Chapter 8

	Kent’s phone chirped its alarm at him at 7:30.  Bailey, curled up next to him in his single bed, nestled deeper into the blankets, but slitted her eyes open to check on him.
	“I thought we might slow down,” she muttered.
	“Huh?”
	“During exams,” Bailey clarified. “You and me.  Somehow I thought we’d have less sex.”
	“Thought it might be distracting?” Kent prodded.
	“Yeah, basically,” Bailey’s eyes opened wide before closing again. “But it turns out it keeps me more relaxed.  You?”
	“Same, I think,” Kent said. “As long as we can still focus on studying, it’s fine.”
	He reached over to turn off the alarm, knowing it would otherwise go off every thirty seconds.
	“Still can’t believe Laura,” Bailey said. “Using us like that.”
	“Why not?” Kent pointed out. “You did the same to her.”
	“Oh, I know,” Bailey admitted. “But I didn’t think that was her thing, too!  I like watching you spank her.  Just seeing the look in your eye, and imagining... well, you know.”
	“Uh-huh,” Kent said. “Maybe it’s different for her, though.”
	“How?”
	“We’ll have to see,” Kent shrugged. “I just have to remember she might be different.”
	“Alright,” Bailey’s voice went muzzy again, the verbal equivalent of a shrug.
	Listening to Bailey drift off, and knowing he could spare a few minutes before he prodded her awake, Kent tried to imagine what Laura had wanted last night.
	What was Laura imagining while I spanked Bailey?
	I know what Bailey likes: she likes to control Laura’s spankings.  Ever since Laura slipped by her that one time, she’s had a certain edge of bitterness and rivalry at Laura’s intrusion and she bleeds off her negative emotions in those moments, enjoying the control she has over her friend.
	Bailey needed that occasional assurance of her primary position in the three-way relationship.  Once she attained that certainty, she could relax a little and enjoy herself.  Bailey wanted to punish Laura, with Kent as an instrument of that penal code, and Laura wanted someone to punish her, so it all worked out.
	But what did Laura want? Had the mere thought and sound of Kent’s strikes to Bailey’s rear plucked a single string of raw emotion in Laura?  Or had they touched... struck some more complicated chord?
	You may be overthinking this, Kent told himself. Laura gets aroused pretty easily and anything could set-
	His phone chimed, the by-now familiar sound of Pac-Man eating one of the power pellets.
	Bailey opened one eye, “What’s she up to?”
	Kent unlocked the phone, “Seven.”
	“Crap.”
	“We should get up,” Kent nudged Bailey.
	“Yeah, yeah,” Bailey moaned. “I’m not really horny.”
	“Me neither,” Kent said. “You want the shower first?”
	“We can use it together,” Bailey said. “Save time.”
	“Right,” Kent shrugged.
	Bailey, nearest the door, shifted out of bed first.  Her slim frame, all silhouettes and shifting greys in the early morning darkness, bent over and retrieved her shirt and her panties, slipping them on against the possibility of encountering their room mate in the walk across the hallway.
	Kent, seeing Bailey do this, pulled on his previous day’s pair of boxer shorts.


	Bailey peeked out into the hallway, found it dark and quiet, and slipped quietly down it to her room to retrieve a towel.  By the time she got back to the bathroom door, she could hear that Kent had started peeing and had the shower running.
	Part of her wanted to get out of the cold hallway, worried about standing there in her underwear when Carson could wake up at any moment.
	But I don’t really want to walk in on Kent peeing either, just standing there with...
	Her lips twisted.
	I’ve watched him come all over me and all over Laura, she thought. For fuck’s sake, I even have pictures of it.  Why is seeing him take a piss a big deal?
	Regardless, she stood paralyzed with her hand on the door knob until the splashing sounds stopped and she heard the gentle clink of the toilet seat going down.  Casually, she pushed the door open, keeping her eyes slitted, and tiptoed into the bathroom.  Kent ticked his chin up at her in acknowledgement, then stepped through the shower curtain.
	Needing to empty her bladder, Bailey quickly sat down, hoping Kent couldn’t make out more than a vague idea of her shape through the curtain while she quickly took care of business.
	She left her panties on the floor on top of his shorts and quickly tossed her shirt on top of the pile.  Otherwise ready, she stood, pushed aside the shower curtain and slid past it to join Kent in the spray of water.
	Kent turned aside, pulling her into an embrace at the same time so they could share the hot water pouring down between their bodies.  She murmured appreciation for the heat, both from the steaming water and from his body, and ducked her head into the stream to wet her hair.
	His hands moved away from her body and she thought he might reach for her neck to lift her head for a kiss.  Expecting this, she turned her chin up.  Instead, however, Kent’s hand went through her hair and she realized, as the coolness of the liquid penetrated her hair and touched her scalp, that he had decided to apply shampoo.
	Thoughtful, Bailey realized, I did say we were here to save time.
	No one, in Bailey’s memory, had washed her hair since her infancy.  Whenever she had taken that duty over from her mother, that had been last time anyone had done this for her.
	I’m not a spa-type person.  I’ve never wanted anyone to touch my hair and... oh, that’s nice.
	She should have realized that Kent, having hair of his own, ought to know how to gently wash her hair, since it really didn’t run that much longer than his.  Bailey left her forehead against Kent’s shoulder, letting the soapy water run down around her face, over his chest and down the drain.  A thorough rinsing followed.  By the time Bailey could open her eyes again, Kent had already done his own hair.
	No lolly-gagging here, I guess.
	She used hand pumped soap to start scrubbing the sweat of last night’s sex from her body, taking extra care in and around her vulva.
	It gets wet and then sticky around there.  Not as bad as scrubbing five-minute-dried semen off my chest, but still.
	As he rinsed and looked down, she noticed an issue.
	“Thought you weren’t horny,” she asked, keeping her voice light and mocking.
	Kent closed his eyes and blushed slightly. “It’s morning, we’re naked.”
	That sounded like a reasonable explanation for his change of heart, but she didn’t feel particularly aroused herself.
	Still: Kent; erection.  Hm.
	Bailey soaped up her hand and applied the foam mix to his erection, vigorously stroking to get him as hard as she could.  She turned Kent with his back to the shower head, as its spray kept washing the soap off.  Next, she turned her back to him and applied the soap to her cheeks, carefully making sure enough of the slippery mix went down between them.
	With everything properly lubricated, she pushed backwards, taking his erection along the length of the split in her cheeks.
	“Oof,” Kent groaned. “Pretty slippery.”
	“Yeah, condoms aren’t going to work in here, I bet,” Bailey said.
	“Probably not,” he agreed, “What about you?”
	“I’m fine,” she said. “But I can’t have you pole vaulting around on that thing on all day, can I?”
	It’s a kindness, Bailey thought, not sure why I’m doing it, really.  The idea that his erection wouldn’t go away is just silly.
	But, once started, she couldn’t stop herself.
	“Just don’t take too long,” she said. “We need to get to school.  Last day and all that.”
	Kent groaned, pushing the length of his up against her crack from bottom to tailbone.
	That felt weird, Bailey decided, it’s not like he’s trying to go inside my butt or anything, but even the pressure against anything under my tailbone is just...
