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Chapter One


“No. Absolutely not.”

“C’mon, Marci. You used to do it all the time for
me.”

“Yes. I used to. When I was married to you. I
don’t do that anymore.”

Basil sighed with frustration. They had stayed on
good terms, but he knew he was asking a lot of his ex. “Thanks
anyway. I thought I’d ask.” He didn’t disconnect the call
immediately. Maybe he was hoping for a reprieve. Maybe he was
waiting for her to end the call.

“Hold on,” Marci said. “What exactly do I
have to do?” She still felt a little guilt about their breakup.
Technically she had been the one to cheat during their marriage. It
wasn’t that simple, of course, it never is. But that was that.

“Just hold my key.”

“Yeah, I know. And I need you to spell out
exactly what that entails because I’m not touching or
looking at your junk.”

In the pit of his stomach, Basil felt a tiny bit
flame start to kindle. “I just need you to hold my key for twenty
four hours. Probably less. I can even drop it off for you. I’ll
only have to see you when I pick it up.”

“Uh-huh.” Marci’s tone was doubtful. “Why? Why so
short a period and why me and why are you doing this now?”

Basil considered his options and decided to go with
the truth. “Because I trust you. Because I only need twenty-four
hours.”

“Why?” she repeated, not missing that Basil had left
out the critical part of the answer.

He sighed and confessed all. “Because I have a date
and I don’t want to be tempted to do something stupid.”

“Like fuck her on the first date?”

When she said the words they both immediately
regretted it. Basil and Marci had fallen into bed on their first
date. The sex was great. The relationship had started out on a high
note and had slowly disintegrated from there, a slow disintegration
that took fifteen years.

“Yes.” He cleared his throat. “Think of it this way,
if this works out well, you might never have to do this again.”

She sighed. “Fine. You can drop off the key anytime
at my place. As long as I don’t have to see your cock or that
contraption.”

 


That contraption took Basil more than the usual time
to lock onto his cock, partly because it had been some time since
he had last put on his chastity cage and partly because he was so
excited by his upcoming date that he kept getting hard which made
it impossible to put on since chastity cages were designed to go
onto flaccid cocks, not hard ones.

He tried ice and thinking about baseball. He
considered beating off just to be done with it, but that wasn’t how
he wanted to condition himself. In the end, it had to be a cold
shower and judicious application of lubricant to get himself soft
enough and slippery enough to get inside his cage.

It had been too long since he had worn it. While
Basil knew it was largely his perception, he was certain that he
had grown bigger in the time he had been out of his cage. There was
a certain eager anticipation and high-intensity worry in the
community that wearing a chastity cage for too long could cause
permanent shrinkage of man meat; some men desired this and some
feared it all the while knowing—at least among them who were
willing to think clearly and logically—that such a thing was
impossible. Oh surely, a cock grew and shrank with the sexual
thought and general lust and the temperature, but wearing a steel
cage around one’s manhood couldn’t do that.

At least that was the logical thought process.

Once his cage was on and Basil had firmly clicked
the small padlock shut, he exhaled with some relief. He had shaved
all his pubic hair off first, which was a process not because he
was particularly hirsute, but because getting all the little hairs
around his sack and the base of his cock wasn’t an easy task.
Still, he liked the look and feel of being hairless, and it made
wearing the cage easier because he wouldn’t get an unexpected hair
pull at the wrong moment.

He was also certain it made his cock look bigger.
Not that he was into that.

After admiring his caged self in the mirror for a
minute, he wrapped a rubber band around the padlock to prevent any
tell-tale clicking—thank you, Mr. Poe—and proceeded to get dressed.
It was supposed to be a date. He dressed nicely, not formally, and
once he was ready, he headed out to his ex-wife’s place to drop off
the key.

She wasn’t home, of course, because she didn’t want
to see him, but he put his key into an envelope and dropped it into
the mail slot of her door. The thrill of his predicament gave him a
burst of blood to his cock and a pinch of pain. He loved it.

Dorothy was a very nice woman whom he had met the
way all modern relationships start: on a dating app. Unfortunately
the one he had met her on was of the variety that was tamer than
most. The ones that were openly kink friendly had too many men and
not enough women. Basil didn’t blame women from avoiding them.

In person Dorothy was every bit as charming as she
was on the messaging app. “Call me anything but Dot,” she told him
as they sat down for drinks. They had agreed to a drink first, then
maybe dinner. They left the end of the evening open and undiscussed
which Basil was fine with because he had no intention of fucking
her on the first date.

“Most of my friends call me Baz,” he said. “Do you
prefer Dorothy?”

She rolled her eyes and brushed her bangs out of her
eyes. Her thick brown hair was caught back in a casual ponytail,
but she carefully maintained her bangs. “No. My parents cursed me
with a three-syllable name. Thee or Thena.”

Basil was momentarily puzzled. “Oh.
Doro-thee.”

“Yeah.”

“Thee becomes Thena?”

“Yeah, it’s supposed to be short for Athena.” She
winced and took a sip of her drink. “I went through an obsessive
phase in high school. Greek gods and goddesses.”

“At least you chose the goddess of wisdom.”

She raised his glass to him. “There is that.”

“And war,” he added, also drinking.

“True,” she smiled. “I don’t get parents these days
naming their daughters Aphrodite. I mean, who could possibly live
up to her responsibilities: sex, beauty, and fertility.”

“It is a little much,” he agreed.

“But maybe not for me.”

 


The date went wonderfully. Dorothy—Thee—allowed
Basil to walk her home since she didn’t live far from the place
where they had met. The walk was good for him because he had drank
and eaten too much and needed to work some of it off. He wasn’t
even thinking about the cage around his cock which was a good sign
because he knew that would get him into trouble. Of course when he
realized he wasn’t thinking about it, he started thinking about
it.

It was a vicious cycle.

Without even realizing it, Basil had walked Dorothy
up to the third floor of her building and she paused at her door.
She wet her lips and he noticed that most of her lipstick was gone;
too much drinking and eating and talking.

“Want to come inside?” she asked, hinting at nothing
but implying everything.

The question was enough for Basil to get hard, but
then he couldn’t get hard because no matter how desperate he
became, human flesh was no match for surgical steel. He smiled at
her sadly, hoping he was a better actor than he knew he was.

“I’d better not,” he said with as much regret as
possible.

Dorothy was taken aback. “And here I was thinking
things were going swimmingly.” She flipped her ponytail off her
shoulder.

“They are…but I have a strict policy on first
dates.” He said it without saying it. “I’ve had a couple of bad
experiences in the past with making things go too quickly on the
first date and…I’m trying to be more mature.”

She twisted her lips and nodded once. “Okay. The
goddess of wisdom would probably say you’re playing the long game.
But I can admire that. Still, it feels wrong to end this with a
handshake.” Her smile, even without perfect lipstick, was more
intoxicating than the drinks he had consumed.

Before they realized it, they were kissing. Basil
pressed her up against the door, feeling her body against his. Her
breasts mashed into his chest and she
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