Chapter 9

	Laura shivered, feeling the cooling semen slithering over her body.
	It’s not really moving that fast, she thought, squeezing her cheeks as tightly as she could, but it feels like it’s going up my butt.
	“Where’s my phone?” Bailey asked.
	“I don’t know,” Kent shrugged, looking around and shaking the bed as he did so.
	“Okay,” Bailey kept her muscles rigidly locked, her semen spattered cheeks pushed tightly up against Laura’s, “Just use yours.”
	“Stop moving!” Laura whined to them both. “It’ll slide off.”
	“Alright,” Kent tried to sooth her as he gently stepped off the bed.
	It looked like the end of his cock had finally finished dripping semen on their bodies, and he found his own phone.
	“Lift up your shirt, Laura,” Bailey admonished, pulling her own away from her cheeks.
	“What?” she asked.
	Are my boobs supposed to be in this picture?
	“Nothing identifying in the photo, right?” Bailey reminded her. “Just our asses?”
	“Right,” Laura said, although she wondered how much information someone could get from the hem of a white blouse. “And his come.”
	Sometimes, the pictures felt more invasive than the sex acts.
	You’d think wiggling my cheeks against his cock and milking it out of him would be the most humiliating part, but when he starts taking these pictures – all these different angles – I feel like he’s invading my body even more.
	Kent snapped at least a dozen pictures, right, left, over top and a few that seemed to look right up between their legs.
	He can’t see anything, she reminded herself, we’re squeezing so tight.
	“There,” Kent said. “Two more minutes, though.”
	Two more minutes of sitting here, with goosebumps all over my body from his cold semen on my cheeks.  It’s stopped oozing around, though.
	Laura admitted that she had harboured some doubts about whether this sort of thing counted as punishment.  Semen seemed kind of messy, especially if it splattered up on her chin, but it hadn’t seemed that big a deal to get it on the rest of her body – and it definitely hadn’t, upon Bailey’s description, felt like a punishment.
	But now that she felt it cooling on her body, getting sticky, sliding between her cheeks, gluing her flesh to Bailey’s, Laura had to reconsider.
	And those pictures he’s taking, Laura shivered anew, pointing the lens right up my butt, no matter how tightly clenched.  This feels... like I’m really paying for my sins.
	She almost started to moan but hid the tiny noise coming from her throat as a grunt of discomfort.
	Kent dropped the phone in front of the two of them and they flipped through his pictures.  Bailey, ever on the ball, cropped out the parts of the photos that showed anything other than their naked asses.  She permitted him a portion of their upper thighs and lower backs, just for context, but nothing else.
	When Bailey reached the last one, the one Laura expected to be the rudest as Kent had taken it right up the lengths of their legs, she felt a rush of surprise.
	We look good, she thought, seeing the tense, raised cheeks, tightly pushed together.  Even the semen, in that image, looked pretty nice, striping and dotting the displayed musculature.
	Unfortunately, Kent had aimed his camera from such a low angle he had framed their asses with their shirts and the backs of their heads in the background.
	Bailey frowned the angle forced her to cut out the upper parts of their cheeks to hide their hair colour.
	“I liked that one,” Laura offered sadly.
	“Really?” Bailey asked.
	She nodded, “Too bad you had to crop out so much.”
	“I want nothing identifying in it,” Bailey said firmly.
	“I can take it again,” Kent pointed out. “Just lift your butts in the air and I won’t be able to see your upper bodies.”
	Laura turned to Bailey with a pleading look.  Bailey rolled her eyes and handed the phone back to Kent.
	“Running out of time,” Bailey sang a warning.
	“Get your asses up,” Kent replied.
	Laura lifted her cheeks up instantly, clenching her thighs tightly against the twin intrusions of the camera and his semen up her butt.
	Nothing is getting up my... hole, she thought.
	Bailey, sighing, lifting her cheeks up to match, and Laura felt the slippery way Bailey’s cheeks sidled up to her own.
	“How much can you see back there, Kent?” Bailey prodded.
	Kent let out a soft laugh, “A lot of vulva, but I can’t see your insides if that’s what you’re asking.”
	Laura let a soft mew escape her throat, but contained the rest of her reaction.
	The phone clicked once, and Laura felt it stealing away her modesty, draining energy from her exposed genitals.  Kent shifted, holding the camera lower perhaps, or getting in closer, and her thighs tingled with the invasion of her privacy.
	“Okay, enough,” Laura said, falling back to the bed, suddenly exhausted with the effort of exposing herself.
	“And our time is up,” Bailey groused. “I need to wash.”
	“The pictures-” Laura tried to interrupt.
	“You can lie here with your dirty pics,” Bailey admonished. “I’m washing his come off.”
	Laura clucked her tongue, but wanted to stick with Bailey, and the semen had started to annoy her.
	It’s gross. But it’s payment.
	Laura carefully rose from Kent’s bed and realized she’d judged the viscosity of his semen incorrectly.  She’d thought it had cooled and congealed enough to stop running, but that only applied if she kept her body horizontal.  The moment she stood up, it started running down her cheeks to her bare thighs and from her lower back down toward her butt crack.
	“Eep!” she protested, and tried hurrying to the washroom, but quickly discovered a new disturbance.  When she walked, her cheeks moved against each other and that made her feel the slipperiness of Kent’s come sliding around between them.  Wiggling furiously, she reached the doorway, opened the door and peaked out into the hallway.
	“Nobody’s here,” Bailey rolled her eyes and nudged her from behind.
	They slipped across the hallway into the bathroom and Bailey blasted the shower to the max.  Kent, with some amusement, arrived in the doorway, holding three coloured towels against his chest as he leaned against the frame.  Laura glanced over at him, noting the way his penis hung, having softened a lot since he’d slapped her cheeks with it, but not completely flaccid.
