” Dorothy said, warning him.

Marci let it go because she wasn’t making her
request under the best of circumstances. “Not exactly.”

Basil laughed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Marci lifted her chin, which was almost a lame
gesture of bravado because she was so much shorter than Basil. It
was really like she was lifting her eyes just enough to look at
him. “It means she knows I’m bi and she’s okay with that, even if
she’s a lesbian.”

“I predict a short marriage,” said Basil.

“No!” Marci said emphatically. “She and I already
talked this out. We’ve made a commitment and we’ve agreed to be one
hundred percent faithful for the
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