Chapter 4

	Kent lay on his back, breathing softly and looking up at the ceiling.  Laura, still naked, straddled him but had lifted herself off his erection, having satisfied her grinding needs.
	Bailey rolled the chair in their direction before standing up, staring at that hardened shaft and thought to herself, It’s shining.
	She reached out and took a gentle grip on the slippery rod, sliding her hand from the wet tip to base.
	With this hard an erection, he’s stretched the foreskin all the way back.
	Kent closed his eyes under her ministrations.
	“This thing’s gonna pop,” she told Laura.
	Laura nodded, “How?”
	Kent remained quiet, his eyes closed and his head back, possibly yielding to them the creative rights for his climax.
	“Something fun,” Bailey said, keeping up a soft, rhythmic stroke on Kent’s erection.
	“Something messy?” Laura said and waved vaguely at the wet and matted down volume of space containing her and Kent’s genitals. “Already pretty messy.”
	“Three,” Kent whispered, holding up that number of fingers without opening his eyes or otherwise moving.
	Bailey paused in her penis handling.
	“Three what?” Laura asked.
	“Panties,” Kent blindly ticked off one finger, then ticked off another, “Left boot-” ticked off another finger- “Right boot.”
	“The boots, too?” Bailey pleaded, unable to believe he’d even noticed.
	Give Kent credit, though.  When he plays the game, he plays the game.
	“What?” Laura asked.
	“I took off my own boots,” Bailey pointed out.
	“One spanking each,” Kent said, “And one for the panties.”
	Bailey sighed and looked up at ceiling, “Fine!”
	Laura smirked.
	Bailey looked at her and said, “You’re on your back, then.”
	Laura frowned.
	“It’s only fair,” Bailey pointed out, pushing on Laura’s shoulders to turn her sideways. “You make him come and I, um, help.”
	“With your... ass?”
	“Uh-huh.”
	Laura accepted her place and went on her back, her butt on the edge of the bed, pulling her legs up.  With a heave and a sigh, Kent gained his feet and stood in front of Laura, who parted her legs and pulled on his erection to lay it on her matted pubic hair.
	“Still tingly,” Laura murmured and gently petted the top of his penis with three fingers.
	“Right,” Bailey said.
	She placed the stool on Kent’s right side, far enough way that his hand could reach her, then angled her body toward Laura.  When Kent reached for her left cheek, the three of them made a neat triangle: Kent arm’s; Laura’s laid-back body; Bailey’s ass-perched form.
	Ooh, this is going to hurt, Bailey recalled from memory. The spanking that comes right on top of his orgasm is always a good one.
	Bailey’s vagina, she noted, still ached for something to fill it, as if the externally induced orgasm hadn’t done the trick.
	She put her forehead against Laura’s shoulder as Laura reached for Kent with both hands, and Bailey, surreptitiously, reached both her hands down under her body for her own genitals.
	“Remember,” Bailey admonished Laura, “don’t stop when he comes.”
	“I’ve done this before,” Laura’s voice turned defensive.
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey said, looking Laura in the eyes, then turning her gaze to indicate Kent’s penis, now pointed at them like a loaded artillery piece. “Not when it’s like this.”
	Laura gulped and reiterated a little more weakly, “I know what to do.”
	Bailey quirked one eyebrow but, assuming she’d suitably braced Laura for the withering fusillade she might shortly have to endure, turned her face back down into the mattress.  Her left hand spread her lips and two fingers of her right starting moving across her clit.
	I only get three spankings, she worried, I hope it’s enough.
	Add to that the fact that the third slap to her rear might be too much.  Bailey moaned at this consideration and felt the bed shake as Laura switched into high gear.
	If he weren’t soaked with our juices, she’d be chafing the hell out of him.
	“O-oh!” Kent grunted, his fingertips sinking a deep grip into her left cheek. “Yeah.”
	“Yeah?” Laura prodded, a tinge of pride in her voice.
	Kent’s hand left Bailey’s flesh and slapped down so quickly, Bailey honestly felt a shock run through her.
	“Sixty one!” she called out, muffled by the mattress, and started stroking herself faster.
	Wet.  So wet down there.
	Kent’s thumb dug deep into the side her cheek, a kind of crazy shiatsu massage depth that made her moan.
	Faster, faster.  No time.
	The penetrating thumb relented and the hand cracked down again, sending her body lurching forward, only the friction of her face and upper body with the mattress holding her in place.
