Chapter 6

	Bailey gently weaved her way into consciousness the next morning, mildly confused about reality.
	In the dream, she’d seen Kent study to become a kind of doctor, delivering spankings to various women, all of whom seemed to be chosen from among Bailey’s classmates, each of them profusely thanking him afterwards for his help them with their problems.  Although the dream featured a long parade of women filing through the ‘office’ in question, it only got specific about each one’s particular problem a few times, Bailey often only witnessing how the women seemed relieved after he ‘treated’ them.
	As often happened in dreams, Bailey morphed between different roles, sometimes as one of patients out in the waiting room and at other moments a sort of nurse or assistant.
	The version of Bailey who patiently waited her turn had never heard her name called.  That copy of herself worried, with a gently rising sense of panic, that she might never get her chance.
	The other version, the one inside the doctor’s office, helping out with the patients, had more interesting experiences.
	Those little tidbits of action, Bailey determined upon waking, were worth holding onto.  Clawing her way up out of sleep, Bailey tried to maintain a mental grip on the details of the dream, but only remembered a few of the actual ‘treatments’ and their purposes, and felt several of them slip away as she woke up.
	Hm, Doctor Kent and his therapeutic sessions.
	She unfolded her laptop, opened a new text file and rapidly typed out, in point form, every single detail still clinging, like wispy scraps of fabric, to the fragile lattice of her memory.
	Once contented that her efforts had recorded everything still stuck in her brain, she let herself dote on the overarching image of Kent in his lab coat, his expression showing that clinical look he always got when he tried to figure out exactly how to spank her or Laura.
	Smiling, Bailey finally slid out of her night shirt to get dressed and ready for school.
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[bookmark: __DdeLink__2942_12804917921]	“I had a dream this morning,” Bailey told Laura on the way to campus.
	“What about?”
	Bailey smiled and felt her cheeks redden. “Kent.”
	“And spankings?” Laura’s eyes lit.
	“Yeah, actually.”
	“What was it like?” Laura’s enthusiasm bubbled right over Bailey’s embarrassment.
	“He was this sort-of Doctor,” Bailey began.
	“Ooh,” Laura’s voice peaked, “like, ‘playing doctor’? What part of you was he examining? How closely?”
	“No,” Bailey shook her head, banishing those images from her brain for the moment. “He was this therapist who spanked women to, y’know, fix them.”
	“Like, what, re-align their spines?” Laura’s lips twisted in confusion. “Some kind of... spankopractor?”
	“Professional Spanking Therapist,” Bailey suddenly remembered, smiling at the idiocy of her own subconscious. “He had a certificate on the wall and everything.”
	“Certified!” Laura exclaimed. “So what did he fix?”
	“Personality problems,” Bailey said. “I only remember some of them. Insomnia. Stress. Concentration. That sort of thing.”
	“You were the patient?”
	“Sometimes the patient, in the waiting room, but my turn never came,” Bailey said. “Sometimes I was the nurse, I guess you’d call it.  He would tell me to help undress the patients, or count their spankings and take notes.”
	“You have to write these down,” Laura insisted. “Like, write them out.  Dialogue and everything. I’ll help.”
	Bailey looked Laura over, not realizing how much enthusiasm her friend had for just about anything.
	She’s a pot ready to boil on a moment’s notice.
	“Alright,” Bailey nodded.
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[bookmark: __DdeLink__9383_15895956071]	<Okay> Laura texted, later that afternoon <these are good>
	<You like them?> Bailey wrote back.
	<’Dr. Truewright’ is a little over the top, but we can work with it.>
	<What? Work with what?>
	<See if Kent will do one, obvi>
	Bailey froze as she read Laura’s text.  She had never considered, passing back and forth the little snippets of erotic fantasies she’d written, that Laura would actually want to act one of them out.
	<You think he would?>
	After a long pause, Bailey’s phone binged at her again.
	<Maybe>
	A shorter pause before Laura sent a second message.
	<We’d need space and time>
	<Yeah. Time> Bailey wrote back, thinking of the final exams coming up, followed by the Christmas break.
	<Also... editing> Laura replied.
---------=================---------
	They met up at five o’clock to walk home together.  Puffing fog as she ran up to Bailey, patiently waiting outside the lobby of the Engineering building, Laura’s eyes lit up brighter than her red cheeks.
	“Do you think I could, y’know, come by your place?” Laura asked.
	Bailey looked over at her, “Need to see Kent, do you?”
	“Is the Doctor in?” Laura grinned.
	Bailey rolled her eyes, “How many sins have you committed?”
	Laura, bless her, still blushed, “Enough.”
	When Bailey hesitated, Laura turned puppy dog eyes on her, “I’ve been reading your story outlines all day, during my classes.  I gotta bleed some of this off.”
	“Fair enough,” Bailey sighed in acquiescence, starting to feel a little blood rush of her own.
	She took her phone in her hand, slipped out of a glove despite the cold, and texted Kent.
	<Where r u>
	Minutes passed and they’d reached the edge of campus when he replied.
	<Gym. Abt to shower.>
	Bailey tilted the phone towards Laura.
	“Oh,” Laura’s eyes lit. “Can we meet him?”
	Bailey shrugged and texted back.
	<We’ll wait in the lobby?>
	His response came back, <Sure>
	“He’s up for it,” Laura said.
	“What?”
	“He replied so fast the second time,” Laura pointed out. “He’s up for some spanking.”
	A slight detour ensued, crunching across an unploughed field, in which Bailey observed Laura’s overt enthusiasm.
	“You’re almost hopping out of your pants,” Bailey chided her.
	“So?” Laura tried to contain her bubbly giddiness, but failed. “Aren’t you ready to go?”
