Chapter 3

	Laura looked sideways at Bailey, then at Kent, then back at Bailey.  The two girls, sitting on the edge of his bed, still wearing their sweaters but no pants over their panties, eyed each other curiously.
	Bailey flinched first, her eyes rolling theatrically before she waved an open palm toward the white board behind Kent.
	“It’s your show,” she offered Laura.
	“Just so,” Laura acknowledged, rising to her feet.
	But instead of walking past Kent, she dropped herself down in his lap.  She squirmed for a moment, whether to grind her spanking reddened cheeks or for his pleasure, Kent couldn’t be sure.
	“Kent?” she said.
	“Mm-hm?” he grunted back.
	“I’ve been a bad girl again this week,” she said simply.
	“You always are,” Kent shook his head sadly.
	“I need you to do me a favour, though.”
	“I do favours, sometimes,” Kent narrowed his eyes in wariness.
	The game is afoot, Kent thought, feeling the beginning of a Bargain, the creative basis of their entire scheme, we wheel, we deal, but I never give something for nothing, because that would break the spell.
	“Sometimes,” Laura said, “I can’t get here for a whole week.  And that means there’s a long time when I can’t feel where you spanked me.”
	Kent turned his head thoughtfully, “And?”
	“And the feeling lasts longer,” Laura went on, the bones in her rear grinding into his pelvis as she rotated her hips, “if you spank me lower.”
	“Where you sit?”
	Laura nodded, squeezing her cheeks together tightly to punctuate her agreement.
	Kent’s expression firmed up, and he gave her a little thrust of his hips to push her away, “Go make your marks and we’ll discuss it.”
	Prodded and instructed, Laura hopped up off his lap, flashing her bare ass – threaded with black thong panties – at him as she turned about and stepped over to the white board.  As she wrote upon it, behind Kent’s back, Kent saw Bailey’s eyes go wide.
	Ah, right, we don’t make the marks right away anymore, he reminded himself.  Laura writes a number and Bailey then offers to help.
	Kent rotated in his chair and saw that Laura had written “$10” on the white board.  She held the marker out for Bailey, who merely stared at her without making a motion to get up.  It became Laura’s turn to go wide-eyed with alarm and Kent turned back to Bailey.
	Bailey jogged her head back and forth and Kent saw the calculation in her eyes.
	On the one cheek, Bailey could passively punish Laura, as Laura just did to her by refusing to count Bailey’s spankings, Kent thought.  On the other cheek, Bailey has no desire to just sit here and watch her friend take all the spankings.
	With a sigh of regret, Bailey stood up and walked over to the white board, but didn’t take the marker from Laura’s hand.  Instead, she leaned her head in close to Laura’s and whispered something to her.  Laura nodded, turned her head away from Kent so he couldn’t read her lips, and whispered back.  After a few back and forth words, Bailey nodded.
	“I think,” Bailey said in a voice clearly cast for Kent to hear, “that you’ve been a much worse girl than that.”
	“You’re right,” Laura sighed and with the side of her fist, erased the “$10” and changed it to “$11”.
	Bailey took the marker and made five tick marks on her side of the little rectangle.  Laura made the other six.
	Clever in their mutual cruelty, Kent hid his smirk, watching Bailey recap the marker and return to the bed.  Laura followed her, but stopped halfway to the bed and turned to face Kent, probably assuming she’d go first.
	“Now, Laura,” he said, getting her attention, “you asked for a little favour?”
	“Yes,” she confirmed.
	“You still want it?”
	Laura glanced sidelong at the tick marks on the board, pursed her lips thoughtfully, wiggled her hips as if testing the durability of her cheeks, and nodded.
	“Sorry,” Kent said, “I need you to tell me.”
	“Yes,” Laura replied with a look at the ceiling, “I still want all my spankings low.”
	“The rule is usually simple,” Kent said dubiously. “If you pick where I target, then for every set of spankings I do, you get an extra spanking.”
	“But?” Laura asked.
	“Well,” Kent leaned in toward her a little, tilting his head as he made eye contact, “It’s kind of odd, because the lowest part of your ass is the most sensitive.”
	“That’s true,” Bailey agreed. “But still...”
	“But still,” Kent cut in, “there must be compensation.”
	Kent paused thoughtfully, looking back and forth between Bailey and Laura, a long list of ideas going through his head.  One thought, in particular, stuck and wouldn’t budge.
	Could I get her to do it?  Bailey did it, after all. The question is, will it feel like punishment to her?
	Kent considered, briefly, giving Laura a couple of options, in case the first thing that had come to his mind didn’t quite pan out for her.  But he questioned that, too, because the girls expected him to do the bossing around.  No, he’d have to just push the boat out into the harbour and hope it sailed.
	“Here’s what we’ll do,” he said, firming his voice up as best he could. “Since you are getting to choose the location of your spankings – and only because you are choosing such an excellent location am I offering this deal – the extra spanking I must demand at the end of each set...”
	Both girls leaned forward, waiting for him to finish.
	“... will be delivered by yourself.”
	Female eyes widened in response while male eyes narrowed in satisfaction.  Laura could take it or leave it, now, but he’d at least put it on the table as a future possibility.
	“Spank myself,” Laura muttered and gulped. “I-”
	He’d stunned her, certainly, and he could see the calculation in her eyes.  Laura’s gaze first flicked to Bailey, remembering the time Bailey had lost their little panty-flashing game and had slapped her own ass with the silicone spatula as her anti-prize.
	Kent kept his eyes focused on Laura, making sure she felt his full attention, but out of the corner of his eyes, he saw Bailey biting her lower lip in shock.
	“I-” Laura stammered.
	Wisely, based on his months of experience with these indecisive moments the girls had gone through, Kent said nothing, only keeping his gaze steadily upon her while she considered her options.