	“Sixty two.”
	Faster!  The next one will be too hard for...
	“Gah!” Kent shouted.
	Laura squeaked in dismay.
	Bailey heard the sound of his hand strike her ass before she felt.  She knew from the sound that he’d tagged her good and consequently jammed her fingers downward, pushing her clitoris toward her vagina in one last desperate attempt to reach orgasm.
	Another squeak from Laura and Bailey turned her head to see a second volley of semen – and it was truly a volley, for Laura had pointed Kent forty five degrees in the air – come sailing down out of the air and splash a wet line across Laura’s breast, upper arm and onto Bailey’s cheek.  She squinted her eyes but, as fate sometimes grants one’s wishes, her orgasm struck, freezing her body in place, thighs clenched around fingers, internal muscles contracting with pleasure just as the stinging pain of the final spanking final travelled up her spine and hit her brain.
	It meant she could watch Laura and Kent’s game of Battleship, Laura’s insane jerking motion causing barrage after barrage of scattered projectiles, little white droplets getting everything from Laura’s belly, to her breasts, neck and a few random dots of white decorating both of their faces – regardless of how Laura tried to twist and turn away.
	The squeaks Laura elicited came through her nose, since she’d clamped her lips shut against the onslaught.
	But, note, she didn’t stop.
	Bailey’s orgasm abated and Kent, eventually, ran out of fluid.
	“Fuck,” he whispered, his shoulders dropping as he tried to regain his breath.
	“Sixty three,” Bailey whispered back, her upraised hips falling aside and away from them both.
	“My face,” Laura retorted with a wince.
	Bailey held back a giggle and Kent, notably, did not hold back an uncharacteristically deep laugh that Bailey could only classify as a ‘guffaw’ at Laura’s expense.
	It got me, too, she realized, but somehow catching Laura is funnier.
	“How you feeling?” Kent asked Laura.
	Laura thought about this a moment, looked down her body, then over at Bailey’s and took a short, stammering breath before she gathered enough wits to reply.
	“Strafed,” Laura pronounced, lowering her eyelids with an impenetrable expression.
	She sat up, perforce bringing Bailey with her.
	Bailey took a tissue and wiped at her own face, clearing the few droplets of semen spattered there.  She eyed the wet spots on the back and shoulder of her sweater.
	Well, she rolled her eyes, it comes out in the wash.
	She slid the tissue box over to Laura, who remained sitting, leaning back on her hands, naked but with her legs crossed for a vestige of modesty.  Bailey raised an eyebrow at Laura, then glanced down her friend’s body, observing the – as she had put it - ‘strafing’.
	Laura had done a fair job, if she had set ‘painting her body with semen’ as her goal.  Her breasts had several short lines of the thick stuff across them, one nipple blotched fairly well.  Her rib cage hosted a number of lines, below which a small puddle had collected in her navel.  The coup de grace remained, however, the dots on her lower face, decorating her lips and jaw line.
	The stuff on her belly, Bailey noted, was heavy enough to ooze slowly downward toward her matted pubic hair.  Everything else basically stayed in place.
	“Gonna clean up?” Bailey asked.
	“Hm,” Laura pursed her lips, “just thinking.”
	“About?”
	Kent gingerly wiped himself off with his old boxer shorts, grabbed a clean pair of darker ones and pulled them on before sitting down.
	“Very pretty,” he observed Laura with a dumb grin.
	“Aren’t I, though?” Laura clucked her tongue and looked up at the ceiling, apparently content to let them see her in all her semen-sprayed glory.
	Laura’s eyes came down to meet Kent’s, but he didn’t hold his gaze to hers.  Instead, he let his eyes roam down her body a short way, settling on her chest.
	What’s going on? Bailey wondered.  She didn’t want to interrupt, but she wanted to understand why Laura prolonged this.
	“Cold?” Kent offered.
	Those nipples look pretty hard, yeah.
	“It gets cold, yeah,” Laura bit her lip. “Almost right after you’re done coming.”
	Kent continued leering at her body, all the semen covered parts at least, since she’d crossed her legs.
	Kent gets it, apparently, but I don’t.
	“How do you feel, Laur?” Kent asked, tilting his head and meeting her gaze once more.
	Laura inhaled sharply
	“Naked,” Kent emphasized, “with come all over you.”