	“How do you feel, Laur?” he asked, aware of her gaze but not appearing to care.
	“Sticky,” she protested.
	Bailey, holding her shirt up, stepped into the shower and stuck her butt out into the hot spray of water.
	“Nice,” Kent said.
	We’re not bothering with privacy anymore, Laura noted the way Bailey had left the shower curtain bunched up in the far corner of the tub-slash-shower. Also, we’re not worried about water on the floor.
	“This would be better at my place,” Laura offered, “The shower head comes off the wall.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey opened her cheeks to awkwardly to let the water get between them, “Student rentals are never that fancy.”
	“Next time we’re at your place, then,” Kent said. “You can wash yourselves better.”
	He’s still dangling his penis at us.
	Bailey soaped up one hand while keeping her shirt lifted with the other and began scrubbing herself.
	It would be easier if she’d take off her shirt, Laura thought, and considered doing that herself. But I think we’d rather save up our nudity for later.  We’re going to have to get Kent going again.
	She wondered about that, while Bailey awkwardly lifted a leg to scrub for any semen that had dripped down her calf.  Reaching out tentatively for Kent’s penis, Laura paused and looked up at his eyes.
	With a shrug, Kent shifted the three towels to his hip and seemed to grant general permission for that sort of thing.  Laura lifted his hanging member on the palm of her right hand.  The layer of skin covering it had puffed up, as if all the jerking had irritated it a little, or maybe that was just how his erection came down after an orgasm.  Laura admitted that she’d never kept close tabs on him.  Keeping her palm flat, she pushed back a little, her middle finger poking between his testicles.
	Kent raised an eyebrow, wondering what she was doing.
	It’s less intimidating when he’s not about to explode on us.
	With her left hand, she pushed back on the skin, exposing the semi-swollen head of his penis underneath.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent inhaled softly.
	“What’s your turn around time?” Laura wondered, vaguely feeling some stiffness coming back into him.
	“I’m never made a race out of it,” Kent said. “But that feels good.”
	Bailey finally noticed the two of them.
	“Getting a head start?” she asked. “I’m done. You can have the shower.”
	Gently, Laura lowered her hand to let his penis hang slack once more, but noticed that it didn’t point straight down as it had before she’d played with it.
	He might need some help, she thought with a smirk, but we’ve allowed for that problem.
	Bailey took a soft, yellow towel from Kent, making room for Laura in the tiny shower.  Pulling up her blouse and making a knot of the fabric in the front, Laura managed to get all of the fabric gathered up at the height of the underwire of her bra.  That made it a lot easier, once she stepped into the spray, to use both hands to clean herself.
	Even with the hot water spraying, though, five minutes of semen congealing on her skin left her flesh feeling weird, somehow both slippery and sticky at the same time.
	“It’s right... up there,” she complained, sliding her fingers between her cheeks.
	As Bailey had, she kept her cheeks stuck out to protect her shirt, pointing her butt vaguely towards the water stream, which meant towards the door and,  generally speaking, in Kent’s direction, as she lathered up her hands.  Laura relaxed as the foam of the soap took away the icky texture of dried semen.
	Just scrubbing my butt, here, she thought as she gently ran her soapy fingers between her cheeks to get at all the places Kent’s semen had squirmed into, nice and clean.
	Keeping her shirt carefully out of the spray, she moved forward and rubbed her thighs clean, too.  Thinking it might be relevant, Laura carefully turned to face the spray and gave the front of her legs and her genitals a good, soapy rinse as well.
	“Okay, I’m done,” she announced, facing the water spray but finding that she couldn’t reach it without getting her shirt wet.
	“Let me wash off,” Kent warded off Laura’s attempt to circumnavigate the water.
	“Oh, right!”
	Laura hadn’t even thought about Kent.  Bailey had already dried herself off and, the tiny bathroom lacking enough places to hang all these towels, had wrapped it around her waist.  As Laura stepped out of the tub, her friend, now holding both of the unused towels, handed the red one to her. Kent slipped off his shirt and, completely naked, got into the spray, targeting his stomach and lower body.
	Well, look at him.
	It occurred to Laura, as she towelled off her lower body, that she’d entirely forgotten about all the leg exercises he’d had her doing.
	Kent never forgets to hit the gym, obviously.
	In the hot spray, Laura could see that Kent didn’t look the least bit aroused anymore, at least not physically.  His penis, not nearly as awe-inspiring in its flaccid state, amused her.
	“Well,” Bailey nudged Laura, “go ahead.”
	“What?” Laura shook herself.
	“Kent?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah,” Kent opened his eyes.
	“Laura wants to wash you,” Bailey taunted, “Is that okay?”
	“Uh, sure.”
	Bailey has her own reasons for doing things, but this is meant purely to torment me.
	“Get that penis clean,” Bailey whispered.
	“Right,” Laura inhaled.
	She handed her damp towel back to Bailey.
	I just touched it before he got in, she thought, I can just touch it again.
	Careful to keep her shirt out of the spray, Laura reached under the spigot and took the bar of soap to lather up her hands.  With Kent’s amused but watchful eyes upon her, she used her right hand to rub circles on his lower abdomen, creating a nice, foamy lather there as well.  Moving down, her pinky finger brushed against the uppermost part of his penis, right where it connected to his pelvis.
	Laura blushed, feeling Bailey’s eyes upon her, knowing the mocking expression she’d see if she turned around.
	Why should I be afraid?  Why shouldn’t I be confident?
	Laura smirked, deciding that pretended confidence could serve as a kind of shield.
	She slid her slippery right hand around his penis, along his thigh and under his testicles.  Kent moaned in appreciate as her hand cupped both balls and worked the soap between his scrotum and his thighs.  With her left hand, Laura lifted his penis away from his testicles so she could wash properly between the two.
