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		Best Friend's Betrayal

		

		Friends are full of surprises. Unexpected things, like the time Roberta Jennings spotted a heavy wooden spoon in her best friend's bulging handbag. A discovery she thought rather odd. "Jo, what's this?" she asked mischievously. She was rather excited because fortune rarely provided her an opportunity to tease Joanne, so the chance seemed too great to pass. "Doing a little cooking on the side are you? I wouldn't have thought that you of all people needed the money."

		

		Roberta's friend lifted an immaculately pencilled eyebrow, gave one of her deep, throaty laughs. As innuendos went, Roberta's attempt was poor, especially since Jo was beyond cheap shots about her sex life. She wasn't that subtle. Jo said what she thought when she thought it, which often got her into trouble. She had popped in unexpectedly for a chat with her friend and a cup of coffee on her way to an important meeting.

		

		Compared with Roberta, Jo led an exciting life. Single and unattached, she was always flying off to some exotic location or other. She smiled at Roberta and remained straight-faced when she answered, throwing Roberta off her stride somewhat. "Oh, that's dear old Spanky. You must have seen him before. I never leave home without him."

		

		"Spanky? As in spanking?"

		

		"Yes, as in spanking."

		

		"You mean you spank people with that?"

		

		"And on occasion, myself. Which part of me I spank depends on my mood. It's nice to be in control of the rod, though much better if you're not."

		

		"Did you say yourself? Really Jo? Why?"

		

		"Roberta! Use your imagination girl! Spanky makes a lovely companion to my vibrator, which by the way hasn't got a name."

		

		"Oh!" Roberta blushed without knowing why exactly. She didn't believe she was particularly naive or innocent but Joanne's comments often left her bemused or embarrassed. She supposed the reason was Jo was so matter-of-fact about sex, whereas Roberta… well, Roberta was timid on the subject.

		

		"It's quiet around here," Jo said. "Wasn't Haydn supposed to take a day off and drive you to the countryside for a romantic picnic or something?"

		

		"Work, as usual." Roberta tried her best to hide her disappointment from her friend, especially since Joanne was off on another adventure.

		

		"I shouldn't fall for that one if I was you. He'll be phoning next to say he has to go away for the weekend."

		

		"Oh, I shouldn't think so."

		

		"All the same, I bet you were furious. I'd be."

		

		Roberta shrugged her shoulders. "Not really. I'm used to Haydn's last minute changes." Actually, she felt more resigned to her husband's absence than angry. Perhaps her ambivalence was the foundation of their simmering unhappiness of late, the reason she felt so empty, the reason Haydn and her were slowly drifting apart. They no longer argued, no longer fought with any passion. They disagreed occasionally, yet they always found a middle ground. Compromising for compromise's sake. Her life was easier without confrontation, though in the process their marriage had become bland and ordinary. Roberta was dejected with her life. Sad to say she felt trapped in a passionless marriage.

		

		Jo hugged her friend and kissed Roberta's cheek. "I'm so sorry," she said.

		

		"Whatever for?"

		

		"I've no time to explain now darling. I must be on my way or I'll miss my meeting."

		

		Roberta showed Joanne to the door. When they got there, Jo took both of Roberta's hands in hers. Roberta looked into her friend's green eyes. "Listen," Jo whispered, "don't let Haydn get you down. I know he'll come through for you in the end."

		

		"Okay, I won't. I promise."

		

		Jo kissed her on the mouth, not the cheek like most people. This was another of Jo's quirks. She had kissed Roberta in that way for as long as Roberta could remember. A little unorthodox, but then so was the flamboyant Joanne Ramos. "See you when I get back. Hold tight, babe!"

		

		As soon as Jo departed, Roberta slumped into a kitchen chair and stared at her empty coffee cup. How had her marriage come to this? Where had the emptiness come from? What sort of fairy tale had society sold her? She and Haydn had married young. One day she had awoken from a wonderful adolescent dream to discover that she had transformed into a disillusioned suburban housewife. That's how everyone she knew considered her now. As Haydn's wife and house Frau — the diminutive blonde neighbour who baked lovely cakes and took minutes for the local WI.

		

		Gone was the fresh-faced girl with the sunny disposition and the ready smile. In her place a harridan with few friends, a person whom snapped at shop assistants and cold-callers when in fact, she was so lonely at times that she actually wanted to invite them in for some company. Not that kind of company. Roberta would never cheat on her husband, and anyway she had given up on ever having a fulfilling sex life.

		

		"Oh well." Roberta went to the larder and took out her large mixing bowl. On Thursdays, she usually made a carrot cake. This Thursday wasn't any different, but Roberta could bake with her eyes closed and soon her mind started wandering. She usually lost herself in some far-fetched fantasy, but after her friend's visit, her mind never wandered far from the image of Jo's wooden spoon. Roberta tried to think of other things, but somehow her thoughts always came back to that spoon. What had Jo called it? Spanky? Use your imagination, Jo had said when she asked why a wooden spoon was in her handbag.

