Chapter 20

	Kent heard the girls coming and looked out through the doorway of his bedroom into the darkened hallway.
	Laura’s leg caught Kent’s eye first, the movement drawing his attention as the girls entered his view from the right.  That long, bare limb swept by in the pale light cast out of his bedroom.  Her panties, black and translucent, met his eyes next.  As she turned toward him, the diamond shaped window gave him a free look at the very top of her hair, just as he’d imagined.  A long black shirt covered the rest of Laura’s body, which Bailey quickly eclipsed, slipping into the room first, also without pants on.  The bottom of the white teddy ran, as he’d hoped, with an extremely high cut, covering a narrow portion of her vulva before sweeping up above the hem of her shirt.
	I guess she kept herself tightly shaved, too, Kent thought, otherwise I’d see hair poking around the edges.  She couldn’t have known what I got her, though.
	He couldn’t decide if the smoothness or the sight of pubic hair would have turned him on more.
	Looks great the way it is, though.
	“It’s very nice, Kent,” Bailey said, gliding into the room, the tone of her voice authentic. “Thank you.”
	“Merry Christmas,” he replied, accepting her kiss on his cheek.
	Laura, behind Bailey, turned her back on them and thumped down two marks on the white board.  Over Bailey’s shoulder, Kent caught sight of Laura’s naked rear.
	The thong worked out perfectly, Kent thought as he eyed the tense, twitching muscles in Laura’s cheeks, a symptom of her getting used to the feeling of being threaded back there.
	Laura turned about and held out the marker for Bailey, the taking of which gave Kent a good look at the smooth curve of opaque, white fabric that dove down between her cheeks, leaving them jutting out a little at the bottom.
	When Bailey turned back to face him, four marks stood on the board, two for each girl.
	Laura smiled at Kent, then turned to Bailey in confusion.  Bailey returned the look.
	“We didn’t talk about this part,” Laura whispered to Bailey, “How do you want to do it?”
	Bailey covered her hand and spoke into Laura’s ear, pitching her voice so low that Kent couldn’t make out a word.
	Laura nodded, whispered something back.
	An agreement having been reached, the girls walked past Kent and bent over his bed.
	“Four marks,” Kent reminded them.
	“Twenty spankings,” Laura confirmed, “since our panties are still on.  But...”
	“But what?”
	“You use both hands at the same time,” Bailey said.
	Laura wiggled uncomfortably.
	“It’s going to take a bit to get used to this,” she said.
	“The thong?” Kent asked.
	“Yes, the thong,” Laura wiggled again and then squeeze her cheeks together.
	“Could watch that all day,” Kent laughed.
	The thread of the thong had completely disappeared between her cheeks.  With her shirt covering the waistband, and her thighs so tightly closed, she appeared completely bare-assed from his point of view.
	“Just spank us, already!” Laura moaned.
	Bailey, next to her, arched her back in preparation, her right cheek shook every time Laura’s wiggling caused the two of them to bump together.  The rear portion of the white teddy, the part visible to Kent, stretched nicely across her cheeks, diving snugly between them to cover her crotch.  From his vantage, Kent could see the small button that held the front and back together.
	I just need to pop that button...
	Kent reached out, grabbing Bailey’s left cheek with his left hand and Laura’s right with his right, pulling the two of them together so their nearer cheeks compressed against each other.
	“There we go,” he said, stepping back and giving them a satisfied nod.
	He’d wanted to see the black and white contrast, but Laura’s thong had gone invisible, so he really had the contrast of white and naked, but Kent decided that would do just fine.
	Instead of getting directly into the spankings, he knelt down behind them and laid his fingernails against their cheeks, one hand each, scratching slowly and gently downwards.  Bailey shivered while Laura moaned.  He continued doing this, leaving vertical lines all over their cheeks.  Laura wiggled impatiently while Bailey appeared to develop a weakness in her knees.
	Kent moved his fingertips to their upper thighs, scratching upwards on the insides of all four legs at once, inching towards their crotches.  As his middle fingers poked through just enough to touch the tiny bit of vulva visible through the gap, Bailey finally let out a moan.
	Kent took that for his queue, swept both hands up in the air and brought them down hard, left palm striking Bailey’s right cheek just as his right hand slapped Laura’s left.  Next to each other, the two cheeks shook with the impact, neither having had time to tense up and prepare for the spanking.
	You can see the way Laura has a bit more jiggle to her, Kent thought, watching the flesh closely.
	Both girls shrieked in surprise and he went back to scratching away at the inside of their thighs.
	“Sixty eight,” Laura whispered through shiver.
	“Sixty nine,” Bailey added.
	The two of them had turned into little puddles of goo.  Kent stood up and started making scratching circles on their outside cheeks – Bailey’s left and Laura’s right.  When he swept his hands outward as if he planned to strike, both Bailey and Laura whimpered and cringed, pressing their asses together in preparation.
	Instead, Kent brought his palms down very lightly, rubbing circles again.
	Only when they relaxed did he pull his hands back and smack them hard.
	“Oh!” Laura cried out.
	Bailey grunted her surprised in a lower register.
	“Seventy,” Laura said.
	“Seventy one,” Bailey seemed to have trouble breathing when she spoke.
	Kent switched to squeezing, first taking both of Bailey’s cheeks in his hands and kneading them relentlessly, watching her try to maintain the strength in her legs.
	“Both hands at the same time?” Kent asked them.
	“Yes,” Laura said.