	Bailey shivered, unable to describe the awkwardness of the sensation.  She angled her body so he couldn’t do that again, pushing her tailbone against him.  Kent moaned again, appreciating this, and began grinding.
	“That’s it,” she murmured, “Just like that. Give me some come.”
	Those turned out to be the right words.  Kent took hold of her hips and pulled her back into him.  She sensed his erection twitching against her body, bending around her tailbone to push at flesh above and below it, felt the streaks of semen shooting up her spine.  His orgasm, generated with so little foreplay, didn’t last long, and she felt hot spray from the shower head hitting her back to wash it off as Kent shifted his body.
	“Feel better?” she said as she turned around.
	“Yeah,” Kent panted, his body wavering. “Yeah, wow. Thanks.”
	Bailey smiled, “Seemed like a thing to do. Now let’s get washed off.”
	“Yeah. Right.”


	I can feel my mind breaking into parts, Bailey thought on her walk into school, one personality is for going to school and acting like an adult and deciding the path of my own life.
	She liked that piece of herself best.  That part of her knew what it wanted, made mistakes, moved on with little embarrassment, learned and tried harder.
	When I go home, I have to put that way and suffer through my family telling me to eat more, insulting my appearance and treating me like a child who has to be reminded to work hard and study.
	Bailey tried not resent them, knowing that they probably ‘meant well’, but it got tiresome and forced her to constantly question everything she did.  Worse, with their eyes on her, she felt more afraid to make mistakes.
	They’ll catch me, and “tut, tut” me or make fun of me.  Being around them makes me not take chances and not learn things.
	She’d taken a chance on Kent, several months ago, and found a whole new personality, breaking off another piece of herself to form something entirely different.
	Call her ‘University Bailey’ and know that she studied hard and made her own path.
	But along came this other Bailey, the part of her that enjoyed exposing herself, raising up her cheeks to be spanked.
	Call her ‘Spanked Bailey’.  She likes to expose herself, to be pushed, and surprised... and embarrassed.
	Sometimes, the spankings came in too large a number.  Very rarely, Kent spanked her too hard.  But even then, the heart of Spanked Bailey rose up with the anticipation and the danger of it all, the fear that one day it might all amount to too much.
	That new version of herself, that strange, separate personality, didn’t jive at all with the responsible young woman who walked to university and guarded her studies and her future career against all comers.
	I wouldn’t let my family get in the way of my goals, and I wouldn’t let this thing with Kent and Laura get in the way either.  But neither am I giving up whatever I am when I start taking off my clothes and giving him my ass for spanking.
	Bailey shivered, feeling her personality sliding back into Spanked Bailey, whom she clearly did not need while entering her first lecture of the day.
	Keep your fantasies separate from your reality.
	But the incident in the shower, his shaft pushing between her soapy cheeks, his ejaculate spraying over her back, lingered with the power of recentness.  It took far too much effort for Bailey to push her other personality aside and find herself an empty seat.
	If I’m going to keep this under control for the next two weeks, I’m going to need a new strat.
	

	Kent didn’t have these problems.  His family, sufficiently distant, didn’t judge him enough for him to have to fake a personality to satisfy their expectations.  The incidents he’d had with Bailey and Laura didn’t diverge so far from his daily sexual desires that he had to compartmentalize them.
	Instead, he ran himself to distraction worrying about their competing needs.
	Having parted ways with Bailey back at their apartment, he’d had plenty of time to cool down after the morning’s episode in the shower.
	But everything still feels weird, he thought, including my pants.
	He’d crossed a threshold somewhere, where a penis just started feeling out of place from so many orgasms.  Kent could never get his pants into exactly the right position to feel comfortable.
	What was it like before all of this started?  What did my cock feel like back then?
	Unable to recall if he’d spent so much time thinking about his penis way back then, Kent tried to clear his head, but the physics he ought to have in his head kept getting preempted by charts of spankings: who owed him how many; how they should be doled out; how Laura and Bailey might divide them; how Kent ought to position them; what clothing they might be wearing and how that affected the total count.
	Like Bailey, he sat in his class trying to focus.  But Kent’s head filled itself with two different sets of calculations, one related to physics and another entirely inappropriate for the venue.
	And Laura, he thought, what happened last night that got Laura off?


	Laura, still aglow from her early morning orgasm, sauntered into campus an hour later than Bailey and Kent.  She had found a way, undaunted by her religious ghosts, to have unrepentant orgasms without any soreness in her cheeks.
	If Bailey got spanked right while she came, Laura didn’t feel any guilt at all.
	My cheeks are pale - unspanked and free of marks - and I still came.  And I feel good.
	Bailey, after all, had taken those spankings from Kent right when Laura had humped her mother’s rolling pin, twisting and wrenching it against her vulva as her thighs squeezed tighter and tighter.
	Bailey paid for my sins.  I could actually hear her make the payment.  I counted and she counted and that made it all okay.
	Laura smiled, a cozy smugness about her as her shoulders folded in to keep her jacket right around her neck, bastion against the blowing December air.


	“Kent?” Bailey called from his doorway.
	Loathe though she was to distract either of them from their late night studying, she had something to say.
	“Bailey?” Kent turned away from his desk and to look at her.
	“Probably best if we, um, stay apart tonight?” she said.
	“Sure,” Kent shrugged, then peered at her.
	He had no intention of pushing her when she didn’t want sex, but Bailey seemed to be leading him somewhere.
	“Because...” he drew her out.
	“Well,” Bailey’s eyes widened and she gave a nod at Kent’s phone. “What’s Laura up to?”
	“She just hit ‘eight’,” Kent admitted.
	“Yeah,” Bailey said. “So I’ll probably need another way to pay off her sins, if you know what I mean.”
	“By, um, making me come on you?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey said. “And, if we’re going to pull that off, you need to be fully loaded.”
	Kent laughed despite himself.
	“Fully loaded?”
	“Well, yeah,” Bailey reddened. “It has to look embarrassing from Laura’s point of view, right? So you need to come a lot and I have to pretend to be really freaked out, etc.  I don’t want to drain you tonight.”
	“Right,” Kent smiled, “I’ll be sure to stay hydrated, then.”
	“Right.”
	Pause.
	“So I can get lots of come on you tomorrow.”
	Bailey frowned at his smile, but accepted the lot she’d cast for herself and turned on her heel.


	Laura, bless her, showed up promptly at five minutes after six on Saturday.  She came in so closely on the heels of Carson’s departure that Bailey suspected she’d waited around the corner to watch their third roommate depart.
	“How long do we have?” Laura asked, still puffing from her quick march to their apartment.
	Bailey, waiting at the bottom of the stairway soothed, “Three and a half hours, at least.”
	Laura’s eyes, somehow, lit up even more brightly.
	Kent poked his head out into the hallway, “Hey, Laur.  How are you?”
	“Good!” Laura exclaimed, then frowned. “I mean ‘bad’.  Very, very bad.”
	Well, she’s in a perfect mood, Bailey thought as she put a knee down and unzipped Laura’s boots, holding each in place so Laura could step out of them.
	Bailey stood up and surrendered to a fierce hug from Laura.
	“Right,” Laura held Bailey at arm’s length, “have to do each others’ clothes.”
	“Right.”