		

		And therein lay the problem for Roberta had far too much time on her hands. She couldn't stop imagining her friend with the wooden spoon. Spanking people. Spanking herself! All sorts of scenarios played across her mind, most of them sordid. The last, an image of Jo bent over the kitchen table while Roberta spanked her friend's bare bottom with a batter smeared wooden spoon, spreading carrot cake mixture over her rosy buttocks and kneeling to… Surprised at the notion, Roberta nearly dropped the heavy mixing bowl. Where did that idea come from? She tried to clear the image of a naked Joanne from her mind's eye, but just like Jo herself, her best friend's image stubbornly refused to move.

		

		In an effort to break free from her confusing thoughts, Roberta grabbed a clean wooden spoon from the ceramic jar next to the stove and experimentally slapped her own buttock. Surely not? Not Jo. Even if she had the opportunity, Jo would never agree to Roberta spanking her, and rightly so.

		

		Roberta finished the cake, and housework complete she rewarded herself with a lazy afternoon with a novel. She had no idea why she read so many Regency romances. Escapism she supposed. Of course, Haydn demeaned her reading preference. 'Bodice rippers' he called them. Still, they passed the time. Roberta lounged back on the settee and vowed this time not to doze away the afternoon.

		

		There was little chance of reading or sleep as Roberta's mind continually wandered to the image of Jo's wooden spoon. Finally, she could take no more. Her curiosity irreversibly piqued, she padded out to the kitchen and came back with a flat, wooden spatula, not as heavy as a wooden spoon, but adequate for her purposes. Merely holding the utensil in her hand seemed to appease her over-furtive mind — for a while at least.

		

		Roberta couldn't concentrate on the novel, even though Lord Devlin had his innocent ward Charlotte over his knee and was about to punish her for her insolence, his riding crop poised high. Instead, Roberta thought of Haydn's recent indifference. When had he last noticed her in a positive light? When did they last make love or have intimate contact of any kind? If she didn't know Haydn better, she could easily be convinced that he was having an affair. That's what Jo believed.

		

		Without thinking, Roberta took hold of the spatula and slapped the inside of her bare thigh — not hard, but enough to remind her that she was flesh and blood after all. Wide-eyed she stared at the faint pink line and struck her thigh again, harder this time, angry with herself, angry with Haydn and with the world in general. She watched as her blood rushed to the surface, the tingling sensation vaguely reminiscent of other, more intimate feelings.

		

		Spatula in hand Roberta returned to the book, to Charlotte's fate in the hands of her dastardly guardian. She read on, finding the remaining passages of the chapter highly arousing — the way Devlin dominated Charlotte, forcefully seducing the struggling girl into surrendering her most valuable possession. While she read, Roberta idly toyed with the front of her skirt using the end of the spatula. The hard contact was so agreeable that she edged the folds of her split skirt apart until only the thin material of her panties separated the rude object from her sex. She knew exactly what she was doing, what she was going to do, and Roberta shocked herself by her urge to masturbate.

		

		She reread the scene of Devlin's domination, now envisaging herself in young Charlotte's place. She became more involved in the story, more aroused with every word she read. Gently she teased the edge of the wooden spatula against herself as Devlin mistreated the girl, explained in explicit detail, pressing harder as the big man tore the clothes from his ward's fragile body. When the harsh punishment using the riding crop made the innocent Charlotte cry out Roberta empathised and struck her sex squarely with the flat of the spatula. She enjoyed the illicit sting on her bloated labia, the way her clitoris protested then swelled angrily.

		

		The imagined crack of the crop, the screams and frantic wriggling of the girl, the relentless march of the purple stripes across Charlotte's naked backside and the cold, calculating frown of displeasure on Devlin's face drove Roberta's arousal to greater heights. She echoed each bite of Devlin's whip with a sharp slap of the spatula on her sex, and an illicit moan from Roberta followed each of Charlotte's imagined cries. The climax of the scene described how Devlin opened his breeches, his hard manhood bobbing obscenely in front of the innocent girl…

		

		Roberta slipped her hand inside her panties, fingers stretching for her clitoris. As Devlin took the girl's virginity, she subconsciously moved her hips, making little coupling motions as her pleasure mounted. She was close to the edge. Roberta lifted her knees back towards her chest. She rarely masturbated, and never outside of the bedroom, so the thrill of her unusual brazenness added to her arousal.

		

		"Oh fuck!" she moaned quietly, as her fingers circled her clitoris. Something else she didn't do was utter profanities even though she often had the urge to do so while she made love to her husband. Haydn tried to encourage Roberta to express her feelings more during sex, but she had never been comfortable doing so. Now though, there was no one to hear her crudeness, no one to judge her. "Fuck," she said again, louder this time just for the satisfaction of pronouncing the word.

		

		The pleasure emanating from her sex was almost too much to hold on to, so Roberta bit down hard on her bottom lip trying to stave her inevitable orgasm. Her clitoris was like a hard marble now, pulsing angrily beneath her fingertips. She rolled the pearl roughly, losing her restraint and trying to hurry towards the ecstasy she sought. Roberta pushed her panties rudely aside and inserted the blade of the spatula into her sex. The sensation was strange, rough and totally alien — yet so kinky and arousing. She began fucking herself with slow, deep, motions, her bottom squirming on the sofa as she fed more of the utensil inside her vagina. She was dimly aware of her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as waves of pleasure built and washed over her. The next instant she was soaring, climaxing hard, her pussy in spasms and oozing cream.