	“That’s the only rule?” he clarified.
	“Um... yes?” Laura said.
	“So, I could,” Kent drawled out, raising his hands over Bailey’s cheeks, “use both hands on one ass?”
	Bailey gasped.
	“Could I, Bai?” he taunted her.
	She moaned in response.
	“Would you like that, Bai?” Kent asked again. “Two slaps at your ass?”
	“Mm,” she moaned.  Bailey’s voice became a hiss, “Yes-s-s.”
	Kent swept down and cracked out a hard double spanking high on her cheeks.
	“Seventy two, seventy three!” she moaned.
	Kent then grabbed Laura’s cheeks, which she she tightened in his grip.
	“Where did that thong go?” he asked her, “I can’t even see it.”
	Laura moaned as Kent grabbed her cheeks and gently spread them apart.
	“There it is!” he called out triumphantly.
	His hands swept up and, as he had for Bailey, cracked out two more spankings on Laura’s cheeks.
	“Seventy four and five,” Laura pouted, squeezing her cheeks together again.
	Kent returned to gently scratching their skin again, making wide circles over all four cheeks.  Both Bailey and Laura had entered some new state of desperation, wiggling and moaning right next to each other.
	There’s no shyness left in them, he realized, they’re both so turned on right now, almost anything would go.
	But Kent also knew he had rules to follow and spankings to complete before he could try to get anything new out of them.
	Can’t rush this, Kent reminded the erection straining at his pants.  That would wreck it, as much as I’d like to just pull out my cock and come all over them right now.
	Two weeks of going without a properly thunderous and truly testicle draining orgasm had left Kent with the certainty that he had a solid delivery to make to cap off the evening’s festivities.
	But first, let’s get these spankings done properly.
	“Let’s see,” he said, kneeling down once more to examine their pinkened flesh.
	He scratched circles in both of Laura’s cheeks, then Bailey’s, then one of each.
	“So much skin to work with,” he noted, “and barely any red at all.”
	Laura moaned.
	Kent wound up and smacked both girls at once, striking their nearer cheeks dead centre.  Without waiting a moment, he let his lands flow down, outward and back in, striking the outsides of their outer cheeks before they even had a chance to count.
	The rapid strikes flummoxed Laura, who called out her numbers impatiently.
	“Seventy six, seventy seven!” she shouted.
	Bailey, Kent could tell by the tension in her body, had just stopped short of shouting out her numbers.  Instead, she looked at Laura and sighed before turning to Kent in confusion.
	“Seventy seven,” Bailey told him. “I suppose.”
	“Oh!” Laura groaned. “Mine should have counted after yours.”
	Laura turned to look at Kent, both girls now wondering what to do.
	“I guess the other two don’t count, huh?” he asked.
	Both girls sighed and looked up at the ceiling.  While they were distracted, he swung his arms wide and struck the outside of their cheeks again.
	“Seventy eight,” Laura said.
	“Seventy nine,” Bailey added, twisting her lips at Laura as if to say, that’s how you should have counted.
	“Let’s get this right, this time,” Kent chided. “Take turns counting like you’re supposed to.  Face the wall, now.”
	Laura turned away instantly but Bailey held his eyes for an extra breath before resetting her body.
	“Here goes,” he told them.
	Let’s make this as tricky as possible, Kent decided. See if they can count, in order, remembering that Laura is getting my right hand whenever I do both of their butts at once.
	From his kneeling position, he decided to spank them as low as he could while still counting as a spanking.
	Kent reared his hands back and, as quickly as he could, double slapped Bailey’s cheeks, moved over and double slapped Laura’s, then struck them both – Bailey’s right cheek and Laura’s left – making sure to hit them as low as he could to maximize the sting.
	Bailey let out a wincing groan and Laura whimpered.
	“Eighty, eighty one,” Bailey hissed out.
	That was easy.  She got the first double slap.
	“Eighty two, eighty three,” Laura added.
	There was a pause, not even a second, in which Bailey glared at Laura.
	“Eighty four,” Laura added quickly.
	“Eighty five,” Bailey finished.
	“Good job,” Kent said, dripping as much condescension into his voice as possible. “Little bit of hesitation, but you got it right.”
	“Haha,” Laura said, turning to look over her shoulder with a sneer. “You got two extras there already.”
	“Indeed,” Kent said. “And only two left now.”
	Laura faced away again and Kent stood up so he could squeeze both of her cheeks, now boasting a proper bright pink coloration.  He pushed in hard with his thumbs, digging into her flesh until she moaned and her knees started to buckle, then lightened his grip.  He switched to Bailey, feeling the sharper lines of her ass, muscle and bone standing out, everything tense against his harsh caress.  Last, he switched to put one hand on Laura one on Bailey, feeling the difference between Laura’s soft, ample rear and Bailey’s tight, spare frame, pushing their bodies together at the hip and cheek as he delved into their flesh.
	Kent felt a moan of appreciation escape his throat.  Sometimes, it just seemed impossible to believe he’d landed himself in a situation like this, and the sounds of surprise just came out.  He covered up as quickly as he could, turning moan into a deep breath as he raised his hands up high and brought them cracking down on the girls’ inside cheeks.
	“Ha!” Laura breathed out, “Eighty six!”
	“Eighty seven!” Bailey added, standing up instantly and grabbing her cheeks with her hands, rubbing them gently. “Ow!”
	“Not nearly as red as before Christmas,” Kent pointed out.