	“I don’t know if I can,” Laura blurted out suddenly.
	“If you don’t want-”
	“No,” Laura said, interrupting him, her eyes wide, “I just can’t, um, look-”
	She turned around on him suddenly and put her left hand on his bed, then laid her right hand on the upper part of her bare right cheek.
	“See?” she implored him, her eyes widening in supplication.
	“See what?” Kent laughed. “Your ass?”
	“No,” Laura rolled her eyes, reaching around the side of her body to her upper thigh. “I can’t reach the lower part and swing properly.”
	Bailey expelled a shock of a gasp from her mouth up into her hair and Kent laughed again.
	That was her problem?  Not that she wouldn’t do it, but that she couldn’t do it right?
	Seeing the way she had to reach around her body, Kent had to admit that giving herself a spanking anywhere but the upper and middle parts of her cheek would significantly weaken her delivery.
	But it’s enough that she’ll put on the show, honestly.
	“As I’m doing the low spankings,” Kent said. “I’ll make sure your seat is red.  You can do the extra spanking wherever you need to.”
	Laura sighed, turning to face Kent again before settling down on the edge of the bed, saying, “Alright, then.”
	“Now,” Kent stood up out of his chair and waved her into it, “Sit here.”
	“Sit?”
	“Uh-huh,” he used both hands now for emphasis. “Show me how you sit when you’re doing homework.  Do you slouch a bit? Lean forward?  What part of you should I be spanking?”
	“Oh! Right.”
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	Bailey nodded in appreciation – and no small amount of surprise – as Kent directed Laura into his chair and rolled it up to his desk.
	This should be interesting, she thought, Kent’s going to make sure he delivers exactly what she’s asking for.  Which is fair, since she’s paying for it.
	“Your chair’s a bit different,” Laura said, settling in with a dramatic wiggle and rolling the chair around until she got the spacing right, “and I usually have a little foot pad under my desk, but...”
	Laura arched her back, sitting up prim and proper, sticking her boobs out unnecessarily as she reached for Kent’s keyboard.  She waved her fingers over it as if she actually wanted to start typing while Kent knelt beside her, eyeing her thighs from under the armrests, taking note of how she shifted her body around when she reached for imaginary items across the width of the desk.
	“Lift up a little?” Kent prodded.
	Laura obeyed, allow him to slide his hand, palm upward, under her left cheek.  She sat back down and continued with her pretense of homework.
	Giving her a good squeeze, then? Bailey wondered at first, but shortly realized Kent had shifted into that focused, clinically detached mode she loved so much.
	“Good enough,” Kent declared, using his hand under her rear to push her up.
	He did not, Bailey noticed, let go of Laura’s ass.  Instead, he kept a tight grip on her flesh and pushed her over to the bed.
	“Bend over the bed,” he told her. “Arch your back.”
	With a little gulp Laura did as he’d told her.
	“Okay,” Kent rubbed a little circle on the lowest part of her right cheek, where the curve of her ass met her thigh. “This is the spot.  If I get you right here, with all the spankings, that’ll be the best I can do.”
	“All on one side?” Laura shivered, but whether the trembling of her flesh marked anticipation or fear, Bailey couldn’t say.
	“That’s up to you,” Kent said, squeezing the left cheek once more before shifting his hand to the right. “I can go back and forth, or just hammer one side until you tell me to switch.”
	 “Maybe,” she said, “We’ll just start with the left and see how it goes?”
	“Your ass,” Bailey told her, which came as close to a motto as they’d had these past few months.
	Laura nodded and, as Kent had removed his hand, turned and sat on the edge of the bed, her face flush with anticipation.  She looked over at Bailey, as if asking for permission.
	“Oh, do I go first?” she asked.
	“And last,” Bailey replied, realized that Laura hadn’t quite clicked onto the math of their situation. “If we want to take turns at least.”
	“Sure, okay,” Laura stood up and looked back at Kent. “I wanted to start them my way.”
	“Your way?” Kent asked.
	“Hands on my knees,” she said. “But I don’t think you can get the low part properly.”
	“Maybe if you’re on the stool?” Kent wondered aloud.
	With a dubious twist of her lips, Laura bent over and pulled the foot stool out from under the bed and stood upon it.  She placed her hands on her knees and arched her back as far as it would go
	“Can you get me from there?” she asked, a worried note in her voice.
	“Hm,” Kent stepped up and put a hand on the lower part of her left cheek. “You’re right.  I’d have to swing upward.”
	“So?”
	“So I don’t think I’d be able to spank you quite as well,” he admitted.
	With a nod towards Bailey that spoke of foregone conclusions, Laura straightened before reaching out for the bed.  This time, with her knees locked straight and her back arched, the effect of the foot stool put the lowest, most vulnerable part of her cheek in a prime striking position.
	“I can see a lot of you from back here,” Kent nodded toward the thong, stretched deep between her cheeks.  
	Laura’s right hand twitched, an instinctive reflex to adjust her panties, but Bailey watched as, with some effort, she stifled the impulse.
	“How much can you see?” her voice came out in stutter.
	“A little hair on both sides,” Kent said, the palm of his hand making wide circles around her left cheek.
	“A ‘little’?” Laura asked.
	“Do you want me to touch you?” Kent taunted.
	Laura nodded and Kent let his fingers, index and middle, trace down the inside of her cheeks until they touched either side of her vulva, then tingled their way over her flesh.
	Laura shivered and exhaled a juddering sigh as Kent’s fingertips continued an oscillation up and down the exposed sides of her genitals.
	A second sigh escaped her throat when his fingers vacated.
	Laura firmed up her hips, tensing her cheeks in alternation.
	“How’s the angle now?” she asked.