	Uh, it’s growing, Laura realized in shock. Okay. Wow. Doesn’t take much, I guess.
	Bailey hiccuped a laugh as she realized why Laura had paused.
	It’s not a big deal.  I’ll keep going.
	Not really knowing how much one needed to scrub a scrotum to clean it, but imagining it got pretty sweaty down there, Laura made several passes.
	It certainly doesn’t look like it’s hurting him to take a few extra trips around with the soap.
	His penis had lengthened a little in her gentle grip, but Kent hadn’t reached any skin stretching proportions yet.  Laura released his testicles and applied soap to the length of his shaft, smoothly moving both lathered hands around its small circumference.  Reaching the end, she retracted the foreskin, loose and easy.
	When he gets hard, it gets tight and pulls back all by itself.
	She had an idea, from somewhere, that boys needed to clean underneath and that, furthermore, her job today included doing so.
	Laura washed around the slightly swollen mushroom head, pulling back the foreskin far enough  she could get under its reverse facing edge.
	No dirt here, sir, she thought, all clean and ready to go. Cleanest it’s ever been.
	She let go of his penis and Kent turned his body back into the spray, washing away the copious amounts of soap she’d covered his genitals with.
	“Thanks, Laur,” he muttered.
	“Yeah, good job,” Bailey complimented her.
	I hear the mocking, but I also hear the envy underneath.  She meant to embarrass me, but I wasn’t embarrassed.
	Laura stood up, smiling, her eye still on Kent’s penis.  The tiny start of an erection left it curved, but lifted just enough to keep away from his testicles.
	That’ll keep any sweat from accumulating, she thought, remember how it smelled when she’d kissed it that one time, from underneath.  Nobody knows about that but me and Kent, I think.
	Unbidden, the thought came to her mind that it wouldn’t smell like that now.
	It’s clean.  I know because I cleaned it myself.
	Laura thought of the plan she and Bailey had made.
	Well, there is an option there...


	Kent rinsed off the rest of his body in quick order, turned off the water and took the last blue towel from Bailey.  Seeing that both girls had opted to cover themselves with their towels snug around their waists, Kent dried off quickly and did the same.  His erection, he noted, hadn’t grown strong enough yet to push out the towel noticeably, despite Laura’s efforts.
	I wonder if she understood how important it was to be super gentle, right then, he thought, after I’d just come, it’s no time to get rough.  Either she figured it out, or she was just being timid.
	Either way, it had him tingling, and the gentle soap wash under his foreskin had almost overloaded him.  Kent counted himself fortunate that Laura had proceeded so slowly.  He might have cringed and collapsed otherwise.
	Following Bailey’s lead, the towel clad trio returned across the hall to Kent’s dimly lit room, the bass of his speakers still thumping away.
	“That feels better, doesn’t it?” Bailey asked, sitting her wrapped rear on Kent’s bed.
	I didn’t make her come yet, Kent noted, I wonder if she feels left out.
	Laura, wrapped in Kent’s red towel, sat down next to Bailey.
	“Um, Bai?” Laura asked.
	“Yeah?”
	“Kent has a lot of pictures of us on his phone right now,” Laura pointed.
	“True,” Kent said, handing his phone over. “The deal was one picture of your asses, all decorated.”
	“Decorated?” Laura asked.
	“Christmas is coming?” Kent offered.
	“Haha,” Laura took the phone and flipped through the pictures. “This one is still my fave.”
	“Which one?” Kent asked.
	Laura turned the phone around to show him that she had chosen the very last picture, which boasted their hips up in the air.
	“That’s a lot of vulva,” Kent said, keeping his voice conversational but complimentary.
	“You like my vulva, don’t you?” Laura prodded.
	“Sure,” Kent laughed. “But are you willing to give up a picture of it?”
	“I know he likes mine,” Bailey put in, taking the phone and eyeing the image once more.
	“I like both of your vulvas,” Kent lowered his eyelids. “But are you sure that’s the pic you want?”
	Laura pulled Kent out of his chair, turned around a half circle with him and pushed him so he sat on the bed.  Putting her hands on his knees, she leaned forward so their foreheads almost touched.
	“Is it the pic you want?” Laura asked, making it clear she wanted him to make the final decision.
	Kent looked over at Bailey, making sure she didn’t object.  Her shrug and head tilt said, at the very least, that she would never admit to objecting.
	“Very well, Laura,” Kent said, lilting his voice to a false British officiousness, “I accept your picture.”
	“Of our vulvas?”
	“And your asses.”
	“Covered in come,” Bailey added, eyes rolling. “Glad we all agree.”
	Bailey busied herself with Kent’s phone, conspicuously deleting all of the other pictures and making sure they weren’t recoverable.
	“Now,” Kent said. “You-”
	“We,” Laura interrupted, only backing away slightly from his face, “still owe you six dollars worth of spankings.”
	Lowering her upper body as she moved, Laura walked her feet back so her hips stuck out and Kent could see her back over her head.  She began swaying her hips back and forth to the beat of the music and Kent watched as her towel slowly came looser and looser around her hips.
	Eventually, with a final twist, Laura shed the towel entirely, letting it fall in a pool of dark red fabric on the floor.  Her hands and hips still turning this way and that, Laura walked even farther back, lowering her head almost to Kent’s knees and arching her back.  Her hands slipped under his towel and parted it, exposing him.
	“Look, Bai,” Laura pouted, “Kent doesn’t look ready yet.”
	“Oh, dear,” Bailey put on a pout that rang much more falsely than Laura’s. “Whatever shall we do.”
	Kent laughed, because Bailey hadn’t even tried to make her last sentence sound like a question.