	Laura closed her eyes and inhaled, breathing out slowly after shaping her lips in an ‘o’.
	“Embarrassed,” Laura sounded like she used the word experimentally, almost a question instead of a statement.
	“Humiliated?” Kent offered in a slow voice.
	Her eyes still closed, Laura replied with a tiny, almost reluctant nod, as if she might not care for that definition either.
	“Maybe,” Laura’s eyes flashed open and she reached for the box next to her.
	It took Laura a number of tissues to gather up all of Kent’s juice before she tossed the wadded up paper into his waste basket.  Her legs stayed crossed the entire time.
	“Do we still have to dress each other?” she wondered aloud as she scrubbed the last bit out of her navel.
	“Did you still want pictures?” Kent reminded her.
	“Oh, yes!” Laura’s eyes lit up and turned imploringly upon Bailey.
	“Like we were before?” Bailey sighed.
	Laura nodded urgently.
	With a sigh, Bailey grabbed her phone off Kent’s desk and sat down, telling Laura, “Do up my boots, then.”
	Laura nodded and knelt on the floor, fitting Bailey’s boots into place and zipping them up while Bailey got her phone into a proper state for elicit pictures.
	“How were we?” Bailey inquired of the girl still kneeling on the floor.
	Laura got up and bent over the bed, arching her back. “Can you see the red spot really well?”
	“Oh, yes,” Bailey answered at the same time that Kent said, “Definitely.”
	Bailey, restored to a sufficient height advantage by her boots, pushed her left leg against the back of Laura’s right and bent over her friend’s back.
	“Get a nice arch now,” Kent admonished them both, and Bailey felt Laura’s cheek push backward and up into her pelvis.
	She has no shame left.  She hasn’t even put her clothes back on.
	Bailey squeezed her cheeks together, wary of what angle Kent might decide to use.
	I should really trust him at this point, she realized, he’s only taken good pictures.
	“The lighting’s not great,” Kent warned. “I’ll do my best.”
	They waited patiently while he fiddled with a few settings.
	“There, that might look nicer.”
	“What’d you do?”
	“Softening,” he said, “Some kind of portrait mode or whatever.  Your phone’s pretty fancy.”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey rolled her eyes, “You done?”
	“Yep,” he declared, tossing the phone onto the bed next to Laura, “There you go.”
	Bailey’s eyes bugged out, seeing the darkness in the circular mark on Laura’s rear clearly for the first time.
	“Wow,” Laura said. “That’s red.”
	Laura grabbed the phone and sat up, crossing her legs once more, and held the phone in her lap so she and Bailey could flip through the pictures.
	“Doesn’t that... hurt?” Bailey asked, trying to sound wary and not judgmental.
	“Yeah,” Laura replied, distracted and noncommittal as she perused.
	When conversation stopped she looked up at Bailey, then at Kent.
	“What?” Laura raised her eyebrows.
	“Your ass,” Kent hissed. “Are you sure it’s okay?”
	Laura rotated her hips experimentally, as if testing the sensitivity of her flesh as she raised her eyes to the ceiling in consideration. “I think it’s good enough.”
	Bailey rolled her eyes and shrugged.
	“I need to get home for dinner,” Laura pleaded to Kent and Bailey.
	Kent looked out the window at the blowing snow and the streetlit darkness, remembering the trick of the northern winter: it always seemed later than it really was, because the sun set so early in the afternoon.
	“Right,” Kent agreed with a worried note in his voice. “Wouldn’t want to miss your mom’s food.”
	“She’s not that scary,” Laura replied, then tilted her head and smiled, “she actually likes you.”
	“It’s true,” Bailey felt it necessary to add. “She thinks you’re very polite and trustworthy.”
	Sheesh, Bailey thought, Kent looks uncomfortable.
	“Still,” Kent’s frown lightened, but remained in place, “don’t miss dinner.”
	“Yeah,” Laura acknowledged and turned to Bailey, “Let’s get dressed?”
	Are we still doing this?  I guess we are, Bailey thought, watching Laura reach for her black panties. We could have made a mistake and then owed him some spankings for next time.
	Her eyes met Laura’s for a moment, as Laura perhaps realized the same thing, but maybe Laura didn’t want to do any more ‘special’ spankings.
	What am I going to call those when I write them in my notebook?
	The evening had gone in a terribly confusing fashion that would confound her spanking journal enough without the need of a new designation in the legend.