	“Better,” Kent smiled at the view. “I can swing almost perfectly horizontal.”
	“Okay,” Laura sighed with relief.
	“Ready?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura locked her knees tight and pushed out her hips to tense up her muscles, her body language as clear as her vocal consent.
	Bailey watched as Kent took a few experimental swings, letting his fingertips touch the part of her cheeks he planned to strike.  She knew when the real one was on its way by the way his eyes widened and his upper body tensed and focused.
	A resounding crack echoed off Laura’s tightened cheek and upper thigh.
	“Oooh,” Laura crooned. “Nine.”
	Bailey raised an eyebrow, wondering if Kent had intended for them to continue counting from the ‘special’ spankings they’d done together just now.
	What am I going to call those when I write them in my notebook? Bailey wondered.
	But, if they went according to way Kent had counted them, they’d each taken four countable spankings.  With that in mind, Laura had called out ‘nine’ correctly.
	Kent made eye contact with Bailey, shrugged acquiescence to the count, and wound up for his next spanking.
	“Aah!” Laura cried out. “Ten.”
	That’s a really good spot, then, Bailey realized, she doesn’t seem to be faking it.  I wonder if she can really take all of them that low.
	Watching another blow land, Bailey figured Laura would have to ask Kent to switch sides at some point.
	“Eleven,” Laura winced, and then, “Twelve.”
	Kent placed his left hand on the small of Laura’s back, a sort of warning brace, and wound up for the fifth strike.
	“Ha!” Laura cried out again. “Thirteen.”
	“Your turn,” Kent said.
	“Right,” Laura took a deep breath and placed her right hand on the thickest part of her own cheek.
	“Now, remember,” Kent said. “This is just like if I were spanking you.”
	“So...?”
	“So I expect to hear a good loud smack, right?” he chided her.
	Laura looked over her left shoulder at him before turning back to her right.
	“Sure,” she said.
	“If it isn’t hard enough,” Kent said. “I will show you hard it should be, and you’ll do it again.”
	Bailey pressed her lips together to suppress a grin as Laura gulped.
	“Right,” Laura whispered.
	One thing on her side, Bailey observed, she and Kent are spanking opposite cheeks.  So at least she doesn’t have to smack herself where it already stings.
	Bailey wondered absently what it must feel like, being Laura right now, having to slap her own flesh.  When Bailey had done it, she’d had the silicone spatula giving her a slight remove from her circumstances, a little space between herself and the deed she’d performed for Kent.
	“Okay,” Laura said, raising and lowering her stretched out palm over her rear. “Okay.”
	Her cheeks tensed up and she raised her hand high in the air.  A deep breath in and the hand came sailing down.
	So perfect, Bailey thought, a pang of envy flowing through her as she watched her friend’s body flow through the act of self punishment.
	A satisfying crack echoed through the room as Laura’s flesh shook.
	“Fourteen?” Laura asked.
	“Fourteen,” Kent’s voice showed a note of respectful admiration.
	Laura stepped off the stool and turned to face Kent.
	“Do you think,” Bailey put in, “that whenever you do that, Kent should just do the count when he thinks it’s good enough?”
	“It’s kind of our job to count, though, isn’t it?” Laura winced a little at Bailey’s idea.
	Bailey jogged her head in regretful acknowledgement, “True.  That was how we did it right from the beginning.”
	“Good point,” Kent said. “How about you just wait?”
	“Wait?” Bailey said.
	“Yeah,” Laura brightened with agreement. “Count to five in your head or something.”
	“Why?” Bailey asked.
	“Because,” Laura looked at Kent, “if we don’t spank ourselves hard enough, Kent will spank us to show us how hard it should be.”
	“Oh,” Bailey’s eyes widened. “So if he doesn’t step up and do that, then it was good enough?  And then we count it out loud?”
	Kent and Laura nodded at her simultaneously.
	That’ll do for now, I guess, Bailey thought. Though it seems to be missing something.  I wanna make it better.  On the other cheek, it does give a kind of suspense to the whole thing, just standing there with my ass sticking out, wondering if a spanking is coming or not.
	It reminded Bailey of the Thanksgiving Day they’d spent together, during which she’d given Kent twelve spankings to use on her, whenever he wanted.  Each time he’d come close to her, she’d never really known if she’d get a smack on her ass, or how many, or when he’d stop.
	Delicious, then, she decided judiciously. Five seconds of wondering, refusing to turn around to look for approval.  It’ll do.  At least until I come up with something better.
	Bailey noticed that both Laura and Kent still stared at her.
	Right, my turn.
	She wondered how to turn it up a little, but Laura had already taken a lot of the thunder away. Laura probably intended to do hers with her panties on the whole time, just to make sure she got more smacks. That left Bailey with at least one way to differentiate herself.
	“Panties go first, I guess,” Bailey reached for her waist, but then remembered the rule and stopped.
	Aw, crap. I could have easily broken the rule.
	With the opportunity missed for now, she leaned back on the bed and looked at Laura, then made a gesture at her own crotch.
	“Huh?” Laura asked.
	“Take off my panties?” she requested. “Remember? We do each other?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura moved forward to comply, but found herself stymied by Bailey’s refusal to stand up. “So...”
	Bailey merely nodded, refusing to otherwise help.
	Get with it, Laur, she implored her friend mentally, this is the stuff that turns him on: us undressing each other; us spanking each other.  Remember the boob-rubbing thing he made us do?
	Laura, with no other way to carry out her duties, stood in front of Bailey, knees locked, and leaned over to reach for sides of her panties.
	At least she remembered to bend over the right way.
	As Laura pulled down Bailey’s underwear, Bailey lifted her hips a little to let the white fabric slide more easily under her cheeks.  Sitting near the edge of the bed, she managed to keep her feet extended, toes to the ground, so Laura had to slide her panties along the entire length of her legs.