		

		Another climax followed the first, arriving just as quickly. Roberta was sobbing quietly but she couldn't stop herself from continuing. Her right hand moved rapidly back and forth, her fingers a blur on her too-sensitive clitoris. There was a moment's hesitation, like a parachutist poised before a leap, and then a third climax ripped through her. "Fuck," she swore, "fuck, fuck, fuck!"

		

		Gasping for breath, she somehow managed to pull her hands away from her sex to give herself a moment's respite. She lay on the sofa trembling, her creamy secretions running between the crack of her bottom, the spatula slowly escaping and slipping out of her vagina. Perspiration glistened on her brow. She had her eyes closed and wasn't in any rush to jar herself back to reality. Yet, wickedness took over her reasoning and she couldn't resist slapping her inflamed pussy with the spatula again. Jesus, it hurt, but the pain re-awoke her clitoris and she felt wonderfully alive. She lifted her hand, ready for more self-induced torture…

		

		"Roberta?"

		

		Roberta, broken from her fantasy by Jo's voice, pulled the folds of her skirt roughly together and sat up with a start. Glassy-eyed she stared at the figure loitering in the doorway, hurriedly trying to make herself half-decent in front of her friend, smoothing the folds of her skirt. A bemused-looking Joanne beamed down at her. "Enjoying yourself sweetie?"

		

		Flushed and still a little breathless Roberta let out a groan of shame. As Jo's eyes travelled to the spatula — still in Roberta's trembling hand, and hurriedly half hidden between two cushions on the settee — her embarrassment increased. "Nothing."

		

		"Nothing? I'd hardly call masturbating in the middle of the afternoon, nothing."

		

		"I wasn't. I was reading. I… How long have you been standing there?"

		

		"Long enough to know that you weren't just reading. Take your time if you haven't finished, darling. I'll make a pot of tea." With that, Jo disappeared into the kitchen.

		

		Roberta didn't know what else to say, but she stood and hurriedly followed Joanne through the swinging doors. "Jo, I don't know what you saw, but—"

		

		"—don't be embarrassed, sweetie. This is your house remember? You are free to do whatever you want. Fuck yourself silly for all I care."

		

		"I don't masturbate. I mean, not normally…"

		

		"Well, what you do or don't do isn't any of my business. Nor anyone else's for that matter, so don't fear, I shan't tell anyone, especially Haydn. Though, finding you with your hands in your knickers like that is a little amusing, especially since you obviously put that spatula to good use."

		

		Roberta wasn't best pleased by Jo's comment. "Why do you find me… well, doing that amusing?"

		

		"Oh, I don't know… Roberta Jennings of all people! I would never have guessed. In fact, that was the last thing I expected to see when I came in. I imagined that you would be ironing Haydn's shirts, not whacking your twat like an over-zealous nun."

		

		"I can't see what's amusing you so much. So I masturbated. So what?"

		

		"Only that you normally come across as a little uptight, frigid even."

		

		"I'm not frigid!"

		

		"Maybe frigid is too harsh darling. However you are definitely uptight."

		

		"Jo! You've never said that before. I don't come across as uptight do I?"

		

		"I'm your best friend Roberta. I'm not going to upset you."

		

		"You just have! You mean I've been going around with people whispering that I'm frigid behind my back? You should have mentioned this before now. Friends are supposed to say the things other people won't."

		

		"Like you do with me? I know you disapprove of my lifestyle, yet you never say anything. Go on; admit that you don't like my other friends."

		

		"Your lifestyle is not something I wish to comment on."

		

		"See! Just as I thought. Roberta, you are a bloody hypocrite!"

		

		"Very well, I think you come across as a slut! Haydn agrees with me."

		

		"Does he now? I doubt that very much."

		

		"What does that mean?"

		

		"Only that a slut is a horrible thing to call me."

		

		"Well, you did say that I'm frigid."

		

		"Which I retracted. Now, retract your slut comment and apologise to me."

		

		"I don't believe I shall. I've thought that about you for a long time.

		

		"Come on Roberta, retract your comment."

		

		"No! I don't see why I should?"

		

		"Now, you're making me angry. Apologise!"

		

		"No I shan't! As you said, this is my house."

		

		"Roberta, look at me sweetie. I'm not kidding now. Retract your comment, or I'm going to…" Jo searched the kitchen, seemingly for inspiration and spotted the jar of utensils. She picked up a heavy-looking wooden spoon. I'm going to tan your hide."

		

		"We aren't at school anymore Jo. You can't bully me. This time I'll fight back."

		

		"You can try, but I'm bigger, stronger and heavier than you. You know I always win."