	“Christmas was crazy,” Bailey intoned, turning to face Kent and sitting up on the bed.
	Laura moved likewise, facing them both while remaining standing.  It gave Kent a look through the little window in her panties again, her black shirt falling just low enough to reach the waistband of the fancy underwear.
	“What do we have left?” Laura asked.
	Kent turned to the white board and erased everything so he could readjust the total.
	“Just five bucks,” he told her.
	“It went by so fast,” Laura said.
	Bailey choked before sputtering out, “It’s almost eighty spankings!”
	“Still!” Laura protested, waving her hand back and forth in the air as if she used the front and back to spank someone.  “Bam, bam, bam.  So many with our pants on, too!”
	This sounded to Kent like a complaint.
	“Your ass is bare now,” Kent said, “That thong isn’t doing anything for you.”
	“Mm-hm,” Laura said, smiling to demonstrate she had no intention of removing it.
	Laura’s eyes looked down her own body, proudly admiring her new panties, and slowly traced over the floor until her gaze reached Bailey’s bare feet.  Those eyes traced up her friend’s legs to the vee at her crotch.
	“You guys going to...” Laura trailed off, glancing away from Bailey suddenly. “You know, do it?”
	Bailey inhaled, a hard breath of anticipation.  When she spoke, her words came out a low, hoarse whisper
	“Do you want to watch?”
	Laura nodded.
	“We need to get rid of some clothes, first,” Bailey pointed out. “And if you’re a good girl, we’ll let you watch.”
	Big gulp from Laura, still looking at the floor.
	“What do you want?” Laura asked. “You already spanked me.  Both of you.”
	“We’ll see,” Bailey taunted her as she stood up.  “Clothes, first.”
	Laura stopped leaning against the desk and stood up straight, raising her hands in the air.
	Can’t wait to see this, Kent thought.
	He’d bought the bra and panty set for her the previous week and had been dying to see her in it.
	It’s not like it was with Bailey, Kent thought, all shy and what not.  Both girls just went and put on their gifts immediately.
	With Laura’s arms raised, it took Bailey only a moment to pull Laura’s shirt off over her head.  The black material had seemed flimsy in Kent’s fingertips when he’d first held it, but the underwire and the cotton that shaped the cup had looked strong.  Now that he saw Laura’s breasts filling the cups, he understood why that fabric had been chosen.  Laura’s breasts pushed against the material, stretching it thinner than he’d imagined, leaving her skin and the darkness of her areolae and nipples definitively visible.
	“Very nice,” he breathed out.  “How does it feel?”
	Laura bit her lower lip and looked over at Kent.
	“It’s snug,” Laura explained thoughtfully, alternately raising one shoulder and the other as if she wanted to experience a sensation she could explain to Kent. “It’s like it’s squeezing me, but it’s doing it gently.”
	“Looks pretty tight around the bottom,” Bailey commented, the doubt in her voice evident.
	“Oh,” Laura’s eyes widened, “it is, but not uncomfortably.  And the rest is like a nice hug.”
	Pretty sure she’s lying, Kent thought, but she’ll never complain.
	“A nice hug?” Kent clarified.
	“I mean,” Laura added, “that’s it’s a good fit and it’s the prettiest bra I have.  Thank you, Kent.”
	She skipped one step over to Kent, hugged him while lifting one leg off the ground and then pecked him on the cheek before pulling back.
	“Hm,” Kent grunted, looking down. “It does lift them up a bit.”
	Laura coughed gently, gave her chest a wiggled her to try to adjust herself and finally, with a sigh, reached her right hand inside her left bra cup and moved her breast to fit better.  Kent saw a bit of her nipple as she moved herself about.
	“Not really secure,” she commented, “one hug and they move out of place.”
	“My turn?” Bailey asked.
	“Right!” Laura exclaimed, turning to Bailey.
	As Laura had, Bailey extended her arms above her head.  Laura took the hem of Bailey’s shirt and lifted.  Kent watched the fabric gather as Laura bared her friend’s body.  The vee of the white teddy’s crotch went well above Bailey’s hip, baring an absurd mount of her stomach before curving outward to the high waist.
	The front of it, becoming visible, split just above her navel, a string of lace zig-zagging back and forth up to the underwire of the bra portion of the one piece outfit.
	The cups of the bra, in contrast to the straight lines and plane of the lower part of the teddy, became mildly lacy.
	When the shirt finally cleared her chest, Kent saw exactly what he had hoped to see.  With her arms in the air, stretching her body out, Bailey’s nipples poked out above the frilly lace.
	A moment later and the shirt had cleared Bailey’s body completely.  When her arms came back down, those red little nubs came to rest in the lace like red currants in a bed of whipping cream, finally sinking down into obscurity.
	Bailey took a deep breath, her face red as she caught Kent’s eyes and followed his gaze down to her chest.
	“I’ve never had a bra,” she whispered, reaching out for him, “that didn’t actually cover my tits.”
	Once she had her hands around Kent’s neck, Kent settled his hands on the bare skin of her waist.  Bailey pulled him in as she sat back on the bed, then pulled his head down into the lace of her bra.
	I see, he thought, lowering his lips to her left breast as she stuck her chest out.
	Bailey’s arch and stretch brought both her nipples well clear of the lace, allowing Kent to smother her left areola with his lips, open them and suck in a mouthful of hardened nipple.  Bailey groaned and Kent opened his eyes just long enough to see her eyes close and her head tilt back.  Bracing herself with one hand, Bailey used the other to force Kent’s mouth into her chest.  As he sucked more and more of her breast into her mouth, she released her grip, breathing out a wide-mouthed, “Ha!”