	Bailey, her pale yellow towel still in place, walked around to Laura’s left side.
	“A little gift for you, Kent,” Laura said. “We won’t count these, since they won’t be very hard.”
	“Oh?” Kent realized what they had planned.
	Bailey whacked Laura on her left cheek.  As Laura had promised, Bailey hadn’t used the normal punishment level of force, but Laura had kept her muscles relaxed despite the angle of her hips and it made a nice undulation.
	Laura made a little mew of appreciation and Bailey struck her other cheek.
	Looking up into his eyes, Laura asked, “Nice?”
	Kent nodded, appreciating their effort, and Laura looked down at his slowly growing erection.
	As Bailey continued going back and forth, all around Laura’s cheeks, Laura examined Kent’s penis from all sides.
	At least, with all this experience from the two of them, I’m not shy, Kent thought, it’d be a shame to waste this moment... or to leave Laura thinking I didn’t appreciate their effort.
	As Kent watched Laura getting her gentle spankings, he felt blood moving towards his genitals, slowly building up an erection.  The angle eventually reached the horizontal and started to point up at Laura’s face.
	“Ooh,” she murmured, leaning closer.
	She did it before, in a semi-secret sort of way, Kent thought, is she going to do it again?
	As his erection slowly built up, Laura leaned in, pursed her lips, and touched the very tip of his penis with her soft, extended lips.  He felt the gentle pressure spreading over his head.
	Is she going to open her mouth? Kent wondered, wishing for a moment he’d managed a bit of pre-come on the end.
	But alas, no.  Laura let the pressure spread her lips a little, covering a generous amount of his head as her lips firmed up, but she didn’t attempt to take him inside.
	A last, extra hard slap from Bailey constituted some sort of signal and Laura backed away from his penis and stood up, a shy, red-faced smiled on her face.


	Bailey watched Laura stand up, that absurdly shy look on her face.  Laura’s eyes met Bailey’s and Bailey raised an eyebrow.
	Damn, Bailey thought, now what?
	Laura stepped aside, giving Bailey a vague wave toward Kent.
	“Right,” Bailey said aloud, “my turn.”
	With a heavy sigh, she unwrapped the towel around her waist, keeping her body toward Kent.
	He seems pretty hard already, Bailey thought, this seems so unnecessary now.
	Bailey looked over at Laura, waiting in the wings.
	But we made a deal...
	She stepped forward and put her hands on Kent’s knees, extended her body out behind her and bending over.  Laura started in on her cheeks immediately, slapping away joyfully and gently with both hands.
	It’s almost like a massage, she’s drumming so fast, except she’s using her palms and making a lot of noise.
	Kent’s erection, very healthy by this time, had a solid forty five degree angle above the horizontal.
	I’ve kissed it, Bailey remembered, and now Laura has kissed it.
	Amid the cacophony of Laura’s palms cracking away at her ass, Bailey leaned in closer and pressed her lips to Kent’s tip.
	That’s just the same as Laura, though, Bailey thought, and leaned forward.
	She felt the push, the strange urge to do more, the need to go first.
	Kent’s supposed to be mine, primarily, Bailey felt a frown creasing her brow, and Laura’s second.
	Bailey leaned farther, pushing on Kent’s erection, eliciting a groan.  Laura kept pounding away, generating a kind of mindless distraction.
	Don’t mind me, she thought, just listen to the music and the sound of my butt getting spanked. Nothing to see here.
	Bailey gulped, knowing she’d never done this before.  A lot of things she’d done with Kent and Laura fell under this category, of course, but this still counted as one thing further.
	Not sure, not sure, not sure! Bailey thought, but also, Laura kissed it, so...?
	Some mix of competition and pride forced Bailey’s lips to slowly part.  The pressure she’d built up meant that Kent’s erection pushed forward, the head sliding through her lips, pushing them farther apart. She got the whole head into her mouth, the back edge of it finally getting past her lips.
	“Oh...” Kent groaned, trying to throw his head back but also not willing to look away.
	I’m sure we’re quite the sight, Bailey thought, the oral plus the spanking.
	“Ooh,” Laura cooed in encouragement, her spanking only stopping a moment before she resumed.
	It’s clean, Bailey realized. Laura just washed it.  No sweaty taste, not even the faintest scent of his semen from before.
	She gave one swirl of her tongue on the underside of his cock and then slid off.
	Laura, for her part, gave Bailey a final, hard swat on her left cheek.  That made Bailey smirk, regarding this as a gesture of frustration and therefore Laura’s acknowledgement of Bailey’s little victory.
	Turning her back on Kent, Laura looked to the white board.
	“Should we update that, or-?” she started, but Bailey couldn’t hear the rest of the Laura’s sentence.
	Bailey looked at Kent, at his erection, then down at her own half-naked body.
	Kent raised his eyebrows, to which Bailey nodded.  She pulled him up on his feet and then took his place on the bed.
	“Oh,” Laura said from behind Kent, turning to face them both, “Ri-ight.”
	“Bai?” Kent asked, probing for her desire.
	Bailey couldn’t get her mouth to make words.  She implored Kent with her eyes, staring up at his lips, then pointing her gaze down at her genitals.
	“Try again?” he asked.
	She nodded, a jerky motion, and bit both her lips.
	It’s like the very first time I asked him to spank me, she thought, except this time I couldn’t even get the words out.
	“Oh-oh,” Laura whispered, creeping up behind Kent as he knelt on the floor.
	“Slow,” Bailey felt her eyes widen as she begged Kent.
	Kent nodded and pushed her thighs apart.  Laura, unsure how to participate, laid on her stomach on Bailey’s right, leaving her cheeks exposed.
	That’s nice of her, actually, Bailey thought, realizing the implied offer, she knows what I like.
