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Introduction To Part 1-The Men

	Whether it comes as a heartfelt mutual agreement, a whispered suggestion during an imminent explosion, or a premeditated attempt at sexual torture, a man being sexually denied can be the greatest tease of all. Words like ‘edging’ and, of course, chastity are bandied about often in this kink/fantasy/practice, and a quick search across the net will find many stories/movie clips/blogs about male chastity occurring between couples, videos of mistresses enacting denial to specific degrees on their slaves, any number of daily online diaries from men being kept under lock and key, or from those sexual partners or even casual friends holding the key on some guy’s sexual release…figuratively and literally.

	Though often denial, and specifically chastity, rolls into the classic be-careful-what-you-wish-for tease for both the caged and the cag-ee (if you will). And as with anything we get into sexually, if both parties are consenting and mindful of each other’s feelings and fears (and the dangers inherent in this kink as any other) teasing one’s partner with sexual denial can be fun stuff indeed. Surely stuff on the higher end of the teasing spectrum, maybe even stuff you’ve never thought of, or maybe stuff you masturbate over constantly, or you and your partner are well into currently.

	As you will see, I am as much interested in the minutia as the mindset of this particular kind of play as I am devices used; specific acts performed to create safe periods of denial; the motivations of players and their feeling before, during, and after; the full breadth of who, what, why and where of the caging, the key locking, the anticipatory dread or the compelling order. As with all we feel, I believe the mental, married with the physical, makes our moments most empowering, erotic…in a word, great. So, you will find here stories as much centered around what characters are wearing, to how they feel about what they are doing or, in a few cases, how they work through the most insidious kind of sexual denial…self-censorship.

	The five stories of the first part of this double-sectioned book are centered around male sexual denial. When you get to the second half, if you do, you’ll realize that I am after pretty much the same concept as in the first, just with females cast as the main characters. And yes, although most of the stories here are hetero-centric (being a heterosexual guy this is the basis I can write from with any authority) there is a little tickle here of homosexuality to add to the spice of things, as it were. I just hope you walk away as entertained as you are titillated with any story here, if not all of them.

	I thank you very much for giving me your time and reading me.

	Ralph Greco, Jr.

	 


Who Is The Keymaster?

	“Sometimes I think I am getting a little long in the tooth for all this carousing,” the man across from me continued, managing another scoop of sugar into his coffee.

	“Len, thirty-eight is seasoned, not sagging,” I chuckled after a sip.

	He laughed with me, his bright blue eyes flashing as always when we sat around and gabbed like this. Of course, my hubby’s best friend enjoyed flirting with me as much as I did him, but the confidence he was welcoming me into this day was really warming me.

	Being the den mother to all my husband’s buddies—as much as I am a true den mother to my son’s troop—I prided myself on my excellent counsel, as much as I did the bean dip I provided for Sunday game-watching at our house. But Len had always been the one to stop by the most, as his real estate job schedule allowed him the freedom to do so. And, as always, I welcomed yet another naughty detailed catching-up over his latest conquests, as much as right then his newest complaint of seeming exhaustion being such a popular bachelor nearing forty.

	Yeah, the dimpled-chin guy had it so rough.

	Not!

	“Really, Len,” I said, leaning in. “Plenty of guys would cut off their right arm to be in your place.”

	“So, stop your whining, bee-atch,” I added, shooting up from my seat.

	Sauntering around the kitchen, I hoped he was staring at my ass as I had often caught my hubby’s friends doing. I threw a box of cookies at Len from the counter and turned to retake my seat.

	“You just don’t know the pressure I’m under,” he mock-sighed as I laughed with him, then leaned forward again. Looking him deep in the eye, I said and did something I had no idea Len would take to and it sure-as-shit surprised me.

	“You know it really is just a matter of keeping that…” I said deliberately looking down at his crotch, “...in your pants. Maybe you should get a lock and key for it.”

	I sat back and changed the subject quickly, we finished our coffees, but something distinctive had passed between us, something that niggled at me the rest of the week.

	Let’s face it; if I had been in Len’s shoes, I’d have been out and about every night of the week. I loved Joey and the kids, to be sure, as well as the home we had made these past two decades. But from where I was sitting, the grass Len was mowing certainly seemed to have some very lush green patches. So maybe I was a little pissed at him for whining about his carousing when I would have indeed killed to have been him, even for a little bit. Sure, suddenly single, I wouldn’t be much of a slut; I hadn’t been before Joey and I got together, but a girl can dream. But giving Joey’s friend such a definite naughty look-see (when he certainly saw me doing so) had left me kind of heated.