	“Need a drink?” Kent asked.
	“Yes, please,” Laura said. “Something not too harsh?”
	Mixing the whisky with the Irish cream seemed to satisfy Laura and the three of them fired down their first shots.
	“Classes are over,” Laura sank onto the edge of Kent’s bed. “Now the real crap begins.”
	“You’ve done exams before,” Kent soothed. “You’re not in first year.”
	“Yeah, and I’ve never liked ‘em,” Laura frowned. “Too much at stake, all crammed into a two or three hours. Yuck.”
	“Meh,” Bailey waved her off, falling onto her back on Kent’s bed, letting her legs hang over while she stared at the ceiling. “What’s your biggest exam?  Forty percent?  Fifty percent of your final mark?”
	“Fifty,” Laura said.
	“Ours are all seventies and eighties,” Kent said. “Unless you count Ethics.”
	“No one counts Ethics,” Bailey sang out.
	“I count Ethics,” Laura protested to Bailey before turning to face Kent. “I’d be happier to know I’m being spanked by someone ethical.”
	“No worries,” Kent placed his palm over his heart. “Very ethical right here.”
	Laura covered her face with her hands and let out a small squeal.
	“Oh, boy,” she said, opening her eyes and fixing them upon the white board over Kent’s shoulder.
	“Ready to go, already?” Bailey asked, still stretched out behind her. “You have some debt to pay off.”
	“Mm,” Kent agreed, “The proxy spankings.”
	“Proxy?” Laura paused half way to standing up.
	“That’s what Bailey calls them,” Kent explained.
	“Well,” Laura said, “if it’s alright with you both, I’d like my first spankings to come from Kent.”
	Bailey propped herself up on her elbows to look at Laura, then at Kent.
	To do those special spankings, we both need to have our pants off, and I’d like to do some of the spankings, at least, with my pants still on.
	Meeting Kent’s eyes, she encouraged him to take this offer, and watched him nod to Laura.
	“Make your marks,” Kent said, “You can do two dollars each before we clean up your debt.”
	Laura jumped up, walked over to the white board, and wrote ‘18’ on it.
	Bailey’s upper body felt numb and hollow with shock at seeing that number, and she tried to get control of her face before Laura turned around.
	It’s okay.  It’s okay.  It’s okay, Bailey stared. If I get completely naked, my half is only three times nine, that’s twenty seven.  I can take twenty seven spankings.
	Plus, she reminded herself, I can always take some of them the other way.
	Rising from the bed, Bailey took a deep breath and walked over to Laura, snatching the marker from her hand.
	“Good thing we have so much time tonight,” Bailey said, and laboriously began marking down nine tick marks on her side of the little rectangle.
	Laura waited patiently for the return of the marker before marking down her nine.
	And if she wants to come again, she’ll need three more on top of that.
	“How should we start?” Laura prodded Bailey, using that voice that said she wanted to poke at Kent to get him turned on.
	Bailey started to reply, but Kent got in before her.
	“I think, Laura, we should start with you,” Kent said.
	“Me?”
	“You’re the bad girl, aren’t you?” he smiled.
	“Yes,” she inhaled. “Very bad.”
	Kent pulled the little stool out from under his bed and placed it in the centre of the room.
	“Up there,” he said. “Hands on your knees.”
	Her hands literally shaking with anticipation, Laura stepped up on the stool and took the position.
	“This is how we start from now on,” Kent said. “The first ten spankings are always Laura’s, always like this.”
	Laura, her whole body shaking, shoved her cheeks out in Kent’s direction.
	“But first,” Kent said. “Tell us what you did that was so bad.”
	“I-” Laura stammered. “I made myself come.”
	“How many times?”
	Bailey watched, not hiding the mix or horror and amusement on her face, as Kent put Laura through her paces.
	“Nine.”
	“How?”
	“How!”
	“Yes, my bad girl,” Kent emphasized. “How did you make yourself come?”
	“Grinding against my chair,” Laura mewed out. “And my mother’s rolling pin, and...”
	“And?”
	“And using my fingers,” Laura said, “in the shower.”
	“Did you put your fingers inside yourself?” Kent asked in a tone of sincere curiosity.
	“No-o-o,” Laura shivered again.
	“Is that all you have to tell me?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura nodded shakily.
	“Good, good,” Kent relaxed his tone. “So you’ve been very bad.”
	“Yes.”
	“What am I going to do now?”
	“Spank me,” Laura gasped out. “Spank me for being so bad.”
	Kent laid his hand on Laura’s right cheek and said, soothingly, “That’s right.”
	That’s fucking brilliant, Bailey thought. That gets her right into the mood, out of nowhere and she’s eating it up.
	As Kent began doling out Laura’s punishment, Bailey began to compose in her mind what had to happen next.  Though this whole relationship now revolved around Laura as the central, uniting figure in their penal scheme, Bailey didn’t want to find herself at the side.
	She worried, just a little, that Kent might not have come up with any fancy dialogue like he had for Laura.
	No problem. I’m on this.
	“Ten,” Laura finished counting, and took her time to place both of her hands on her cheeks and rub little circles in all the places Kent had struck.
	When she’d shown off enough, she stepped off the stool and Bailey, without waiting for an invitation, got up.
	“Kent?” she said, placing her hands on her knees.
	“Yes?”
	“My friend Laura has been very bad.”
	“I know,” Kent said. “It’s terrible the things she gets up to.”
	Just follow my lead, here.
	“She can’t take all those spankings herself,” Bailey said.
	“Even though she deserves it?” Kent asked, his voice theatrically over done.
	“Even though she deserves it,” Bailey confirmed sadly.
	“What ever are we going to do?” Kent reached out with both hands and squeezed Bailey’s cheeks.
	Bailey moaned before continuing, in a sad, resigned voice, “You’re just going to have to take some of it out on my ass, okay?”
	“As long as I have cheeks to spank,” Kent says. “Yours or hers.”
	This isn’t exactly my script, Bailey thought, but good enough.
	“Well, here are mine,” Bailey said. “Go ahead.”
	Bailey smirked at Laura, who smiled back with a face thoroughly reddened by embarrassment.
	There, that makes us somewhat equal in terms -
	Kent struck without warning, nailing the outside of her cheek.
	Right, punishment spankings are harder.  Thank god for the denim.
	“Eleven,” she grunted, exaggerating the effect of Kent’s swat by letting her body lurch a little.
	Yeah, it moves my body and I have to be careful I don’t fall off this stool, but it doesn’t hurt much.
	The thick material of her jeans did a lot to protect her flesh, but so did long experience at Kent’s hands.  If she leaned into him a little, anticipating his strikes, as Bailey now did instinctively, she found it easy to stay in place through all ten.
	“Twenty,” she spat out at the end and, as Laura had, rubbed her cheeks for a bit of theatre before she stepped down.
	“You want to do one more set before your special ones?” Kent asked.
	“The ‘proxy’ ones?” Laura asked, as if correcting Kent.
	“Yes,” Kent smiled at Bailey, “before Laura’s ‘proxy’ spankings”
	Bailey rolled her eyes in embarrassment, though she didn’t know why.
	It’s a perfect name, and it’s a perfectly good idea to have names for all our acts.
