	<R wants to meet again today>
	<will u b there 2?>
	<that’s her plan>
	Kent checked his schedule, mulling it over and letting Sarah wait.
	Waiting is good for her anyway.
	<what time is she home from work?>
	<3pm.  I can make it then too>
	<my last lecture ends at 2:30. 3 sounds fine>
	<good>
	Kent waited a moment.
	<I hope you’ve both updated your wardrobes>

	No answer came to this, and Kent deleted the conversation and the number from his phone.
	It didn’t really matter to him if they obeyed his rules or not.  Purchasing new underwear didn’t seem like a major budgetary crisis for a woman who could pay $100 for a half hour session.  Kent concluded that obedience would indicate they liked the feeling of his control.  Disobedience meant they wanted punishment.
	For Mrs. Sarah Anderson, chastisement would include ice cubes, which she definitely didn’t enjoy.
	Maybe I should offer other disciplinary measures and see if she breaks any rules, he thought. At the moment, both of these women are just enjoying their spankings, my control of them and a few slightly humiliating positions.
	If Bailey and Laura had taught him anything, he knew he needed to keep the game changing to maintain interest.

	Kent felt a giddier this time, walking up the stairs to 402.  The stairway looked the same, but he had a much better idea where he was going and what the participants wanted.  Rebecca, he had a great deal of confidence, just wanted to take things in little steps forward.
	Add one bit of excitement each time and she’ll be fine.
	He had felt it safe to assume, from the very beginning, that Rebecca had roughly the same life experience as Laura, give or take ten years and a husband with no sexual desire toward her.
	Take it slow with this one.
	Kent rapped on the door to 402, the firm double-tap he had used previously, deciding now that this would be his trademark.
	Rebecca opened the door almost instantly, yanking it wide open and greeting him with an eager, flush-faced smile.
	Sticking her chest out, too, Kent noted, keeping that spine nice and straight.
	“Rebecca,” he said.
	“Kent,” she gave him a curt bow.
	I think she wants to do a little more submission than I’m really pushing her on, Kent thought, she might like a little more of that.  Maybe even get her to curtsy.
	Filing that away for a later session, Kent untied his boots and set them aside as Rebecca closed the door and then offered to take his jacket.
	“Thank you,” Kent said.
	Rebecca gulped, looking up at him.
	“I gave you an instruction when I left you last time?” Kent reminded her.
	She nodded, looking down at the black, knee-length skirt she wore.
	“I’ll need to see if you obeyed me,” he firmed up his voice.
	Rebecca nodded, backing up just a half-step, almost into the tiny section of wall between the apartment’s kitchenette and foyer and put her hands behind her back.
	Ah, I get it, Kent thought, she doesn’t want to do it herself.
	Reaching out, he placed the palm of his left hand on her chest, just below her throat, and pushed her the last few inches so her back pressed against the wall.  Rebecca let out a half gasp, her eyes going blurry as they wandered to the ceiling. Kent reached down with his right hand for the hem of her skirt and lifted it up.
	“Red,” he complimented her, seeing the lacy but opaque pair of panties she had chosen, “well done.”
	“Thank you,” Rebecca breathed out a whisper.
	A mew of disappointment squeaked out of her mouth as he released her.  Catching her breath, she led Kent through to the living room where, once again, Sarah waited with a glass of wine in her hand, her legs curled up on the far end of the love seat.
	“Sarah,” Kent nodded.
	“Kent,” she raised her glass in greeting.
	“And what colour did you go with?” he asked as he sat down.
	Sarah winced.
	“What?” Kent asked.
	“Kent,” she said, “there’s nowhere for me to wear such things, and nowhere to put them in my own house.”
	“Are you telling me?” Kent asked, “you didn’t go out and buy some nice underwear?”
	“Well-”
	“You could have left it here,” Kent pointed out, “or just hidden it at the bottom of some drawer, hm?”
	“I suppo-”
	“So you’re wearing white underwear right now?” he raised an intimidating eyebrow.
	“Well,” Sarah sat up straight, primping. “Well, yes.”
	“Take them off,” Kent frowned all the darkness into his expression he could manage.
	“What, but I-”
	“You’re wearing a skirt,” Kent pointed at the beige, ankle length piece she wore, “take your underwear off and put it over the back of the sofa.”