	Kent sucked and pulled, extending her breast into a cone as he drew the tip of her nipple away.
	Bailey issued a squeak of a protest and Kent instantly released her.  She sat up, her mouth hanging open in shock, the change in the shape of her body burying her little nipples in lace once more.  Her breath came out in bursts, her eyes glossy.
	“Make your marks,” Kent said. “Both of you.”
	Laura moved quickly, causing Bailey to twitch out of her semi-consciousness, bolting up awkwardly from her seat and stumbling past Kent.  Laura grabbed the marker first, but handed it to Bailey.  Shaking her head in confusion, Bailey took the marker and made three tick marks on the board.   Laura, looking at her friend warily, made four marks of her own.
	“There’s only five dollars to pay,” Kent pointed out.
	“I need the extra for my future sins,” Laura said.  She turned to Bailey, stammering, “How... how should we do it?”
	“Come here,” Kent waved Laura over to him. “Bai, just sit on the bed and catch your breath.”
	Bailey, unsure about her feet, stumbled over to the bed, her face red and flushed, her chest heaving sporadically.
	“She’s going to need me in a bit,” Kent explained to Laura.
	Laura nodded as she stepped up and faced him.
	“How do you want me?” she asked.
	“Don’t you get to pick?” he reminded her.
	Laura shook her head, “No, you decide this time.”
	Kent stepped off to her side and held out his left arm in front of her.
	“Lean over,” he instructed.

------------------

	He’s going to touch me now, Laura thought, looking down at the arm stretched across the path.  He’s spanked me a lot already, and he groped my butt, but he’s going to touch me for real now.
	She gulped once, looked past Kent’s arm to Bailey, sitting on the edge of the bed trying to regain her composure.
	Who knew that sucking on her nipple could drive Bailey so crazy? Laura wondered.  Kent probably knew.  He always knows.
	Laura took her breath and consigned part of her body to Kent once more.
	My body, my breasts, she declared, no one’s but mine to give.
	Shaking, Laura leaned over, feeling her body shift, sensing the warmth of Kent as she closed upon him.  The underside of her left breast touched his forearm first, the flimsy transparent fabric letting her feel everything as her breast bulged upward in the cup.  She let her right breast settle into the palm of his hand, his fingers immediately closing around it.  He released her breast, got a better grip and, as he squeezed a second time, he set his right hand upon her right cheek and squeezed it at the same time.
	Laura felt weakness in her knees and let the weight of her upper body fall entirely into Kent’s arm.  He took her mass with a light exhalation.
	He expected that, she noted, comfortably handing her body over to him.
	Kent’s hand rubbed her right cheek, then her left.
	“You want it spanked?” he asked, his tone cold and firm.
	“Yes,” Laura answered instantly, “Yes, please.”
	“Then stick it out.”
	“Okay,” she breathed, “Yes, yes.”
	She arched her back as far as she could, sticking her hips back and her cheeks out, letting the thong slide as deep into her crack as it could go.
	It’s sliding between my lips now, twisted as I am back there.
	Kent squeezed her breast with his let hand and she forgot about the uncomfortable thread when she felt the transparent fabric sliding over her breast.
	His right hand stopped groping.
	It swept back through the air.
	Laura felt her brain melt, leaving her worries behind.
	A loud snap echoed in her ears, a flash of pain struck someone far away.
	“Eighty eight,” a far off voice called.
	Laura didn’t feel the stinging.
	She’d given her ass over to Kent.
	She barely felt the squeezing of her breast because she’d given those to him, on loan, for the duration.
	Spanking after spanking landed, surely decorating her poor cheeks with pink and red all over.
	Laura knew, intellectually, that the slaps landed, that Kent struck her high and low, inside and out, left and right.  Some part of her brain counted them and read the numbers aloud.
	But that belonged to Kent.  He took care of her ass, her sins, her everything, and milked her breast while he did.
	When that distant other-girl called out, “Ninety five”, Kent stopped.
	That counts for two dollars, Laura thought.  Eight more spankings coming.
	With a little push, he stood her upright again and walked around behind her, coming around the right side of her body.  He held out his right arm this time, gave her a little tic towards that arm.  Laura nodded in reply and leaned over.
	This time though, as she tried to settle into his grasp, his palm slithered inside the left cup of her bra, grabbing a handful of bare breast.
	“Oh,” she moaned, feeling the fingers of the other hand, hot from spanking her, sink into her flesh.
	“Stick it out,” Kent demanded, capturing her nipple in the crook of two fingers, she knew not which.
	She obeyed, giving her ass and tits to him again, and the spanking resumed.
	Give him the whole thing, Laura thought, I want his tongue inside my vagina again, as far up as it’ll go,  his finger, too.  And then...
	And then what?
	She counted the spankings, or some part of her did, and Laura ached, pushing her hips back into his hand not only because she wanted the spankings, but because she wanted to spread her legs for him again.  Her ankles rotated, turning her toes inward to try to expose herself to him. 
	Kent interrupted her reverie, twisted her nipple under his thumb and forefinger to bring her back into her body for a moment, the ache breaking through her dream-state while her body lurched helplessly with the impacts to her rear.
	The spankings ended too soon.
	“One hundred three,” Laura called out.
	Laura took a deep breath and straightened herself, coming back into her body again, owning her sore ass, owning the breast that Kent now released, the nipple that poked against the soft fabric of her new bra.
