
Chapter 17

	With Kent sitting on edge of the bed, naked and waiting, his erection standing out prominently, Bailey turned to face the doorway as Laura reentered the bedroom.
	“How do you guys do it?” Laura asked, handing the condom to Bailey.
	“We get naked, usually,” Bailey said, waving at her body to generally indicate the transparent bra and panties.
	“Right,” Laura nodded.
	Bailey watched as Laura knelt on the floor in front of her and pulled down her underwear.
	Glad we did such a good job shaving, Bailey thought, Laura looks proud of her efforts down there.
	Laura stared, a deer caught in headlights, at the bare parts of the triangle where Bailey’s thighs met.
	Oh, she’s not admiring her shearing work, Bailey realized. She’s looking right through my vulva and thinking about my vagina now.
	Standing up, Laura reached to put her arms around Bailey, but paused.
	“Oh, I should ask,” Laura said, resting her hands on Bailey’s upper arms. “Do you want your bra on or off?”
	Bailey started to respond, but Kent interrupted from behind Bailey
	“Depends, Laur,” Kent drawled out. “If Bailey’s naked, you should be naked, too.  Fair’s fair.  Do you want to be naked, too?  Or maybe you can be topless to match Bailey being bottomless.”
	Laura’s eyes twitched to meet Bailey’s gaze and, through some manner of telepathy, immediately communicated mutual agreement.
	We’ve been doing this so long, Bailey thought, serving Kent, getting spanked, spanking each other, following all these rules.  We can just look at each other and know what we’re doing.
	Bailey felt her knees weaken and her thighs shake with this realization.
	When did we start sinking into this? Bailey wondered. How did we not notice it happening? When did the game become a part of life?
	As she reached around Laura’s neck to undo the laces of the apron, Bailey thought that it must have happened so slowly that neither realized it.
	This isn’t a thing we’re doing anymore.  It’s really the people we are.  Even when we’re not with Kent, Laura is counting her orgasms for Kent.  We’re planning, we’re thinking, we’re wondering what we can do next.
	The top of the apron dropped, exposing Laura’s breasts and her hard, cold nipples.
	“Okay,” Laura’s eye lit up and she gulped. “Now what?”
	Bailey pressed her lips together and turned to face Kent, considering the angles.
	“Depends how much you want to see,” Bailey told Laura.
	“Oh... hm,” Laura hesitated. “I don’t... know.  Not exactly.”
	I’ll need to keep this simple for her.
	Bailey pushed Kent onto his back and handed him the condom.  While he tore open the package and rolled it on, Bailey pointed to the part of the bed to her right side.
	“Lie down there, on your side,” Bailey instructed Laura. “You can watch from there.”
	“And I can see your tits,” Kent said, waiting with the condom now rolled all the way down.
	Laura crawled up on the bed beside Kent, propped herself up on her elbow.  She first looked at Kent, then down at her own breasts, and finally at her cheeks.
	“And Bailey can spank me with her good hand,” Laura pointed out.  When Bailey’s eyes went wide, Laura added, “if, you know, she needs to.”
	“There are twelve dollars left,” Kent said.
	“That gets complicated,” Bailey said, climbing up on the bed and straddling Kent in preparation, “Because I think you only pay half for watching us spank each other, don’t you?”
	Kent’s eyes, focused on her vulva, diverted themselves in thought.
	“I think so,” he agreed. “That was the deal the first time Laura spanked you.  Oh... wait.”
	“What?” Bailey asked, pausing as she lined up her entrance with the tip of his cock.
	“Should I have paid for those spankings you gave Laura in the bathroom?” Kent asked. “While you were coming?”
	Bailey felt herself blush, but Kent and Laura had turned to face each other.
	“That would be... fair,” Laura said dubiously. “But I don’t remember how many there were.  I wasn’t counting.”
	“It was a lot,” Bailey admitted.
	The negotiations are going to kill me, but we have to sort this out before I shove his penis into my vagina.
	“Say, about twelve spankings?” Kent asked, “and Laura was completely naked?”