	Sarah glared at him a moment while Rebecca barely failed to hold in a snicker.  Finally, Sarah set her wine glass down, stood up, and bent over to reach under her skirt without lifting it past her knees.  She pulled down her plain, white panties and held them up for Kent and Rebecca to see.
	“Happy now?” she asked Kent.
	“Not nearly,” Kent said.
	She wants to be punished for this, he thought, you can see it in the attitude.  She’s defying me, in front of Rebecca, to see how hard I’m willing to play the dominant.
	As Sarah laid her panties over the centre of the sofa’s back, Kent considered all the ideas he had played with for both Rebecca and Sarah, should either of them decide to choose defiance over obedience.
	Does Sarah need humiliation through exposure? Kent thought, eyeing the discarded underwear.  Does she need some special kind of pain, a particularly vicious type of spanking?
	“Not nearly,” Kent repeated, “but I’ll deal with your ass later.”
	Sarah had the decency to gulp nervously at this.
	“Rebecca?” Kent asked, keeping his eyes on Sarah.
	“Yes, Kent,” Rebecca said.
	“Would you bring me a bowl?” Kent asked, watching Sarah’s eyes widen, “and put two ice cubes in it?”
	“Ke-ent,” Sarah whined.
	Kent held up a finger, cutting her off.
	Jumping up eagerly, Rebecca hopped over to the little kitchen and did as asked, Sarah wincing the whole while.  When Rebecca returned, she laid the bowl of ice cubes on the little coffee table and knelt on the floor.
	She really likes the humility thing, Kent thought, I’m obviously moving way too slowly for her on that front.
	“Thank you, Rebecca,” Kent told her.  He turned to Sarah and said, “Unbutton your blouse.  Top three buttons.”
	Quietly, Sarah did as requested, not meeting Kent’s eyes.
	Kent sat back in his chair and looked down at Rebecca.
	“The ice, you see, will be for your friend’s nipples if she acts up again,” Kent explained. “Now, let us discuss your session.”
	Rebecca nodded.
	“So,” he went on, “You’ve had ten days to think about your last spanking.”
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“How did it feel, the next morning?” Kent asked. “Going to work sore and all that.”
	“It hurt,” Rebecca said, and lowered her voice to a whisper before adding, “a little.”
	“You expected it to hurt more?”
	She nodded mutely.
	“You want it to hurt more this time?” Kent said. “So you’ll remember the little secret you’re hiding?”
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“And you still like to be held down?” Kent leaned in.
	“Oh, yes,” Rebecca said fervently.
	“Good,” Kent said, “Tonight we’ll do something special.”
	“Special?”
	“Mm-hm,” Kent told her. “I’m going to do all of your spankings on just one cheek.  And you’ll have to spend the whole day tomorrow trying not to sit obviously crooked.”
	“Oh,” she brightened, lowering her eyes with a shy smile as she blushed.
	“But I’ll give you a choice,” Kent said. “Do you want to start over your skirt or over those nice little panties you just bought.”
	“I’ll take the skirt off,” Rebecca said instantly, looking up at him.
	“Good girl,” Kent said. “Do that, then.”
	Rebecca stood up in front of him, unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it without letting the hem touch the floor.  Leaning over the sofa, she pointedly laid the neatly folded black cloth right next to Sarah’s plain white underwear.
	When she started to rise, Kent spoke, “Stay like that a moment.  Let me look at you.”
	Rebecca froze, then straightened her knees, stretching the fabric of her new panties over her cheeks.
	“Very nice,” Kent said. “Do you know how nice you look, bent over like this in your new panties?”
	Rebecca shook her head.
	Kent stepped up behind her and put his right hand on her left cheek, making slow circles.
	“Are you ready for your first spanking?” Kent asked.
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“Good,” Kent warned her. “I’m going to make this a very, very hard one, because I want you to feel it tomorrow.”
	Rebecca braced herself against the sofa.
	“I’m ready, Kent.”
	Kent reared back his hand and struck her left cheek, low and as hard as he dared.
	“Ow!” she cried out. “Ow, ow, ow.”
	“That’s a good start,” Kent warned her. “If you really want to feel it tomorrow.”
	“O-okay,” Rebecca gasped. “Okay.”
	“Kneel down again,” Kent said.
	Rebecca turned around and quietly knelt with her hands on her knees.
	“Sit up straight now,” Kent reminded her. “Never hide your breasts like that again, clear?”
	“Yes, Kent,” Rebecca replied quickly, straightening her spine and lifting her chest.