	Of course, Bailey realized as Laura unzipped her boots and got to work on her panties, I don’t actually have a legend.  That’s the whole point.  No one can tell what that journal is.
	Bailey wondered if, years from now, she’d be able to decode the record at all, or if it would just be sitting there, all mysterious, a vague memory of some spanking arrangement.  Or, possibly worse, if she’d misinterpret some of the code words and abbreviations to mean something else, believing she had the right meaning when she had the wrong one.
	Laura turned her back on Bailey and bent over the bed, perhaps determined to show off her reddened rear, and Bailey obliged by pulling her friend’s white panties back into place.  The bra and blouse went on next, followed last by the pants and the socks.
	The boots, Bailey decided, Laura could do herself.  Perhaps Kent could allow it, given how he worried about upsetting Mrs. Anderson.
	“Okay,” Laura said, “I really have get going.”
	She hugged Bailey, dashed past Kent with a quick kiss on the cheek, and left the room.  In a moment they heard her thumping up the stairs and out the door.
	Bailey, still bottomless, remained seated on Kent’s bed and looked over at Kent, slouching a little and looking thoughtful where he sat in his chair.
	“What,” she asked, “was that all about?”
	“You’ll have to be more specific,” he replied, his eyes rolling.
	“The, um, ‘embarrassed’ and ‘humiliated’ thing?” Bailey clarified. “I felt like you two were having a telepathic conversation.”
	Kent inhaled and exhaled softly.
	“I think she was considering – and I was considering – a substitution,” Kent said.
	“Of what for what?”
	“Some option for her ‘punishment’ that isn’t spanking,” Kent explained.
	Bailey felt her eyes widen.  How had she failed to notice?
	“So maybe the spankings were too hard?” Bailey noticed. “Her ass was sooo red.”
	“Exactly,” Kent agreed. “I think it stung hard enough that she was honestly considering some other way to satisfy her need to be punished for her orgasms.”
	“And getting your come on her might be it?” Bailey said. “But before you asked her...”
	“And she said it wasn’t,” Kent confirmed. “She said spanking was the only way.”
	“But then, today, the spanking maybe hurt too much.”
	“Right,” Kent said. “And on top of that, I made a pretty good mess of her.”
	“And she just sat there,” Bailey nodded, understanding dawning on her, “letting us – you, really – see her with your come all over her.”
	“Exactly,” Kent nodded. “The question is whether that meets her needs.  If so...”
	He trailed off and Bailey waited for him to finish, but Kent closed his mouth thoughtfully and seemed content not to do so.
	“If that’s what she wants,” Bailey finished for him, “then you need to, um, demand it from her?”
	Kent’s eyes widened in concern, “But if it’s not what she wants, then I shouldn’t demand it.”
	“Perplexing,” Bailey agreed, and crossed her legs as she watched Kent mull it over.
	“The trick is,” Kent agreed, “figuring her out without being too obvious.”
	“Or maybe giving her a choice?” Bailey added.
	“Also without being too obvious,” Kent nodded.
	“You didn’t give us a choice today,” Bailey said, “And it worked out.  You knew we would do it.”
	Kent jogged his head side to side, “You’ve spanked each other before.  This just made it a little more interesting.”
	Bailey raised her eyebrows.
	“It turned you on,” Kent said. “I could see that from here.”
	She acknowledged this with a wave.  Much like anything she was made to perform for him – even if it involved Laura – it turned her on to know it turned him on.
	“Well, I can tell you she doesn’t hate the idea of your come on her,” Bailey said.
	“Oh?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey shrugged. “She offered her boobs to you for two bucks, remember?”
	Kent dipped his head, his eyes narrowing with the intensity of his thoughts, “True.”
	“So this is the second time,” Bailey reminded him, leaning forward a little. “Seems like she’s into it.”
	“True, too,” Kent agreed. “But should it be punishment?”
	“You can try it once, I suppose,” Bailey said, reaching forward and placing her hands on his thighs.
	Kent thought about that, looking at the ceiling, “Hm.  Just tell her that, this time, I want to punish her by spraying come on her?  By seeing her body all messy.”
	Bailey slid her hands up his fresh boxer shorts and felt for his new erection.  Kent closed his eyes as she took a grip.
	“Where do you want come on her?” Bailey prodded.
	Kent mumbled incoherently.
	“Her ass again?” Bailey said. “Her tits?”