	I let him have all that because it’s mine to give, she reminded herself.  All mine.  And I take it back now.
	“My turn?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah,” Laura replied softly.
	Laura knew she currently owed only one more set of spankings for her sins, but Bailey planned to pay for three.
	That leaves us a nice little surplus, she thought, to pay for the next orgasm.
	“I suppose,” Bailey said as she stood up, facing Laura, “I should let Kent decide how to spank me?”
	“It’s up to you,” Laura said. “I just... wanted to let him pick this time.”
	Bailey sniffed the air, summoning up her dignity, and looked over to Kent.
	“Still,” Bailey insisted, looking down her nose at Kent, “How do you want me?”
	“Ever since I saw that outfit,” Kent said. “I’ve wanted to spank you over my lap.”
	“Twelve”, Bailey confirmed, “in your lap.  I assume dressing like this counts the same as the see-through bra and panties?”
	This is killing her, Laura realized, quietly sitting down in Kent’s chair, I don’t think I’ll have to do anything special to get them to have sex in front of me.
	“It’s not transparent,” Kent drawled, trailing off.
	“But if I’m over your lap,” Bailey countered, “My tits’ll be hanging out.”
	“Fair enough,” Kent agreed.
	Kent took his place on the bed and Bailey crawled over his legs, laying her body flat over his lap.  The soft fabric of the back of the teddy looked smooth and comfortable
	Well, that isn’t it right, Laura thought, just lying flat like that.
	“You want these spankings, or not?” Kent’s voice went dark.
	“Yes,” Bailey said.
	“Then stick your ass out like you want it.”
	Bailey lifted her hips up.
	That beautiful, slim body, Laura thought, watching the white fabric sculpt itself to her friend’s cheeks, stretching and delving between them.
	“Higher,” Kent said, “Arch your back.”
	Bailey stretched, pushing her cheeks higher in the air, bending her knees past ninety degrees.
	“That a girl,” Kent offered faint, condescending praise.
	Wiggling in anticipation, Bailey turned her head to face Laura.  Their eyes met, Bailey’s barely focusing.
	Is that gratitude?
	The first spanking came so quickly, Laura jumped, because she hadn’t seen Kent’s hand move, but only heard the sudden crack of his palm off Bailey’s cheek.  Bailey’s eyes closed and her mouth opened to emit a faint puff of a breath.
	“Hundred four,” Bailey moaned.
	Laura watched her friend’s eyes open and the two of them locked their gazes on each other.  Kent kept up his spanking and Bailey hissed out the numbers, one after another, as if she meant it as a bedtime story read to Laura.
	What is she trying to tell me?
	Laura watched Bailey’s eyes twitch with every slap on her flesh, catching the body-shaking motion out of the corner of her eye.
	“One hundred seven,” Bailey winced as Kent found a sensitive spot, but she kept her eyes open.
	She’s telling me that they’re going to have sex, Laura thought, and she’s taunting me.  Taunting me and warning me about what I’m going to have to do so I can watch.
	“One hundred ten,” Bailey called out, a full on cringing grimace.
	But the joke’s on her, Laura smirked, I know how bad she wants it, too.  All those faces she’s making?  They aren’t because the slaps on her butt hurt.  They’re because Kent’s making her wait.
	“One hundred fifteen,” Bailey sighed, closing her eyes briefly, breaking her contact with Laura for only a moment.
	When those eyes opened, they locked on Laura’s again, this time with a laser like focus.
	“You want us to fuck?” Bailey asked her.
	Laura nodded, unable to speak.
	Bailey shook her head and enunciated her question more clearly.
	“You want to watch us fuck?”
	“Yes,” Laura hissed out.
	“Say it,” Bailey whispered, closing her eyes. “Let me me hear you say it.”
	“I want...” Laura stammered, “I want to watch you fuck.”
	Such a strange word, Laura thought, her heart hammering away in her chest, I never use it.
	Bailey, still lying prone with her cheeks in the air, smiled at Laura and slowly raised herself up.  Her breasts, poorly contained inside the white teddy, swung freely as she rose, only settling back into their cups when she sat back on her heels.
	Laura watched Bailey’s facial expression shift from desperation to wonder to – if Laura had to give it a name – a dark mischief.
	“What...” Laura choked at the look on her friend’s face, “What do you want?”
	“What do you think?” Bailey asked.
	Laura blinked, confused.
	“I already said you could spank me,” Laura tucked her chin down indifferently. “You want to do it more?”
	Bailey shook her head.
	“What, then?” Laura asked. “The paddle?”
	If Bailey wants to slap me with the spatula, that’s okay, too.
	Instead of explaining, Bailey pulled out the little stepping stool and put it in the middle of the floor.  With this gesture, she told Laura what she wanted.
	At least I know the ‘where’, Laura thought, stepping up on the platform and sticking her cheeks out at Bailey and Kent, sitting side by side on the bed.  I still don’t know the ‘what’.
	Bailey crept up beside her.
	“You want to watch us fuck?” Bailey asked.
	“Yes,” Laura whispered back.
	“You want Kent inside you?” Bailey breathed in her hair
	She knows?  Laura didn’t even try to speak. I didn’t want her to know-
	“His finger?” Bailey emphasized. “You want his tongue inside you?  His finger?”
	Oh, that’s alright, Laura relaxed, I’m allowed to want that.
	“Yes.”