	Bailey jogged her head back and forth, “Sure, but, I mean-”
	“You like seeing him do it to me, don’t you?” Laura goaded her.
	Bailey inhaled, trying to control the blood rushing through her body.
	“See?” Laura laughed. “Ha.”
	They entered the lobby of the university’s largest athletic facility, watching the general mill of students rushing back and forth to enter and leave the gym.  It looked as if an end-of-year sports event waited in the offing, given the number of people without backpacks or duffle bags of any kind.
	“I wonder if I should start working out,” Laura said. “The membership is free with our student fees.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey said. “The tighter your butt gets, though? The more it’ll hurt.”
	Laura let out a low moan.
	“But, you know,” Laura replied. “Yoga pants.”
	“Do you have yoga pants?” Bailey asked.
	“Not yet,” Laura said, and lowered her voice, “But imagine getting spanked in them.”
	Bailey, who couldn’t imagine wearing anything but denim and had enough trouble with the occasionally borrowed skirt, shook her head.
	Kent, to no one’s surprise, arrived in very short order, smelling of a strange combination of soap, shampoo and the odd hint of latent perspiration, as if his body somehow wanted them to know he’d exercised but didn’t want to bother them with actual sweat.
	“Hey,” he inhaled to catch his breath. “What’s up?”
	“The usual,” Bailey said, jerking her head toward the exit.
	As they slipped out into the night, away from the crowd, Bailey felt the heady brew of relaxation and tension as she took Kent’s left and Laura walked on his right.
	It’s such a paradox.  We relax because we can speak freely, without watching our every word.  But, at the same time, we all know what’s coming and it puts an edge on everything.
	“How have you been, Laura?” Kent’s tone shifted a little lower.
	Laura sniffed, “Bad.”
	“How bad?”
	“You’ll see when we get to your place,” she told him.
	“Ha,” Kent replied.
	They passed by the science building.
	“Any chance that lounge’ll be free?” Laura asked.
	“Not this close to exams,” Kent said. “Everybody’s crammed in there trying to study and copy notes off each other.”
	Laura’s face fell, but only for a moment.
	Her enthusiasm is insatiable.  Also... contagious.
	They passed out of campus in companionable silence, headed directly for Kent and Bailey’s basement apartment.
	Well out of earshot of any other humans, their conversation resumed.
	“Kent?” Laura asked.
	“Uh-huh.”
	“If I wanted to start working out, would you show me around the gym?”
	Bailey looked over at Laura, not having realized Laura had intended this.
	Sure, she mentioned working out, but not with Kent.
	Trying to picture herself in yoga pants, Bailey imagined the three of them working out together.
	Probably I wouldn’t get horny enough to make a wet spot all the way through my panties and the pants, but it’s safer to go with shorts instead. I can imagine Laura in yoga pants, though.
	Looking over at Kent, Bailey wondered how it would feel for him, trying to keep an erection down.
	“Maybe,” Kent considered Laura for a moment, “what do you want to get out of the gym?”
	“I dunno,” Laura shrugged, “just a little muscle tone, I guess.”
	Speeding up just a little, Laura walked in front of Kent and wiggled her hips.
	“Your ass is already eminently spankable,” Kent assured her with an inspiring sincerity.
	Laura blushed at this and turned to walk backwards so she could address both of them, “I know.”
	“So?” Kent asked. “Why do you want to work out?”
	“I just thought,” Laura’s head tilted back and forth. “Yoga pants.  Tight muscles.  You know.”
	“The tighter your butt gets, the more you’ll feel the spankings,” Kent warned.  After a moment, he added more thoughtfully, “At least... probably.”
	Laura looked over at Bailey before turning back to Kent, “We went over that. Yeah.”
	They entered the small park that hosted Kent’s occasional outdoor runs as well as a short cut to their apartment.  Taking the path that curved through the trees as the absolutely shortest path, they hurried onward.
	Laura, however, fell behind, and Bailey and Kent turned to look at her.
	What is she doing? Bailey wondered, but quickly realized.  Oh.
	“What?” Kent asked Bailey.
	“I told her how you spanked me here once,” Bailey explained.
	“I know, I know,” Laura rolled her eyes in preemptive defence.  She raised her hands to make air quotes. “It’s cold out.”
	“Can’t speak to the weather,” Kent replied, “But did you make any marks?”
	Laura inhaled and sighed, “No.”
	“Good of you to tell the truth,” Kent told her, then glanced at Bailey.
	Bailey gave him the specific eye-roll that said, if you must, go ahead.
	“I’ll be the lookout,” Bailey volunteered, turning to walk a little distance up the path.
	“Alright, Laura,” Kent said. “Since you’ve been so honest as to admit that you haven’t made any marks, we’ll do one set-”
	Laura clapped her hands together.
	“But-”
	“But?” Laura asked.
	“It won’t count against your sins later,” Kent admonished. “Since there are no marks.”
	Laura sniffed, “So it’s just a free shot at my-” she looked around “-ass?”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey replied, scouting a little ways up the path. “Hurry up. It’s all clear for now.”
	“Kent,” Laura moved closer.
	“Yeah?”
	“I wanna do them bare, okay?” she said. “No panties.”
	“Sure,” Kent said. “Four quick ones.”
	“Right.”
	Laura gave a quick look back along the path and unbuttoned her black, winter dress pants.  A quick zip as she turned around and she pushed them and her panties down so quickly, Kent didn’t even see what underwear she wore.  In the evening darkness, her skin glowed pale and soft in lamp light reflected off the snow-covered ground.  As Laura leaned over to put her hands on her knees, she exposed more and more of her pale flesh to the cold, December air.
	“Hurry,” she puffed out a cold breath over her shoulder.
	“Alright.”