	Kent moaned, hardening in her hands.
	“You got a little on her face, you know?” Bailey teased.
	“Yeah,” Kent whispered.
	“Ready to go again, already?”
	Kent nodded.
	“Good,” Bailey said, releasing his penis so she could pull on his hands.
	“You want it inside?” Kent asked, reaching for the drawer where he kept his condoms.
	“No, just grind me.”
	“Do my best,” Kent aborted his attempt for his dresser.
	Bailey understood that.  With all the grinding he’d already done, on both her and Laura, she stood a pretty good chance of just wearing him out into insensitivity.  If she really wanted to him hard, she ought to fuck him, and she had no doubt her pussy wanted him inside.
	Sadly for her genitals, Bailey had other intentions at the moment.
	Spreading her legs, she welcomed the length of his erection, still hidden behind his boxers, along her vulva.  She had thought, at first, that the layers of fabric would dull her senses.  Instead, given the harsh grinding they’d already done, it provided a couple of layers of gentle protection.
	Not bad, Bailey thought, but after a few gentle strokes, but I don’t think I can come.
	When Kent kept it soft, it made her parts tingle, but didn’t really build up towards an orgasm.  When he pushed harder, it drowned out all sensation.  Kent could sense this, and tried to find the right amount of force to use.
	After a few minutes, however, Bailey conceded that the correct amount of force didn’t exist right then.
	“Here,” she whispered, and pulled her sweater off over her head.
	There had been a time, Bailey recalled, when I couldn’t let him see my breasts.
	“No bra?” Kent noted.
	“Wasn’t sure how the evening would go,” she replied. “If I’d known we were undressing each other, I might have worn it for you.”
	For your pleasure, I mean, Bailey tried to beam at him telepathically.  So you could watch Laura take it off me.
	She moaned at the thought, closing her eyes, but the orgasm wouldn’t come.  With a nudge, she pushed him away and sat up, then reached for his shorts and yanked them down.
	“You come,” she said, grabbing his testicles with her left hand while stroking his shaft with her right. “I can’t do it again.”
	“You sure?”
	“Uh-huh.”
	This isn’t about me right now.
	“Kent?”
	“Yeah?”
	“You can come again?”
	Kent inhaled and nodded, “Yeah.”
	“If I gave you a choice,” she gnawed on her lips before proceeding, “where would you want to come?”
	“Whuh?” Kent exhaled.
	“Like if you could come anywhere on me,” Bailey rushed the words out, “what would you pick?”
	“Anywhere?” Kent emphasized.
	“Anywhere?” Bailey teased. “If I said ‘anywhere’.  My ass, my tits, my – my face.  What would you pick?”
	-----------------------------------------------------
	This is not, Kent realized in a weary instant, an idle question.
	He could spot the arrival of a Most Important Question by the tone of Bailey’s voice.  She delivered unimportant questions, like what to have for dinner, how to integrate a function with two variables, or which panties showed off her ass the best, with an even, serious tone.  The answers that truly mattered to Bailey, on the other cheek, she always attempted to glaze over with a childish, almost petulant tone.
	I just came on Laura’s tits, Kent thought.
	He could, he bet, tell her that he wanted to come on her face.  Bailey might even let him, although she’d hedged her offer with an ‘if’.  “If I said ‘anywhere’.”
	She could always take it back, Kent thought, probably wouldn’t, given her her stubbornness, but she might.
	Kent brushed the thought of splattering her sharp featured visage aside, as she clearly hadn’t posed her question to focus on his willingness to accept an offer of facial ejaculation.
	This is about her breasts, again, Kent sighed reluctantly. I’d hoped she’d gotten over that, but...
	“Your tits,” he said. “Definitely.”
	The smile that twitched on her face told him he’d answered correctly.
	Yes, your breasts are just as good for me as Laura’s, Kent wanted to say out loud, but couldn’t.  Instead, he would have to show her.
	Bailey backed up onto the bed and lay on her back, letting Kent move in over to of her, straddling her stomach as he took hold of his erection.
	God, I hope I have enough come in me to really show her.  Put this issue to bed once and for all.
	“You want me to-” Bailey offered, reaching for him.
	Kent inhaled and whispered, “You squeeze ‘em together.”
	He tried not to wince, realizing this might be taken as a criticism of her body.
	“I don’t know if I have enough left to get them both otherwise,” he pointed out, hopefully turning back the critique on himself.