		

		Roberta glared at Jo; Jo glared at Roberta, both unwilling to make the first move towards reconciliation. If Roberta believed Jo would calm and laugh away the silly standoff, she was mistaken. As soon as Jo moved towards her, Roberta's courage left her and she made a desperate dash for the stairs. Jo rushed after her, quicker on her feet than Roberta imagined she would be. Roberta reached the bathroom, but not in time to secure the lock before Jo put her weight against the door and pushed. Roberta made a valiant effort to block her, but she fought a losing battle and Jo forced her way inside.

		

		They faced each other for a second time, both a little out of breath. "This is silly, Jo," Roberta said. "I should have known my honesty would lead to trouble."

		

		"All you have to do is apologise. If you don't, I'm going to make you eat my cunt."

		

		"What? How is that relevant?"

		

		"I'm a slut remember? I do slutty things. I'll even piss on you if we stay in here too long. I don't believe you'll like that!"

		

		"No, I wouldn't! I daresay not many women would."

		

		"Then come quietly and we'll sort this out woman to woman. She slapped the head of the wooden spoon against her palm. I'll give you a quick spanking and it'll all be over."

		

		Roberta considered her options, which were few in number. Despite her earlier bravado, she was feeble compared with her friend. Lord Devlin and his weak young ward came to mind. Hadn't Roberta wondered how she would feel in Charlotte's place — reluctantly bullied into subservience. If she wasn't careful and handled the difference of opinion with her friend tactfully, she was in danger of finding out. "Okay, I'll let you spank me, but promise you won't hurt me."

		

		Joanne seemed surprised that Roberta had given in so easily. "Wouldn't it be easier if you simply apologised?"

		

		"I told you. I won't apologise."

		

		"I didn't realise you could be quite so stubborn. So sorry sweetie, I can't promise that I won't hurt you. Not this time. Maybe next time I'll go a little easier!"

		

		"Next time? What next time?"

		

		"Or the time after that."

		

		"What are you implying? You said this would be a one off."

		

		"Did I? I was thinking we could come to a special arrangement. An affair. I've wanted to spank you for a long time, Robbie. More than spank you actually. I want to make love with you. I've waited longer than I care to remember. The truth is that I ache for you. Always have."

		

		"You've never said!" Somehow, they were back to the topic of honesty, between friends.

		

		"And if I had?"

		

		"Well, I… I'm married, and I've never had any real inclination towards women."

		

		"Now, don't tell porkies. I seem to recall we were close at one time. Intimately close."

		

		Roberta's cheeks flared crimson. "Well, I'm happily married now."

		

		"Yet you don't appear as enamoured with Haydn as you once were! Are you two going through a bad patch, my frigid friend? Are you shrivelled and dry down there? No wonder Haydn won't touch you. No doubt he's getting his rocks off in someone else."

		

		"I told you that I'm not frigid and Haydn isn't having an affair!"

		

		"Are you certain about that sweetie? Its obvious Haydn cheats on you, so why not have some fun yourself? After all, you have plenty of time on your hands."

		

		"I wouldn't say letting you spank me is fun."

		

		"How do you know unless you try? Now, are you coming with me?"

		

		Jo turned and marched off towards the master bedroom, leaving Roberta feeling incredibly pathetic in her wake. Why was Jo so certain that Haydn was having an affair? Why did she believe that Roberta would do the same? She was a responsible adult, a married woman, so why did Joanne always get the upper hand? Always. Ever since childhood, Roberta had felt that way around Jo, who could be intimidating at times, especially when she was angry like now.

		

		Roberta became conscious of her pussy, which had begun a kind of throbbing pulse, and the smell of sex, which after her masturbation session seemed to have permeated into her clothes. Roberta could feel wetness trickling down her inner thighs. She knew she had somehow to escape from this uncomfortable situation. Have an affair with her best friend? Not likely!

		

		"Well, are you coming?" her friend bellowed from the bedroom. Roberta stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror wondering how her life had come to this. Not coming up with any meaningful answers, she reluctantly followed Jo's commanding voice into the bedroom. "Yes, if I must."

		

		As she entered the bedroom, Joanne moved around the corner of the bed, slowly advancing on Roberta. Roberta involuntarily moved back away from the woman, but there was nowhere to go. Somehow, without her realising, Jo had penned her in the room. Jo stood close to her friend, standing in front of the doorway, looking down at Roberta with a mischievous smile on her face. It was clearly too late for any more thoughts of escape.

		

		Knowing that Roberta tried to change tack. "Okay Jo, I think you've had your fun. I apologise wholeheartedly."

		

		"Your apology is not good enough, sweetie."

		

		"I suppose you expect me to get on my knees and beg for your forgiveness. Is that what you want from me Jo?"

		

		"Don't be ridiculous sweetie. You don't need my forgiveness."

		

		Roberta breathed a sigh of relief. "Good, then let's go downstairs. That tea must be brewed by now if not cold."

		

		"No. We stay here. I'm not going to let you off so easily. I want to see you naked and draped over my knee."

		

		"You didn't say anything about me having to undress."

		

		"I only just thought of the idea. Come now, I've seen you naked plenty of times."

		

		"This is different. Don't ask me why, it just is!"