	“Now, I’m afraid I have to deal with your friend, Sarah,” Kent said, keeping his voice soft. “But I won’t take that from your time, alright?”
	“Of course, Kent,” Rebecca said.
	Kent turned to look at Sarah, hardening his expression.
	“Stand up,” he ordered her firmly.
	Sarah set her wine glass on the table, her face showing the first tiny taste of concern.
	How much punishment does she want? Kent wondered. She has to expect something to happen, and I need to surprise her a little.
	“Lift up your skirt,” he said.
	“I - what?” Sarah asked.
	“Show us your - what was your favourite word?” Kent asked.
	“I - um.”
	“What was the word you used for it?” Kent focused his eyes on Sarah’s crotch.
	“Well - I,” Sarah gulped. “Cunt.”
	“Yes, that was it,” Kent smiled, “show us your ‘cunt’.”
	Sarah glanced at Rebecca once, then bent over, grabbed her ankle length skirt roughly at her knees and pulled it up.
	“A little higher,” Kent said, “I want a good look.”
	Sarah gulped again and pulled the fabric up to her chest, so her crotch lay entirely exposed to them.
	“You see, Rebecca,” Kent said, “I wanted both of you to wear something nice for me, something to decorate your delicate little cheeks with while I spanked them.”
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“And you did such a wonderful job,” Kent explained. “Such a good girl.”
	Rebecca smiled at this.
	Okay, I know how to play her at least.
	“But Sarah was a bad girl,” Kent shook his head, “And now I have to punish her.”
	Sarah’s face had grown flush red and not just from the wine.
	Let’s push just a little harder.  Her thighs are clamped pretty tightly.
	“Sarah, put one foot up on the coffee table,” Kent instructed.
	Obeying this instruction put a little shiver in Sarah’s frame as it forced her to spread her legs, with her left hip and knee each bent at ninety degrees.
“Imagine how this would look with a nice pair of panties?” Kent lamented. “But I’ll content myself with staring at her naked cunt.”
Rebecca said nothing at this and Kent looked over at her.
“What do you think of your friend’s hair?” Kent asked Rebecca.
“It’s nice,” Rebecca choked a little.
“Do you think she should shave it?  Trim it?”
Sarah squirmed as Rebecca giggled.
“Ke-ent,” Sarah begged.
“Hush, you,” Kent warned, “or you get an ice cube.”
Sarah sucked her lips back into her mouth.
“Imagine we made her shave it all bare,” Kent taunted.
The facial expressions Sarah made told the story of her humiliation.  Not only did she have to show her crotch to them, but they had to talk about it.
“Now I’m going to have to punish Sarah for being a bad girl,” Kent said to Rebecca. “I don’t suppose you have a nice spatula in your kitchen.”
“I brought mine,” Sarah blurted out. “In my jacket.”
Kent frowned, keeping his eye on Sarah as he stepped back into the foyer of the apartment and fished around inside Sarah’s jacket.  The deep vest pocket hosted the long black shape of the spatula spreader she had brought to his house once before.
He tested it, slapping it against the palm of his hand as he re-entered the living room.
“Kneel down, Sarah.”
Confused, and perhaps expecting to have to bend over for her paddlings, Sarah took her foot off the table with visible relief, clenched her thighs together and knelt on the floor.
“I believe,” Kent said.  He laid the spatula on the table and picked up the bowl of ice cubes, “I told you to ‘hush’ or you’d get ice cubes.”
“Oh-”
“Two ice cubes,” Kent cut Sarah off and she sucked in her lips again.
Kent walked around behind her and swept her hair back behind her shoulders.
“Stick your chest out. Hands behind your back.”
With a small whimper, Sarah obeyed, turning her head to the left.
Kent put the bowl down and took up an ice cube in each hand.  He stood behind Sarah, widening his stance so he could reach down over her shoulders, placing the cubes against her bare upper chest.
Sarah breathed out in protest, but didn’t utter another word.
Slowly, letting cold water drip off the cubes and his fingers, he slid them down her chest, into the cups of her bra.
A moan escaped Sarah’s lips and Kent found her nipples with his finger tips.
Already good and hard.  Excellent.
He tweaked both nipples, flicking them with his middle fingers, before sliding the cubes into position over them.
“You may speak, Sarah,” Kent said.
	“Cold!” she shouted. “You bastard!”
	Kent took his hands out of the cups of her bra and spared a moment to look up at Rebecca, watching in morbid fascination, her eyes alight.