	“There we go,” Bailey said, holding her arms out to the eager man in the chair. “Now I need Kent.”
	“How d’ya want it?” he asked.
	“Over your lap, to start,” she said.
	Kent nodded his approval and sat on the bed, waiting patiently while Bailey rearranged herself.
	Her spankings started then, hard and fast to match the new ‘punishment’ regime that Laura had demanded.  Bailey found it more painful, but not unbearably so, and the heat between her legs had grown to match.
	Breathlessly, she counted out the four spankings that Kent spread around her right cheek, ending on, “Eighteen.”
	Kent gently rubbed her flesh then, squeezing hard when he felt like it, and they both turned their heads to eye Laura, sitting in Kent’s rotating chair.
	“Ready for your next ones?” Bailey gave her a smug grin.
	“Can we do them together?” Laura asked.
	“Sure,” Bailey sighed and shook off Kent so she could stand up. “You wanna take your panties off, or should I put mine on?”
	“What?” Laura asked.
	“Well, I’m only getting four, and you’re getting five,” Bailey explained patiently. “It’ll be better if we get the same number.”
	Bailey worried for a moment that Laura might do something stupid like point out how easily Kent could handle this, instead of doing the right thing, which was let Bailey strip her panties off.
	Or she could put mine back on, whichever, Bailey thought, as long as we do something Kent wants.
	Their eyes met, locked, and Laura got the idea telepathically.
	“Right,” she agreed. “Take my panties, then.”
	Before Bailey could reach, however, Laura turned around to put her cheeks toward Kent and put her hands on her knees.
	Well done, Laur, Bailey admired the thonged ass sticking out at her.
	It made the job of removing her underwear a little harder, but Bailey managed to stretch the fabric around her friend’s rear.  Laura clenched her legs tightly together, flexing her glutes, forcing Bailey to pull hard to unthread the fabric from her cheeks.  When at last she’d loosened the thong, Laura gave way easily, lifting her hands a moment so Bailey could slip her panties down past her knees and off her feet.
	“Okay,” Kent said. “How are we doing this?”
	-------------------------------------------
	Kent watched as Laura beckoned Bailey over to the white board and the two turned their backs on him.  Just as well, since it let him see their bare asses, sweaters falling just past their waists.  Bailey had just started to turn pink where he’d been tagging her right cheek and Laura had a solid red blotch on the lower part of her left.
	They whispered, their heads leaned together, and quickly came to an agreement.
	“We got it,” Laura said.
	She walked past Kent and bent over his bed, her legs spread a little more than her shoulder width.  It gave Kent a startling view before she squeezed her cheeks tight.  Bailey, mysteriously, stepped outside his room for a moment and darted down the hallway toward the stairs.  She came back with her boots, which she promptly stepped into.  With a nod at Laura, she lifted the boot to hip level and let her friend zip it up.
	“Boots and bare asses,” Kent nodded approval. “It’s a good look.”
	She twisted her face at him and took a position just behind Laura, offset to the right by one ass cheek.  It left, conveniently, Laura’s left cheek exposed.  Bailey, now with the bonus of her boots adding to the height advantage she already held, found herself able to bend over her friend’s back and arch her spine just enough to present her cheeks for spanking.
	“Nice,” Kent complimented them. “You want a picture for your collection?”
	“Maybe when we’re done,” Bailey admonished.
	“And all pink and red,” Laura added.
	“Right,” Kent’s eyes went wide and he approached, laying his right hand on first Bailey’s, then Laura’s exposed flesh.
	Each girl wriggled in his grip.
	The spot where he needed to spank Laura stood out clearly redder than the surrounding flesh.  He wound up and struck there first.
	“Nineteen!”
	Bailey, who hadn’t paid for the right to direct traffic, took a shot to her left cheek, as Kent had decided to spread hers all around.
	“Twenty!”
	Watching the girls’ bodies bump up against each other as they twisted in response to their spankings brought out a visceral joy in Kent and he felt his pants tightening.
	Laura, then, took two rapid low strikes.
	“Twenty one, twenty two.”
	Then three for Bailey, all on the left cheek, but spread around.
	“Twenty three, four, five!”
	And a last one for Laura.
	“Twenty six!”
	Kent placed his hand on Bailey’s tailbone, pressing down firmly but politely, a request more than a command.
	“Hm?”
	“You know,” he half-growled, “I like this position. The two of you look good.”
	“Oh yeah?” Laura gasped back. “Wanna do more?”
	“Yeah.”
	“Alright,” Laura whispered. “Bai?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey inhaled hard. “Yeah.”
	Kent didn’t waste any more time and started pounding their asses, giving two hard slashes to Laura’s cheek followed by two for Bailey, one on each cheek.  He didn’t even wait for them to count, just went back and delivered two more to each ass.
	“Ai-ai-ai!” Laura cried out, “Thirty one, thirty two.”
	Bailey, who had waited for Laura to count so she could keep the numbers in order, breathed out, “Thirty three and four.”
	Kent still had his left hand on Bailey’s back, holding both girls in place.
	“You want... more,” Laura offered breathlessly.
	Bailey shivered at this offer, but did not add to it, so Kent relented, “No, I’m good.  But stay there a moment so I can get a good look.”
	“Really?” Bailey asked, but for all her sarcasm, didn’t move while Kent sat back in his chair and eyed the taut muscles and reddened cheeks.
	“We will do a picture like this?” Laura prodded. “When we’re done?”
	“Sure,” Bailey heaved a sigh and added. “Do you think he’s had an eye-full yet?”
	“I think so,” Laura agreed, and the two girls stood up, rubbing their rears.
