
            [image: ]
        


Prolog



This book is dedicated to all those who are dealing with their
urges instead of just giving way to them; who note the negative
side-effects of (chronic) masturbation. This does not only comprise
the no-fap movement but particularly members of the D/s scene
(femdom chastity play, etc.) who can relate to the matter in any
way.



Besides, there are those like myself who want to abstain from
manipulating themselves to ejaculate because of negative
(long-term) experiences.



Though – or precisely because - a male perspective is taken, the
No-Touching Diary also may be of interest or females.



Prequel &
The First Lunar-Cyclic Day 1-12













































































































































Prequel



This is a no-touching diary, starting with the 4th of December 2016
as Day 1, since the last touching occurred on the 3rd of December
2016 – at least, for some time but this issue is further explored
later.



It serves two purposes: Obviously, keeping memories; second,
presenting them in a written form to a public audience.



Why?



Simple: I am Adam Eve-Servant: Self-Researcher – and Author.



Warning



Due to its topic, this work contains explicit content, inevitably.
People not comfortable with this should refrain from reading it.





The First Lunar-Cyclic



Day 1 -- 4th of December 2016



Why does anyone want to cum? A very frequent question which pops up
regularly, the day after I have been milked in a special way, which
may be with my balls being tied up to the maximum, with my cock
being tied up and only touching the nipples. Then there are
varieties how the nipples may be touched. Hard, soft. Gradually
harder. Just as soft as possible to get any further reaction at a
given point. Only pinkies allowed, only thumbs allowed, only
rubbing the nipples between the thumbs and the pointers. Circling,
up and down, left to right. Touching them with the tip of the nail,
back of the nail or the soft inner side of the finger. Are the
nipples actually pressed or just slid by with the side of the
finger? (Well, especially the female readers might get some
inspiration from this.)



The day went by without anything special occurring. Actually, I
woke up pretty refreshed and full of energy, just happy to have
been relieved of the constant pressure between my balls.



At the current point, it has been taking me years to get to an
insight regarding the complexity of the matter “male instincts and
female power”.



[ To the ladies, it is not the solution to make your man just
hornier and hornier. Any kind of prolonged suppression may
eventually lead to a very unpleasant outbreak of accumulated
frustration energy. As for most men, it is pretty important to get
their release, especially when they have a manner of touching
themselves on a regular basis. This just points to a lack of
self-control, but not only that. It further points to a lack of
self-control to their level of lust and horniness.



Usually, it is part of a man’s, let’s say nature-given
gender-specific life-task to gain control over his sexual
instincts. Somehow, this may sound ultra-conservative but this
impression will be put in perspective with the following.]



The body provides the possibility of touching oneself, not for
no-reason; for many, it is just a way of getting pleasure, without
any need for social interaction. The far more important reason,
though, is the control of one’s needs to prevent an uncontrolled
outbreak one day. Because it does not matter, who is in charge of
the instinct suppression; point is, when they are being suppressed,
the frustration will break out sooner or later. The male will
strive to get his urge satisfied by force then - an experience, all
too well-known by many females, even though most do not actively
suppress his instincts.



This is, why you need to be very careful with the matter of
restricting the possibility of masturbation.



Back to topic: what did actually happen this day was kind of
strange. I went to the cinema in the evening; I was quite early.
Oh boy, why do beautiful women need to exist? They are…
well, sexy yes. And they are female – outstanding examples
why female is the beautiful gender! I know, this may have
kind of a weird connotation but at that time, there was nothing
sexual to the whole situation. Just me as male standing there, once
more becoming aware of the natural interest which is awakened by
the very nature of the other gender. (Please note that this is my
personal perspective - not my view in terms of society! I am
a tolerant, i.e. no homophobic or the like.)



Of course, one of the layers of interest into females has a sexual
basis, but it is only one - not the only one.



Anyway, sitting at the cinema I had a lady next to me who in turn
had a man sitting next to her. They sat in a pair’s seat without
dividing armrest in between. She obviously decided to lean towards
the left armrest which was the one, my chair shared with hers. But
she leaned herself to an extent which was… well, a bit like hitting
on me. However, she had leaned herself at the front side of the
armrest while I had leaned back in a relaxed manner, still trying
to keep my arm away from the seat. Of course, I am a sensual person
and know about the unlikelihood of that happening in the cinema,
especially when another guy is with her.



After all, it was not even pleasant to have that body this close,
at first, though it was not exactly unattractive. Anyway, I go the
cinema to watch a movie and not to be hit on. During the movie, she
kept changing her position a few times leaning back, leaning
forward, leaning sideward again, at the armrest. She changed her
position quite noisy. Otherwise, I probably would not have noticed
it. Yet, she never leaned towards her by-then-still-assumed
boyfriend. But what an asshole of a boyfriend would he have been,
not to let her lean at his shoulder?! Eventually, I concluded that
he was not her boyfriend after all. For one, she leaned towards my
side further and further, each time she leaned to the left. Another
point was that she obviously had no interest in me, either.



Which was fine. Kind of. It just would have been nicer of her not
to lean towards my side like that if she was not interested,
anyway.



However, I had figured out by then, she was in a very bad state of
tiredness. Because I know this restlessness which comes about if
you are tired, drink something caffeinated but not enough - or not
the appropriate kind of drink - to effectively overcome the
tiredness. She just reminded me like it was back in the day when I
still used to go to the cinema in such a state. (Nowadays, I take
care to have a higher state of consciousness.) Keeping my own
experiences in mind, she was not so annoying anymore. On the
contrary, there was something about her which clearly was not due
to anything personal. I mean, I did feel hit on – and not. It was
right on this margin, like presenting something, one both, does and
does not want so badly at the same time. Since I am analyzing
anything of interest, I figured that out; but the more important
thing was the upcoming of a theory that under certain conditions, a
female upper body, even wrapped in a red pullover may get a male’s
attention due to archetypical programming. Something’s awakened
deep inside the male mind which draws his attention to respective
female.



It was quite dark, cinema darkness, so I could not even see her at
that time but just her upper body part. I mean, there needs to be a
special function in the male brain which recognizes even the shape
of a clothed female body as matter of… special interest.



Day 2 -- 5th of December 2016



It glows inside me and I am urged to touch myself when I look at
pictures, e.g. on tumblr - and it makes me even hornier that I am
not allowed to touch myself. Still, it only is the second day,
which means no desperate erections. However, I find it interesting
to watch myself going through this part of a new try, a new
abstinence phase. Leveling my will power, checking how long I can
resist touching myself. Of course, the best thing would be when I
finally made it, not to touch myself ever again. Just accepting the
regular teasing influences of my environment; the sexy girls who
might be teasing with only a smile then. Being capable of making a
distinction between a real smile and a play smile whilst having my
balls full of cum will be one of the hardest lessons, I ever have
to learn.



Then again: the harder the lesson, the greater the learning effect.
I am so happy that I am blessed with a mind which works well, and
has a say about how I should act, even in difficult situations and
/ or with a lot of distraction.



Seeing a tease and denial blowjob makes me already freak out
internally, though. There just are some girls on tumblr who combine
the right comment with the right picture / animated gif and make
the watching experience so much more intense than it would be
otherwise.
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