	“His fingers inside you?” Bailey’s lips touched Laura’s ear.
	“Ye-es,” Laura pouted.
	Bailey backed away, her voice raising a little.
	“Then spank your ass for us,” Bailey told her.
	Laura turned to look over her shoulder at her friend.
	“Spank... myself?” she asked.
	Bailey reached to the crotch of her teddy and Laura heard a metallic ‘pop’ as she undid the button holding it together. The front of the outfit came loose underneath, the tension from the high waist pulled hard enough that the fabric lifted, showing off the slightest bit of her strip of hair to Laura.
	“You want to see him go inside me?” Bailey asked. “You want him to poke you?”
	Laura nodded vigorously.
	I have to perform for her, Laura thought, to prove I’m a loyal friend, even though the thing I want most is the most disloyal desire of all.
	Too many thoughts rushed through Laura’s head to process.  The base reality that stood out, however, said that Bailey knew Laura wanted Kent, and not just his fingers or his tongue in her vagina.
	I was stupid to think she didn’t know.  And now she wants to test me, to prove I’m her friend even though I want her boyfriend.  To prove I’ll follow her rules.
	“Then spank yourself,” Bailey said, sitting on the bed and leaning back, fixing Laura with a glare, “Just for me.”
	Laura, her eyes on Bailey, caught a wary look on Kent’s face.
	He doesn’t completely understand, Laura thought, but he’s very wisely staying out of the way.
	“These are very special spankings,” Laura told Bailey, holding her friend’s gaze as her had been held. “Just for you.”
	Bailey nodded, a careful smile on herself letting Laura know they had reached an understanding.
	“So you should count them,” Laura added.
	“I should?” Bailey’s eyes widened.
	“Yes,” Laura made her voice firm up as she focused her eyes to pierce through the back of Bailey’s skull, “you count them and after every five, I’ll ask if I’m done.”
	Get it? Laura beamed at Bailey.
	She found it very difficult to assert herself in a situation where she’d been made to exhibit her all-but-bare ass to both of them, but she forced her sternest countenance into her expression.
	Bailey nodded, assenting to the conditions.
	I will prove my loyalty to you, Laura thought, displaying myself and spanking myself as much as you want.
	Laura put her knees together and kept her left hand on her right knee to brace herself.  She squeezed her cheeks together around the intrusion of the thong and then placed her right palm on her right cheek.  Finally, she faced away from Bailey and Kent.
	“Ready?” she asked, meaning to direct her question to Bailey.
	“Go,” Bailey drawled out.
	After this, you’ll trust me, Laura thought, and slapped her cheek.
	“One,” Bailey counted, deliberately and slowly.
	That’s right, we’re starting the count fresh.
	Laura laid four more slaps on her right cheek, as quickly as she could.
	“Two, three, four, five,” Bailey sang out, a sarcastic twang on the last number.
	I promised I’d ask, but I know the answer, Laura thought.
	“Is that enough?” Laura asked the ceiling.
	“No,” Bailey told her softly. “Not yet.”
	Laura reset her hips and slapped the outside of her right cheek, with the same careful pace Bailey had used in counting out the numbers.
	“Six, seven, eight, nine,” Bailey paused, a strange silence that made Laura visualize her friend licking her lips, “Ten.”
	“Have I spanked myself enough?”
	“Hm,” Bailey’s sound came out theatrically false. “No.”
	Laura switched to the centre of her cheek and pounded herself five more times.
	“Eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen and fifteen,” Bailey said. “Goodness. Getting so red.”
	“Is that enough?” Laura asked.
	What do I need to do to earn what I want? Laura wondered.
	“Do the other cheek.”
	Laura looked over her shoulder, checking for Bailey’s expression, wondering if she’d see anger or some playful expression.
	Instead, she boggled as she saw Kent’s erection poking free of his shorts, Bailey having temporarily taken her eyes off Laura to pay attention to stroking Kent.
	“Oh,” Laura said.
	Kent closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, clearly a boy on the edge.  Bailey nodded to Kent’s penis, then to Laura.
	She’s asking me if I want it, Laura realized, and telling me what to do about it.
	“The other cheek?” Bailey reminded her, fake politeness.
	“Mm-hm,” Laura nodded, turning away.
	I didn’t realize how bad I wanted it, she thought, or how obvious I was.  Now I have to do fifteen on this side?
	With a sigh, she gave herself five slaps, trying to find a soft spot that no one had punished yet.
	Behind her, Laura heard Kent grunt forcing her to turn around and look.
	Bailey’s face had turned red, her eyes bulging as they flashed back and forth between Laura’s cheeks and Kent’s erection.
	“Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen and twenty,” Bailey said quickly.
	“Am I done?” Laura asked.
	Kent took short breaths, trying to hold himself together as Bailey gently stroked his erection.
	“Oh, yeah,” Bailey said in a rush, “get your panties off.  Quick.”
	Laura nodded and stepped off the platform and yanked her underwear down, thankful to get the thong out of her cheeks.
	That is almost as refreshing as removing a bra at the end of a day, she thought. And no one seems to care about the rules right now.
	Bailey unthreaded Kent’s erection back through his short and forced Kent to stand up just enough that she could shimmy them down.  After a deep breath, Kent nodded and went to his dresser to get a condom.  While he fiddled with that, Bailey grabbed Laura and sat her on the bed, the two of them side by side.
	“What’s happening?” Laura asked.
	Bailey leaned in close.
	“You want to feel him inside you?” she whispered.
