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It was excruciating.

The needle piercing my nipple made me scream into the balled-up panties being used as an ad hoc silencer.

But there were other aspects to the unwilling torment I was undergoing that, in their different way, were at least the equal of my physical pain.

Not least of them the sadistic smile upon the face of the eighteen-year-old woman responsible for the position in which I found myself – and in my absent wife’s own study.

Nor the fact that the woman doing the actual piercing was, like me, in her mid-forties and looked as if she had just arrived straight from a morning shift at the local library – albeit with a lithe figure and, before she removed them, thick-framed glasses to match; the hair she had scraped from a somewhat cold yet predatory face only serving to enhance the comparison with a retro and forbidding bibliophile.

The thick nylon clad thighs staring up at my cloudy and pain-filled eyes, together with the exaggerated calf-muscles I had already noted below them, making the connection a done deal. 

Had it not been for the bracelets connecting my ankles and the fact my arms were secured at my back, I knew I would have bolted from the room and said to hell with the circumstances. And yet, even as I told myself this, I knew that I would soon have been penitent and grovelling at the feet of the young woman who had made my life a  living hell and turned the loving relationship I’d shared with her mother into...

Something quite different.

“There, there,” soothed the piercing librarian, actually using her fingers to brush away my tears and stroking them through my hair as a means of drying them. “Almost done now.”

I screamed into the makeshift gag once more as she produced a thin metal ring from a bowl of sterile solution and inserted it through the piercing.

“There, that wasn’t so bad now, was it,” she cooed, succeeding only in making me want to head-butt her as, still kneeling before me, she brought up an ice-cube from a bowl at her side and applied it to her work. “One more to go. Be a brave boy now and it will soon be over.”

Used to being humiliated as I was, being treated like a pre-pubescent a grown-up was coaxing into having a dreaded inoculation – and a grown-up who was a complete stranger to me – added an extra dimension of despair and self-loathing to my predicament. Had it really been only a couple of months ago that I had married the woman of my dreams and moved into the home she had shared with her late-husband? Could I truly have been reduced to such a condition of helpless dependency and self-hatred for my weakness in so short a space of time? And by one so young?

The one in question watching me from her seat upon the end of the bed and looking absolutely thrilled with her creation as I felt the ersatz librarian swab cleansing and antiseptic alcohol onto and around my remaining nipple. Not a shred of remorse, hesitation, or self-doubt could I see in the young eyes devouring me and, not for the first time, I asked myself how a woman as loving and kind as I had once believed her mother to be could possibly have spawned something so...

Demonic.

The answer was still eluding me when the needle again pierced a nipple and my screams made rational thought of any kind impossible.

When the ring had been inserted and the soothing ritual with the ice-cube repeated and I collapsed upon my side to the wooden flooring, the sadistic librarian in the apt confines of my absent wife’s study spoke again:

“Let him relax for a few minutes.”

And, more ominously:

“Then we can take care of the rest...”  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


One


[image: ]




Jenny was a widow of two years with teenaged daughter, named Abigail when I first met her.  Her husband had passed away in a motorway collision and Jenny had not long been seeing other men again when she met me. Saving a lot of unnecessary narrative, I’ll simply say that we got along famously from our first meeting in a Covent Garden wine-bar and brasserie and, within three months, were talking marriage and, another month after that, married in a South London Registry-Office. We were very much in love and, after having divorced a first wife with a disability of the legs insuring she couldn’t keep them closed; except for me, of course; I felt like one of life’s lottery winners to have landed such an attractive, loving, intelligent and faithful, woman for a partner. 

All was well in my world at this point.

Apart from one thing.

The stepdaughter who had actually seemed to like me when I was simply dating her mother appeared to have a change of heart when I slipped the ring onto that same mother’s finger and became her de facto father; moving from my own rented flat on the outskirts of London into the large South London home Jenny now owned free and clear after her Executive husband’s passing. Ownership that did not prevent her continuing a rewarding career as a mortgage-consultant for a well-known high-street building-society.