	Sarah wants to be the bad girl.  Rebecca wants to be the good girl, seeing the bad girl get punished.
	“Now bend over,” Kent said. “Tits right to the floor.”
	Sarah complied instantly, sticking her ass up so Kent could flip her skirt away.
	“You get five paddles,” Kent told her. “They will be hard and you can’t remove the ice cubes until they’re done.”
	“Okay, okay,” Sarah panted.
	“Count,” Kent instructed.
	“Yes, Kent.  Yes, yes, yes,” Sarah’s words came out in a rush, trying to speed him on.
	The best feature of the long, spreading spatula, in Kent’s opinion, was its ability to strike across both cheeks at once.  Kent used this feature immediately, taking a hard swipe across the bottom of both of Sarah’s cheeks, making a slicing motion right to left.
	“One!” Sarah cried out.
	Kent moved the blade up her cheeks by only its own width and struck again.
	“Two!” Sarah shouted. “Please hurry!”
	“What’s that?” Kent demanded.
	“Paddle me faster, Kent,” Sarah begged. “So cold!”
	“What do you want?”
	“Paddle my ass,” Sarah said. “Please, please, please.”
	Kent struck again, slightly higher.
	“Three,” Sarah called out. “Keep going!”
	Kent merely waited, watching Sarah squirm.  Sarah sighed, knowing what she had to do.
	“Please paddle my ass again!”
	Kent gave her a fourth strike, eliciting a new shriek.
	“Four!” Sarah shouted. “Please paddle my ass again.  Please, please, finish it.”
	“Why?” Kent prodded.
	“I’m cold,” she said. “Please, it’s so cold.”
	“What’s cold?”
	“My tits!” Sarah shouted. “Is that what you want me to say?  My tits are cold!  Please paddle my ass again!”
	Kent gave her a last, hard strike, back down low in her seat.
	“Five!” Sarah shouted out, “Can I take them out now, please?”
	“Yes, you may,” Kent said. “I always keep my promises.”
Sarah sat up and, crossing her hands, quickly yanked the much shrunken ice cubes out of her bra.
“Gah, it’s all wet and cold,” she whined, holding the straps of her bra outward in an attempt to separate the fabric from her body.
“Take it off, then,” Kent told her.
Wiggling awkwardly, wet fabric sticking to her flesh, Sarah unclasped the bra and did the trick of taking it off inside her blouse while Kent returned to his chair, eyeing Rebecca who still waited on her knees.
“Hah, better,” Sarah breathed with relief.
Her nipples made a hard impression where they pushed out at her blouse.  Kent watched Rebecca now, seeing the glee on the woman’s face.
“Do you think Sarah will behave better next time?” he asked Rebecca.
“Yes, Kent,” she nodded eagerly.
“I think so, too,” Kent said. “Sarah, turn around and show us your cheeks.”
Panting with the exhaustion of her ordeal, Sarah wearily stood up and turned around.  She crouched and reached behind her to pull her skirt up and throw it over her back, baring her cheeks at them to show the angry red slashes across the lowest part of her rear.
“Sarah will definitely remember this tomorrow,” Kent said. “Even if I don’t spank her any further.”
Kent made sure that the tone of his voice indicated he fully intended to give Sarah more spankings today.
“Now, Sarah,” Kent said. “Before we move on?”
“Yes, Kent?”
“The next time we meet…” Kent trailed off suggestively.
“I’ll have a nice new pair of panties to wear,” Sarah said quickly. “I promise.”
“Good girl,” Kent said. “Now put your skirt back down and face me.”
Quietly, Sarah turned to face him, her face red with a mix of embarrassment and heat, her mouth hanging partially open.
“Do you want to play with yourself?” Kent asked.
Sarah nodded vigorously.
“Kneel here,” he pointed at the floor, “but don’t come until I’ve spanked you more.”
She nodded again, knelt, and slid her hands up her skirt, mostly keeping herself covered while she rubbed circular motions into herself.
“Rebecca,” Kent said, “you’ve been such a good girl, I’d like to give you some proper spankings now.”
Kent stood up and reseated himself on the cushioned arm of the sofa.
	“Come here, Rebecca,” he said, patting his left knee, “and straddle my leg.”
	Rebecca rose, keeping her eyes down, and gingerly spread her legs so she could sit on his knee as directed.  Kent grabbed her hips, nice and low so his hands touched skin, and pushed her down harder.  Rebecca, in response, grinded down on his thigh and sighed.