	“Sounds about right,” Bailey said, still waiting to envelop Kent.
	“So knock two more dollars off your debt,” Kent nodded and turned to Laura, “Alright?  Down to ten dollars?”
	“Alright,” Laura agreed.  She wiggled her cheeks at Bailey, “And now?  Same deal.”
	Kent thought about this and reached over to squeeze Laura’s cheek.  Bailey’s eyes met his,  forcing a nervous gulp from her throat.
	“Special bonus deal,” Kent enunciated with a smile. “While I’m inside Bailey, all spankings count double.”
	“So instead of half price...?” Laura trailed.
	“They count full price,” Kent confirmed. “And you’re basically naked, so it’s three for a dollar.”
	Laura wiggled contentedly under Kent’s grip and lifted her hips toward Bailey.
	“You ready?” Bailey asked, hoping both of her friends understood she meant the plural ‘you’.
	Kent nodded, saying, “Hell, yeah.”
	Laura merely watched, mouth slightly open, staring between Bailey’s spread legs.
	Bailey eased herself down, letting Kent’s swollen tip push between her lips, finding its way through the wet folds, easing against the ring of her entrance.  She twisted and turned, moving her arousal wetted skin against the lubricated latex until she found the right angle.
	There we go, she thought, closing her eyes and pushing down, feeling Kent’s erection pushing open her insides, gently stretching her out.  All the way in.  Easy.
	Laura sucked in a tiny gasp.
	“Oh, wow,” she mewed. “How does it feel?”
	“Full,” Bailey said softly. “He’s really big right now.  When he goes in this hard, it takes a second to really get used to it.”
	Kent hardened inside her and Bailey moaned.
	So big.
	She hadn’t expected to ever accomplish this, to combine the thrill of all the spankings, the counting and all the games with penetration.
	But here it is, Bailey inhaled softly, waiting for her body to relax around the intrusion, my sore cheeks, Kent’s cock, and Laura... Laura just sticking it out... waiting for more.
	Gently, Bailey started rolling her hips around in circles.
	Just need to loosen up a little, Bailey thought, reaching her left hand down to rub her vulva.  Just a little.
	Bailey opened her eyes and saw Laura staring, in a kind of sad shock, at where her hand met her vulva.
	Is she upset she can’t see? Or is she surprised I touch myself during sex? Bailey wondered.  Neither she nor Kent had felt bothered by Bailey’s need for that extra stimulation, but maybe Laura found it weird.  I’m pretty sure she saw me stroking myself in the kitchen when I came.
	“You okay, Laur?” Bailey whispered.
	“Yeah,” Laura breathed back, one hand reaching down to between her own legs. “Do you have to hide it?”
	Bailey gestured down at her crotch, “Didn’t you see what you wanted to see?”
	“I wanna see more,” Laura looked up at Bailey, eyes wide, and moaned.
	Okay, What happens if I...
	Bailey moved her hand away and lifted herself up, watched Laura’s eyes dart down to the intersection of her body and Kent’s, to the point of penetration.  Bailey slowly let the length of Kent’s shaft slide out of her, letting Laura see almost all of it, before gently pushing herself back down.
	A whimper escaped Laura’s throat.
	Got her.  I’ve got her, but to keep her, I have to keep my hand away so she can see.  Is that the deal?  Kent and I can have sex, but I have to keep myself exposed?
	Bailey reached out and lay her hand on Laura’s left hip.  Laura jumped as if struck by an electric shock.  Her eyes met Bailey’s and she nodded towards her cheek.
	The final go-ahead, Bailey thought, shifting her hand to the soft part of Laura’s left cheek. I can only reach her left, since she’s on her side, but Kent already did a good number on the right cheek, so I think this is okay.
	“I should be naked for real,” Laura said, “just to be fair.”
	She reached behind her back and pulled loose the tie around her waist, letting the apron fall to the bed.  It didn’t change how much of Laura’s body lay exposed to Bailey’s eyes, but it did seem like the right thing to do.