	Kent removed the glove from his right hand and took a moment to squeeze one warm, pale cheek and then the other, prompting Laura to arch her back even farther, offering more exposed skin.  He wanted, in a way, to let her body cool down a little, to enhance the sting, but he didn’t want someone wandering down the path either.
	Sensing some optimum between the humiliation and the pain Laura wanted, Kent settled on her right cheek and swatted.  A delightful echo came back to him from across the park.
	“One,” Laura begged.
	Dead centre, he struck again.
	“Two,” Laura said. “These are loud.”
	“No one’s around,” Bailey called back to her, “you’re good.”
	“You sure?” Kent asked.
	Laura moaned in worry.
	“What’s the matter?” Kent chided.
	“Someone could see,” she moaned.
	“Could see what?” Kent asked her again.
	A mewling cry came from Laura.
	“Could see what, Laura?”
	She sniffed again and whispered, “My ass.”
	“Sorry, what?” Kent prodded.
	“My ass,” Laura pronounce more firmly.
	“Your naked ass?”
	Another inhalation, another giant puff of condensation past her lips, “My naked ass.”
	Kent slapped her again, adding more sting to middle of her cheek.
	“Ow!” Laura cried out. “The cold makes it hurt more.  Three.”
	“Uh-huh,” Kent agreed. “Still clear, Bai?”
	“Oh, yeah.”
	“You are so mean,” Laura told him.
	But you’re not moving, are you, Laur? Bailey thought. You’re standing there with your bare ass out for anyone to see, living the embarrassment just like you wanted.
	Worse, Laura had started to wiggle her hips, attempting to entice Kent, frolicking in her exposure.
	“Please,” she said. “Please do the last one.”
	“Alright,” Kent said.
	She probably is at her wit’s end now.
	Kent struck his last stinging blow against Laura’s right cheek, eliciting a dismayed shriek, “Four!”
	Laura had her pants back up in a flash and refastened them, her breath racing out in little foggy patches escaping into the night air.  Her face had flushed red, far redder than the spankings had turned her butt.
	“Had fun?” Bailey asked, walking back toward her.
	Laura smiled, shyly turning her eyes down before walking past Bailey.
	“Hold up,” Bailey told her.
	“Huh?”
	I am not letting you take this over.
	“Kent,” Bailey asked. “How many spankings have you given me outdoors?”
	“Just the one,” Kent said. “Thanksgiving, remember?”
	“Okay,” she said, “Give me three quick ones, then.  And I mean quick, someone is coming this way.”
	“Oh! Okay,” Kent replied.
	She unzipped her jeans, popped the button and slipped them down, leaving her panties in place.
	It’s the thong anyway.  I’m bare enough.
	“Quick, quick!”
	Bailey expected to get advantage from not letting her skin cool down, but the denim had already let her butt get numbingly cold.  The spankings, one after the other on her right cheek, stung like a hundred bee stings.
	“Ow!” she shouted, pulling her pants back up, “One, two, three.  God, that stings.”
	“That’s blasphemy,” Laura said. “You owe one later.  But let’s get going.”
	As they left the little stand of trees and entered into the open part of the park, they came upon a lady coming their way, as Bailey had warned them.
	Jesus Christ, it’s Laura mother.
	“Laura,” Mrs. Anderson called out on approach. “There you are.  Hello, Bailey.  Hello, Kent.”
	“Mrs. Anderson,” Bailey and Kent greeted the woman.
	“I need to hit the grocery store and pick up a few things,” she told Laura, not even slowing down as she passed, “Dinner is at 6:30.”
	“Right, mom,” Laura replied. “I’m just going to stop in and visit Bailey for a bit.”
	As she walked past them, Mrs. Anderson’s smile swept over Bailey, paused a moment on Kent, and went onward.
	“Don’t be late,” she called back.
	“No, mom,” Laura agreed.
	Once Laura’s mother had passed out of earshot, conversation resumed.
	“Sometimes I feel like she knows,” Bailey said. “When she looks at us like that.”
	“Naw,” Laura waved her off. “Parents never know anything.”
	“Anyway,” Kent said, waving at the house in which he and Bailey lived. “Here we are.”
	They all entered and went down into the basement, shucking off boots and jackets.  Once they’d confirmed Carson was out, Laura wrote ‘8’ on the board.
	“You’ve been busy,” Bailey observed, making four tick marks.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura added four of her own marks. “Gotta keep track of my sinning.”
	“Alright,” Kent said. “Pants off, both of you.  I’ll show Laura a couple leg exercises.”
	Laura let out a squeal and peeled out of her pants.
	“Leave the panties on?” she asked.
	“For now,” Kent said.
	Bailey, going along to get along, also removed her pants and watched.
	“I’m not really a ‘working out’ sort of person,” she hinted.
	“Well, you can help Laura a little,” Kent said, keying on some music from his PC.  The bass rhythm of a fitness reel started shaking the room. “She needs a partner for the first one.”
	Bailey sighed and let Kent position her and Laura facing each other.
	“This is easy,” he said. “You squat down like this, keeping your butt back and not letting your knees go forward, okay?”
	Laura watched carefully and squatted down, “Like this?”
	“Watch your knees, but yeah, basically,” Kent said. “Then you jump up.”
	Kent straightened his legs, thrust his hips forward and jumped, touching the ceiling.
	“Nice vertical,” Bailey noted.
	“Right,” Kent smiled. “But you do this facing each other and at the same time, so you slap hands at the top.”
	“Alright,” Laura said, facing Bailey again, “Ready?”
	Bailey shrugged, “Sure.”
	I’m taller, Bailey thought, so this is way easier on me.
	Kent began counting and the two girls jumped and gave each other high fives with each number he shouted.
	“I need a different bra,” Laura complained.
	“You’re fine, dear,” Kent chided, but continued his count, watching her breasts rebound within their poor containment.