	Kent reached around Rebecca’s back with his left hand and used his elbow against her spine to force her to bend over, pushing her upper body over his thigh and pressing her face up against the back of the sofa chair.
	“What a lovely little ass for me to spank,” he said. “Don’t you think so, Sarah?”
	“Whu-what?” Sarah stammered, her breathing scattered by her masturbation.
	“What do you think of your friend’s ass?” Kent asked. “Isn’t it pretty?”
	“Ye-yes, Kent,” Sarah replied.
	“Tell me,” Kent firmed up his voice.
	Sarah looked at Kent, then at Rebecca’s cheeks.
	“It’s, well, she has a very nice ass,” Sarah blurted out.
	Kent made little circles around Rebecca’s left cheek.
	“I’m going to give five at a time again,” Kent spoke softly to Rebecca, “and then wait for you to ask for more.  Do you understand?”
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“And Sarah?” Kent asked.
	“Ye-yes?”
	“You’re going to count Rebecca’s spankings for her, hm?”
	“Yes, Kent.”
	WIthout any further warning, Kent started slapping Rebecca’s left cheek, hitting the thicker side instead of striking her low, but generally spreading his five slaps around.  Sarah, startled, didn’t begin counting until Kent had already laid three spankings down.
	“One, two, three, four, five,” Sarah blurted out.
	“More!” Rebecca said.
	“Sarah,” Kent shook his head, “That was much too slow.”
	“I’m so-sorry,” Sarah looked at the little bowl of ice cubes in trepidation.
	Kent made gentle circles again over Rebecca’s cheek.
	“You have a choice, Sarah,” Kent said. “Would you like ice cubes again?”
	“No, please, Kent,” Sarah begged.
	“Alright then,” Kent said, “Would you like to show me your cunt instead?”
	“I - yes,” Sarah nodded.
	“Tell me,” Kent said. “Beg me.”
	“Please,” Sarah said, “Let me show you my cunt.”
	“Good,” Kent said, “Take off your skirt and sit up on the couch there.”
	With Rebecca facing ass-on to said couch, Sarah didn’t have too much trouble standing up and unlatching her skirt.  She spread the skirt out over the cloth of the couch and sat down on it.
	“Afraid you’re going to leave a wet spot?” Kent asked.
	Sarah nodded as, primly, she sat down.
	“Well?” Kent said. “I thought you wanted to show it to me?”
	With a gulp, Sarah pulled her knees up to her chest and planted her feet on the sofa.
	“Now you can play with yourself again,” Kent said, patting Rebecca’s left cheek. “While I spank your friend.”
	Slightly subdued, Sarah inserted two of her fingers between her lips and made gentle circles.
	“That’s a girl,” Kent said. “But you still have counting to do.  We’re not done until Rebecca’s cheek is completely red.”
	Rebecca let out a little mew.
	“Isn’t that right, Rebecca?” Kent asked.
	“Yes, Kent.”
	“Let us resume.”
	Kent returned immediately to spreading the redness all over his client’s left cheek, pounding her five spankings at a time, dutifully counted out by the masturbating Sarah, each quintet of slaps followed by a request of, “More!”
	When Sarah called out, “Sixty!” Rebecca made a little squeaking sound.
	“What was that?” Kent asked.
	“I think it needs a little break,” Rebecca whispered.
	“As you wish,” Kent said, releasing his pressure on her neck, letting her partially rise up next to him. “Would you like to watch me work on Sarah?”
	“Oh, yes, Kent,” Rebecca’s eyes glowed, barely a handspan from his own.
	“Sit on the arm of the chair,” Kent said, nudging her off his knee.
	Rebecca, understanding this instruction, turned around and straddled the left arm of the chair, leaning forward to support herself with her hands on the very edge of the arm.
	“Sarah,” Kent said as he stood, “turn around and bend over.”
	With some regret at having to abandon her self pleasure, Sarah stood up and turned her back on them both, setting her feet close together and keeping her thighs closed.  She placed her hands on the seat of the couch and stuck her cheeks up in the air.
	“That’s a very nice arch in your back,” Kent complimented her as he stood up, “and look at those beautiful red streaks across your ass.”
	Sarah shivered as Kent traced his fingers over her cheeks.  When he switched to fingernails, dragging them across the sensitive spots, her muscles twitched in response.