		

		"Stamp your dainty foot if you like, but I won't change my mind. Start undressing." Jo leaned in close to Roberta's face, smiling rather oddly. "Do you want to know why I want you naked, sweetie?" She seemed to be waiting for an answer but Roberta was so unsettled that she could only shake her head. Joanne looked quite menacing in the half light of late afternoon. "Obviously so that I can paddle your plump little bottom, but I also want to devour you and I want you to devour me. Don't forget you have to give me that licking you promised me."

		

		A car door banged outside on the street and Roberta immediately looked towards the window.

		

	
		

		"That won't be Haydn coming to rescue you, or anyone else for that matter. What did you expect Roberta? The poor little housewife is on her own day after day. How could she have friends? There isn't anyone else is there Roberta? Only me and your philandering husband, and Haydn never arrives home early does he? Isn't that part of your problem? Become my lover and I'll introduce you to some wonderful people, people who will help broaden your horizons. Okay, some are a little scary, but you'll soon get used to them."

		

		"My horizons are fine thank you."

		

		"It's sad that you believe that Roberta. What do you know about sexual pleasure? Only what you read and no amount of reading will convey the thrill of an orgy or the passion of your first threesome."

		

		"I'm happy enough thank you. I don't need your… whatever it is you do.

		

		"We shall see, but first I need to give you your punishment."

		

		"If you're going to spank me, let's get it over with so you can get the fuck out of my house!"

		

		"A word of advice, sweetie. You should be nice when someone is about to spank you, not antagonising them. There are forfeits if you do." Joanne went to Haydn's chest of drawers, opened the bottom one and removed a strap-on dildo. There wasn't any hesitation on Jo's part; she knew exactly where to look. She held the plastic cock in front of Roberta and smiled. "Such as this."

		

		"How…? Who… When did you put that there?"

		

		"The last time Haydn and I fucked in your bed."

		

		Roberta felt the blood drain from her body. She was suddenly light-headed. "I beg your pardon?"

		

		"You heard me Roberta. Yes, I'm the other woman with whom you've been so worried. Terrible isn't it? Your best friend fucking your husband right in this beautiful nest you fuss over, in your matrimonial bed, no less. I must say that Haydn doesn't mind ploughing my folds on a regular basis. No doubt, he believes ploughing yours has become a little stale. Has your lovemaking become stale Roberta?"

		

		"I… We…"

		

		Never mind, I believe I can encourage Haydn to fuck you once in a while if you please me in return. No need to thank me now darling. What am I saying? I do need you to thank me now. Usurping your best friend is quite an aphrodisiac.

		

		"You bitch! How could you betray me? We've been friends for years."

		

		"To be honest, Roberta, I was fed up with you whining about the state of your marriage every time we met, so I decided to do something about the situation. I've been planning this coup for some time. I started with Haydn, knowing that once I had him, you would follow. Love is strange, isn't it?

		

		Right! Enough reminiscing, let's get started or Haydn will be home before I've finished. Are you going to undress now Roberta, or do I have to rip those clothes off you?"

		

		"Fuck you! You wouldn't dare!"

		

		Joanne stepped closer and took hold of Roberta's hair. She tugged roughly making Roberta cry out in pain. "Wasn't you listening, sweetie? I dared to take your husband from you, so I'm certainly prepared to rough you up a little to get what I want. You're mine now, you and Haydn both. I already have him pussy-whipped and you… well… you're next." Joanne brought her lips down onto Roberta's open mouth and kissed her passionately. She still had hold of Roberta's hair, keeping up the stinging pressure on her scalp. "Are you going to remove your clothes now?"

		

		Roberta managed a nod, even though her head hurt. Joanne had brought tears to her eyes, not only from the pain in her scalp, but also from her devastating betrayal. She couldn't fathom why Joanne of all people — and Haydn — the man she believed she loved above all others would treat her so cruelly. When Joanne let her go, Roberta started to remove her blouse. What did undressing matter now? What did she have left to fight for?

		

		Her friend sat on the edge of the bed, calmly watching Roberta's humiliating defeat, seemingly lapping up her sorrow. Her erstwhile best friend didn't move a muscle until Roberta stood before her naked. Roberta didn't try to hide her sex from Joanne's calculating eyes. Again, what was the point? Hadn't Joanne told her that she belonged to her now? Roberta was so dazed she couldn't see a way out of the room, let alone out of her heart breaking predicament.

		

		Joanne smiled, her appreciation of Roberta's bodily charms obvious. For several moments, they remained that way, as if Joanne wanted Roberta to acknowledge her conquest. There was no fight left in Roberta. The battle of wills was over. She believed submitting to Jo was the only way of getting her husband back. Not a likely outcome, but Roberta was prepared to clutch at any straw.

		

		The victor was the first to speak. Joanne patted the bed and said, "Here's what I want you to do darling. I want you to climb onto this bed, and lie face down on the pillows, kneeling with your bottom in the air."

		

		"Not over your lap then?" Roberta said with a hint of sarcasm.

		

		"I like to go with the flow. The bed is preferable. Think you can manage that darling?"