	Whatever the case, exactly one week later, Len was in my kitchen again, and I was trying hard not to think naughty thoughts about him, undefined as they were. Well coffeed and sitting across from one another once again, I wasn’t about to dare tickle what we had been discussing the previous week or how much I had been thinking about Len in the seven days that had passed. That sexual tremor that always pulsated between this man and I was indeed alive and well this day, and it was all I could do not to give Len’s dick and balls another glance.

	Jesus, I make one little quip, give his crotch a blatant stare, and I become

	unhinged? “What gives women?” I wanted to shout!

	One of the nice things about knowing somebody some twenty years like I did, Len, was that at the root of our flirting, or even our many differences of opinion, we still watched out for one another and erred on the side of caution; basically had one another’s backs. It was why I could always have the man over when it was just he and I in my home without ever having to worry. And it was why, no matter what was said and done, regardless of how slightly hot I was growing around the guy right then, Len and I knew our innuendos and jawing would only ever take us so far.

	Or so we both assumed.

	“So, I took your advice, or I am about to,” Len threw across the table suddenly, both of us picking at a coffee cake muffin he had brought.

	Cake, cookies; I’d have to cool it here, or Len would have quite a bit to stare at of my spreading ass to be sure.

	“Don’t hold me responsible,” I said, pulling at my side of the muffin. “And exactly what do you mean?”

	“Do you remember what you said last week?”

	Of course, I knew what he meant; I had been thinking of nothing else. I just couldn’t believe he was bringing it up, or maybe I was just glad he was.

	“Well,” the lanky man across from me started, leaning back and letting the front lapels of his windbreaker spread open across my butcher-block tabletop. A pretty, blue box about the size of one of Len’s big fists fell from the folds of his black jacket.

	“This is my brand-new cock cage.”

	I decided not to grab for the piece of muffin I had just placed on my napkin, but the box instead.

	“Shit, Len,” I giggled, trying to diffuse my nervousness and the flush to my

	pale cheeks. “I didn’t mean literally!”

	I opened the box for a peek inside.

	“You…you want to wear this?” I said, unsure if the idea was wickedly arousing, too weird to consider, or one because of the other.

	I knew if I had one, I wouldn’t be putting my cock into the spongy rubber tube I plucked up and out of that cardboard lid. But then again, I wasn’t Len facing his friend’s wife, who had briefly mentioned caging his cock a week ago. If anyone had suggested this scene to me, I would have assured them I would have been up and out of my kitchen in a flash. Still, as I examined the cock cage, I sensed Len staring at me, examining the thing, and I tried to focus on really what this was all about.

	I had to stop myself from bouncing in my chair.

	Basically, the cage was just that: a stubby see-thru cap with what seemed to be air holes attached to a thick rubber circle and, below that, an even thicker circle of rubber. The tube open at its base, spongy to the touch and as I came to see, there was a thinner ribbon, more or less a strip of plastic that ran over that middle thicker band, with holes in it to adjust a little nub of an insert into, like a belt loop. I looked back into the box, assured I had seen something else in it, and spied a tiny padlock with a key attached.

	“For as long as you say,” Len announced.

	I wasn’t sure he was answering my last question or prompting me further.

	Len stood then, walked from around my table, and came to me as I sat stock still, shocked and aroused by the cage dangling between my fingers and Len stepping up for what I knew he had to be up to. He unsnapped his jeans, came to not more than a foot from me, and managed to get his pants open, zipper then boxers down, under his very tight relatively smooth sack to present what I was slightly disappointed to see was a very small nub of a sleeping cock for my inspection.

	“I jerked off in the car, cleaned off before I even thought of knocking,” he explained, “I had to; I just look at that cage, and I get a fucking blue steel hard-on every time.”

	A hard-on, I thought to myself I would have loved to have seen.

	I placed the cage on my finger and suddenly felt inside it for what I hadn’t yet seen, studded hard plastic spikes, obviously to not only hold one’s penis in place but to bite into one’s skin if one began to get hard. I had to push back my chair and stand on this observation as I became too hot for words.