	“Oh, so tense,” Kent teased. “Squeeze those cheeks together.  I want you to feel these spankings.”
	Sarah clenched her muscles, all the way down to her knees.
	“Good girl,” Kent said, “I’m still a little sad over the panties, though, Sarah.”
	“I know,” Sarah said.
	“I’m going to paddle you one more time,” Kent warned, “and it’s going to be very hard.”
	Sarah sniffed.
	“Tell me you deserve it, Sarah,” Kent said softly.
	A little gasp of air escaped her mouth and her body shook.
	“I-” Sarah stammered, “I deserve a very hard paddling.”
	Her voice rose to a squeak at the end of the sentence and she cringed, her eyes closed.
	Kent let the spatula sail through air, striking Sarah as low as he could, streaking across both cheeks right next to her partially exposed vulva and letting it drag across her skin just a little as it flashed across.
	“Ha!” Sarah breathed out.
	“Don’t move,” Kent commanded instantly, freezing Sarah in place.
	Kent knelt down behind Sarah and traced a finger across the new red slash he’d made.
	“That’s a good one,” he complimented her. “You feel it?”
	“Yes,” Sarah panted out.
	“Why did we have to do that?”
	“Because I didn’t have new panties to show you,” Sarah whimpered.
	“The next time you’re shopping?” Kent trailed off suggestively.
	“I will buy new panties, I promised already,” Sarah said quickly. “Should it be a thong, or see through, or… or what colour?”
“Hm,” Kent looked back and forth between Rebecca and Sarah. “Why don’t you let Rebecca take you shopping? She seems to have the idea.”
“Oh, yes, Sarah,” Rebecca put in. “We’ll go together.  Should I buy another pair, Kent?”
“That would be excellent,” Kent said. “That settled, I’m going to finish with Sarah’s ass now.”
Rebecca settled back into her straddled couch arm and waited.
“Squeeze, Sarah,” Kent said, and watched his client clench her cheeks.
With the low slashing paddle strikes out of the way, Kent now eyed the wide space on the sides and top of her cheeks, intending to spread her pain around.
This is probably the part of the spanking she likes best anyway, Kent thought back to his previous sessions with her, the nice loud slaps on the outsides.
He cracked out his first spanking on the outside of her right cheek, the easiest slapping angle for his right hand.
“Oh,” Sarah groaned, relaxing her leg muscles before Kent could strike again.
Kent immediately grabbed her right cheek.
“Keep that tight,” he told her as he pinched, “I want a nice hard ass to spank.”
Sarah arched harder and tensed up her muscles.
Kent slapped her again but, before he could land a second blow, found that she had relaxed once more.
“Sarah,” he firmed up his voice, “I want to pound your cheek, hard and fast.”
“Yes, Kent,” Sarah’s voice trembled a little.
“But you keep softening it up,” Kent warned. “Keep it hard while I spank you.”
Sarah gulped and tensed up again, stretching the muscles in her ass cheeks.
Kent made it through two spankings before she softened again, letting her back straighten a little from its arch and bending her knees.
“Hm,” Kent frowned. “Stay there.”
He backed away and sat on the right arm of the sofa chair, turned to face Rebecca who straddled the left arm while looking on avidly.
“Sarah has trouble accepting her spankings,” Kent said sadly. “We’re going to need to help her keep those cheeks tight.”
Rebecca pursed her lips thoughtfully.
“Maybe,” she said in a low voice, “Maybe if she had something she had to squeeze?”
“Between her cheeks?” Kent asked, looking over at Sarah, who looked at Rebecca in mild indignation.
Rebecca nodded vigorously.
“What could we put between your cheeks, Sarah?” Kent asked, pitching his voice to theatrical loudness. “Your spatula perhaps?”
Kent tried to imagine pressing the handle of the spatula lengthwise along Sarah’s cheeks, forcing her to clench her muscles around it.
Not super attractive.
“Maybe a drinking straw?” he thought aloud.
“If you want,” Sarah whimpered.
“I’ll get one?” Rebecca offered.
Kent nodded and she darted off to the kitchen.  Small place that it was, she found the box of straws quickly and handed one to Kent.
“Spread your cheeks,” Kent instructed.
When Sarah relaxed, he pressed the straw between her cheeks, right against her tight little hole, causing her to let out a little squeak of dismay.
“Squeeze hard.”
Sarah then clenched her muscles around the straw.
“Now relax.”