	“You still want all your spankings right there?” Kent prodded. “We’re halfway for you.”
	Laura turned to face him, her left hand still on her ass cheek and, heedless of his full frontal view of her vulva, tilted her head thoughtfully.
	“I think I can take it.”
	“You owe me two more, though,” Kent reminded her. “From your own hand?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura looked around for something original to do, her right hand on her right cheek as if she tried to envision the swinging space she’d need.
	Laura’s eyes met Bailey’s, which widened in response.
	Does Laura want to ask Bailey to do it? Kent wondered.  And should I accept the offer if she asks?
	But Laura had something else planned, or at least changed her mind, because she grabbed Kent’s arm and pulled him over to the bed.  Suitably guided, he sat down and Laura put herself over his  lap, the left of side of her body nearest him.
	“There,” she pronounced herself satisfied and, leaning on her left shoulder, raised her right hand up in the air high over her ass.
	Bailey, amused, took a seat in Kent’s chair and crossed her legs, almost ladylike if one ignored the lack of any clothing below her waist other than the boots.
	-------------------------------------------
	Bailey squeezed her thighs tightly together, feeling the pleasant pressure of her muscles on her clitoris, through her vulva, and watched the interplay between her friends.
	This is what Laura brings, Bailey realized, the little pushes and nudges into places we haven’t been, adventures I wouldn’t imagine if it were just me and Kent.
	She watched Laura’s arm come down, the hand whipping through the air, making a light snap against her flesh.
	Laura grimaced, as if she’d just made a miscalculation in her new and awkward position.
	Brilliant, girl.  You found a way to make a mistake.
	She waited, patiently, her ass in the air, for Kent’s approval or disapproval.
	Disapproval arrived, the form of a hard smack from Kent on the thickest part of her right cheek.
	“I wasn’t hard enough?” Laura mewed.
	“You were not,” Kent kept his voice low and unforgiving.
	“Sorry.”
	Laying it on a little thick, Bailey thought, but hearkened back to her earlier feelings.  That’s what was missing!  The words.  There have to be words to rub it in.
	Laura had discovered a portion of the formula, for certain, but Bailey knew they had to add more to make it complete.
	The only trouble is, I can’t do it from here, Bailey realized, sitting in the chair, two steps away from the action.  I need to be over there.
	Twisting her lips in consternation, Bailey tried to imagine a way to get herself into Laura’s place so she could fix it.
	Laura’s hand rose again and crashed down on her cheek, this time much more competently.  She paused, biting her lip, waiting for some sign from Kent.
	See?  This part is boring. We can already tell that one was fine.
	A few heartbeats later, Laura counted, “Thirty five!” and raised her hand again.
	With equal skill, she smacked her own cheek again and moved her hand out of the way in case Kent disapproved.
	Kent, naturally, thought it was fine, and Laura counted, “Thirty six.”
	She didn’t give up her spot though, and raised her hand a third time.
	“I want to do the next one now, too,” she explained.
	“Alright,” Kent nodded.
	Laura’s hand cracked down on her ass again.  She waited a lot less time on this go-round, adding, “Thirty seven.”
	Boring, Bailey determined. I have to fix it.
	Laura then told Kent that she wanted him to do four more, but he indicated that he couldn’t swing at her left cheek this position.  She let him up and turned herself around on his bed so that her left cheek faced outward, then got down on her hands and knees.
	“Good?”
	“Put your tits down,” he instructed.
	Her face, god bless her, reddened at this, but she obeyed, pressing her chest to the bed and letting her sweater and the t-shirt underneath ride up her spine until they bared the small of her back.
	“Now?”
	“Oh, yeah,” Kent smiled, lining up his hand with her reddened left cheek. “Ready?”
	Laura wiggled herself into a better position, as if burrowing down into the bed and Bailey rolled her chair over to get a better view from behind.  As Kent swung his arm back, she squeezed her thighs together and pushed her body down into his chair.
	Listening to the explosion of his hand against her friend’s flesh, Bailey was taken aback.
	That was hard!
	Not only had Kent smacked her extra hard, his entire arm had followed through, like a whip that kept on going after his hand had struck her flesh.
	“Whoa, Jesus!” Laura exclaimed.
	He got her to curse, Bailey’s eyes widened. She probably didn’t do that on purpose, even.
	With a soft exhalation, Laura said, “Thirty eight.”
	Kent’s arm swung back again and struck, whipping right through Laura’s flesh.
	“Thirty nine,” Laura cringed, adjusting her body as if she wanted to escape.
	There’s nowhere to go, sweetie.
	Another crack and, “Forty.”
	And the final, whipping motion across her rear.
	“Forty one,” Laura whispered, exhaling softly in relief but not moving from her exposed position.
	Kent moved forward and knelt down on the floor so his head was level with hers and leaned in close, putting his mouth next to her ear.
	“That was very rude, Laura,” Kent whispered.
	“I know,” she whispered back.
	“You know what you did?”
	“Took the Lord’s name in vain,” she squeaked out.
	“That’s an extra spanking,” Kent told her. “But I’m not sure how we should do it.”
	The rule, Bailey noted, was that I was not allowed to curse.  But I guess it makes sense that Laura shouldn’t be allowed to either, since she made such a big deal out of it.
	“Now,” Kent said to Laura, “When Bailey curses, I believe we let you decide what position she should take?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura nodded into the mattress.
	“Bailey?” Kent didn’t turn his head away from Laura.
	“Yeah?”
	“Laura needs a pose for her extra spanking,” Kent said.
	“I’m thinking,” Bailey stayed seated in the chair, bare legs crossed, eyeing Laura’s raised cheeks and the redness on the lower left.