	Bailey raised her hand up and cracked it down on Laura’s cheek.
	So loud!
	“Oh!” Laura sounded surprised. “Hundred and one!”
	If she rolled forward far enough, Bailey found she could get a little bit of stimulation on her clit.  That usually didn’t do the trick, but somehow it worked this night.
	Maybe it’s enough, she thought, bracing her left had on the centre of Kent’s chest.  Just enough, if I add a little-
	She smacked Laura’s cheek again.
	“Hundred two,” Laura chirped out instantly.
	Her response is so fast, Bailey noted, feeling her mind slowing down as her heart sped up, she wants me to spank her and I want to spank her and-
	Bailey ground Kent as deeply as she could inside her body and delivered another strike to Laura’s rear.
	“Hundred three-ee,” Laura moaned, her eyes locked on the strip of hair between Bailey’s legs. Laura added, sing-song like, “Keep go-ing.”
	Oh, god, Bailey thought, she has me completely.  I’m the one doing the spanking, and she has me completely.  I need her ass to make myself come.
	For a moment, Bailey’s brain blurred as Laura looked up and their eyes locked together.  Without thinking, because her mind had nearly absented itself from controlling her body, Bailey swung her hand and struck Laura’s left cheek again.
	“Hundred four,” Laura moaned, furiously stroking her vulva.
	Bailey’s hand lashed out again and again, the echoes of her palm strikes from one spanking tripping over the clap of the next.  Laura counted as fast as she could, groaning and burying her forehead where Kent’s shoulder met the bed, her voice half muffled by the comforter.
	Kent’s swelling up, Bailey thought, keeping her hand firmly on his chest to keep him from moving.  I hope he holds on long enough.
	“Hundred twelve!” Laura called out, a plaintive cry.
	Bailey did not let up.
	She only thought about the amount of control Laura had over her right then and how little she could do about it while on her path to orgasm.
	But I have her, too, Bailey realized as their desperate eyes met each other again, she needs me to come.  Needs to see me being penetrated.  Needs me to spank her.  We need each other, right now.
	Bailey lifted herself up one last time, letting Laura get a little peek at Kent’s latex covered shaft, surely shining with Bailey’s juices, and dropped herself down again.
	Laura jammed her fingers into her crotch and squeezed her thighs together.
	Bailey struck Laura’s left cheek again.
	“Hundred eighteen!” Laura shouted, gasping for breath.
	The sharp sting in Bailey’s palm travelled up her arm and down her spine, lighting up her entire body.  It felt as if Laura’s orgasm, that bolt of lightning, had ignited Bailey’s body.  Her muscles pulsed around Kent’s erection and she felt her body waver as she lost her balance.  Kent grabbed her shoulders, his abs tensing as he held her steady against the orgasm racking her body, shaking and paralyzing her all at once.  Her vagina squeezed, locking his erection in place, and her brain blanked out.
	Some time passed in darkness, and Bailey came back to her body, weak and confused, Kent still supporting her.
	“Oh,” she breathed out. “What... whoa.”
	“You alright, Bai?” Kent asked.
	“Just... just recovering.”
	Bailey could feel her dumbfounded expression, as if she wore another person’s face and hadn’t figured out how to use it.
	Slowly, she returned to her body, but it felt like a second skin.  She saw her right arm, recognized it, noted how the hand still rested on Laura’s left cheek, which had grown angrily red.  Her left arm still braced on Kent’s chest.  Bailey forced the muscles in that arm to relax.
	“Whoo,” she breathed out softly.
	She tried to move, but jolted suddenly when she felt how Kent’s erection held her in place.
	“You didn’t come?” Bailey’s jaw dropped in shock. “How?”
	Sweat covered Kent’s forehead and his mouth hung open in shock.  He shrugged his own disbelief.
	“You can come now, okay?” Bailey told him.
	“Yeah, I-” Kent stammered listlessly, “Just wanted to make sure I held on long enough for you.”
	“Well, you held on long enough,” Bailey confirmed for him gently. “So it’s okay now.”