	What she saw gleaming in Kent’s eye, however, made her shiver.
	“You have an idea, don’t you?” Bailey prodded. “What do you want?”
	“Since you ask, yes.”
	“Yes,” Laura added. “What do you want, Kent?”
	Kent walked between them and sat on the edge of his legs open and both feet planted on the floor.  Looking at Laura, he patted his left knee.
	“Sit here,” he told her. “Facing me.”
	“Are you giving me a horsie ride?” Laura replied, straddling his knee and settling her weight down.
	“Something like that,” Kent said as he put his left hand on her shoulder and pulled her down, bending her over until her body lay on the bed, on his left side.
	“Bailey?” he said, patting his right knee.
	“Nice,” she raised an eyebrow at him before straddling his knee and bending over.
	Her thigh, she noticed, pushed against Laura’s in the cramped space between Kent’s legs.  She felt thankful, at this early stage, that they hadn’t removed their pants.  Bailey didn’t feel ready for flesh on flesh contact with her friend just yet.
	“Kent?” Laura called out.
	His hands already rubbing their cheeks, Kent grunted back at her.
	“Shouldn’t our, y’know, um..”
	“Um, what?”
	“Our asses,” Laura emphasized, “shouldn’t we be bare for this?”
	Dammit, Laura.
	“Two naked asses, side by side,” Kent said thoughtfully, his fingertips digging deep into her muscles.
	Crap.
	“You can take your pants off in a moment, Laura,” Kent chided, “We have lots of spankings and your proxies are next.”
	But I can tell from his tone, Bailey thought, he’s going to do this, or something like it, very, very soon.
	Shivering at the thought of her naked skin up against Laura’s, Bailey wondered if their butts would end up rubbing against each other, or if Kent would somehow work in the nipple or breast rubbing thing again.
	Wouldn’t put it past him to have a plan without telling me.
	Kent’s body shifted and his hands rose off their cheeks.  They swished back downward, cutting through the air and cracked high off the denim over Bailey’s right cheek.  The echo came back funny, as the sound of Laura’s dress pants gave a different sort of snap.
	“Twenty one,” Bailey said, remembering the Right Hand Rule that meant she should count first.
	“Twenty two,” Laura chimed in.
	Kent struck again, his hands hitting the exact same place.
	This’ll get sort of painful if he keeps this up.  But he really doesn’t have much choice in this position, with our butts right up against each other.
	“Twenty three,” Bailey sang out.
	“Twenty four,” Laura added.
	These spankings are kinda nice, actually, Bailey thought, continuing to count automatically as they landed. Hard and downward, but the way my body is locked into his knee means I don’t move at all.
	It reminded Bailey a little of how she’d braced her hands against the wall that one time, or when Kent had bent her over the couch.
	“Thirty,” Laura said, sometime later. “Kent?”
	“Yeah?”
	“Does your right hand spank harder than your left?”
	Kent hummed thoughtfully before answering, “Maybe. I try to to keep it even.”
	“Well, it’s unfair to Bai if she’s getting more of my punishment than I am,” Laura pouted. “I wouldn’t do that to my friend.”
	“Alright,” Kent said, “switch, then.”
	Rising off Kent’s knee at the same time Laura did, Bailey faced her friend and nodded appreciation.  At the very least, this would spread the spankings across both cheeks, though Bailey really didn’t notice the pain when she had her pants on.
	But Laura’s pants are thinner.  Maybe she does feel it.
	Simultaneously, she and Laura straddled Kent’s knees and leaned over his bed again, offering their cheeks.
	Unabated, Kent immediately began hammering away and delivered two spankings to each of their cheeks.
	“Thirty one,” Laura said.
	“Thirty two,” Bailey rhymed off.
	“Thirty – whoa!” Laura shouted, for Kent had delivered another double spanking.  She quickly amended herself, “Thirty three!”
	“Thirty four!” Bailey added.
	Kent’s spankings kept coming and the girls were forced to count to forty as fast as they could to catch up.
	“Forty!” Bailey finally said.
	Laura, however, hadn’t moved.
	“We couldn’t even keep up with you, Kent,” Laura’s voice carried a note of admiration. “Those were so fast.”
	“Seemed like the thing to do,” Kent said.
	Across Kent’s back, Laura looked at Bailey and raised an eyebrow.
	She’s asking permission for something, but I can’t tell what, Bailey realized, can I just give her permission to do something?  It’ll probably just mean more spankings, at worst.
	Bailey raised both eyebrows, gave Laura an eye roll and a shrug, hoping her friend would take this for approval of whatever crazy scheme she’d make fall on their butts next.
	“Well, it’s not right,” Laura pouted.
	Squeezing and rubbing their cheeks, Kent replied, “What’s not right?”
	Bailey’s eyes widened as she understood where Laura intended to take this.
	“When we count wrong,” Laura explained, “you spank us again.”
	“She’s right, Kent,” Bailey agreed.
	“True,” Kent said. “So when you fall behind, I should just keep spanking until you catch up?”
	Both girls nodded silently.
	What are we in for now?
	“That will be the rule for next time,” Kent said, still stroking their cheeks.
	Surprisingly fair, Bailey thought, although she noticed the way Laura deflated.
	“Let’s do a practice run,” Kent said.
	“Practice... run?” Laura brightened a little.
	“Yes,” Kent said, “I’ll spank you really gently, and see how fast you can count.  Just start from forty one.  Ready?”
	Both of them nodded vigorously, and Kent started whacking away.  Counting as fast as they could, they couldn’t hope to keep up.
	This would be easier with “one, two, three” but “forty one, forty two, forty three” takes so long, and we have to alternate.
	Blurring their speech as fast as they could, they finally reached sixty, but Kent had managed to give them almost double their spankings.
	“You sure that’s a good rule?” Kent asked.
	“It’s fine,” Laura sounded indignant, standing up proudly.
	Bailey, finding herself somewhat trapped, nodded.
	“For your proxy spankings,” Kent said, “You need to lose your pants. Both of you.”
	How fancy should we be about this? Bailey wondered. I want Kent to have a huge load for later, but what turns him on the most?
	Bailey took Laura by the waist and turned her to face away from Kent.
	“Stick your ass out,” she told her friend, who promptly obeyed.
	Bailey knelt on the floor in front of Laura, so as not to block Kent’s view, and undid her friend’s thin, black belt, then the button on her pants and the zipper.  Holding the waist band tightly around the back of Laura’s body, Bailey pulled her friend’s pants down, keeping the tension as high as she could over Laura’s cheeks as the waist band slid down.
	Once she’d revealed Laura’s ass to Kent, her cheeks barely covered by the narrow black panties she’d chosen for the night, Bailey yanked the pants straight down to the floor in one shot.
	“Oh!” Laura squealed.
	I think that maxed out strip-tease and surprise, Bailey stood, exulting in her triumph.
	She turned her back to Kent and surrendered her pants to Laura, who needed a lot more effort to get Bailey’s tight jeans undone.  Otherwise, however, Laura stripped her much the same way.
	“Black panties and white panties,” Kent’s voice made the observation into a compliment.
	Bailey kept the transparent front of her underwear towards Kent as she spoke to her friend.
	“Laura,” Bailey looked down at Laura on the floor, “do you want to share your special spankings?”