		

		Again, Roberta could only nod obediently. She followed Joanne's instructions and waited for the inevitable. Joanne leaned down and spoke close to Roberta's ear, whispering with an icy voice. "I told you I'd spank you one day." Without warning, she brought her hand down hard on Roberta's bottom, making her jolt. Roberta started to rise from the bed, but Joanne held her in place. "Oh no you don't, sweetie! Don't you move until I'm finished."

		

		Roberta buried her beet-red face in the pillows, her heart beating wildly, her mind spinning with countless thoughts and images as events slowly caught up with her. Hayden and Joanne lovers? How could she have missed the signs? Had she been so involved with her own unhappiness that she hadn't given enough thought to her husband's desires?

		

		What did Haydn see in Jo that he didn't see in her? Her friend was a slut by most people's standards. Jo had a different set of sexual morals. She didn't play by the same rules as everyone else. Roberta had known that before she let her into their lives, so she shouldn't be surprised that Jo had considered Haydn fair game. Had Jo's sluttish behaviour attracted Haydn? Was that what he wanted from a woman — from his wife perhaps?

		

		She lay on the bed and waited… not sure what Jo intended next, except that a paddled bottom was certain to come, but did she deserve one for her neglect? Part of Roberta was curious about the delay. What was Jo waiting for? She was afraid to peek, somehow sensing that Jo's rules would not permit such freedom.

		

		Earlier, when she had read the tale of Lord Devlin and his ward, she revelled in deliciously wicked thoughts. Now Joanne was going to beat her. Jo had somehow claimed her when she had stolen Haydn, as if Roberta resided in a medieval fantasy village and she was her husband's chattel to do with as he pleased. She should be appalled at such a notion, but somehow Roberta found the idea appealing.

		

		Roberta was only dimly aware that Joanne was taking hold of her wrists. She felt something tightening around them and started to turn to look but Joanne pushed her head roughly back into the pillow. With her left wrist already attached to the bedpost, Roberta watched passively as Joanne tied the other. She did not struggle, even though with her arms stretched wide, her head sank deeper into the pillow. Jo left her legs free; even so, she had Roberta pinioned helplessly.

		

		"You've been a naughty girl, Roberta. All this time, I thought you were such a proper little darling, but after what I witnessed today you are just the same as me — a dirty pain-seeking slut." Jo's voice sounded as natural as if they were having afternoon tea together, not one of them trussed up naked and about to undergo who knew what debauchery. "All this time and you never gave me the slightest inkling. I'm disappointed that you've been holding out on me."

		

		Roberta gasped as Joanne's fingers pushed into her wet slit, and how she was wet! The ease with which Joanne's fingers had slipped inside her vagina was testament to just how wet she was. Joanne's callous treatment of her, and yes, her brutal betrayal with her husband had aroused Roberta, not killed her ardour. She must be one twisted woman!

		

		"Now, you are the slut, aren't you, Roberta? Offering me your wet pussy this way."

		

		"Y-yes. Oh god," Roberta gasped, ashamed of her reaction.

		

		Jo's fingers curled inside of Roberta's pussy, massaging her g-spot. "Yes, what?" Joanne asked.

		

		"Yes, I'm a slut," Roberta managed to say, even though Jo had started thrusting into her savagely.

		

		"Yes you are, and sluts like you need punishing." Abruptly Joanne pulled her fingers free. She pulled on Roberta's hair again, lifting her face from the pillow, and pushed her wet fingers into Roberta's mouth. "Lick them clean, slut."

		

		Roberta did, sucking on the digits, tasting herself until Jo was satisfied she had done a good job. Roberta could not imagine what Jo would do next, but she was secretly hoping that Joanne would return her fingers to her sex and finger-fuck her. Or better yet, shove the strap-on cock into her cunt and give her the hard fucking she needed to take her mind off Joanne and Haydn.

		

		Unfortunately, Joanne had other ideas. She fetched the wooden spoon she had placed on the dressing table and brought the heavy head slapping down on her right bottom cheek. The shock only seemed to intensify the stinging contact. Roberta called out in pain. Again, the spoon came down on her bottom, this time on her other cheek.

		

		"Please stop," Roberta asked, but to no avail. A third time Jo brought the spoon crashing onto her soft flesh. Roberta squealed her dismay into the soft pillow.

		

		"You know," Joanne said calmly, "if you don't start counting and thanking me for these, we are never going to get to ten."

		

		Roberta could scarcely take in what Joanne had said. She was somewhat preoccupied by the searing pain in her rear as another blow struck her tortured bottom.

		

		"Three. Thank you," she managed, through her quiet sobbing. Ten swats seemed an awful lot to endure.

		

		"Dear, dear. No, that's wrong sweetie. That was one. Let's begin again, shall we?"

		

		Jo slapped the spoon onto Roberta's tender flesh, and she remembered to count, "One. Thank you."

		

		"Much better," Joanne said, and continued the spanking. After four more strikes, Roberta was quite sure that her rear was going to catch on fire and her buttocks melt. She cried and squirmed, trying desperately to escape the punishing blows, yet knowing she couldn't. At one point Joanne had to pause to get Roberta up on her knees again after she collapsed onto the bed, spanking her behind sharply with her bare hand when Roberta didn't move fast enough.

