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​The Little Innocent and the Rope
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When I first met the girl who would become my wife, Jo was still just a nineteen-year-old kid. She had that goody-two-shoes look about her, a total innocent who seemed to know nothing about the mechanics of desire, let alone carnal acts. Yet, beneath that veneer of innocence, I quickly detected a flaw—a fierce appetite for everything morality condemned. My first explorations took place in the grimy darkness of neighborhood cinemas. While the film rolled, I would slide my hand up her skirt, my fingers seeking the warmth of her intimacy while the audience surrounded us. She would remain frozen, breath short, struggling not to moan despite the wetness soaking her underwear. Walking out, I could often feel the lingering dampness on the velvet seats, a silent witness to her first clandestine orgasms.

Later, I began to push her further down the paths of a perversion that I initially kept tame. I forced her to go out without panties, to feel the cool air between her legs as she walked, or to wear Ben Wa balls, the weight and vibrations of which she felt with every step through the shops. At first, she would feebly protest, her face flushed with shame.

"Stop it, people will notice," she’d whisper, squeezing her thighs together. "What we’re doing is wrong, I swear, it’s just insane."

But her eyes said otherwise, and she eventually let go in a gasp: "Fuck, I can feel everything... I feel everything moving inside me, it’s awful and I love it. Keep going, please don’t stop."

The escalation became more physical, rawer. I started tying her up. First with simple scarves, then I learned the art of Japanese bondage. I would hogtie her, compressing her breasts under the rope to make her hardened nipples pop out, violently spreading her legs to expose her vulva to the bite of coarse bindings. I often used simple garden twine, a rough cord that sawed into her skin and sank into the folds of her cunt.

She would scream then without any restraint, shrill cries that must have vibrated through the walls and delighted the neighbors, but she didn’t care. What got me the hardest, in the midst of these sessions of total submission which she now accepted with a disturbing fervor, was keeping her on the edge of the abyss. I would stop every movement the moment she approached the explosion, leaving her suspended, panting, and I would interrogate her.

"Tell me everything, Jo. Confess. What do you want me to do to you? What have you already imagined doing with that slutty body of yours? Tell me now if you want me to let you come."

She would comply, her voice broken, confessing her most sordid fantasies and the lustful cravings that devoured her from the inside. That is how, step by step, I led her toward that delicious chasm from which one never truly returns.

July 1999

That Sunday morning, the atmosphere in the bedroom was still heavy with the fumes of the night before—a heady mix of spilled wine and dried sweat. Jo was there, stretched out, offered up to my impatient cruelty. I had tied her with surgical precision, using that famous garden twine that marked her skin with red furrows. In addition to the bindings crushing her breasts, I had placed four metal clamps on her labia, both the minora and the majora, each connected to her thighs by taut cords. The device forced her sex open, exposing her pink, already glistening flesh to her every movement.

For an hour, I had been torturing her with slow caresses, alternating between the softness of my fingers and the bite of the metal pulling at her vulva whenever she tried to close her legs. I finally stopped, my hand hovering just above her swollen clit.

"Tell me the truth about last night, Jo. I watched you at the neighbors'. You were dancing with him, that guy, Jacques. You weren't just moving to the rhythm, were you? I saw you arch your back, I saw you gasp when he got too close."

She shook her head frantically, her hair plastered to her forehead with sweat.

"No, I swear... You’re imagining things, my love. It was just the drinks, we were having fun, that’s all. Nothing happened, I swear! Stop looking at me like that, you’re scaring me..."

I didn’t answer with words. I resumed my work, methodically bringing her to the brink of explosion. Every time she began to howl—that low, raspy cry that heralded an orgasm—I would jerk my hand away, leaving her empty, panting, the clamps cruelly reminding her of her submissive position. The frustration finally broke her last defenses.

"Fine, fine!" she blurted out in a stifled sob. "He... he touched me, yes. He slid his hands under my top while Enrique Iglesias was blaring on the record player. He felt up my breasts, squeezing them so hard it hurt, but I didn't say a word. I was afraid you’d cause a scene, that you’d ruin everyone’s night by picking a fight with him."

I leaned over her, smelling the scent of her pussy juice, which showed that her story excited her as much as it embarrassed her. I stroked her cheek with deceptive tenderness.

"That’s good, Jo. That’s very good. You know I love it, that it drives me crazy to know you’re desired. You don’t have to be afraid of me. Tell me everything, and I’ll give you what you’re begging for."

She seemed to relax, her muscles losing their tension as she finally accepted her own depravity. I let her come the first time—a violent spasm that made the clamps fixed to her cunt jerk—a reward for her first confession. But I didn't plan on stopping there. I spread her thighs again, tightening the ropes to the maximum so that her sex opened like a carnivorous flower, dripping with pleasure.