	“No,” Laura’s eyes widened in worry. “Those are my fault, not yours. They’re special, right? You paid yours and I should pay mine.”
	“Alright,” Bailey backed off, palms out.
	“But, Kent,” Laura said, “I owe you six, right?”
	“Yep.”
	Laura remained on the floor, but turned to face Kent.  The phrase, “kneeling at his feet” came unbidden to Bailey’s mind.
	“Can we do three with the spatula instead?” Laura asked. “Just to be different?”
	Bailey’s eyes lit up, but Kent frowned in consternation.  He reached out to Laura with his right hand and touched her chin with his fingers as he leaned over.
	“Do you know what I like about the proxy spankings?” he asked.
	“I don’t know,” Laura shrugged with a gulp.
	“Can you guess?”
	Laura only returned a shrug, so Kent turned to Bailey, who sighed.
	“It’s the part where we touch each other, Laur,” Bailey explained. “Remember when we lied to him about the tick marks?”
	“Oh!” Laura’s eyes lit with sudden realization. “That’s the point? Us touching each other?”
	“Yep,” Kent exhaled, “If Bailey uses the spatula on you, it’s not the same as actually watching her hand on your cheek.”
	Laura’s eyes went hooded in thought, silently recalculating some byzantine spanking formulation.
	While Laura thought about it, Bailey spoke gently to Kent, “But wouldn’t you like to see us paddling each other?”
	“Would I paddle you, too?” Kent asked Bailey, “Or would I spank you?”
	“Oh,” Bailey thought, mulling over the term ‘proxy’ and exactly how far it went. “Would I count as your ‘proxy’ if I don’t do to Laura what you do to me?”
	“Exactly.”
	“Suppose you spanked Bailey twice,” Laura soothed, “And she paddled me.  Would you like to see her paddle me?”
	Laura’s going to melt into a puddle if she oozes any more, Bailey thought.
	“Maybe,” Kent shrugged, and Bailey could see Laura’s heat had started to reach him, too, “but it’s more interesting... more embarrassing to see you touching each others’ asses.”
	“So if there was touching,” Laura finally cut in, “you’d be okay with the spatula?”
	Laura’s eyes regained focus and she turned to look over at Bailey’s rear, still at eye level since Laura remained kneeling.
	What the fuck are you thinking now? Bailey grew worried, images popping unbidden into her mind, ways that they could touch each other while also delivering spankings. I mean, the easiest would be to make me squeeze Laura’s butt before paddling it, but why do I think Laura’s imagining doing something topless in order to qualify?
	Laura shook her head, “Naw, okay.  Let’s do it with hands, then.”
	Bailey breathed a sigh of relief.
	“For now,” Laura added in an undertone.
	Kent shrugged and stood up, waving for them to follow as he went toward the door, “Come on.”
	“Where?” Laura asked, but Kent didn’t answer, forcing them to tag along with him into the hallway.
	When they got out of his room, Kent pointed at the washing machine.
	“There, Laura,” he said. “Elbows on the washing machine, spread your legs.”
	Obedient to a fault, Bailey watched Laura take up the position, arching her back below the level of the machine’s surface so she could stick her butt up.
	Several steps away, Kent pointed at the ground, “Bailey, here, hands on your knees.”
	“So I have to walk over there and whack her?” Bailey said, placing her hands as dictated by Kent.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent said, “And whack her good, remember.”
	“Right,” Bailey replied, sticking her butt out at him.
	“Oh, Kent,” Laura said, “are we counting those practice ones or are we still at forty?”
	“Let’s count them,” Bailey said, “I want really high numbers.”
	“If you want high numbers,” Kent’s voice went hard and firm, “you earn them with your butts.”
	Bailey let out a grunt of disappointment, but had to acknowledge the fairness of it.  Kent lashed out and whacked her right cheek.  She restrained herself from counting out a number and walked over to Laura.
	Right, she thought, this part.
	Her friend’s round cheeks looming in front of her, Bailey took a position to Laura’s side, making sure Kent could see, and placed a hand in the hollow of Laura’s back.  Laura shivered under her touch as Bailey lined up her hand over Laura’s right cheek.
	Bailey shivered, too, as the palm of her hand grazed over the centre of Laura’s upthrust rear.
	Goosebumps, she thought, I can feel my hair standing on end.
	Shaking it off, Bailey raised her hand and struck Laura as hard as she could.  Neither Kent nor Laura, she determined, would demand a do-over.
	“Forty one,” Laura said, sounding satisfied.
	She walked back across the small space, feeling Kent’s eyes leering at her transparent panties, and turned her back to him, hands on her knees again.
	“You’re going to spank Laura wherever I spank you?” Kent wondered aloud.
	“That sounds right,” Bailey said. “I’m your ‘proxy’, right?”
	His hands gripped her waist and rotated her body so he could get better access to her left cheek.  Without further warning, his hand slashed in, low and struck her right where thigh and cheek met next to her vulva.
	“Oh!” she cried out, surprised by the sting.
	If it didn’t hurt occasionally, it wouldn’t be exciting, Bailey thought, inhaling through the searing pain.
	Approaching Laura, she knew had to evoke the same reaction.  By way of warning, she approached her waiting friend and gave her a gentle squeeze – almost a pinch – on the part of the cheek she intended to strike.
	I’m not trying to look, but her panties kinda bunched up and I can see some of her vulva.
	“Here it comes,” Bailey said.
	Laura hummed permission and Bailey lashed out, as Kent had, striking the sensitive skin near her friend’s partially exposed.
	“Hoo,” Laura breathed softly, taking her time before adding, “Forty two.”
	They went back and forth this way, Kent striking Bailey’s lower cheek, alternating left and right, and Bailey delivering the stinging pain forward to Laura.
	When Bailey came back for the last one, putting her hands on her knees and sticking her ass out for him, Bailey felt him caressing both of her cheeks.  His hand finally settled on a place about middle height, on the thicker part of her rear, his hand spanning both cheeks.
	“Squeeze your cheeks together,” Kent said.
	This will hurt a little more, Bailey thought, tensing up the muscles in her ass and legs.
	Kent’s hand struck squarely on the inside of both cheeks shaking her body and stinging through the scant protection of the frail fabric of her panties.
	Bailey exhaled softly, letting the heat of his slap dissipate through her nerve endings.
	Okay, I have to do the same to Laura.
	She walked over to Laura, stood to the side and gently placed her hand so it bridged Laura’s cheeks, just as Kent had.
	Almost done with this, Bailey felt a wave of relief as she wound up and struck her friend’s ass, satisfied by the snapping sound of her palm striking flesh, figuring she’d done it about as well as Kent had.
	“Forty-” Laura began.
	“No-o,” Kent said, his voice soft but firm.
	Both Bailey and Laura turned to looked at Kent as he raised an eyebrow.  With one finger, he pointed at the floor where Bailey had stood.
	“Not quite,” he amended, as Bailey walked back toward and turned her back.
	“What did I miss?” she wondered aloud.
	“You’re my proxy, right?”
	“Yeah...”
	“So,” Kent took a deep breath and put on his teacher voice, that strange emphasis they used to use in school to indicate they wanted you to repeat what they were saying, “Squeeze your cheeks together.”