	Kent, bless him, gently delved between her lips with his tongue, slowly splitting her open from her vaginal entrance up past her clit.
	Nice and slow.
	He repeated the gesture, lapping at her as he tried to find a good spot.  Pushing a little hard on the third try, he touched her entrance properly, but Bailey didn’t really feel a tingle until his tongue flipped over the nub of her clitoris and released the pressure.
	“There,” she whispered to him.
	“Here?” he mumbled, doing it again.
	“Slow,” Bailey hissed out, closing her eyes, “slow.”
	Kent tried turning his tongue around her clit in circles, side-to-side motion, upwards, downwards.  Kent tried everything and Bailey moaned in appreciation when something felt good.
	His tongue is so wet, I’m so wet.
	Kent took one quick to lap all the way up from her vagina to her clit.
	Nice, but too fast.
	“Just slow,” she told him. “Right there.”
	Bailey felt her body shake and reached out with her hands, one flat on the small of Laura’s back and the other grabbing the bed sheets.
	“Oh!” Laura exclaimed.
	Kent started speeding up.
	“Slow, slow,” she reminded. “Please... slow.”
	Right back down he went.
	The constant thrumming of his tongue against her clit somehow built up her orgasm.
	I thought he’d have to go faster and faster, but he doesn’t, Bailey thought, nothing makes sense.
	Bailey’s fists clenched, fabric in her right hand while her left clawed for purchase at Laura’s back.  Laura inched her way up the bed.
	Is she letting me...?
	Yes, Laura moved her body up until Bailey could dig her fingertips into her friend’s nearest cheek.
	Bailey’s own cheeks clenched, lifting her genitals up into Kent’s face.  Kent, by then suitably coached, kept the pressure and speed steady.
	“Go ahead,” Laura whispered in her ear.
	She felt Laura’s cheeks rise up under her hand as her friend arched her back.
	Bailey moaned.
	“You want to,” Laura teased. “Do it.”
	Bailey lifted up her left hand, unwillingly compelled to strike her friend.
	“Yeah,” Laura breathed directly into her ear. “Just once.”
	Bailey looked down at her own body, saw Kent’s intense focus dedicated entirely to pleasing her, to licking her...
	Mindlessly, as a writhing deep in her heart, a wrath inside her she didn’t recognize, drove her hand to crack down on Laura’s cheek.
	“Oh!” Laura shrieked.
	Bailey put her hands on the back of Kent’s head and thrust her hips upward into his face.  Her thighs clenched and her vaginal muscles pulsed around Kent’s chin, now thoroughly embedded within her.
	Thank god he shaved.
	The orgasm racked her body, shaking her repeatedly as she held Kent trapped in the triangle of her thighs and her hands.  Kent, amazingly, kept his tongue moving.
	Can he even breath?
	Panicked, Bailey released him, and they both gasped for breath.  Watching him with worry, she saw Kent rub his upper lip while turning his neck side to side
	“I’m sorry,” she blurted out, “are you okay?”
	“Fine, fine,” Kent waved her off but his eyes had grown wide with shock. “Wow, okay.”
	Laura giggled, “That was something new.”
	Bailey sat up and cradled Kent’s face in her hands, leaning over to hold him close, foreheads almost touching.
	“Are you okay?” she asked again. “Really?  I pushed a bit hard-”
	“I’m fine, Bai,” Kent placed his hands over hers. He smiled reassurance, “Honest.”
	Bailey winced, twisting her lips, imagining how she’d have felt if Kent had done that same thing to her when she’d taken him in her mouth.
	It’s a bit different when you reverse the sexes, she thought.  I’d be gagging, for one.  But still.
	Laura leaned in close, putting her face in the periphery of both their visions.
	“I bet he feels like spanking you now,” Laura taunted.
	Kent laughed, which lightened Bailey up immediately.
	Right, the spankings, Bailey’s mind clicked over, her skin already tingling with the assaults previously heaped upon it. I can do that now. Easy.
	But it felt like a break in the action, as if something had gone astray.
	It’s an interruption, is what it is.
	Bailey smiled, glanced over at Laura, remembering what Laura had just offered.
	She opens up new paths all the time, though, give her that, Bailey felt her mood only slightly dragged down when she caught Kent working his jaw out of the corner of her eye.
	Bailey raised her head enough to look over Kent’s head at the white board, which Laura had hastily updated to show the six remaining dollars.
	Kent stretched, rotating his neck as he stood up.
	It can’t be that bad, Bailey thought, sitting up straight and observing the erection still poking toward through a part in his towel.
	Laura kept close to Bailey as she sat back, and put her mouth to Bailey’s ear.
	“Combo?”
	“What?” Bailey replied.
	“You bottomless, me topless,” Laura backed off to give Bailey that wide eyed, raised eyebrow expression.
	“So it counts as being naked,” Bailey said.
	“He counted it before.”
	“As long as I spread my legs enough,” Bailey sighed.
	But after that orgasm, and the damage I did to him, I kind of owe Kent something special.
	‘Owe’ wasn’t exactly the word Bailey wanted.  It didn’t cover the nature of her debt.
	This isn’t part of the money I used to owe him, or the punishment Laura feels she deserves.  This is another kind of ‘owing’.
	“Alright,” Bailey said, making a determination, “nine more spankings for me.”
	“Nine?” Kent asked. He looked over at the white board before turning back to her with a raised eyebrow. “All naked?”
	“You’ll get a fully naked woman,” Bailey said, pulling Laura to her feet. “That’s the deal, right?”
	Laura, easily led at this point, accepted Bailey’s manipulation of her body to make her face Kent.  Bailey grabbed her own white panties from Kent’s dresser and knelt at Laura’s feet.  One foot at a time, she slipped her panties onto Laura’s legs and slid the thin, transparent fabric up Laura’s thighs to fit snugly around her friend’s hips and against her recently cleaned genitals.