"And then? He didn’t stop at your breasts, Jo. I know the type, and I know your body. What did he do when the music slowed down?"

Then, in a frenzy of pleasure that shame could no longer stifle, she let it all out. The words poured from her like a savory torrent of filth. She confessed that the neighbor, emboldened by a silence he took for an invitation, had finally slipped his hand into her panties right in the middle of the living room. She described the sensation of his calloused fingers forcing their way in, and the wetness she could no longer hide.

"He shoved his thumb... all the way inside me," she moaned, twisting her wrists against the ropes. "And his middle finger... he was rubbing it against my ass, and then he put that in, too. I was standing against him, I felt everything; I was getting off like crazy while the others were drinking right next to us. I couldn’t scream, I had to stay silent... it was so good..."

Nothing in her strict upbringing with the nuns had prepared her for such abjection, or for the ease with which she allowed herself to be defiled. She stared at me, her eyes glassy, swaying between the raw pleasure ravaging her body and that deep-seated moral unease—the lingering shame that whispered she was no longer the respectable woman she pretended to be by day.

August 1999.

The heat of that summer seemed to weigh on our bodies as much as my demands weighed on Jo’s modesty. I had taken things a step further by shaving her pubic hair completely. Without that barrier of hair, her sex appeared in all its vulnerability—pink, smooth, childlike flesh that made our bondage sessions look absolutely spectacular. Yet, despite this physical exposure, she maintained a sliver of restraint, a small remnant of that rigid education that kept her from surrendering completely. Paradoxically, she continued to let her dance partner jerk her off with a sort of guilty fervor during our parties. She was no longer just a passive participant; she was now returning the favor, her small hand moving with a newfound boldness under the tablecloth while keeping her eyes locked onto mine. She knew I wasn't missing a single second of this clandestine show, and my silent consent acted on her like a powerful aphrodisiac.

I felt it was time to break her last remaining chains, to push her into a corner where she would have no choice but to let go. I organized what she thought would be just another one-on-one submission session—something sensual and familiar. I set her up on our small living room table, the cold wood contrasting with the heat of her skin. I tied her carefully, legs spread as wide as possible, breasts compressed by the rope, and I added a black blindfold over her eyes. Deprived of sight, her other senses sharpened instantly. Even before I laid a finger on her, I saw a thin trail of arousal fluid bead between her shaved lips, sliding slowly toward the crack of her ass.

As I began to stroke her, ratcheting up the tension notch by notch, the front doorbell rang abruptly, shattering the silence of the apartment. I faked an immediate panic.

"Fuck, no! You’ve got to be kidding—who could that be at this hour? Don’t move, Jo, don’t make a single sound, do you hear me? If someone sees us like this, we’re fucked."

"What’s happening?" she whispered, her voice trembling with fear and excitement. "Hide me, please, I'm afraid they'll come in! Untie me, quick!"

"No time! Just stay still!"

I grabbed a thin tulle curtain and threw it over her naked body—a pathetic covering that hid none of her offered silhouette. I closed the living room door behind me and went to let in my friend C., with whom I had orchestrated the whole thing. He was a man who shared my taste for limitless carnal exploration. He entered on tiptoe, a knowing smile on his lips. We went back into the living room where Jo waited, paralyzed with tension.

"It’s nothing," I whispered, leaning in close to her. "Just those damn neighborhood kids playing pranks with the doorbell again. Let’s get back to it."

I slowly slid the tulle curtain across her skin. The gossamer fabric brushed against the tips of her breasts, drawing a stifled moan from her. I resumed stroking her clitoris, bringing her once more toward that state of trance where she lost all control. Her sighs turned into raspy pleas, her head thrashing from side to side on the table. That was the moment I signaled C. to take my place.

Without a word, he slipped between her thighs. His hands were broader, his tongue more impatient. He applied himself with methodical precision to exploring every fold of her flesh. Jo, frantic with pleasure, didn't seem to notice the change in texture or rhythm, far too busy riding the wave of the orgasm that was overwhelming her. She began to come repeatedly, a wet frenzy that flooded the table. C. then shoved four fingers into her vagina, plowing her flesh with raw force while his tongue swirled over her clit.

"Oh my god, yes... keep going, don’t stop... your hands... your hands feel so strong today... I love you, keep going, I beg you..."

It was at that exact moment that I leaned over her. I captured her lips in a deep kiss, my tongue tangling with hers in a passionate embrace. It took a few seconds for her brain to process the information: my hands and my mouth were on her face, while someone else, between her legs, continued to plow her with insatiable vigor.