	“What are you thinking about?” Kent wondered, turning around and standing up, clearing Bailey’s view of her friend.
	What shall I do with you? Bailey wondered.
	“I could just make her put her hands on her knees,” Bailey said.
	“But?” Kent asked.
	“But that’s not good enough,” Bailey peered. “Or bad enough.  It’s far too... Laura.”
	Laura turned her head, revealing eyes slightly widened as she examined Bailey.  She did not, Bailey marked it, move the rest of her body in any way, leaving her cheeks exposed and her hips high.
	“On your feet,” she told Laura, pointing to the floor in front of her.
	Bailey put her own feet on the ground, keeping her thighs tight together and pushing on the floor so the chair rolled backwards.
	Obediently, Laura rose and stood before Bailey, the hem of her sweater just reaching to cover part of her neat triangle of pubic hair.
	“Bend over the desk,” Bailey chided, prompting Laura to turn and bend at the hips.
	“Now pull your right knee up and put it on the desk beside you.”
	Laura let out a small whimper, though whether for theatre or from honest emotion, Bailey couldn’t be sure.  She knew that this position, which Laura shakily shifted her body into, counted as one of the hardest in Laura’s repertoire.
	It hides nothing, not with the leg pulled that far up.  You can squeeze your cheeks as hard as you want, and Kent can see whatever he wants.  The only way I could make it better for you is if your boobs were out too.
	To push it a little farther, Laura pulled her knee right up to her rib cage.  Even from Bailey’s angle, which she’d intentionally chosen as far off to Laura’s right as possible, she could see that the stretch pulled Laura’s lips apart just a little.
	Just enough.  This ought to drive Kent nuts.
	Bailey briefly wondered when her goals had begun to include ‘pushing Kent off the edge’.
	“There ya go,” Bailey congratulated Laura. “You should put this one on the right cheek, Kent.”
	Kent raised his hand to strike, but aborted with a smirk, “Where?”
	“The right ch-” Bailey grimaced at him and stood up.  With a roll of her eyes, she gently patted the thickest part of Laura’s right cheek, a light jiggle undulating through her friend’s flesh at the contact, “Right there.”
	“Ah,” Kent smiled.
	Touching each other drives him off the edge, too.  I hope he can hold on until the end.  Laura’s done four sets and I’ve done three.  We’ve got two more to go each.
	Kent set his hand on the place Bailey had vacated and she returned to her seat, crossing her legs once more, to watch the denouement.
	The arm swung, the hand came down, striking the pale cheek, and the crack echoed.
	“Forty-two,” Laura said, her voice relaxed. “Can I put my leg down now?”
	“I’ve seen enough,” Kent acknowledged with a smirk.
	Laura slowly lowered her leg, then stood up and faced Kent. “Can’t believe I cursed,” she admonished herself.
	Kent’s eyes, however, had focused on her genitals rather than her face.
	“Oh, dear,” Laura said, stepping forward to put her body nearly pressing against his. “Should we get his pants off?”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey agreed.
	The two of them set to work, kneeling in front of him and sharing the undressing effort by having Laura take the button while Bailey took the zipper.  As the pants went down, the erection popped up, tenting his shorts significantly.
	“Well,” Laura said, reaching out with a finger to make a circle around the tip. “Well.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey stood up, pulling Laura with her.
	Kent took a deep breath and sat in his chair again.
	“How should we finish this?” Bailey wondered aloud, hoping Laura might have a decent idea.
	Laura grabbed her and pulled her over to the bed, facing away from Kent, for a conspiratorial whisper.
	“You want to do it like last time?” she hissed, leaning her head next to Bailey’s as they faced the wall.
	“Which part?”
	“You know,” Laura spoke through her teeth. “When you told him when to do it?”
	“You want me,” Bailey asked, “to tell him when to spank you?”
	Laura flushed, “You liked it, didn’t you?”
	“Well,” Bailey felt her breath catch and couldn’t speak.
	“Me bent over?” Laura teased. “Getting spanked for you instead of just for him.”
	Dammit, when did that happen?  Laura even knows.  She knows.
	“So you wanna save your last two sets?” Bailey said. “For our, um, orgasms?  For us?”
	“Naw,” Laura said. “I’ll do extras.  I’ll need it, after I come.”
	“Okay,” Bailey inhaled, “What about now? We’ve got two left each.”
	“This is a long conversation,” Kent observed with a hint of criticism.
	Bailey turned to look at him at the same time Laura did.
	“And?” Bailey asked.
	“Bend over a little,” he requested, “Let me have a better look while you’re talking.”
	Before Bailey could even negotiate, Laura had already started leaning over putting her hands on the bed.  With a grimace, Bailey leaned over next to her and put her head next to Laura’s.
	Alright, Kent won a free one there, she acknowledged reluctantly.
	“Alright,” Bailey whispered to Laura, “here’s what I want from my last two sets...”
	-------------------------------------------
	Kent found it odd that neither girl had argued about bending over, but enjoyed the view of their cheeks and vulvas while attempting to calm his erection down a little.
	It’s about fit to burst.
	He wondered what the girls were planning that took them so long.
	Is there anything I can do?
	Kent briefly considered walking over and rubbing their sore cheeks, but he might overhear some of their whispering and didn’t want to ruin it.
	Besides, I can’t be rubbing this erection, even accidentally.  I’m still tingling from that little finger thing Laura did.
	Taking off his pants and playing with him, however briefly, made everything seem a little more urgent and Kent felt a need to remind himself that events should be allowed to unfurl at their own pace.
	Kent inhaled deeply, closed his eyes on the held breath, and exhaled.  It calmed him a little, but when he opened his eyes, the girls’ bare asses still hove in his view.
	I can hold on.  No worries.