	Kent grinned.
	What is it with the underwear swapping that he finds so thrilling?
	Bailey took Laura by the hand and spun her around.
	“Whee!” Laura declared, stopping after a full spin with both hands raised in the air.
	She looks willing.
	“Now the top,” Bailey said and, standing behind Laura, pushed her shirt up over her head.
	From behind, the triple-hook of the black bra came undone easily enough, but with Laura’s arms raised, the cups of the bra stayed locked under her boobs via the underwire.  With Laura refusing to assist, Bailey had to reach around Laura’s chest and pulls the cups away from her body.  She felt Laura’s breasts loosen from their confinement, brushing gently against Bailey’s fingertips.
	Bailey pulled the bra off over Laura’s head.
	“Nice,” Kent said.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura blushed.
	I should squeeze her boobs at him or something, Bailey thought, but couldn’t bring herself to do it, at least not without checking with Laura first.
	“Come on,” Bailey reached past Laura and grabbed Kent’s hand.
	She had considered a number of ways to accomplish her last nine spankings, but the work Kent had done with her tongue pushed her past most of those towards a little extra.  Kent, therefore, found himself pushed to back of the bed, kneeling on it with his back to the wall.  Laura, topless, had a confused look on her face as Bailey directed her to kneel on the floor facing the bed.
	“What am I doing?” Laura asked, looked directly across the empty bed at Kent.
	“Displaying yourself,” Bailey lowered her eyebrows.
	In the calculus of the spanking rules, Bailey hadn’t fully realized what she’d set them up for.
	To be counted as ‘naked’ spankings, he has to be able to see everything, she recalled, boobs, butt and pussy.
	Bailey had arranged everything correctly, giving Kent a view of Laura’s top and Bailey’s bottom, but she hadn’t considered where she and Laura would stand in relation to each other.
	Well, what’s done is done, Bailey rolled her eyes and took her place sitting on the edge of the bed, facing Laura.  He can’t spank me unless I spread my legs.
	With a deep breath, Bailey spread her legs, pointing her genitals at the topless Laura.  As she rolled onto her back, she heard Laura exclaim, “Oh, my!”
	Bailey’s view, as she laid on her back, became obscured by Kent’s towel, since she had laid her head between his legs.  Without looking at Laura, Bailey reached for her own knees and spread her legs as she pulled them back.
	“You can do my last three sets like this,” she said, looking down her body.
	“Wow,” Kent breathed by way of a compliment.
	“You can see... everything?” she asked.
	“Yes!”, Laura’s voice replied in shock, “he can definitely see everything.”
	As Kent leaned over her, his towel came undone, falling to his side.  It allowed Bailey to look down her body at the shocked look on Laura’s face.
	She won’t move, though, Bailey said. She’s stuck there, more or less in my crotch.
	The position looked a bit awkward for Kent, who had to shift around, his erection dangling over her face, in order to find a way to brace himself.  Bailey had put herself with her butt right on the end of the bed and, with her legs pulled back, he didn’t have a good place to plant his left hand for stability.  Finally, Laura tapped her right shoulder, offering it for support.  Kent laid his left hand there and patted Bailey’s right cheek.
	“Ready?” he asked.
	Bailey craned her neck up and gently planted a kiss on the shaft dangling over her face, “Yeah.”
	She watched as Kent’s erection swung to the side, his abdominal muscles tensing as he raised his arm high and brought it cracking down her right cheek.
	“Seventy one,” she said, kissing his shaft again, wishing she could reach the tip.
	As he delivered his spankings, she continued pushing her lips against his erection, and she noticed that he slowly slid his body backwards, bringing the tip closer and closer.
	Bailey also noticed that Kent had concentrated all of his spankings on the lower part of her right cheek.
	“Seventy six,” Bailey announced, two thirds of the way through her ‘naked’ spankings.
	By this point, Kent had moved his body back far enough, and torqued his hips, so that her lips could at least reach his head.  With her tongue, she lanced out and gave a wet poke to the sensitive underside of the head of his erection.
	That made him pause, mid-swing, and moan.  Bailey did it again, a little more generously, and he smacked her hard.
	“Seventy seven,” she sang out, wiggling her tongue against he cock more vigorously.
	Crack!
	“Seventy eight,” Bailey mumbled.
	Crack!
	“Seventy nine!” she cried out in relief.
	Okay, new rule, she thought, Maybe don’t lick his erection while he’s spanking you.
	Kent dismounted, allowing Bailey to rise up.  Laura, still kneeling, blinked furiously as if she wanted to erase the image of Bailey’s crotch from her brain.
	That was spread pretty wide, too, Bailey felt chagrined. Oh, well.
	“You want me to do the same with you?” Bailey asked her.
	“Sort of,” Laura said. “Let’s switch clothes.”
	Kent watched in amusement as Laura put her own black panties onto Bailey, then took off Bailey’s shirt and bra.  Once Laura waved off her own bra, Bailey only replaced Laura’s shirt.  Bailey reached to remove the white panties Laura had borrowed, but Laura shook her head.
	Right, Bailey remembered, she wants more spankings.  At least I won’t be staring at her crotch.
	Laura then re-positioned Kent, laid herself on her back with her head between his knees, and spread her legs.
	“Alright,” Kent observed, his erection pointing over Laura’s face.
	Laura braced her feet on the bed and reached up with both hands to gently take hold of Kent’s penis.
	“Alright?” she asked.
	“What have we here?” Kent continued, leaning over and bracing himself on the bed with both hands.
	“Bailey’s tits,” Laura said.
	“And Laura in panties,” Bailey said.