And if you’re thinking of me as some kind of opportunist, think again. My first wife may well have taken my home from me – no kids, thank the lord! – but the fact she had a good job of her own meant I paid nothing else and even received a cash settlement when she decided to buy me out of that same home. In fact, I had been on the point of buying myself an apartment nearer the private school in which I taught when things turned serious between Jenny and I and she persuaded me to live with her rather than uproot Abigail from her home.

It was a change that made sense and to which I had no problem conceding.

Unfortunately, however, the next change would be one in which I had no say.  

A change that was as abrupt as it would prove to be far reaching.

Now, before we get into things, let me assure you that I did not attempt to usurp her late father’s role and neither did I try to become some kind of authority figure to the teenager. Any suggestions or criticisms of a personal kind I left to Jenny and I was careful to insure my interaction with her daughter was as friendly and supportive as possible. Hell, I even flashed the cash for her and two friends to have a weekend at Glastonbury for her eighteenth-birthday; this after Jenny had told me how much she wanted to attend that year’s music festival.

Her gratitude was immense.

And every last bit of it aimed at her mother.

Me?

All I got was a grudging monosyllable of appreciation – and I only got that because Jenny forced the issue.

“Don’t take it to heart, my love,” she had consoled me later that same night as she lounged on her chaise longue. “She’s simply adjusting to having another man in the home rather than her father. I know it’s been two years since we lost...” 

Her eyes had misted up, as they always and understandably did whenever she spoke of her late husband and I waited patiently for her to recover her equilibrium.

“To Abigail, though, it seems like just yesterday and...”

I’d cuddled her to me tightly and prevented her telling me what I knew already; praying as I did so that the warmth Abigail had displayed to me when I was a temporary fixture in her mother’s life would soon return now my presence there was permanent.

It would certainly do that; I wouldn’t be long in discovering.

And in ways far too warm for my liking.

My name is Paul Hardacre, and this is the tale of the young woman who has ruined and commandeered my life out of duty to her mother. 
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The moment our living arrangements changed, Abigail became cold, bordering on nasty, towards me whenever her mother was not around. 

When Jenny joined us she became the sweet and loving person I’d known before marrying her mother. 

Mentioning her behaviour to Jenny – she was naturally protective after the girl had lost her father – would not only seem insensitive on my part but weak. I was a man in his mid-forties and it would hardly look good to all but admit I wasn’t capable of dealing with an eighteen-year-old girl. 

There was also the possibility she would deny her behaviour and that would simply make matters worse.

For me.

All I could do was try and be as nice as possible and hope that things found a natural – and more acceptable – level. 

With the above in mind, I tried my hardest to endear myself to her. Without any discernible lessening of her growing hostility towards me. I also did my best to avoid being alone with her.

It was an invitation to lunch, from a former friend and female colleague in her mid-thirties, that triggered everything and set my new married life spiralling downwards.

I met her at lunch-time during half-term while Jenny was going to be working late that evening and Abigail was out with friends, making the most of the year-out she had taken from university to flop-out and have a good time. She had suggested a nice brasserie in Dulwich, equidistant to our homes, and I’d spruced myself up in a pair of designer denims, a plain white tee-shirt from the “Guess” range and a casual two-buttoned jacket in navy-blue. My friend looking as glam as a former teacher who had done well from her recent divorce from a City Trader she had caught doing the naughty on her – and looking far more relaxed and younger than her years than ever she had when teaching.

“Grant,” she gushed when I joined her at table and she gave me a hug and a kiss, “it's so good to see you.”

We had a good lunch and a catch-up and I allowed her to get the rage she was still feeling at her former husband’s betrayal out of her system before bringing up my own domestic problems – or problem, to be more precise.