	Oh.
	Bailey squeezed her thighs and ass as tightly as she could and Kent delivered another hard, stinging swat to the middle of her ass.
	After she walked over to Laura, still arching her back and leaning over the washing machine, Bailey repeated, “Squeeze your cheeks together.”
	This time, Laura scrunched up her thighs, bringing the muscles out and tightening them, and Bailey slapped even harder, making sure Kent got the loud, echoing snap he wanted.
	She waited this time, causing Bailey to remember the rule.
	The first time we set this up, Kent stood right next to me, so he could just slap my ass if I didn’t do Laura hard enough.  And it was up to Laura to decide if I’d done it right.
	Instead, they waited for Kent’s disapproval and, not receiving it, Laura counted out, somewhat hesitantly, “Forty six.”
	“Good,” Kent said.
	Sneaky bastard, Bailey thought, got me to spank Laura one extra time.  No way was I going to guess I had to repeat his words.
	She also acknowledged, however, that she ought to have at least thought about it, as his proxy.
	“Well, that was different,” Laura stood up, rubbing her ass.
	“Getting both cheeks?” Kent asked, the absurdity in his tone suggesting that he must have done that to her several times.
	“No,” Laura said. “The proxy thing.  The... long distance proxy.”
	“It was only a couple metres,” Bailey raised an eyebrow.
	“Still,” Laura leaned back on the washing machine, crossing her legs at the ankles so her thighs blocked a little of her black panties. “Felt different.”
	Kent tried to see the difference, from Laura’s point of view.  He’d really only chosen it to shake things up and possibly increase the awkwardness a little.
	The first time, he’d had them one atop the other and admired that tableaux.  Even today, he had a desire to see them tangled up like that again.
	But this clearly did something to Laura, and the more mild discomfort I put her through, the crazier she gets.
	“Long distance?” Kent thought, eyeing Bailey, who by that point had folded her arms and leaned a hip against the same machine Laura had her back to.
	Bailey eyed him, then looked up and down the length of the apartment’s hallway.
	“What are you thinking now?” she asked.
	Kent smiled.
	“What if... some other day...” Kent paused.
	“Not today?” Laura asked.
	“You’re already here,” Kent said, “So not today, obviously.”
	“Okay?” Laura peered at him.
	“What if you were at home, Laura,” Kent explained. “And I spanked Bailey here?”
	Bailey gulped.
	“And then Bailey pulled up her pants, walked over to your house,” Kent continued slowly. “And then the two of you had to take off your pants, and Bailey spanked you.”
	“Without you there?” Laura’s eyes widened in horror.
	“I could listen over the phone,” Kent proposed, nonchalant.
	Bailey smirked, her eye contact with Kent letting him know she was in on the game to horrify Laura and that they would probably never actually do this.
	“You’d have to trust that we’re really spanking,” Bailey said. “Not just clapping our hands.”
	“True,” Kent said. “Unless you took before and after pictures, so I could see the red spots.”
	Laura’s eyes continued to widen in shock, clearly imagining herself and Bailey alone, at her house, half naked and without Kent.
	“Or we could take a video, Laur,” Bailey put in. “Make sure it shows my ass, your ass, and the spankings.”
	“Or be really dangerous,” Kent said, “And stream the video to me.”
	“Me getting spanked,” Laura blurted out, words caching temporarily in her throat, “on the Internet?!”
	Bailey and Kent laughed then, seeing the redness in Laura’s face.  Finally in on the joke, Laura broke down and relaxed.
	“There’s still fourteen dollars of spankings to pay off,” Laura rolled her eyes at them.
	Still, there’s something there, Kent thought as he watched Laura and Bailey negotiating the next set of spankings. A new way to embarrass Laura without having to whale on her ass.  I have to see if I can make that work, too.
	Cleverness, Kent knew, kept the game going.  He had a number of responsibilities in their frequent meet-ups, and whether the girls knew it or not, maintaining originality made them want more.
	If I just stood in one spot every time they came over and monotonously went through their spankings, they’d grow bored.
	Bailey and Laura, focused on their task, had made their decision.  Laura pulled down Bailey’s panties and Bailey pulled down Laura’s.  Bailey took Laura’s black panties, folded them together with her own in a neat little black and white bundle, and set them aside on the washing machine.
	Moving over to the space where the top of the dryer met the small table for folding clothes at a ninety degree angle, they stood side by side.
	“He likes when we’re touching,” Bailey’s tone mocked him, but she put her right leg up against Laura’s left, touching at the calf, the thigh and all the way up to their cheeks.
	On the outside, Laura lifted her right leg, bending it and placing her knee up on the table.  Stretching a little higher, Bailey raised her left knee and placed it on the dryer.
	“Nice,” Kent said, as the two bent over, keeping their cheeks touching. “And how am I to spank you.”
	“I would think,” Laura said, “However you like.”
	“And how many am I doing?”
	“Three dollars,” Bailey said immediately, “Each.”
	Kent stepped up behind them and started squeezing their cheeks, noting which spots made them twitch with sensitivity.  Neither girl made a signal for him to stop.
	Bailey used to complain about the groping when she got impatient for the smacking to start.
	While continuing his pattern of caressing, sometimes one cheek of each girl, sometimes with both hands on just one of them, he considered his options.
	They’ve given me six chances to be clever.
	“You won’t move the whole time I’m spanking you?” Kent said.
	“Never,” Laura said, sounded mortified.
	Kent had meant to ask if they intended to change positions from one set to the next, but Laura had interpreted the question differently, as if he’d asked, ‘Are you going to flinch?’
	Right, she’s being punished.  She always stays perfectly still while she accepts her spankings.  That means it’s all up to me to make things interesting.
	That made the beginning easy, at least.  Kent lashed out and struck Bailey’s left cheek, then her right, then Laura’s left and right.  A rapid, vicious series of cracks echoed in the basement, rolling across their flesh like an old school typewriter.
	“Forty seven, forty eight,” Bailey winced.
	“Forty nine, fifty,” Laura added.
	He went backwards, from Laura’s right to Bailey’s left.
	“Fifty one, fifty two,” Laura whispered.
	“Fifty three, fifty four.”
	Bailey might be getting near her limit, but he made sure to spread her redness around, while he kept Laura’s spankings more focused.
	Next, he gave Bailey a double spanking, hitting both cheeks high.
	“Oh!” she screamed. “Fifty five, fifty six.”
	Laura’s double spanking elicited more of a moan.
	“Fifty seven, fifty eight.”
	Now let’s mess with them.
	Kent’s next double spanking he shared between their touching cheeks, Bailey’s right and Laura’s left.
	“Fifty nine,” Laura said, having concluded she had taken his right hand and ought to count first, as per their rule.
	“Sixty,” Bailey sighed, probably glad to have taken his weaker, left hand.
	He moved his hands outward, striking Laura’s tensed up right cheek and Bailey’s similarly stretched left.
	“Sixty one,” Laura said with a since, Kent having found a good, tender spot.
	“Sixty two,” Bailey said.
	Here we go, Kent thought, glad that neither had looked over her shoulder.
	Crossing his forearms, he raised his arms in an ‘X’ and brought both hands cracking down on their nearer cheeks, and then left his hands in place, squeezing those same cheeks.