	When he got to twenty, Laura groaned, unable to get her feet off the ground.
	“How does that feel?” Kent said.
	“My legs are numb already!” Laura replied.
	I’m not so bad, Bailey thought, but I’m lighter and taller.
	“Good,” Kent said, “Now turn around and put your hands on your knees and see how you like the spankings.”
	These’ll be the hard spankings, again, Bailey prepared herself, since Laura’s here and needs her punishment.  Here we go.
	Side by side, they turned their backs on Kent.
	“Ready?” Kent said. “I’m going to spank just a little low, where your muscles will be tightest.”
	Without waiting for any response beyond the wiggling of Laura’s hips, Kent started smacking their cheeks, hard and low as promised, alternating between the two girls.
	It’s hard, but the tightness isn’t too bad, Bailey thought as she counted off her half of the spankings.
	Laura took it harder, groaning out her numbers.
	“Ten,” Bailey said when Kent finished.
	“How was that?” Kent asked.
	“How was it for you?” Laura asked.
	“It’ll take more than a few squats for me to feel the difference,” Kent said. “But you’ll be sorer.”
	Laura frowned, “More, then?”
	Kent shrugged and pulled the little stepping stool out into the middle of the room.
	“You know how to lunge, right?” Kent demonstrated by stretching one leg out in front of the other, then lowering his back knee to the ground.
	He grimaced as he got back up. “Already did legs today.”
	“The difference is,” he said, “you’ll put your back leg up on the stool.  You can both use the stool if you face opposite ways.”
	Careful of their balance, Bailey and Laura took his instructions, standing two steps in front of the little platform and reaching back with their right feet to place their socked toes on the stool’s surface.
	“Perfect,” he said, “now just dip your knee as far down as you can.”
	“Ooh,” Laura noted. “That’s hard.”
	“Go until you can’t go anymore.”
	Heavy breathing ensued, along with a lot of groaning from Laura.
	I’m not in that great shape.  Why is this harder on her?
	When they tired, Kent had them switch legs.
	This has got to be killing him.  Watching us work out in our underwear?  A thought struck Bailey.  Should we take off our panties next?
	When they finished and hobbled back to standing positions, Kent took the stool and shifted it near the bed.
	“Up on there,” he told Laura, “Bend over the bed.”
	Obedient to a fault, Laura stepped upon the stool and offered her panty clad rear to his next five spankings.  With Kent’s attention on Laura’s punishment, and Laura focused on squeezing her cheeks together, Bailey took the opportunity to slip out of her panties.
	At least I’m one up on her that way.  And these extra-hard spankings are going to add up if I’m not careful.
	“Fifteen!” Laura declared, rubbing her cheek while remaining in position.
	Show-off!
	Bailey stepped up behind her and, on impulse, gently swatted Laura’s cheek.  Laura turned to look at her in wide-eyed shock, but her protest died on her lips when she saw Bailey’s state of undress.
	“Out of my way,” Bailey gave a polite shove on Laura’s hip.
	Laura shifted, forcing Kent temporarily aside, and Bailey stuck her ass up as she bent over, her and Laura’s eyes meeting for a moment before Bailey faced the wall.  It came as no surprise then, when she felt the back of Laura’s hand swat her left cheek on the way by.
	“Impatient!” Laura declared.
	Well, we broke that ice, at least.  Too bad I couldn’t see Kent’s face.
	Kent stepped in and began delivering the official set of spankings.  They came hard, but Bailey took small consolation in the fact she only had to take four.
	“Sixteen, seventeen,” she kept her voice level.
	Then came another crack, higher than the others.
	“Eighteen.”
	Lower, but on the outside of her other cheek.
	“That makes nineteen,” Bailey declared, standing up and hoping that using the number in a full sentence served as her responsibility to count.
	“Alright,” Kent said. “Last exercise I can think of, since you’re just starting out.”
	Laura faced him, still full of enthusiasm.
	“You know what a ‘plank’ is?” he asked her.
	She nodded and got down on the floor, her hands and toes the only things touching the ground.
	“Sort of,” Kent said, “Thrust your hips forward a little... that’s it... lock your hips in and keep your butt tight.”
	Bailey, perforce, got down on the floor with Laura.
	“There’s barely enough room for both of you,” Kent said, backing away in front of them. “Now just take your left leg, lift it a little, and move it sideways like, forty five degrees away from your body.”
	They obeyed, half spreading their legs.
	Do I wish I’d kept the panties on?  Bailey thought. At least he’s standing in front of me, not staring up my butt.
	“Touch the floor and move your leg back where it was,” Kent instructed and sat down wearily on the floor. “Perfect.  Now do twenty of those on each leg.”
	By the end of forty toe-touches, both of the girls had to catch their breaths as their knees hit the floor.
	“This’ll tone my butt?” Laura whined.
	“Butt?” Bailey scolded.
	“Ugh,” Laura sighed. “Ass.”
	“Bonus spanking for everyone,” Kent said and, from in front of them, crawled to the space on the floor between the girls. “Knees and shoulders on the ground.”
	Wearily, and thankful for the rest, they obeyed, pointing their cheeks in the air.  Kent, kneeling between them, raised both hands at once and spanked their nearest cheeks simultaneously.
	Laura and Bailey looked at each other along the rough carpet of the basement floor.
	“Uh, Kent?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah?”
	“Who counts first if you spank us at the same time?”
	Kent thought a moment, looking at Laura’s panty-clad cheeks on his right and Bailey’s naked ones on his left.
	“I was going to say ‘whoever has the fewest’,” Kent said, “But-”
	“But someday we might have the same number,” Laura pointed out.
	This is tricky, Bailey realized. I could just say ‘me’.