I explained how Abigail was behaving and how obvious it was that she was jealous and doing her best to undermine my marriage to Jenny without making herself look like the culprit.  It had been a long time since Rebecca and I had seen each other and, as in the past, she proved a good friend who was not only prepared to listen but to give me advice I might not wish to hear if she thought I was being wrongheaded.  On this occasion, simply telling me to continue on the way I was and let my new stepdaughter see the error of her ways.

It was good advice and, after a delicious lunch accompanied by a nice glass of Sangiovese, I was feeling far more optimistic on life in general and my home-life in particular. So, when lunch was complete and she invited me to see her new home in Forest Hill, I followed her home in my little Alfa.  

Her town-house was a new-build, as stylish as it was homely, and I immediately felt relaxed there. We sat in her office for a while as she showed me some projects she wanted my input on, then, after another glass of red and a catch-up, the two of us telling each other what we had been doing for the past few years, we eventually got round to reminiscing about the fun we had during our time working with each other. 

Which was when, to my eternal regret, one thing led to another and, before, long we were in her bedroom and naked with each other.

Regret or not, I confess, her body was everything I had imagined it to be down the years and my guilt and inhibitions were soon banished as my lips found her glorious nipples and she mashed my face against breasts that would not have disgraced a twenty-year-old.

A twenty-year-old glamour model, that is.

When her own lips went south, any remaining guilt I was feeling went with her.

In my defence, it had, after all, been a long time since I had felt the soft lips of a woman wrap themselves around my cock.

Now don’t get me wrong. It is not that Jenny’s inadequate as a lover. She is loving, tender, and full of fun. But oral sex is a no-no. On more than one occasion she has made it plain that she simply finds the thought of a man’s penis in her mouth revolting. A distaste I can hardly refute as I’ve always had a bit of a hang-up when it comes to placing my own mouth at the service of a pussy and have told Jenny just that when she’s asked me to perform the service.

A hang-up, at least on my part, that would not prevent me from being forced to perform it in the very near future.

At this point, though, having Rebecca stimulate me orally until I reached orgasm felt incredible; even if I felt her disappointment when I explained how distasteful I found the act in reverse.

A disappointment that did not survive the pummelling my eventually revived cock gave to a pussy she assured me was ravenous after a period of involuntary abstention.

I returned home before either Jenny or Abigail and, feeling guilty as well, was pleased I wouldn't have to endure Abigail for a while yet. The rest of the evening after my wife’s return and then the daughter's was normal and uneventful and I had already convinced myself my infidelity of the day would not be repeated in the future. Though, cuddling in next to a woman I knew I loved, I did not get much sleep.

In the morning, as if to underline my guilt and trigger my conscience yet again, there was a message on my laptop from Rebecca. It contained a long description about how much she had enjoyed playing with my delicious cock and wonderfully I had treated her hungry pussy. 

She inquired if I had enjoyed eating her pussy too and whether I intended to see her again in the future.

I felt truly disgusted with myself. I hadn’t been married five minutes and I’d already defiled the union I’d made with a woman I not only loved but who had only recently gone through all the pains of losing her own partner. Her daughter’s coldness and disrespect towards me was not an excuse.

With this self-disgust uppermost, I sent Rebecca back a massage assuring her just how much I had enjoyed our afternoon but that I loved my new wife and could not go behind her back again. She replied immediately and explained, to my relief, that she respected my decision and would do nothing to damage my relationship with Jenny; though she hoped we could remain friends and confidantes, as well as correspondents. A hope that reflected my own, given what I sensed would be a need for a friendly ear if my concerns on behalf of Abigail proved correct.

Concerns that came home to rest with a vengeance not a week and a number of emails later.
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“Interesting reading,” observed Abigail the moment I walked in the door from a walk of the park and a livener at the pub on my way home, making the most of my last few days before school resumed after the half-term break and feeling quite relaxed.

A feeling that did not last beyond sight of her sitting with my laptop open on the sofa and a sheath of papers she was holding in front of her and to which she referred.

Papers that looked suspiciously like email printouts.