	Len picking out a cock cage after I joked about putting his dick in one a week previous; him showing up this day, jerking off in his car in broad daylight; standing before me now, showing his little mushroom to me (not the raging rock hard-on I’d be showing if I revealed my dick for the first time to a woman I had known for two decades who I always flirted with); baiting me to get him in the thing, somehow none of that was enough for me. But me noticing those nasty little spikes, imagining Len having to stay flaccid in this cage unless he wanted real torture, this fact grew my nipples to rock hard points right then and my undies to stain with moisture.

	“You really think we are going to get this on?”

	“If you help Lisa.”

	“And you’re gonna keep it on?”

	“You’re gonna take the key.”

	Just what the fuck was going on here? How could this be happening and happening so easily?

	I stepped past Len and leaned my butt against the kitchen counter so as not to swoon.

	“You’re giving me a lot of power here, not to mention creating a hell of an explanation when you take your pants off around some woman not me.”

	“Yeah, that's the part that really gets me horny, the embarrassment of it all, having to explain. Or just having to avoid having sex.”

	Len would have to endure the usual refractory period for any guy his age, but the longer we stood talking with his underwear cupped under his balls, me holding the cage, weren’t we risking the chance of him getting hard again? Shit, I was growing wetter by the second, trying with all my might not to start undulating there across from him, thinking about that possibility.

	“And when am I supposed to let you out, or is that the point; I don’t let you out?”

	“That…” and here Len stepped to me again and then pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees entirely, “…is completely up to you, key master.”

	As with most things that had ever happened between this guy and me, we rolled forward into this odd happenstance with not much trouble. After another minute, I simply got to my knees in front of the guy (yes, completely aware that I was on my knees facing Len’s cock) and got to work helping him into the cage. So much for erections, I mentally sighed, but suddenly concentrating on what we were doing (me slipping and spreading the hard plastic of the cage around him, Len folding his little cock to his stomach with one hand, pulling on his balls with the other) kept us both from overthinking about what we were actually doing. After fitting the cage onto Ben’s mushroom head, helping him push and fit his post-orgasm floppy balls through the bottom ring, making a sudden quick pack with myself that I wouldn’t actually touch his cock or balls unless they were covered (even slightly) by the cock cage, I repositioned my knees and reached far under to get the tiny padlock dangling from the tiny lip of the loop as Len actually began to shift and sigh and spread his hairy thighs.

	After pulling up his pants, Len leaned in, kissed my cheek, and left my kitchen and house without another word. I shot up two flights of stairs to get on my bed and have at myself for three deep quick orgasms.

	The very next night, Len called my cell to report as I had hoped. Luckily, it wasn’t unusual for him to call either Joey or me just to check in and maybe get an idea of weekend plans.

	“How ya doing?”

	“Pretty good, pretty good.”

	“All ok over there?” I slightly snickered.

	I could have come and asked Len right out what I was implying as Joey had given me a wave and left through our back door deck sliders, knowing he’d catch up with his bud on his own cell in a few minutes.

	“A little confining, but you kind of get used to it.”

	“So, keep you in ‘til the weekend?”

	“Lisa…shit…oh God!”

	“Those spikes startin’ to hurt, now?”

	Just then, my youngest came in through the sliders, and I decided it was best to give him the phone, announce to Len I was, and let Joey Jr. and his uncle Len have a little time together.

	I was on my way up to my room to change my soaking panties anyway.

	Len showed up that Tuesday.

	I wouldn’t have known he was wearing a cage around his cock as he came bounding into my kitchen, kissed my cheek, and I took the take-out cups from him. We sat at the table and began to make small talk as always.

	“So, you guys decided on June or August for vaycay; Joey said he still wasn’t sure.”

	“I think we’re leaning for August, so we all have something to look forward to, ya know?”

	We sipped, and I tried not to study Len too hard over the lip of my cup.

	“Oh, I finally did get a second date with Samantha.”

	“Yeah, you said she was kinda cool, right?”

	“Yeah, for sure. Kinda frisky too.”

	“Really?”

	“That was Friday; I hit the basketball game with Jerry, then the next night with those cuties from his work.”

	Was he prompting me? Len admitting to a second and frisky date with Samantha, then out the next night with his brother and some girls we both knew he was skirting around had to have made wearing that cock cage difficult.

	“So, it’s gonna be the same villa; no matter if you do June or August, you guys can still get those rates?”

	Jesus, what was he doing here? He knew I was aching to ask him how his hopefully suffering dick was feeling. How often he had experienced a restricted erection the past week. If Samantha had been so frisky as to have seen the cage, and Len having to explain it. He knew now that we had
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