	She had a feeling, however, that this wouldn’t sit well with Laura, or with the rules in general.
	I want to think of myself as numero uno around here, but I don’t think Kent would play the game that way. In a sense, he has to treat our butts the same.  He can’t just say, ‘Bailey is always first’.
	“How about,” Bailey put in. “Whoever gets it with your right hand?”
	“Good one!” Laura agreed. “Twenty”
	“Twenty-one,” Bailey added.
	“Nice,” Kent complimented them. “Now the real ones?”
	The girls both stood and Laura looked over at Bailey
	“I’m keeping my panties on,” Laura said.
	“I’m keeping mine off,” Bailey replied with a shrug.
	She wants more spankings, I’d rather take the nudity.
	Bailey, besides that, had started to feel the sting a little too sharply, and needed a way out.
	I wonder if Kent and I can use that other option somehow.  I’m sure I can take eight more spankings if I need to, but what if Laura needs those extra three sets so she can come on Kent’s cock?
	Laura got up on the stool again, offering her cheeks for five more spankings.  Bailey took a spot, sitting on the bed beside Laura so Kent could see them both, and watched Kent line himself up.
	With her right cheek already red, Kent switched to the left and pounded away until Laura finally called out, “Twenty six.”
	With an “ooh” and a not-altogether subtle glance in Bailey’s direction, Laura gave her friend silent permission.
	With a smirk, Bailey swatted Laura’s left cheek, “Out of the way. You can’t be late for dinner.”
	This time I saw his face, his eyes going wide and his mouth opening in surprise.  The only trouble is, he might start expecting it every time.
	The utter lack of sincerity in Laura’s harumph of annoyance wouldn’t have convinced anyone that Bailey’s extra smack had actually bothered her, but she got out of the way so Bailey could take her spot.
	Laura cracked her hand off Bailey’s rear before Kent could move in.  Bailey did not see, unfortunately, his reaction to that.
	To Kent’s credit, realizing the difference between her needs and Laura’s, Kent spread the extra-hard spankings all around her cheeks. He couldn’t be any gentler, naturally, without upsetting the new game, but he did what he could.
	Regardless, they still came in hard and she winced her way through to, “Thirty!”
	When Bailey stood up, she saw Laura, in her black panties, attempting a squat in the space behind Kent.
	With a grunt, she stood back up.
	“I don’t think I can do any more,” she sighed. “How wimpy is that?”
	“First workout’s the hardest,” Kent pointed out. “Come back in four days and we’ll see.  Or maybe we’ll do it at your house sometime.”
	“What? How?” Laura asked.
	“Um,” Kent stammered a bit. “In case your parents... ever... go out again, I meant.”
	“Oh,” Laura’s eyes searched the ceiling thoughtfully, as if a calendar hung there. “That doesn’t seem likely, but sure.”
	Her eyes went to her phone.
	“Oh, the time!” she said. “Let’s do some more, quick.”
	Bailey took a breath and raised a finger, her eyes meeting Kent’s urgently.
	I know this isn’t precisely how we imagined to break this, but I really need it, her eyes told him.
	He seemed to nod in reply.
]	“Kent,” she said. “An offer?”
	“I entertain offers, but Laura’s in a hurry.”
	“Okay,” Bailey said. “Laura.  You have to go to dinner straight from here, right?”
	“Right,” Laura agreed.
	“So he can’t get his come on you?”
	Laura jogged her head side to side and looked at Kent before turning her eyes on the floor.
	“Yeah,” she admitted sheepishly. “That’s true. Sorry.”
	“Right,” Bailey said, “so what if I let him come on me?  That’s, like, a punishment, right?”
	“Hm,” Kent eyed her suspiciously, as they had agreed he would. “I come on the two of you all the time, though.  What would make this special?”
	Laura turned to look at Bailey, folding her arms, clearly not agreeing that this counted as part of the punishment.
	We knew that, Bailey acknowledged to herself, that’s why we upped the ante.
	“I’ll sit there,” Bailey made a wry face at Kent. “With your come on me. I’ll let it get sticky and everything.”
	“How long?” Laura interrupted.
	Perfect, Bailey looked over at Laura, pretending surprise. Kent didn’t even have to ask.
	“How long do you think?” Bailey let worry creep into her voice. “A minute or...”
	“Five minutes,” Kent told her, his voice firm.
	“Five, but-”
	“It’s a punishment,” Kent said. “Five minutes with come on your ass will get count for one set of spankings.”
	“And, what if it’s, um, on my tits?” Bailey asked.
	“Two sets,” Kent declared firmly.
	With a twisted frown and a glance at Laura, who returned said glance with a pair of raised eyebrows that said, eloquently, well, what did you expect?
	“Five minutes,” Bailey said, still trying to make it appear as if the humiliation of the option might overwhelm her. “Alright. But we have to do it after, y’know, everything else.”
	“Okay,” Laura said. “So by the rules we made...”
	She inhaled deeply and looked back and forth between them.
	“If I want to come again, here,” she squirmed on her feet. “I need to pay five more sets of spankings.  Bailey will do one of them for me, by getting come on her ass later.”
	“Two!” Bailey protested.
	“What?” Laura asked.
	“Two,” she clarified with a wince, looking at the ground, “he can come on my, you know, tits later.”
	“Oh, okay,” Laura said. “Um, thank you.”
	“You’re welcome,” Bailey smiled. “But you can do the rest.”
	“Then I just need three more sets, right?” Laura said. “Fifteen spankings?  And I’m running out of time.”
	Laura, not even bothering to turn around, bent down and pulled her panties off.
	“Twelve, then,” she gulped, tracking Kent’s eyes tracking her crotch. “Doubles, Kent?”
	I can hear her heartbeat speeding up.  These are going to hurt, but she doesn’t care.