	Kent looked like he might pass out.  Gently, Bailey started twisting around on his erection.
	If that could make him come, he would have come already.
	“What do you need?” Bailey asked.
	Kent blinked in confusion, and Bailey saw him trying to crawl back up into awareness.  He sat up, keeping his erection fully inserted, and put his feet on the floor.  He stood up, pulling her legs around his back, and turned them both around so he could lay her on the bed.
	Bailey’s eyes bugged out, feeling his cock moving around inside her.
	It was well done, though, she thought, nothing wrong with his balance.
	With Bailey on her back, Kent could now slide his cock out of her vagina, almost all the way to the entrance, where his swollen head met the tight ring of muscle, and then send it back in.
	This is what he wants, she realized.  Oh.
	The change in topography, however, had placed Laura alongside Bailey.  Their eyes met, softer now.
	“Thank you,” Laura said. “For letting me see him go inside you.”
	“Thank you,” Bailey said, and because Laura had spoken so honestly, added, “for letting me spank you.”
	Laura kissed Bailey softly on the forehead, then smiled and propped herself up on her elbow to watch the new action.
	“That’s, um,” Laura’s eyes widened as she tried to find words, “much more clear from this angle.”
	“Isn’t it, though?” Bailey asked, looking down her body.
	Seeing their mutual gaze, Kent decided to pull his cock entirely out of Bailey before sliding it in again.
	“Kent?” Laura asked.
	“Uh-huh,” he replied, thrusting gently.
	“More spankings?”
	“Yeah, sure,” Kent breathed, “Yeah.”
	Laura turned her body, bending her left knee and laying her left leg across Bailey’s body, presenting both of her reddened cheeks to Kent.
	“Still paying double for these?” Laura reminded him.
	Kent smirked and nodded, surveying the tableaux.
	I can’t imagine what he sees and how he feels, Bailey thought, Laura’s cheeks are already crazy red, and with her spread like that, he can see both of our racing strip shaving jobs.  How is he not coming?
	Kent hardened again and started slapping Laura’s ass.  Laura cringed, her face right next to Bailey’s as she counted out the spankings.
	“One nineteen,” she winced. “One twenty.  One twenty one.”
	Bailey cringed too, feeling Kent jamming his swollen member all the way into her vagina.
	It pulsed, finally releasing its burdensome load of semen.  Kent’s head rolled back and he laid three more slaps on Laura’s cheeks, indiscriminately distributed over her flesh.
	“One twenty two, three and... One hundred twenty four.”
	Laura leaned forward into Bailey at the same time Bailey cringed.  Their foreheads touched as they both panted through their separate gauntlets.
	The orgasmic peak passed and Kent started shrinking inside Bailey.
	Whew, that was intense.
	Unlike Bailey, Kent kept his footing the entire time, right up until he pulled out, carefully making sure the condom came with him.
	“Solid,” he said, probably referring to the integrity of the latex.
	After carefully wrapping the condom in several layers of tissue, Kent disposed of it in Laura’s wastebasket.
	“I will definitely need to get rid of that before my parents get home,” Laura looked on with worry.
	Kent shrugged a kind of careless agreement and sat down on the edge of the bed, heaving a sigh of relief.  Bailey curled up her body behind him, knees on his right side, and wrapped her arms around his waist.
	Content, finally.
	Laura remained standing, rubbing her cheeks.
	“How many dollars did we blow through, there?” Kent asked.
	“18 spankings from Bai,” she said. “That’s six dollars.”
	“And six more spanking from me,” Kent added.
	“Which count double,” Laura reminded him, “So that’s four more dollars.  Bringing our count down to just two dollars remaining.”
	“But you masturbated,” Bailey murmured her own reminder into Kent’s shoulder.
	“So back up to four dollars,” Laura sighed. “I guess there might be some time tomorrow morning, right?”
	“After some sleep,” Kent insisted wearily.
	“After we wash you down, you sweaty beast,” Laura chided, “Quick, quick.  Everyone in the shower.”