She let out a gut-wrenching howl, a cry where terror, surprise, and a lightning-bolt of pleasure collided, shaking her entire being. Her muscles clamped down hard on C.’s fingers, her hips bucking in a final spasm of total surrender. She had just realized she was no longer alone with me. Despite the revelation, we kept her pinned in that state of absolute lust for another hour. She no longer knew who was touching her, who was licking her, who was possessing her; she was nothing more than a receptacle for pure sensation, lost in the darkness of her blindfold. Finally, as we had planned, C. withdrew in silence and slipped out of the apartment without a sound, leaving Jo alone with me, broken and radiant in the newfound quiet of the living room.

A few days after that experience, Jo finally confessed the unspeakable. She told me that at the exact moment she realized a stranger’s mouth and unknown hands were possessing her, an electric shock of unheard-of violence had ripped through her entire body. It was an orgasm unlike any she had ever known, an explosion that had swept away her last moral levees. Far from being shocked by my initiative, she radiated a disturbing gratitude.

"I never would have believed it could be that intense," she whispered to me, her eyes still shimmering with the memory. "You were right not to tell me anything. Do it again whenever you want. Do whatever you want with me—I belong to you completely for these kinds of games."

December 1999.

Winter had taken hold, but the atmosphere inside our apartment was scorching. I proposed a true session of consensual submission to Jo—a night where she wouldn’t be a partner, but the exclusive object of our rawest desires. She accepted with an almost childlike joy, listening to my instructions with religious attention, like a schoolgirl learning a forbidden lesson. During the conversation, I led her to open up about my friend C.

"You like him, don’t you? He’s got that tall, dark look... he looks like a real rogue, maybe even a flat-out vicious bastard."

She bit her lower lip, a small, nervous laugh escaping her throat.

"It’s true, he has a certain way of looking at you... He doesn't pull any punches. I think the idea of him watching me, or touching me again, just drives me completely crazy. Could we do something? Some kind of improvised scene?"

Saturday night was a slow, erotic ritual. Jo applied her makeup with the precision of a courtesan, heavy on the eyes and painting her lips blood-red. Under her black leather skirt—the kind with large silver snaps down the front—she wore only provocative finery: an open-cup bra that let her nipples, hardened by the cold and excitement, peek through, and a lace thong worn deliberately backward. The rough string was lodged deep in her slit, irritating her deliciously with every step. To top it off, she had inserted a remote-controlled Ben Wa ball, a small metal egg whose dull weight she felt deep inside her vagina.

When C. arrived, looking like a co-conspirator, I immediately handed him the small wireless remote. Jo was already settled on the sofa, her third glass of port in hand. The alcohol was starting to cloud her senses, flushing her cheekbones a bright pink. C. pulled the device from his pocket, let it catch the light of the living room lamp, and pressed the button without warning.

Jo jumped, a small cry of surprise dying in her throat. She began to sweat instantly, her body squirming against the cushions as she tried to find a position that would either calm or accentuate the vibration harassing her from within.

"So, Jo, is it doing it for you?" C. asked, cranking up the frequency with a flick of his thumb. "You look like you’ve suddenly gotten very hot. You can’t seem to sit still."

"I... it’s... keep going, please," she stammered, swallowing a large gulp of her fourth port. "It’s unbearable and divine all at once."

C. stood up and circled the sofa to stand directly behind her. He pulled a black silk blindfold from his jacket that he had brought for the occasion. With a slow, steady motion, he tied it around her head, plunging Jo into total darkness while the vibrations continued to tear through her. The loss of her sight had an immediate effect: her shoulders dropped, her muscles melted. She suddenly became supple, almost liquid, totally offered up to the invisible.

"Jo, my beautiful girl, tell me what’s going on in your head... right now, in this blackness I’ve forced on you, how do you feel?"

Her voice was nothing more than a breath, a fragile vibration lost in the heavy air of the room.

"I feel... I feel at your mercy. Very good. I feel wonderful."

C. took a step toward her, the remote clutched firmly in his palm, his thumb playing with the power settings.

"Do you accept your fate, Jo? Will you be our submissive, our object, for the duration of this evening?"

"Yes," she whispered, bowing her head, already accepting the yoke.

"That’s not enough, Jo. I want to hear it clearly, without any ambiguity. Say it."

She took a deep breath, her chest heaving against the corset of her open bra, her nipples pointing proudly through the black lace.

"I want to be your submissive tonight... your thing. Do whatever you want with me, use me, I belong to you."

I nodded to C., surrendering all authority over her movements to him. He devoured her with his eyes, savoring his position of power.

"Stand up, Jo! And touch yourself over your clothes. I want you to arch that little ass of yours as much as you can. Show us how available you are."

She stood, a bit unsteady from the port and the incessant vibrations of the ball. She complied with a calculated slowness, her hands, flushed red with excitement, sliding over
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