	Bailey couldn’t see her own cheeks but could take a reasonable guess at their appearance.
	They should look a nice, gentle red all over.
	Laura’s ass, by contrast, sported two dark, red splotches in the low centre of each cheek.  When Laura took to the stepping stool, her hands on her knees, those abused cheeks became prominent.
	To each her own.
	Kent raised his arms high and landed a hard pair of slaps to her cheeks, reinforcing the redness already present.
	“Thirty one, thirty two!”
	Again.
	“Thirty two, thirty three!”
	As Kent wound up, Bailey interrupted, “Don’t do them all the same.”
	“What?” Laura said.
	I can’t stand repetition.  It’s like the ninety percent of porn that’s just plain terrible.
	“Here,” Bailey said, taking Laura’s hands. “Bend over the bed.”
	Surprised at the directions, but panting and in a hurry, Laura obeyed.
	“Kent,” Bailey continued directing. “Straddle her like you did to me.”
	Kent nodded in appreciation and started to climb on the bed before Bailey caught him by the waist.
	“But first...”
	She unclasped his belt, undid the button on his pants and yanked them down.
	“There ya go!”
	His erection now tenting his boxer shorts, Kent climbed over Laura.
	It’s funny the way it waves back and forth under the fabric. Bailey held her laugh back to a whisper of a snort.  And look, when he straddles her back and leans over her butt, it kind of bounces on the back of her neck and her spine.
	Laura raised her hips to meet Kent’s grasp and he cracked out two more double spankings.  Laura’s twitching, as he did so, loosened and shifted his boxers, letting his erection slide out through the gap in the fly.
	Oh, my, that’s swelling nicely.
	“Thirty four, thirty five, thirty six, thirty seven.”
	Watching Laura and Kent panting so hard seemed the most delicious thing she’d ever seen.
	“Just four more,” Laura begged. “Hurry.”
	“Turn over, Laur,” Bailey made it in to a dare with her tone.
	“Turn.. over?”
	“Uh-huh.  And pull your legs up.”
	Will she do it? This’ll be so good.
	Kent sat back, against the wall in front of Laura’s head.  He did not, Bailey noted, put his erection away.  It just stood there, projecting forty five degrees into the air over the back of Laura’s head.
	With a desperate breath, Laura twisted in place on her back and lifted her legs.  Almost cross-eyed, Laura looked up nervously at the erection hovering over her forehead.
	“Oh, dear,” Laura said, and reached for her knees.  She pulled her legs back and spread them, spreading herself widely enough that her lips separated, exposing a thin, glistening slit to her two friends.
	Betcha wish you had your panties now, huh?
	Kent, therefore, had to lean over Laura’s curled body, his testicles over her forehead and his erection over her chin, to reach her ass.
	Watching his penis bouncing off her chin is the best thing ever, Bailey thought.
	It didn’t last long however, as Kent found the position uncomfortable, too, and quickly delivered all four spankings.
	“Thirty eight, thirty nine, forty!” Laura turned her head to get Kent’s cock out of her face, “and forty one!”
	Kent sat back again and Laura rose with, a suddenly loosed fire burning in her eyes.
	“Me first?” she asked, but didn’t wait for Bailey to answer.
	Instead, she pushed Kent sideways along the wall to get him on his back, then climbed over him to get into a straddle position.
	She could have done it facing away, Bailey thought, so he could show off the redness.  But maybe she gets a better fit on his cock if she faces toward him and it wasn’t worth the exhibitionism.  I’ll have to ask her after.
	“You’ve paid for your sins?” Kent asked Laura.
	Laura whimpered as she ground into him.
	“Have you paid for your sins?” Kent’s voice turned harsh.
	“Yes,” Laura spat out, her features scrunched up with concentration. “I paid for them.”
	“How did you pay for them?”
	Laura closed her eyes and moaned, hating and loving the game at the same time.
	“With my ass,” she said. “With spankings.”
	“Your ass is red,” Kent told her in a sharper tone. “But so is your friend’s.”
	Laura groaned again.
	“So how were your sins paid?”
	Laura closed her eyes and looked up at the ceiling as she worked on her orgasm.
	“With my ass and Bailey’s,” Laura corrected herself, letting out a mewling cry.
	This is the most brilliant thing you’ve ever done, you bastard, Bailey thought. Making her spell it all out.
	Kent slid his hands under Laura’s sweater, lifting it out of the way as they quested for her breasts.  Bailey didn’t think they ever achieved their mountainous destination, and she knew her friend had worn a bra anyway.
	“I. Paid. For. My. Sins,” Laura punctuated each words with a hard breath and then, suddenly, froze in position.
	You can see the orgasm, Bailey realized. The contractions are actually visible down in the bare part of her stomach. The whole area is twitching.
	A final shiver went through Laura’s body and she relaxed.
	“Earned that,” she whispered, conclusively.
	Fuck, does he know how to push her buttons.
	“Can I have a turn?” Bailey asked.
	Laura leaned over, putting her hands on Kent’s shoulders to hold him down.
	“He’s mine,” she laughed. “What are you going to do about it?”
	Bailey could see the way Laura had arched her back and stuck her cheeks out.
	Ugh, again?  Fine.
	She wound up and slapped Laura’s nearest cheek, shouting, “Off!”
	Laura smirked and dismounted, making room for Bailey.
	With Kent’s cock out and Bailey’s panties entirely removed, it let them have direct contact.  Bailey fit his head neatly between her lips, up against her clit.
	Oh, that’s nice, she thought, and began gently stroking his tip against herself.
	Laura laid down on her stomach beside Kent, her mouth near his ear.
	“Don’t come yet,” she said. “We’re not finished paying for my sins until you make a mess of Bailey’s chest.”
	“Chest?” Kent said.