		

		"You're making this harder on yourself than a simple spanking needs to be. The sooner you learn that the better," Joanne said sternly. Roberta tried to remain calm and in position, but when the eighth strike — the hardest yet — smacked onto her right cheek, she broke down, sobbing uncontrollably into the pillow.

		

		"Please," she cried, "I'll do anything you want…"

		

		"Yes, you will," Joanne agreed. Despite Roberta's pleas, she continued with the punishment, even though she couldn't induce Roberta back onto her knees no matter how hard she tried.

		

		Joanne walked around to where Roberta could see her without lifting her head and leaned over the bed to caress her cheek. "Shhh," she cooed. "All better now." She leaned closer and licked the salty tears off Roberta's cheek, as an uncomprehending Roberta looked up at her. Joanne kissed her wetly, and Roberta groaned with unintended pleasure. Joanne stood and let Roberta watch as she peeled off her clothes.

		

		She climbed onto the bed behind Roberta, letting her fingers rub against Roberta's hot bottom. Probably deliberately. Roberta froze, wondering what Joanne had in mind. Joanne timed the suspense to perfection. She lowered herself on top of Roberta, draping her naked body over her back. Her weight came to bear and Joanne's hard nipples pressed into Roberta's flesh. Only then did she feel the hard latex cock nudge against her sex as Jo guided the dildo into place.

		

		Roberta gasped as the fat head squeezed into her cunt. Jo's breath hissed into her ear. "I'm going to fuck you now, sweetie. That's what you want, isn't it? Something hard and long fucking you senseless?" Roberta remained quiet, so Joanne repeated the whispered question, compelling Roberta to answer as Jo pulled a length of the cock out then thrust firmly back in again.

		

		Roberta groaned. "Yes… Fuck me."

		

		"How should I fuck you?"

		

		"Fast and hard," Roberta replied.

		

		"As you wish my darling."

		

		Roberta did her best not to moan as Joanne pushed the cock inside her and started sliding the dildo in and out slowly. She failed and an unidentifiable noise escaped her lips as the big cock filled her completely. For Roberta, the feeling was like nothing she had experienced. The fake cock was opening her in a way that Haydn's cock never had and for a moment she thought she was going to pass out, the sensations were so intense. Inch after inch, the cock wormed its way inside of her.

		

		Perspiration began to break out over her body as Joanne's hands gripped her hips, gaining leverage as she began to move in earnest. Joanne guided Roberta into a nice fucking rhythm, and Roberta gladly followed, pressing back as Jo pushed forward. There was a limit to Roberta's movement, because of her tied wrists, but she still had enough purchase to do what Joanne expected of her.

		

		She let out a muffled cry as Joanne reached beneath her body and took hold of her nipples. Jo pulled on them as she thrust forward. Roberta squirmed, cursed into the pillow, howled and shook, but she could do nothing except take the hard cock whichever way Jo wanted to give it to her. Her breathing became hoarse and strained. Roberta was gasping for air as she raced towards a noisy orgasm. Her back arched as Joanne slammed the dildo into her relentlessly, her mouth stretched open in a portrait of ecstasy.

		

		Joanne's hand slid lower, her fingers found Roberta's clitoris and she pinched. The effect was both instantaneous and intense. Roberta abruptly orgasmed, then quickly came a second time without warning. Her pussy clenched and relaxed around the dildo buried deep in her cunt, her secretions pouring down the plastic cock.

		

		Roberta collapsed onto the bed and laid, draped across the duvet like a rag doll, exhausted and only partially aware of the continued movement of the plastic cock moving slowly in and out of her vagina. She forgot about Joanne, forgot about Haydn, forgot everything. Only the pleasant sensations in her sex mattered. After all her exertion, Roberta felt herself drifting away…

		

		***

		

		When Roberta came to, after what seemed like only a moment later, she was disoriented, and rightly so. It took her a moment to realise that Joanne had tied her in a new position, spread-eagled on her back. Part of Roberta's confusion was because Joanne's open, moist pussy filled her field of view and was descending onto her lips. Surprisingly, she opened her mouth to engulf Joanne's sex, if not entirely willingly. Roberta realised two things at that instant: that she was hopelessly, passionately enthralled with her friend and had been for as long as she could remember. She still loved her husband, but at that moment, she had lost control of reality. All that mattered was to please her lover.

		

		Joanne wriggled on her face when she hesitated going further. "Get on with it, Roberta, or I'll have to spank you again."

		

		Roberta didn't like the idea of Joanne spanking her again, so she parted Jo's labia with her tongue, discovered how wet her friend was and licked into the wet folds. As she licked she slowly moved her attention to Joanne's erect clitoris, but Jo lifted away from her. "Not yet sweetie, I'd like to make this last."