	“So it’s like,” Laura said, “Five because I have my pants off, right?”
	“But Bailey’s top’s off, too...” Kent trailed off.
	“So, four spankings per dollar?” Laura asked.
	Kent thought hard about this.
	“No,” he said finally, “You did this before, remember?”
	“I did?” Laura asked.
	“Your place,” Kent said. “In front of the mirror, just your panties on.”
	Bailey clicked then, remember, “It was three and a half.”
	It had worked out, Bailey recalled, because Laura had done two sets at once.
	“Oh,” Laura said. “But I want to do three sets.  Just round up to eleven. It’s fine.”
	“You sure?” Kent asked.
	Of course she’s sure.
	“Yeah,” Laura said, “my fault for picking something so weird.”
	Laura then released Kent’s shaft and reached for her legs, pulling them back.  Bailey turned her body a bit to indicate to Kent that he could lean on her shoulder if he needed to.  Kent, instead, placed his left hand with his fingertips over the transparent part of the white panties Bailey had lent Laura.
	“These look nice on her, don’t you think?” Kent asked, his voice silky as he pushed the material inwards, rubbing it over Laura’s lips and delving it towards her clit.
	He’s making sure to get Laura’s juices on my panties, Bailey realized, watching Kent’s fingertips slide all the way down to her friend’s entrance, the fabric dimpling and tucking in.
	“Very nice,” Bailey rolled her eyes.
	As Laura moaned, Kent used his middle finger to swirl the white fabric and push it into Laura’s vagina.
	Soaked now, for sure.
	Only when Laura looked on the verge of doubling up did Kent move his left hand to Bailey’s shoulder and deliver his first spanking.
	Just like me, he’s doing hers on the right side, too.
	“Eighty,” Laura moaned.
	Kent leaned back slightly, placing his left hand over Laura’s crotch and rubbing her gently again.  Bailey could see his muscles working hard to hold that position.
	The strain looks ridiculous, but he must judge it worthwhile.
	Kent’s finger pushed in again, dipping Bailey’s panties into Laura’s moistened recesses.  The interesting thing about this position was the way it let Bailey see all the way up to Laura’s face.  Sure enough, Laura had reached up, straining her neck, to lay a kiss against the underside of Kent’s suspended shaft.
	This time, Kent delivered Laura’s spanking with his finger poking her vagina.
	“O-oh!” Laura crooned. “Eighty one.”
	This is Kent’s specialty, Bailey thought, driving us crazy with spankings... and getting the timing right.
	Holding himself in position while continuing to finger Laura through the fabric of the underwear, Kent gave Laura several swipes to the lower part of her right cheek.
	“Eighty two,” Laura called out. “Eighty three, eight four.”
	Laura spread her legs farther, willing Kent to go deeper.  The move had the side effect of allowing her to lift her head higher, pulling as she was on her legs for support.  A long wet lick along the underside of Kent’s erection followed.
	Kent’s stroking of Laura’s clit sped up as he delivered more spankings.
	Laura moaned, barely aware of the assault on her ass cheek.
	“Eighty five?” she mumbled, something between a question and a statement.
	She’s missed at least three spankings now.
	Kent continued slapping her cheek.
	“Eighty six,” Laura moaned, her thighs starting to come together, threatening to cut off both the spankings and the fingering. “Eighty seven.”
	Kent looked up at Bailey and gestured to Laura’s legs.
	“Hold them,” he whispered.
	Does he actually want me to-?
	With a shrug, Bailey reached out and grabbed the backs of Laura’s knees, keeping her legs spread while Kent worked her clit and continued spanking her.
	“Eighty eight?”
	Laura’s legs tried to close, but Bailey had a good interior position and held them open.  Instead, Laura’s hands went around Kent’s back, pulling her smaller body up so that her lips, and parts of her face, could meet his shaft easily.
	Kent, for his part, kept both his hands busy while also trying to hold up Laura’s weight.  Eventually, however, he had to give up one hand or the other for his own support and Kent concluded that Laura’s clit ranked more important than her ass cheek.  He braced his left on Bailey’s shoulder and started vigorously stroking Laura with his right.
	My panties are soaked now.  Maybe I should just let Laura have them.
	Laura grunted and Bailey fought her friend’s attempts to close her thighs, letting Kent do his work.  Laura’s nails, which Bailey could see over Kent’s back, dug into his flesh.
	“I-I-I’m co-oming!” Laura hollered out.
	Her body seized up, but neither Kent nor Bailey relented, but instead kept up the treatment as Laura gasped for breath around Kent’s genitals.
	When she felt Laura’s legs finally relax, reducing themselves to a twitchy trembling, Bailey released her grip.
	Look at the red marks where I’d grabbed her, Bailey’s eyes widened as he got that brief look before Laura’s limp legs fell to lay over the edge of the bed, I guess it’s what she needed, but, wow.
	“I think there are two more spankings,” Kent said, his voice firm.
	Laura instantly pulled her wobbling legs back up.
	“That’s better,” he said to the puddle of a girl underneath him. “Ready?”
	“Mm-hm,” Laura couldn’t make words, but it sounded like permission to Bailey.
	Kent slapped her right cheek and waited.
	After several gasps, Laura whispered, “Eighty nine.”
	He slapped again, same spot.
	“Ninety,” Laura said, and dropped her legs back over the bedside.
	Extra mean, but warranted, Bailey thought. Of course, we all see the inherent problem.
	Slowly, Laura slid out from underneath Kent and turned her body sideways, her head to the left of Kent, who sat back on his heels.
	“If I sit up now,” Laura complained, “I think I’ll pass out.”
	“I bet,” Bailey agreed, remaining on the ground.