	Bailey’s eyes widened in eager acceptance, “Right.”
	At least I got that right.
	Jerking fast and smooth, Kent pushed himself toward orgasm, bending his erection down until it touched Bailey’s cleavage.  He slowed down for a moment to rub his tip across her nipples where, with considerable stress on her flesh, she had managed to get them nearly touching.  It made a nice tingle, where those hardened nubs ran across the underside of his manhood.
	Bailey made an encouraging moan at this, a generous gesture which triggered a reflex down at the base of his erection.  Kent pulled down back his shaft with his right hand while using his left to keep his targeting low – Bailey had offered her breasts, after all, not her face.
	Hope there’s enough in me, he thought, feeling the impending surge.
	It didn’t exactly launch out of the end of his cock, when it came, but a satisfying pulse injected itself into her left nipple, where he’d pointed his tip, the pressure pushing a respectable jet of semen out over the top of her cleavage.  Seeing that lack of pressure meant her neck rested outside his potential targeting area, Kent pulled a little back from her flesh, aiming a second volley, if one could call it that, over her right breast, across the nipple.  Milking himself to emptiness over that side of her body, he watched his semen slide into Bailey’s compressed cleavage.
	Kent looked up wearily into Bailey’s eyes, saw the calculating look there as she stared at her clutched breasts.  A half smile took possession of her features.
	She’s satisfied with my satisfaction with her body.
	“Not sure why I wanted to do that,” Bailey quirked an eyebrow, daintily lifting her sticky thumbs and forefingers away from her body.
	Sure, let’s pretend there’s a mystery about what we just demonstrated.
	“Laura just felt like sitting here with your come on her,” Bailey said.
	“She was testing it as a method of punishment for her sins,” Kent pointed out as Bailey remained on her back, not yet reaching for the box of tissues, with her hands hovering over her chest.
	“I don’t get the fascination,” Bailey wrinkled her nose and looked up at Kent. “You?”
	Kent surveyed her body, “I think it’s a turn on before I come, knowing you will do something like this after.”
	“Hm,” Bailey reached for the tissues, finally, and started cleaning herself up, fingers first.
	“Do you think Laura would use it?” Kent said.
	“I think she was looking for something,” Bailey replied, gently wiping at her nipples. “But she wasn’t certain.”
	Kent regained his feet on the floor, pulled his shorts back into position and sat on his chair as Bailey sat up.  She put her sweater back on and faced him.
	“I’m not sure she really wants an option, though,” Kent said, leaning forward and resting his chin on his hands. “She might feel like it’s an easy way out of spankings.”
	Bailey leaned forward as well and the two of them stared at the floor for a few breaths before Bailey spoke.
	“You could just ask her,” Bailey offered.
	“Yeah,” Kent jogged his head side to side doubtfully. “That might wreck things for her.  I’d have to be pretty clever about probing her.”
	Part of the game, Kent thought, has always been figuring out what they want with a little bit of decent discretion.
	“Mm,” Bailey agreed. “You’ve always been good about sort-of guessing what we want.”
	Kent smiled wearily, “Thank you for noticing.”
	Bailey blinked up at him.
	“Wha-at?” he asked.
	“I have an idea,” she said.
	“Oh?”
	“What if you did it to me, first?” Bailey asked.
	“Did what?”
	“What you just did,” she waved at her chest. “But make it more like you’re punishing me or whatever.”
	That’s a thought, Kent realized.
	“So I somehow demand coming on you as counting for some of your spankings?” Kent wondered.
	“Right,” Bailey said. “And while we’re doing it, try to keep an eye on Laura.  See how she reacts.”
	That’s what I’m constantly doing when I’m ‘punishing’ the two of you, Kent thought, restraining his eye roll, so it won’t be hard for me.
	“And if she looks like she ‘hates’ it in the right way,” Kent said. “I’ll ‘demand’ it of her next?”
	“Something like that,” Bailey nodded.
	“This’ll take a bit of planning to get right,” Kent warned. “It might be less fun for you if it’s all laid out.”
	Bailey inhaled, looked at the ceiling, then lowered her eyes back to Kent, “Planning is fun, too.”
	True, Kent realized. They plan things for me and I plan things for them.  But this will be the first time Bailey and I really plan something for Laura.
	“Should be fine, then,” he agreed. “Let’s work something out.”