	“Sixty three,” Laura said.
	“Sixty four.”
	“Nope,” Kent said, removing his hands. “Those don’t count.”
	“Why not?” Bailey whined, turning her head to look around at him.
	“Counted wrong,” he said.
	Laura turned her head, too, “But I’m suppose to count first, aren’t I?”
	“Try again,” Kent kept his voice neutral, refusing to give them a clue.
	The moment they turned their heads, he crossed his arms and struck again.
	“Sixty three?” Bailey asked.
	“Sixty four?” Laura’s voice also carried hesitation.
	Kent uncrossed his arms and spanked both their cheeks, trying to hit them the same way and in the same spots.
	“Sixty five,” Bailey’s voice carried more confidence.
	Laura started to speak, but Kent interrupted with, “Nope.”
	This time, they both turned around and watched him.  He delivered the double spanking and, taking her clue from Bailey’s mistake, Laura went first.
	“Sixty five?” she said.
	“Sixty six,” Bailey’s voice went flat, that tone which told him she was so deep in thought, all of her theatrics shut down.
	“I don’t get it,” Laura said, perplexed and perhaps slightly upset at the extra spankings she had to endure.
	“I do,” Bailey sighed, “Keep an eye on his hands.”
	They both turned and looked over their shoulders.  While Laura’s brow furrowed in confusion, Bailey’s ironically raised eyebrow let him know that she, at least, had figured it out.  Kent surrendered and crossed forearms again to deliver a double spankings to their nearer cheeks.
	“Oh!” Laura protested.
	“Sixty seven,” Bailey spat out.
	“Sixty eight,” Laura sighed.
	One more cross-armed spanking and the girls sang out, “Sixty nine” and “Seventy.”
	“Nice,” Laura rolled her eyes and let her leg down, rubbing her right cheek, the one she’d stretched so taut. “Snuck in a few extra there.”
	Bailey stepped down and turned to face him, pretending some kind of casual unawareness of her nudity but clearly glad to have survived his trick.
	“Clever,” she commented in a wry tone.
	Breathing just a touch on the hard side, Laura leaned back against the shelf, its edge digging deep into the soft curve of the profile of her cheek.  Closing her eyes, she blew air up through her hair as she let out a sigh.  When she opened her eyes, she caught Kent looking down at the little triangle of hair between her tightly crossed thighs.
	Kent thought for a moment to avert his gaze, but instead just continued staring.  She relaxed her leg muscles in invitation, and he slid his eyes over to Bailey’s crotch.
	“Do you two trim your hair?” he wondered, keeping his voice interested but casual.
	“Yeah,” Bailey said, simultaneous to Laura’s, “No.”
	The girls now looked across at each others’ bodies.
	“Really?” Bailey asked Laura, “It just stays neat like that?”
	Laura nodded.
	“I have to trim mine, occasionally,” Bailey said.
	“Have to?” Kent wondered what that meant.
	“Or it pokes through my panties,” she shrugged. “I don’t like that feeling.”
	Laura reached down with both hand, brushing at the top edge of her pubic hair and opening her legs a little.
	“Would you like it if I... trimmed it?” she asked him.  With a shiver, she added, “Or just made it bare?”
	Kent heard the offer in her voice, the enthusiastic willingness to please him with whatever act he made up.  Glancing across at Bailey, his eyes darted up to her breasts and back down, reminding him of the danger of making either of them to feel bad about her body.  They’d gone a long way to get both girls comfortable with nudity and he didn’t want to lose any of that to any accidental comment on his own part.
	“It might be neat,” he said thoughtfully, his voice as casual as he could make it, “but we’re technically adults... hm.”
	“I did it once,” Bailey put in, twisting her lips a little, “it comes back itchy and you have to keep shaving it or suffer the itchiness and let it grow back slowly.”
	“If once you start down the dark path,” Kent put in wisely, “forever will it dominate your destiny.”
	Bailey rolled her eyes and sighed and Laura looked confused, not knowing the source of the quote.
	On the other cheek, Kent thought, I don’t want to throw away Laura’s enthusiasm.
	“So if I shaved it?” Laura asked, “it would be extra work to keep it that way?”
	“Every few days,” Bailey’s voice sang out the words.
	Laura gently rubbed circles into her vulva, stroking her hair around thoughtfully.
	“I wonder how it would feel,” she said.
	Kent watched as Laura pushed down a little harder, her eyes shutting suddenly as her body twitched, a sudden motion that looked like she wanted to double over but stopped herself.  Laura gasped slightly, snatching her hands away.
	“Come on,” Kent said with a sigh, holding his left hand out to her while putting his right on the small of her back.
	Her face flushed red, Laura took his left hand in hers and allowed herself to be led toward Kent’s bedroom.  Kent lowered his hand to her nearer cheek, gently but audibly slapping it where he knew he’d made it most sensitive.  Laura, so prodded, stumbled through her arousal, and moaned continuously through the little smacks to her rear.
	Looking over his shoulder, Kent saw Bailey grinning as she snatched up the two pairs of underwear and followed.
	“Kent,” Laura breathed. “Are you... are you going... to make me come?”
	“Sure, Laur,” Kent whispered in her ear. “In time.”
	Still guiding her by her left hand, he pushed her to the bed and bent her over.
	“Oh!” Laura squeaked out her surprise.
	But when Kent gave her left cheek a little slap and then slid his hand down between her thighs, she parted her legs readily enough.
	“That’s it,” Kent murmured, sitting on her left side so he could use his right hand easily.


	Bailey, seeing entirely too much of her friend, moved over and sat on Laura’s right side, placing one hand on her friend’s upper back.
	“That’s it,” she heard Kent say, “stick your ass up in the air.”
	Laura moaned as Kent pushed inward.  Bailey couldn’t be sure what Kent was doing, but it looked like his finger had delved between her lips to stroke her clit.
	I don’t think he’d poke her insides, Bailey decided, not without checking with her first.
	Vigorously stroking Laura, Kent started to breathe harder.  His left hand went to her cheek started giving her tiny little slaps, making little snapping sounds at the expense of the very reddest parts of her ass.
	Never would we count those as spankings, Bailey realized, but Laura moans every time he does it.
	Kent, breathless with his masturbating effort, looked over at Bailey, then down toward her crotch.  In response, she spread her legs, letting one hang off the edge of her bed, while continuing to rub circles in Laura’s back.
	A little tic of Kent’s chin confused her, so she raised her eyebrows and shrugged.
	Kent’s eyes widened and he nodded at her unoccupied hand, then at Laura’s right cheek.
	He wants me to spank her? Bailey’s eyes widened in question.
	A nod from Kent and a quick pair of sharp slaps to Laura left cheek let her know, yes, that’s what he wanted.
	We’d planned to do something like that anyway.
	Bailey laid her hand on Laura’s right cheek and, trying to match Kent’s timing, starting slapping her friend’s cheek.
	Keep it gentle, Bailey thought, these don’t ‘count’.
	“Bai-ley!” Laura cried out.
	“Yeah?”
	“O-oh!”
	That wasn’t a protest, Bailey thought, and kept slapping.  She and Kent had fallen out of sync, but it still seemed to work.
	Kent’s steady hand movements, coupled with the little spankings, did their job.