	The rules, as all three of them knew, meant that she had to stay topless until Laura gathered enough hand-eye coordination to dress her again.
	May as well make the best of that.
	“We owe him three more sets of spankings,” Bailey reminded Laura.
	“I-I-I know,” Laura sang out, the back of one hand over her face.
	Kent’s erection, poking out at forty five degrees above horizontal, beckoned.


	Bailey said ‘we’, Kent noted.  Not ‘you’. Not ‘Laura’. ‘We’.
	“How do you want pay that off?” Kent asked her.
	“Well,” Bailey looked up at the ceiling, “My ass is already pretty red.”
	She stood up and looked at him while she rubbed her cheek.  He smirked, because he had gone extraordinarily hard on both of their right cheeks.
	“Mine, too,” Laura waved a limp hand before dropping the arm back down.
	Bailey looked sadly at Laura, then at Kent’s erection, then down at her own chest.
	“Wanna come on me?” Bailey asked, her tone tainted with just the right note of awkwardness.
	“Come where?” Kent asked.
	She rolled her eyes, “Well, it has to be my tits, right?  For three dollars?”
	Kent felt his cock twitch.
	“It will not,” he promised. “Take long.”
	Bailey swatted Laura on the side her cheek to get her to move.
	“How do you want to-?” Kent started to ask, but Bailey had already turned her back on him, sitting on the edge of the bed and facing away.
	As Laura pulled her legs out of the way, Bailey laid back and put her head between Kent’s knees.
	“Oh,” Kent said.
	It was the same basic position they’d just used for the spankings, more or less.  Bailey took his cock in both hands, pulling him down, forcing him to lean forward and brace himself on his hands.
	“That’s it,” Bailey said, one hand caressing his balls while the other stroked the length of his shaft and pointed it down at her sternum.
	Kent swivelled his hips side to side and Bailey got the hint, matching his pace so that the tip of his cock brushed against one nipple or the other.
	That must have been some orgasm she had, he thought, observing her willingness to please.
	Laura moaned and got up on her elbows, her body clearly weary although the glassy-eyed, vacant stare had been replaced by a sleepy smile.  She turned over on her stomach and backed over Bailey’s lap.  Kent sat back a moment while she did this, then leaned forward again and placed his left hand on Laura’s back, which instantly dropped to the bed.
	Kent’s right hand went to Laura’s left cheek, poised high in the air.
	Clear what she’s offering, at least.
	Bailey, underneath, resumed her jerking.
	“Well?” Laura said.
	“Well, what?” Kent prodded.
	“Go ahead,” she told Kent, “Two free ones.”
	Bailey sped up her jerking and Kent tried to bolster himself against her, feeling the orgasm build up inside him.
	I couldn’t do anything to stop it now, even if I wanted to.
	Kent struck Laura’s left cheek, eliciting a howl of protest.
	“Too hard?” he asked.
	“No,” Laura denied hotly. “Never!”
	He slapped her again.
	Laura cringed.
	“Looks like it was too hard,” Kent taunted her.
	Laura shook her head, “Uh-uh.”
	Kent locked up his body, trying to hold off his orgasm, hoping that he had enough juice in him to make a proper mess of Bailey’s breasts.
	“One more, Kent,” Laura glared at him from the mattress, looking around her shoulder. “Right when you come.”
	Kent grunted, all the air pushing out of his lungs.  His right hand rose in the air as his left gripped the back of Laura’s neck.
	Laura cringed, closing her eyes in anticipation as Bailey jerked for all she was worth.
	Kent felt the tip of one hardened nipple brush the underside of the head of his cock.
	“Gah!” he shouted.
	The hand came, cracking out a tremendous slap to Laura’s left cheek, her screech of shock amplifying the first blast of semen that fired out of his erection all over Bailey’s left breast.
	“Oh, my!” Laura shouted.
	Bailey did not stop working, making sure to spread his volleys of semen from one breast to the other as his cock twitched.  Kent leaned over, his body wanting to double up and collapse.  He laid his forehead on Laura’s tailbone, squeezing her reddened cheek and letting his body shake while Bailey milked out every last drop of semen.
	“Oh, my god,” Kent shuddered. “Whoa-oa.”
	He stammered a breath as another juddering of his loins brought forth a spasm of his juice.
	“Attaboy,” Bailey said.
	“Yeah, wow,” Laura said. “Such a mess and we just drained you a little while ago.”
	“Drained me and-,” Kent gasped for breath, his penis twitching again. “-and charged me back up again.”
	He tried to dismount, but Bailey still had a hold of his genitals.
	“Not yet,” she admonished. “Let me finish you.”
	Kent rested, using Laura to keep himself up, as Bailey literally squeezed the last bits of semen out of him, forcing it out drop by drop and wiping it on bare spots of her chest.
	“Okay, you’re good,” Bailey swore, finally releasing him.
	Kent dismounted to the left, taking a seat next to the prone Laura, and surveyed his work.  Bailey had taken pride in her part of the effort, clearly, as she’d managed to coat both of her nipples completely – not a bit of the darker flesh of either of her areolae lay visible – and streaks of semen and droplets covered her breasts and crisscrossed her sternum.
	“Nice,” Kent said. “Earning your three bucks.”
	“Take your picture,” Bailey said.
	“In a hurry?” Kent asked. “We’ve got several minutes.”
	Bailey shrugged, slightly embarrassed to have sounded so enthusiastic.
	“Well,” she looked away, “while my nipples are hard, at least.”
	Kent smirked, but wondered if her nipples wouldn’t get harder the longer his semen stayed on her body and had time to cool.
	He reached for his phone and noted the time.
	“We’ll take a few pics,” he promised, “We’ll see which ones show you off best.”
	Bailey rolled her eyes.
	They had all the time in the world, after all.