	Laura gulped and nodded.  Bailey’s forehead touched hers.
	“Try his finger first,” Bailey said. “Then we’ll see about next time.”
	She told me that before, Laura thought, that she tested herself with Kent’s finger.  Ohmigod, ohmigod, she knows.  Everyone knows.
	Kent, by this point, had rolled the condom on.  Bailey spread her legs and sat back on her elbows, pulling him in with her eyes.
	“Get it in me, already,” Bailey moaned at him.
	Laura watched.  Without any preparation or patience, Kent set penis against the proper spot on her friend’s vulva and pushed.  The entire length of his erection slipped into Bailey without any resistance.
	They’ve been doing this a lot, Laura realized with a chill.  He knew exactly where it went and Bailey was totally ready for it.
	Bailey moaned in appreciation and locked her legs around Kent’s back.
	She turned to Laura, “Spread your legs if you want him.”
	Pressing her lips together in anticipation, Laura sat back and bent her knees up.  Sitting next to Bailey, she didn’t have much space to spread, though.  Bailey solved this by grabbing Laura’s right thigh and pulling it across her own body, forcing Laura’s body to roll slightly towards Kent.
	“Oh!” Laura squeaked, her ass cheek now wedged in sideways between Bailey’s ribs and hip, her body on display to Kent.
	As Kent thrust into Bailey, a nice gentle rhythm, Bailey’s left hip pushed up against Laura’s cheek.  Kent leaned over Bailey and set his right hand down on Laura’s neatly shaved pubic hair, the middle finger sliding along the wet cleavage of her lips.
	So wet, Laura thought, I’m so bad.  Just standing there spanking myself because I wanted Bailey’s permission for this.
	“Put it in,” she moaned to Kent.
	“One finger?” he asked.
	“One finger,” Laura pleaded.
	Kent paused his thrusting into Bailey and Laura felt his finger pushing down, the middle one parting her lips, questing for the little hole.  When he found it, he made circles around her entrance as she squirmed, pushing her hips down to try to capture his finger.
	The hint given, he curved his finger and pushed the tip against the muscles around her entrance.  Laura winced.
	“Just relax,” Bailey whispered in her ear, “don’t force it.”
	Laura took a deep breath and forced all the muscles in her cheeks and everywhere else to stop working so hard.  Kent gently poked at her hole, waiting.
	On the third deep breath, the push succeeded, and his middle finger slid inside her.
	“Oh, god!” Laura moaned closing her eyes.
	“Blasphemy,” Bailey whispered. “I will get you for that later.”
	“Mm,” Laura pouted.
	Kent resumed his thrusting, except now he pushed into both of them at once, both of their bodies moving in tandem, Bailey’s because he thumped against her cheeks and Laura’s because her cheeks rested against Bailey’s hip.
	All three of of us, moving at once, Laura thought, Kent’s finger sliding in and out so smoothly.
	She admitted to herself, in all honesty, the finger only moved a centimetre or so, while the penis moved almost its entire length with every thrust.
	Bailey’s wrapped her left arm around Laura, pulling her close.  Laura felt her vagina relax, much less resistant to the intrusion.
	It’s not like my own finger at all.
	Bailey’s eyes snapped open, staring into Laura’s eyes.
	“You’re a good friend,” Bailey said to her.
	“So are you,” Laura said back.
	Bailey’s eyes squeezed shut, her face contorting.  Laura watched as Bailey drove her right hand into her own vulva, jabbing at her clitoris.  Bailey took a deep breath, her nipples clearing her teddy once more, and she let out a final gasp as her orgasm struck.
	God, she’s beautiful.
	Kent kept thrusting into both of them, right through Bailey’s orgasm, shaking all three bodies.
	Look at her, coming so hard, Laura thought, eyeing the way her friend forced the orgasm with her fingers.
	Laura put both of her hands on her crotch, touching the place Kent couldn’t reach while he fingered her.
	Oh, yes!
	It happened that fast.  Feeling Bailey’s twitching next to her, feeling Kent penetrate her, feeling the bed shake, Laura’s orgasm struck fiercely, lighting her spine up from bottom to top, setting her skin on fire.
	“Yes!” she cried out. “Yes,  yes.”
	Laura didn’t care who heard it, or how bad a person it made her.  Everything had come out perfectly with her and Bailey and Kent.
	Nothing but this.  Nothing ever but this!
	And Kent thrust on, undeterred in his rhythm.
	It’s harder on him.  We can come and keep going.  But he’s done once he comes.
	“Okay, okay!” Bailey pleaded. “Okay!”
	Or maybe not.
	Kent slowed down, and stopped.
	“Oh, you’re still hard,” Bailey moaned. “What will make you come?”
	I can feel it in her, Laura thought, her body can’t take it, but she’ll make her body take it. For him.
	Kent smiled, that weary, endearing look that said he’d reached the end of his willpower.
	“What?” Bailey smiled back. “What do you want?”
	Sliding his finger out of Laura, he slid his erection out of Bailey.  With a spinning gesture, he swirled his head around.
	“Oh,” Bailey said, somehow understanding their speechless friend.
	Carefully, her legs having spent so long up in the air, Bailey flipped over on the bed and set her feet on the ground in front of Kent.  She raised her hips until her cheeks met his erection.
	“That what you want?” she asked over her shoulder.  “My ass up in the air for you?”
	By way of response, Kent grabbed Bailey’s hips and held her in place as he slid his erection back into her vagina.