	“Okay!” Laura announced, standing up and facing Kent suddenly. “I’m going to do my last two sets first.”
	“Alright,” Kent said, taken aback by the sudden burst of energy.
	“But I want to wear panties,” she said, her right waving over her bare triangle, “So it’s ten spankings.”
	She’s putting on more clothing intentionally, so she gets more slaps to her ass.
	“Right.”
	“Do you want,” Laura drawled, “For me to wear my panties... or Bailey’s?”
	“Bailey’s,” the response came from Kent’s mouth before he’d even thought about it.
	Of course I want you to wear each other’s panties.
	Bailey, who had stood up by this time, reached over to Kent’s desk and grabbed her own panties.  She knelt on the floor next to Laura and helped Laura into her white panties, pulling them up Laura’s legs, over her thighs, until the fabric translucently covered her hair in front.
	Laura turned around, then so Bailey could pull up in the back, while Kent watched, giving a little extra yank to bury the fabric between Laura’s cheeks.
	“Snug,” Laura remarked, a light criticism.
	Bailey raised one eyebrow and backed out of the way, to lean her naked butt up against Kent’s dresser.
	Laura, for her part, bent over to adjust the stool and stepped up on it before bending over arching her back.
	“Ready,” she said.
	“All ten?” Kent verified, standing up carefully and taking his position behind her.
	“Yeah,” Laura gulped. “Finish me... finish my ass off.”
	Perhaps inspired by her inability to view any action from behind Kent, Bailey jerked to a start and climbed up on the bed to sit cross legged in front of Laura, forcing a cough of dismay from the bent-over girl.
	When did she take off her boots? Kent wondered, but had his thoughts immediately interrupted by Laura’s worried whimper.
	“I can see a bit much, Bai,” Laura commented.
	“So can Kent,” Bailey pointed out, smirking.
	Christ, Kent thought.
	Laura turned her head sideways, so as not to stare directly into her friend’s crotch, and waited.
	Despite all the talking they did, Kent noted, it doesn’t look like Bailey mentioned this part.
	Kent laid his hand on Laura’s cheek, on the red spot he’d hammered all evening at her request.  Bailey placed her palms on Laura’s shoulders and leaned, either to hold Laura down or to get a better look.  Laura gave a half-hearted groan of protest, but arched her back harder to give her hips more altitude.
	Kent swung his back and started pounding on the reddened flesh of Laura’s lower left cheek, a relentless assault which gave Laura time to do nothing except moan in shock at the stinging pain, the continuous sound of his hand meeting her ass drowning out any chance she had to count.  Only when he finished all ten swats did she speak.
	“Hah!” Laura cried out first.
	After sucking several deep breaths through her teeth, Laura began counting, “Forty three, forty four...”
	Bailey kept the pressure up on Laura’s shoulder as she continued, all the way to, “... Fifty.  Fifty one.  Fifty two.”
	“Now the last two,” Bailey insisted, only removing the pressure on Laura’s right shoulder so her spanking arm could have some freedom to move.
	“Hmph,” Laura muttered into the mattress. “I want to save them for later.”
	Bailey looked up at Kent, who asked, “Not too much later?  I’d hate to have to charge interest.”
	“It’ll be today,” Laura promised.
	At a nod from Kent, Bailey released Laura, whose body rose from its half-sunken place in the mattress before she stood up and rubbed the single, angry red spot on her left cheek.
	“How’s that feel?” Kent asked, sitting back in his chair. “You took all of them on the same spot. I’m impressed.”
	“It’s sore, for sure,” Laura said, then shrugged, moving to Kent’s left. “We’ll see what tomorrow brings.”
	Her attitude conveyed that the focused spankings might have done the trick, but she couldn’t warrant it yet.  Turning around quietly, she sat down on the edge of his bed, making sure to place the red part of her rear directly on the hard edge of the mattress.
	“Kent?” Bailey remained cross-legged on the bed, her pubic triangle displayed neatly just below the hem of her sweater.
	“Hm?”
	“If I’m naked,” she said. “It’s three spankings.”
	“Right,” Kent agreed.
	Laura looked up and smiled at him, clearly anticipating whatever they had planned.
	“So it would be six spankings for my last two sets,” Bailey clarified.
	“All well established facts,” Kent nodded judiciously, but narrowed his eyes immediately thereafter, wary of whatever came next.
	“What if,” Bailey asked, “I were fully clothed, but Laura was completely naked, right next to me.”
	“I don’t follow,” Kent replied, earnestly trying to follow.
	“Well,” Bailey said. “You’d have a naked girl-” she pointed at Laura “-and an ass to spank.  Isn’t that three spankings?”
	Kent peered even more closely at Bailey, “It’s the girl who’s getting spanked who has to be naked, though.”
	“Does it?” Bailey turned her head and narrowed her eyes at Kent.
	Kent nodded with certainty. “If it’s a bare ass, the spankings hurt more.  It’s not all just, y’know, the embarrassment of being naked.  It’s the fact your butt’s unprotected.”
	“But I do want to help Bailey,” Laura said. “Since these are my... sins she’s paying for.”
	Bailey looked over at Laura, who nodded for her to go on.
	“How about this?” Bailey asked, and pointed at her crotch. “I’ll be bottomless-” she pointed at Laura’s chest “-and Laura will be topless.  Together, that would be one whole naked girl, wouldn’t it?”
	Kent felt, as this negotiation went on, his erection harden.  He unavoidably turned his gaze upon Laura, and down to her breasts.
	“And,” Laura inhaled, straightening her spine and thrusting her chest out, “it would still be a completely naked ass for you to spank, right?”
	“This... seems fair,” Kent said, letting his tone voice inform them of the pending nature of his commitment. He waved a finger at both of them, “What position will you be in?”