She was still in the clingy black lycra leotard she wore to work out in the outhouse her late father had turned into a mini-gym and, if the nipples straining for release beneath the fabric were any guide, was in a state of some agitation. Not for the first time, it struck me how much she resembled her mother and my own feelings of discomfort grew. If what she held in her hand was what I thought it was, then my marriage to a woman I genuinely loved was beyond toast.

“Isn’t the Internet wonderful,” she told me, looking proverbial in a cat and the cream way.

A sense of imminent disaster clutched at my vitals and I prayed the printouts in her hand did not contain what I thought they contained.

The evil smile she directed my way did not reassure me and I knew she had somehow found a way to access my laptop.

But how? I didn't share my password with anyone or have it written down. And Abigail had shown no great aptitude for such technical matters other than the usual Skyping and downloading of selfies common to most young women of her age.

The answer was not long in coming:

“Amazing how many people simply shut their laptops without closing down or logging out,” she told me as I castigated myself for my carelessness and stupidity.

And it got worse.

“Not to mention forgetting to erase their deleted items.”

She was still in proverbial smug mode and was grinning like a Cheshire Cat as she held up the printed messages for me to see.

And there was something else in her expression too.

Something... predatory.

“Does mum know about your special friend?”  she asked, handing me a print out of the first email Rebecca had sent after our tryst. 

My blood ran cold and I'm sure my face went white as the indignation I felt at having her pry into my personal life took second place to just what she had found there.

And what she would do with the information.

I crumpled the print-out in my hands and Abigail’s smile grew even bigger.

“Don't worry I saved them onto a memory-stick as well as my One-Drive.  I'm sure Mummy would love to know her new husband the respected teacher is cheating on her so soon after they were married.”

I totally panicked at the prospect that she would show what she had found to Jenny.  

“Abigail, this really isn’t how it looks. I love your mother.”

Her eyes said: “Really?”

I tried to explain that Rebecca and I were old friends and work colleagues.

“And even though you’re married to my mother and insist you love her you’re still friends-with-benefits, right?”

“Yes... No! That’s not it at all, Abi.”

“You don’t count fucking her as a benefit?” she asked with a sneer of contempt that was in no way fake, hearing the profanity on her lips for the first time shocking me for some reason. “Won’t she be upset if she ever finds out?”

She smirked:

“I know my mother and I wouldn’t bank on her opening those lovely long legs of hers for you again if she does.”

“Abigail, it won’t be happening again. You... You saw the emails. It was a mistake. I was feeling down because you were being shitty towards me and...”

“I don’t believe it!” she cut me off, shaking her head with violent indignation. “Are you trying to say it’s my fault you fucked around on mum?”

“No, no! Of course I’m not. You’ve seen the emails. I told her it could never happen again. I was just feeling low and it happened. There’s no one to blame but me and I regretted it the moment it happened.”

“Liar,” she spat. “The only time you regretted it was after you got your second nut off. Just as I always thought, you’re a fucking pig.”

I had no comeback

Mum deserves better, and if you don’t want me showing these to her you had better give me a pretty good reason.”

I gathered myself, knowing she was right and my marriage would be over virtually before it had gotten started if I didn’t convince her I’d – and truthfully – made a mistake I wouldn’t be making again.

“Abigail, you’re right. I behaved like a pig. But that’s certainly not the real me. I love your mother and...”

She held up a hand to cut me off and, already responding to the threat she held over me, I allowed it.

“I think we need to have a serious discussion about this,” she said, already walking towards the staircase leading up to the bedrooms.  

I remained rooted to the spot, watching numbly as the exaggerated swing of her hips helped her to the staircase and up a few steps.

Numbness giving way to amazement as she turned back to me and hooked a finger in my direction as an indication that I was to follow her.

Then, not waiting for my response, she simply turned and went upstairs.

I have no idea how much time passed as, with a mixture of anger, disgust, and pure fear, I contemplated just what her discovery was going to mean for me and Jenny; but I’m sure it was nowhere near as long as it seemed before leaden legs had me following in her footsteps.
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