	“Ho!” Bailey breathed out, her head tilting back. “He’s still big.”
	“And me?” Laura asked. “Do I get to play?”
	Kent thought about this for a second, then patted Bailey’s upper back.
	“Huh?”
	“Sit there,” he said. “Face me.”
	“Oh!” Laura said.
	Awkwardly working around Bailey’s arms, Laura put a knee on either side of her friend’s back and hovered her cheeks over Bailey’s shoulders.  As Kent continued thrusting into Bailey, he grabbed Laura’s shoulders and pushed down.
	I didn’t want to get my... wetness... on Bailey, Laura thought, but I guess Kent didn’t want me hovering.
	She understood her purpose instantly by the way their movement changed.  With Laura’s weight on Bailey’s back, Bailey’s body didn’t move nearly as much when Kent thrust into her.
	The next part surprised her, though.
	Kent took Laura’s hands and placed them on Bailey’s cheeks.  He put pressure on Laura’s fingers, forcing her to squeeze.
	“That’s what you want?” Laura whispered, her mouth next to his ear. “Me touching her?  Squeezing her?”
	Kent nodded, his breathing quickening, chilling her down her neck, as his hands returned to Bailey’s hips.
	I have him, Laura thought, for just this once, I have him.
	“Squeezing?” she asked, their temples touching as they both look down to watch Laura grabbing both of Bailey’s cheeks.  She then used her thumbs and forefingers to pinch Bailey, “Pinching her ass?”
	Kent moaned.
	“Digging my fingernails in?” Laura felt her voice grating down into a deeper register.  “Nice and hard.”
	“Gah!” Kent shouted.
	Laura watched his body twitch, jamming himself into Bailey for all he was worth as he expelled his load into her.
	Bailey squeaked, muffled behind Laura’s back.  Kent didn’t pull out and thrust any more, merely lurched against Bailey’s cheeks, trying to push her forward, push himself deeper even though there he had no unburied length left.
	When he finished, he put his hands on Laura’s shoulders again, leaned over and kissed her on the forehead.
	“Good,” he told her. “That was really good.”
	“Take it out slowly,” Bailey warned.
	Kent waited for several breaths before he even tried to withdraw.  Only when his breathing came back to some semblance of normal did he slide himself all the way out.
	He’s careful, too, she noted, holding onto the condom so it can’t slide off him.  I didn’t even know that was a thing.
	With that done, Laura dismounted Bailey and the whole ensemble came apart, Bailey rolling on her side to face them with her back to the wall.
	“That was intense,” Bailey muttered, rotating her hips therapeutically.
	“No kidding,” Laura agreed, sitting cross-legged near Bailey’s head.
	Kent, after disposing of the condom, came to the bed between Bailey and Laura.
	His erection looks funny now, half-way down.
	“I still owe you one,” Laura pointed out absently.
	“Huh?” Bailey asked.
	“Blasphemy?” she reminded Bailey.
	“Oh,” Bailey said. “Next time.”
	Laura started to speak, but Kent got in first.
	“That’s not a rule, though,” Kent pointed out. “Bailey gets spanked for blaspheming.  Laura gets spanked for using the wrong words.”
	Bailey and Laura both frowned at this.
	“I don’t think so,” Laura shook her head. “I should at least follow my own rule.”
	“That’s right,” Bailey agreed.
	“Next time?”
	“Next time,” Bailey nodded.
	“Great,” Laura sighed, placing her elbows on her knees and her chin in her hands, “My ass is yours and Kent’s.  More debt.”
	“Me?” Kent asked.
	Laura rolled her eyes, wondering if Kent’s blood had returned to his brain yet.
	“I paid off all my sins plus two dollars, right?” she asked.
	“Right.”
	“And you made me come,” Laura said, “With your finger inside me?”
	“Oh!” Kent exclaimed, “and that’s worth more than two dollars of sin, is it?”
	“I think so,” Laura nodded glumly, looking down at the bed, “don’t you?”
	“I just watched you spank yourself twenty times, though,” Kent explained.
	“No!” Bailey and Laura shouted at once.
	Kent flinched and they both realized they’d overdone their response.  Bailey looked sheepish and lowered her eyes.  Laura softened her voice and looked at Kent.
	“Those were just for Bailey,” she explained. “You... you can’t count them against my sins, okay?”
	“Okay,” Kent acknowledge, a wary confusion in his voice. “What about when you were grabbing and pinching Bailey’s ass?”
	“Oh!” Laura said.
	Does that count, somehow?  Laura wondered.  It didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t really embarrassing.
	“No,” she told Kent out loud. “If I’d spanked her, maybe.  But-”
	“But!” Bailey cut in. “Do not spank me while his cock’s inside me.”
	She shivered for emphasis.
	“Right,” Laura said, on firm ground finally.  She turned back to Kent, adding, “That orgasm’s almost as bad as when you use your tongue.  I owe Bailey one spanking for blasphemy and I owe you one dollar.”
	“Very well,” Kent agreed. “Next time, though?”
	“Next time,” Laura nodded with a weary roll of her eyes.
	She looked at Bailey, and Bailey looked back.  Both girls twisted their lips.
	“What now?” Kent asked.
	“Interest,” Bailey said. “There’s always interest on the rule-breaking ones, right?”
	“Right,” Laura sighed.
	“We’ll work something out,” Bailey smiled.
	I’m going to be naked, and she’s going to be spanking me, at the very least, Laura supposed, but it’s the price of admission.
	