	“Oh!” Laura cried. “I’m going to - !”
	Her body cracked trying to double over but prevented by the bed.  Her thighs clenched around Kent’s wrist and all the air blew out her lungs.
	Since Kent kept slapping Laura’s left cheek, Bailey kept slapping her right.  When it felt like Laura’s muscles had relaxed, they stopped their joint assault on her ass and listened only to Laura’s panting.  Kent, his right hand still captured against Laura’s vulva, wiped sweat from his brow with the left.
	“That’s three more dollars, Laura,” Bailey reminded her softly, “Good thing we still have time today.”
	“Laura,” Kent said. “You know Bailey was slapping you, right?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura moaned into the bed sheets.
	“Did you like it?”
	Laura grunted, a noncommittal sound that Kent didn’t accept.
	“Did. You. Like. It?” Kent reiterated.
	A pouting sound escaped Laura’s throat as Kent reached over and swept her hair back, gently turning her head toward Bailey.
	“Yes or no, Laura?” Kent asked again, his voice soft but firm.
	“Yes,” she hissed out.
	“Then you should thank your friend, shouldn’t you?” Kent said.
	So mean, Kent, Bailey’s eyes glowed.  And after her orgasm, too, when her brain is barely functioning.
	“Thank you, Bai,” Laura whispered.
	“Thank her again,” Kent said. “Properly.  Thank her for spanking you.”
	Laura moaned in protest, but took a deep breath in preparation.
	“Thank you,” she said, her voice more clear. “Thank you for spanking my ass, Bai.”
	“You’re welcome, Laur,” Bailey taunted. “Anytime.”
	“That-a-girl,” Kent smiled and patted Laura’s cheek. “Watching Bai spank you?  And listening to you thank her? That’s worth one set of spankings, so you only owe me two more for this orgasm.”
	Fuck, that’s smart, Bailey thought, it’s clearly humiliating and he has to pay for it, but it slips in another way for me to save my ass if all of this gets to be too much.
	“Kent?” Laura turned her head his way.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“If you come... on my ass,” she said. “And I do what Bailey did.”
	“Sit there for five minutes?” Kent said.
	He knows the last rule we made, Bailey noted, and he has to stick to that.
	“That, and you can have a picture,” Laura said.
	“A picture of you with come all over your cheeks?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura continued. “Is that worth two dollars?”
	“Hm,” Kent paused thoughtfully. “That does sound fair, Laur.”
	“Are you sure?” Bailey put in, “you don’t want to save it for your tits?”
	This is too soon.  I’m not ready to come yet and Laura wants to drain him?
	Laura turned to Bailey again, “He can come twice, right?  We have time?”
	They clearly had time, but Bailey had wanted to make sure all the semen Kent had stored up went to herself so she could pretend to be mortally embarrassed.  She hadn’t imagined Laura would want to use that ‘punishment’.
	I invented this as a way to save my ass from all the spanking punishment-debt that Laura has been creating.  Now she’s going to use it?
	On the other cheek, Laura’s orgasm had clearly put her in a most generous mood.
	Just say ‘slutty’, Bailey thought. She’ll do anything right now.
	Kent and Bailey’s eyes met and Kent clearly understood the problem.
	“Tell you what, Laura,” Kent said. “I want to come on both your asses.”
	“Both?”
	“Uh-huh,” he said. “If you lie side by side, I can get you both, and then I get that picture.”
	“Both our asses,” Bailey said.
	“Covered in come?” Laura asked.
	“Four dollars,” Kent concluded.
	Laura crawled up on the bed, staying on her stomach, and stretched her body out.  Smooth, round cheeks, cool lengths of thigh, presented themselves as targets for his semen.
	“Oh,” Laura sounded disappointed. “But you’ll have to do yourself. I’ll feel bad.”
	“What?” Kent asked.
	“Laura feels it’s our job, remember?” Bailey prodded, “to make you come?”
	“No problem,” Kent said. “Lie down.”
	Bailey shrugged and laid down next to Laura, their naked cheeks touching.
	I knew we’d end up here eventually.
	“This is worth four sets?” Bailey clarified.
	“Once I get my picture, yeah.”
	Kent shucked off his jeans and shorts and got up the bed behind them.  Find just enough space between their thighs, he straddled Laura and laid his erection between her cheeks, gently sliding it along the tightly-clenched cleavage.
	“Wiggle a little,” he told Laura.
	“Oh!” she murmured, and lifted her hips so she could shake her cheeks across his shaft.
	“That’s it,” Kent said.
	After a moment, she shifted over to Bailey, gave her cheeks a little penis-slap, and laid down along her crack.  Thrusting gently along the split in her flesh, she felt how hard he’d become.  She tensed and relaxed her cheeks in alternation, shaking his erection back and forth between them.
	“This will make you come?” Laura asked, slightly skeptical.
	“Feel how hard I am?” Kent asked, and took his erection in his hand to slap her muscle-tense cheek.
	“Oh!” she cried out.
	It hadn’t hurt, Bailey was certain, but Kent had proven to Laura that their wiggling efforts counted in some fashion.
	He parked his knees between their respective legs and put his penis in between their bodies, trapped between Laura’s right cheek and Bailey’s left.  Working together, they pushed their cheeks to squeeze Kent, creating a nice, pulsing rhythm.
	What kind of work? Bailey thought. Team-work.
	“Oh, yeah,” Kent groaned.
	Suddenly, I want to know how this looks.  The two of us shaking our asses together at him.
	“Here it comes,” Kent warned, his body tightening up.
	“Get us both!” Laura’s panicked voice rang out.
	Kent pulled away from their bodies and she felt the bed shake as he jerked himself.  His body twisted and Bailey watched over her shoulder as he gave Laura the first strip of semen, a line of sticky white stretching across both cheeks.  A moment later and she both saw and felt two hot lines of his juice across her cheeks.
	“That’s it, that’s it,” Laura soothed, wiggling her cheeks against Bailey’s. “Keep going.”
	The fourth shot got Laura’s right cheek, dripping down where it touched Bailey’s left.
	Bailey watched Laura reach back then and grab Kent’s erection.  The angle wasn’t great, but she managed to milk him out over Bailey’s right cheek, getting out a few more, tiny strips.
	“I’ll wipe it off,” Bailey said, taking over Kent’s dwindling erection. “There isn’t much space left on you, though.”
	Doing her part to drain Kent, Bailey squeezed out a few more drop of come, dotting Laura’s tail bone.  Then she pushed his head against the inside of Laura’s right cheek, closest to her vulva, and wiped it off there.
	“Ooh!” Laura cried out in protest as some of the semen slipped between her cheeks.
	Bailey found that her thumb had gotten wet, so she cleaned it off against her own tailbone.
	Have to get as much of it on my cheeks as possible.  Has to look good.
	All panting heavily, Kent sat back on his heels while the girls clenched their thighs together.
	“It gets cold,” Laura protested.
	“Try it on your nipples,” Bailey rolled her eyes.
	“Five minutes?” Laura whined.
	“Five minutes,” Bailey replied.
	“And a picture,” Kent reminded them both.
	This, at least, will cement the idea of this as a true punishment in Laura’s eyes.

	
	
	
	
	