As he had worried it might, the straw stayed in place despite Sarah’s relaxed state, sticking in place against one cheek.
“It’s too light,” Kent sighed, plucking the straw out.
“Oh!” Rebecca’s eyes lit suddenly. “I know.”
Sarah looked worried now, as Rebecca darted off down the little hallway towards the bedrooms.  She opened the closet door at the end of the hallway and knelt on the floor, her panty-clad ass in the air as she rummaged through a box.
“What are you looking for, dear?” Sarah called after her.
“I used to run the nursery at church, remember?” Rebecca replied over her shoulder. “Oh! Here!”
Triumphantly, she returned and handed an old wooden paddle with a small red ball attached by an elastic.
“You actually had one of these old things at your church?” Kent asked, swinging it experimentally.
“Yes,” Rebecca sighed. “They really emphasize the old-fashioned and low tech.”
She knelt again and watched.
“The wood isn’t very hard,” Kent sighed, “so I don’t think it would be great for spanking, but the ball, hm.”
Sarah looked back at him in trepidation and he sized up her legs and ass.
“Spread your feet, Sarah,” he instructed, “Just a little so we have some space.”
She moved her feet apart, just past shoulder width.
Kent grabbed her left cheek while holding the red ball in his right hand.
“That’s it,” Kent said. “Now let’s spread your cheeks open.  You grab the right one.”
“Ke-ent,” she whined.
“Do it,” he made his voice firm. “You need to learn.”
With a whimper, Sarah braced herself on only her left hand and reached back with her right, pulling on her cheek to expose her little hole.
Kent pressed the red ball against that hole, not to penetrate, but just to rest against it.
“Now squeeze,” he instructed.
Sarah instantly released her right cheek and squeezed her muscles around her ball.  The wooden paddle, heavy enough to require effort from her, swung between her legs, bumping up against the couch.
“H-how many,” Sarah stammered. “How long do I have to hold it?”
“Until I say you can take it out,” Kent said. “If it falls out before then, I will find a punishment you won’t like.”
“Oh,” Sarah’s voice tightened uncomfortably. “Please start.”
Kent began his assault on her right cheek, Rebecca almost bouncing with glee at her friend’s discomfort.  The smacks, now that Sarah had to keep her cheeks tight, came one on top of the other.
We’ll see how much pleasure she gets out of this awkwardness, Kent thought, feeling the sting in his hand as he reddened the top and side of her right cheek. She probably can’t come like this, but I bet she’ll come hard after.
“Keep those legs tight,” Kent warned, seeing that Sarah’s muscles flagged.
He switched to the left cheek, walking around her far enough that he didn’t block Rebecca’s view, and continued his pounding.  Sarah tried as best she could to hold the little ball in place, but Kent saw her weakening.
She’ll want to be punished at least once, he thought.
After fifteen spankings on the left, Kent could see her muscles had started to tremble.  At twenty, they twitched and, on the twenty-first spanking, the ball and the paddle dropped to the floor.
“Pick it up,” Kent said. “Tuck it back in there.”
“I have to do it?” Sarah whimpered.
“Right up against your little hole.”
Out of the corner of his eye, he watched Rebecca’s reaction as Sarah whimpered, bending her knees to pick up the ball.
Rebecca’s eyes lit up as Sarah awkwardly reached around her cheeks.  Sarah slid the red ball in, pushing until she met resistance that made her twitch, and clamped her cheeks around the ball.  Rebecca looked like she might explode with excitement by the time Sarah resumed her bent over position.
Kent moved into position and gave Sarah ten more hard, slow spankings, making sure to cover every inch of her left cheek in redness.
He stepped back and surveyed Sarah’s entirely hammered ass.
“What do you think, Rebecca?” Kent said. “Is she done?”
“You still have to punish her,” Rebecca reminded him. “It did fall out.”
Sarah looked back in shock, but Kent had no surprise in him when he saw Rebecca’s expression.
This woman has a very direct mind, Kent thought, hiding behind all that church bullshit.
“I think,” Kent said, “we should let Sarah choose her own punishment, don’t you?”
“Choose?” Rebecca asked.
“We’ll give her two options,” Kent intoned, leaning towards Rebecca, “and she’ll pick.”
Rebecca blinked, her excitement palpable, and nodded.
Kent composed himself, wondering exactly what Rebecca wanted to see him do to Sarah.
The other possibility, Kent thought, is that Rebecca wants to watch Sarah do something to herself.