	“That’s allowed, isn’t it?” Laura whined, looking back at Bailey.
	Bailey rolled her eyes and shook her head, prompting Laura to appeal to Kent.  Seeing no respite there, she clicked her tongue.
	“Fine,” she said, and raised her hips in the air.
 	Bailey watched with delight as Kent’s hand cracked down on Laura’s already reddened cheek.
	Oh, thank you for that, dear friend.
	“Ow!” Laura protested. “What are we at?  Forty two?”
	That hit Bailey’s limit as well.
	Even knowing that Laura had, in all likelihood, intentionally made that mistake just to help Bailey come, watching Kent punish her for it lit up Bailey’s entire body.  She dropped all her weight onto Kent, forcing the lower section of his shaft partway into her vagina as her muscles contracted into the first pulse of her orgasm.  Her thighs, entirely of their own accord, tried to clamp together, pushing her body up and away, and Bailey did her best to push down, spreading her legs to get more of Kent inside her body.
	If only we could do it for real when Laura’s here.  That’d be so good.
	Shivers struck her body, riding up and down her spine.
	Pretty good this way, though, she admitted.
	“You made it,” she whispered to Kent.
	“Not finished with the punishment,” Kent sighed. “How do you want to do it?”
	“Up to you, isn’t it?” Laura asked.
	“Maybe,” Kent said, doubt in his voice. “I just want a pair of tits to come on.”
	“You could kneel on the floor,” Laura told Bailey. “Like I did.”
	Kent rolled on his side, his erection swollen and sticking straight up along his stomach.
	“Make up your minds,” Kent said. “I’m dying here.”
	“Here,” Bailey said, and slid along the bed on her back to get under his erection.
	She grabbed his penis and pointed it at the centre of her chest, across her left breast.
	“How’s that?”
	“Good,” Kent said. “But don’t waste any of it.”
	“What?”
	“It all gets on your tits,” he warned her. “That’s the deal.”
	Bailey, mildly delirious, vaguely recalled their intention to make this part of the deal, to make the whole offer appear more strenuous and worthy of a spanking or two.
	We should have mentioned that earlier, but we went pretty far off script. The whole point of this rule was to make sure all three of us are involved.
	“Laur?” Bailey said.
	“Yeah.”
	“You stroke him,” Bailey told her.
	“Why?”
	“I have to make sure, um,” she paused, placing her left hand as a shield at her neck and her right  hand by her right breast. “Make a backstop.”
	“Oh! Right!”
	Laura started jerking in earnest.
	Kent groaned.
	“This is worth two sets,” Kent gasped.
	“Yeah,” Bailey said, waiting for the final nail in the coffin, the climactic requirement that would convince Laura that either girl could use this as a true punishment for Laura’s sins and not just an escape hatch for Bailey.
	“Then you should beg for it,” Kent said.
	Bailey gulped as theatrically as possible, as if it constituted a humiliating burden, “Alright.”
	She took another deep breath.
	Then she whispered, as Kent neared his climax, “Please come on my tits.”
	Kent moaned and the first blast strafed from her left nipple, where Laura had carefully placed his swollen head, across her chest to the upper part of her right breast and splashed a puddle into her right hand.
	“Whoa!” Laura cried out, continued to stroke.
	Another volley aimed lower down her body so it hit her right breast more centrally, coating the nipple.  Bailey, careful with her containment, watched where Laura aimed and made sure her hand got in the way.
	Strip after strip played out across her skin, Laura having learned well the technique needed to get everything she could out of Kent.
	After a sixth, small splash, Kent’s penis gave up on the explosive releases and Laura gently milked out the last of him onto the centre of Bailey’s chest.
	Bailey sized up her right hand, because the left hadn’t any semen on it, and looked for some space.  Finding the upper part of her left breast unscathed, she cautiously reached across herself and wiped the sticky white, fluid off there before moving her hands away.
	“Satisfied?” she asked Kent, wrinkling her nose slightly in mostly exaggerated disgust.
	Kent looked at Laura, then back at Bailey.
	“Both breasts,” he said. “Both nipples. No leaks.”
	He gave a nod and sat up.  Pointing at the chair, he added, “Sit there so we can see you.”
	“Can I put my pants back on?” Bailey asked. “You just need to see my tits, right?”
	“For five minutes, yeah.”
	Thankfully, Bailey regained her panties and pants.
	“This is cold,” she protested.
	“I can see your nipples, yeah,” Kent smiled.
	Laura also took the opportunity to get dressed, saying, “I have just enough time to finish watching this and then I gotta jet.”
	“Good,” Kent said. “Mind you, you’re both in debt again.”
	“What?” they cried out in unison.
	The semen he’d sprayed on Bailey’s chest, spread out as it was, didn’t drip too far, but the puddle she’d wiped off from her hand slid a little ways down her left breast to her nipple, collecting with the rest of it and dripping down a bit further off its hardened tip.
	Bailey leaned back to protect her pants from further oozing.
	“You’re supposed to take off each others’ clothing right?” Kent said. “For Laura: two boots, pants, panties off.  Pants and panties back on.  Six spankings.  How many for you, Bai?”
	It’s more fun for him if I list out my own, is that it?
	“Two boots came off,” she began ticking off her fingers while keeping them well away from her semen-congealed chest. “Then my pants, undewear, shirt and bra off.  Then I just put my pants and panties on.  Eight.”
	“Do ‘em now, or with interest later?” Kent asked.
	“It’ll be those ‘special spankings’ later, won’t it?” Laura asked, twisting her lips.
	“Depends how long you wait,” Kent waved a defensive hand, washing his hands of the result, “It’s up to you, not me.  You know the rules now.”
	“Later, then,” Laura sighed. “I have to go.”