		

		She settled back onto Roberta's mouth and Roberta returned to licking between her labia, pressing inside the folds and probing deeper until she had her tongue fully extended. Joanne's copious pussy juices ran into Roberta's mouth forcing her to swallow her friend's essence. "That's it sweetie, fuck me with your hot tongue."

		

		Joanne began to moan, and she encouraged Roberta to set to work. Roberta was surprised how quickly she took to licking her friend's cunt, surprised how much rubbing her face in Joanne's wetness turned her on. There wasn't any pretence like when she awoke to discover Jo sitting over her face. She was enthusiastically engaged now. It didn't take long before Joanne began grinding her sex onto Roberta's mouth, not caring what Roberta did anymore. Sensing Joanne was close, Roberta edged her tongue to Joanne's clitoris. This time Joanne didn't stop her, and shortly after Roberta concentrated her efforts onto that one small spot, Joanne burst into orgasm. Joanne shuddered and a gush of secretions flooded Roberta's mouth again.

		

		It took a few moments for Joanne to recover, before she climbed off Roberta's face. "My goodness, you're a natural cunt licker, Roberta." Roberta remained silent, frustrated that Joanne didn't return the favour and appease her arousal.

		

		"What about me?" Roberta asked. "Aren't we supposed to be lovers?"

		

		"We will be darling, but not today. I have things to do. I'll see you in a little while."

		

		Her captor left Roberta tied to the bed to contemplate her future as Joanne envisioned it. Frustrated and helpless, she could do little other than consider Jo's proposal — a willing acceptance of her husband's lover. A lover she would have to please as well in a permanent ménage a trios. The alternative was to leave or file for divorce and she loved Haydn too much to do that, despite his obvious faults and his heartless betrayal. In a perverted way, Joanne's suggestion made sense, at least in the short term. Her option was simple. Share her husband with her best friend or lose him.

		

		Roberta had reluctantly concluded that she would have to accept Joanne's sordid proposal. She was certain that not many women would stoop so low, but then Roberta had discovered that she wasn't normal, at least not by the morality she had been brought up to accept.

		

		At that moment, the door opened. Roberta was about to ask Joanne to untie her when Haydn walked into the room, closely followed by his lover and Roberta's captor. Haydn just stared at her tied to the bed as if he couldn't believe how far Joanne had gone. Perhaps they had discussed Roberta's undoing, perhaps not, either way they were in this situation now and they had to do something. In Roberta's mind, the first thing they needed to do was untie her.

		

		Of course, Joanne was the one to step forward. "Terrible isn't it for the two people you trust the most to dupe you so completely. Never mind Roberta, everything is sorted and out in the open now."

		

		"Yes," Haydn added. "I'm sure we can come to some arrangement can't we darling?" Roberta was horrified to discover that Haydn had directed the last of his words to Joanne, not her. 'Darling' in deed! Suddenly, the conclusion she had come to didn't look so rosy.

		

		"What do you mean, sorted?"

		

		"Haydn and I are going to live together as man and wife — in this house, after all this place is closer to the city centre for me. You are welcome to stay Roberta, providing you carry on doing the daily chores and housework you love so much."

		

		"You want me to be your live-in maid?"

		

		"Oh, much more than that sweetie! You will also have to service us sexually, when and how we require. Isn't that right Haydn?"

		

		Haydn looked uncertain until Joanne glared at him. "Yes. Anything we want Roberta. Understand? Anything!"

		

		Joanne cupped Haydn's cock and gave a gentle squeeze. "That's my boy!"

		

		"You can't mean that Haydn? No woman in their right mind would accept those conditions. It's tantamount to slavery."

		

		"Never mind about details darling," Joanne said. "You can still bake those wonderful cakes of yours, can still clean and do the housework as you normally do. In return for allowing you to do that, Haydn and I are prepared to let you share our bed occasionally, individually and together. I imagine you'll like that arrangement."

		

		"If you believe that I'm going to lie back and let you two gallivant openly while I become a glorified maid doing the housework, then you've got another thing coming!"

		

		Haydn spread out his arms. "Sorry darling, that's the way it's going down."

		

		"No way! Not in a month of Sundays."

		

		"You realise that's only around six months, don't you?" Jo said.

		

		"You know what I mean, you slut. Bitch whore!"

		

		"Perhaps we should leave you to think about this overnight."

		

		"There's nothing to think about. I'm not going to be your… your fucking lackey. Now untie me!"

		

		Haydn perched on the side of the bed. "Be reasonable Roberta. This is the best solution for all of us."

		

		"Best solution for all of us? What's my role exactly? House slave?"

		

		Haydn and Joanne looked at each other, and Roberta saw realisation dawn on their smug faces. They both nodded to each other. "Yes, that would work for us."

		

		"You've got to be kidding!"

		

		"We'll leave you to digest everything. Don't worry about us; we'll sleep in the spare bedroom tonight."

		

		"Now wait a minute. You can't leave me tied like this!" Roberta fought against her bonds in frustration as the pair vacated the room, closing the door quietly behind them. "Haydn! Jo! Be reasonable you two, you can't leave me here like this."

		

		Roberta shouted louder. "You can't leave me, I need to pee! Oh God, please don't leave me…"
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