	Laura did, however, get her boots and bring them into the room so Bailey could, very carefully, fasten the boots for her without getting semen on them.
	“Don’t drip,” Laura warned. “I’m not explaining that to my mom.”
	“I got it,” Bailey stood back up and reclined in the chair, the semen streaked on her chest a bit messier for the commotion. “How much longer?”
	“One more minute.”
	“So-o-o-o cold!”
	I had expected embarrassing, Bailey thought, but not this freezing nipple torture!
	The minute expired, according to Kent at least, and Laura planted a quick kiss on Kent’s cheek before she darted out the door.
	“That worked,” Kent said, after the outer door closed. “How do you feel?”
	“Cold and mildly humiliated,” Bailey pronounced, starting to rise from the chair. “All in all, a good substitute for the pain in my ass.”
	“Good, because you’ve got an extra minute,” Kent said. “I let Laura go early so her mom wouldn’t get angry.”
	“That woman worries you?”
	Kent hesitated, “A little.  Let’s say I want to stay on her good side.”
	“Oh, alright,” Bailey sighed. “But I guess it should be two minutes, since it’s only you.”
	I’m loyal to a fault, dammit.  Play the game.
	“That sounds right.”
	Kent looked Bailey’s splattered chest over carefully before speaking again.
	“She kissed it, you know.”
	“What?”
	“My cock,” Kent said. “While she was under there.  She kissed it. Maybe a tiny wiggle of her tongue, too.”
	“Wow,” Bailey’s eyes wandered thoughtfully down to his crotch, his dwindling erection now safely tucked away. “Well, good for her.”
	That makes two of us that have done that for him.
	“Do you think she bought it?” Kent asked.
	“The whole ‘semen as punishment’ thing?” Bailey asked. “I think so.  She was so charged up, I think she would have gone for anything that justified riding your cock.”
	“Your embarrassment looked authentic,” Kent meant it as a compliment. “And how’s your ass?”
	“Stings,” she said. “But it’s okay. I think I bailed at the right moment.”
	Another pause.
	“Do I need to ask?” Bailey prodded.
	“Huh?”
	“Is this all working for you?”
	“Which part?” Kent wondered.
	“The whole thing,” Bailey waved her arms around the room. “The spanking, the posing, the rules, the-” she waved at the chilled goo on her chest “-ejaculating.”
	“I’m pretty adaptable,” Kent admitted. “I get to be creative and the two of you are... accommodating.  It’s hard, sometimes, but worthwhile.  I have no complaints, I guess.”
	“That sounded like hesitation.”
	“I always worry,” Kent said. “About Laura. Those are hard spankings she likes.”
	“I am aware,” Bailey raised one sarcastic eyebrow.
	“Right,” Kent went on. “But she seems happy, even if she thinks she’s sinful.”
	He shrugged, “What about you?”
	“I wish we could fuck,” she said. “Like, after the spanking. I just want you to stick it in me.  But the spankings don’t work without Laura, and penetration doesn’t work with her.”
	Bailey took a turn to shrug.
	I’m not going to discuss the spankings Laura and I gave each other.  That’s between me and Laura. We’ll just let that ride and see where it goes later.
	“Can I clean this off now?”
	Kent checked his phone, “Yeah, that’s six and a half minutes now.”
	“Thanks,” she hissed out through gritted teeth.
	Bailey gingerly retrieved her bra and shirt, cracked open his bedroom door to check the hallway, then darted across to the shower.
---------=================---------
	Upon returning to her room, her chest raw from scrubbing, Bailey pulled out her notebook.
	I wonder if Kent is really going to push this ‘exercising’ thing.  It’s kind of fun, and weird, so I imagine he’ll make it more clever.
	She noted down the spankings for the day, including the extra ones she and Laura got for bad language.
	I still have to decide what to call those ‘special’ spankings.  Just writing ‘special’ seems too vague, especially if I ever want to read this record back to myself in a few years.
	Remembering that she and Laura now owed Kent several spankings because they’d forgotten to dress and undress each other, Bailey imagined that Kent intended another run of ‘special’ spankings.
	It’s almost like feudalism, where the King would pass on orders to his nobles, and they would carry them out somewhere else.
	Bailey frowned, enjoying the metaphor but not finding it a great fit.
	He gives me an instruction and I pass it on. But he’s also spanking me.
	She looked for a word that worked.
	On the one hand, it’s like he’s ‘delegating’ the work to one of us, she thought. He assigns one of us to spank the other on his behalf.  But that doesn’t work because, when you delegate, you pass the work on.  You don’t both end up doing the work.
	Bailey looked at the blank space in her notebook, knowing she had to write something there.
	When he does this, he’s literally spanking me, expecting me to pass it on, she thought. It’s like I’m his... his...
	“Proxy,” she said out loud.
	Right, he’s spanking me as hard as he wants Laura spanked.  So it’s like my butt is a proxy for Laura’s butt, and then vice versa when he uses her to spank me.
	Bailey smiled, wrote ‘pxy B->L’ for one abbreviation and ‘pxy L->B’ for the other.  With a brief moment of consideration, she decided that she would write total number of spankings – including the ones Kent gave her and the ones she immediately passed on to Laura.  So while Kent might say there were “four special spankings” for each of them, Bailey wrote ‘8’ in the row marked ‘B->L’ and another ‘8’ in the row ‘L->B’.
	She then turned her attention to the spankings right in the middle of this evening’s performance.
	He spanked us at the same time.  I don’t think he’s ever done that before.  That deserves a special name too.
	Whenever we shared a set of spankings, I always noted it.  A line for Bailey, a line for Laura and a line for ‘both’.
	Without much hesitation, she wrote an extra line on the bottom of today’s efforts.
	“Tandem,” she wrote, not feeling any need to abbreviate. “2 sp.”