	“What matters to you?” Bailey countered.
	Kent tore his gaze away from his half naked guests and looked at the ceiling a moment in thought.
	He lowered his gaze back to Bailey, “I need to see your pussy and-” he moved his gaze to Laura chest, “-her tits.”
	A calculated moment there, Kent thought, I could have said ‘your tits’ to Laura, but this puts her off a bit, like she’s a decoration under Bailey’s direction.  See how she likes that.
	“Oh,” Bailey said, as if put out a bit, “You need to see my... hm.  Alright.”
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	Permutations blossomed in Bailey’s mind, a veritable kaleidoscope of her and Laura’s naked bodies, twisting and spinning in her mind, Kent fitting in at odd angles, trying to find enough room to swing his arm at her cheeks.
	I need to give him enough space to smack either cheek, she thought, otherwise he’ll just pound one spot over and over again.
	She tilted her head, thankful only six spankings remained.  Even if he focused too much on one spot, Bailey knew she could survive it.  Meanwhile, her pussy ached for some gentler form of attention, urging her to get on with it.
	I want him inside me, but Laura’s still here...
	Nearly hyperventilating with anticipation, Bailey knew she’d take what she could get, but first she had to satisfy Kent’s demand for her butt.
	“Alright,” she said, “What if I do this?”
	She got up off the bed and put her feet on the stool, then pulled her right leg up to her chest.
	“Can you see me enough?”
	“Yes,” Kent said, eyeing her from his chair.  “Unless I stand up.”
	He stood behind her, laying a hand on her right cheek, “Can’t see as much from here.”
	He’s not satisfied, she realized. I was hoping I could just have Laura lay her head on my back.  Then he’d get his T&A&P all together.  Fine.
	Bailey turned herself over on her back and pulled her legs up, then separated them just a few degrees.
	“Can you see me now?” she asked, salting her tone with a poisonous level of sarcasm.
	“Yep.”
	God, look at that erection.
	“Laur?” she requested, and patted her chest.
	“My top, though?” Laura pointed out.
	“Huh?”
	“You have to undress me, remember?” Laura said, and turned her back on Bailey while remaining seated on the edge of the bed.
	“Oh, right,” Bailey sat up and slid over to her right to get behind Laura.
	The sweater came off easily, revealing a plain white bra.  Using both hands, she undid the triplet of hooks at the back and released Laura’s breasts.
	Three hooks back here? Bailey tried not to make a face, but it felt a bit like bragging.
	The white bra straps slid off Laura’s shoulder and the whole thing fell forward off her arms.  Bailey gathered up the fabric and set it aside on the bed.
	“Now,” she said, exhaling in exaggeration. “Let’s finish up.”
	Rolling onto her back, she pulled Laura down with her right hand to rest her friend’s head on her stomach.
	Laura’s boobs, and my butt, Bailey thought.  What kind of work? Team-work!
	Kent, finally, moved into place to Bailey’s right, so his right hand could swat her cheeks, and placed a hand on Laura’s breastbone.  Bailey watched as he spread his fingers wide, reaching with his thumb for one breast and with his pinky finger for the other.
	Laura let out a soft moan and closed her eyes, an obvious encouragement of his exploration.  Her body shifted gently, turning her torso left to right to help Kent get moving.  Kent, instead, placed his right hand on Bailey’s nearest cheek and wound up for his first spanking.
	Here it comes...
	In this position, he didn’t have full access to her cheeks.  Even if she pulled her legs way back, Kent wouldn’t be able to strike properly at the upper part.  Naturally, he went straight for her seat on the right cheek, as it lay nearest him.
	It stung and Bailey moaned out, “Fifty three.”
	Laura moaned, following this, and Bailey saw that Kent had taken one of her breasts in hand, the circle of his thumb and forefinger surrounding but not touching her nipple or even her aureola.  Looking down her body, Bailey saw Laura’s eyes close with the pleasure of Kent’s touch.
	So glad the two of them get along, Bailey hoped her eyes didn’t roll in any obvious way.
	The second spanking came through, loud and clear.
	“Fifty four,” she spat out.
	So we’re doing the focused thing?  I can handle it.
	Bailey maintained her grip on the backs of her knees, watching as Kent started properly milking her friend’s boobs, one and the other.  Laura twitched and squirmed with the attention, her head digging  somewhat uncomfortably into Bailey’s stomach.
	The spanking, per force, took her a bit by surprise.
	“Fifty five!” Bailey yelped out.
	By then, Kent had captured himself a stimulation-hardened nipple, which he gently compressed as he delivered his next spanking.
	“Fifty six,” Bailey heard her voice break into a plaintive whine, not from the pain, but with frustration at Kent’s pace. “C’mon.”
	Laura’s nipple extended in Kent’s grip, pulled upward from her chest.  She lifted her body to relieve the tension, but Kent only pulled harder, relenting only when Laura squeaked in protest.
	Another palm slap cracked off Bailey’s right cheek.
	“Fifty seven,” she pleaded.
	Damn, Bailey held her curse inside, knowing this was no time to extend the spankings, no matter how much Kent’s repeated strikes stung her ass or how much fun it was to ‘break the rules’.
	She held her breath, watching Kent twist first one, then the other of her friend’s nipples, watched Laura writhe in some mix of pain and near-orgasmic delight.
	Me, me, me!
	The final slap hit hard, stung, and kept on stinging.
	“Fifty eight,” Bailey cried out, her cheek burning where Kent had piled up six successive swats.
	Laura, fortunately, felt the heaving of Bailey’s chest and turned to look up, over Bailey’s sweater, so their eyes met.
	“You need to come?” Laura whispered.
	Bailey, breathless, could only nod.
	“Okay,” Laura turned to Kent and added, “do her first?”
	“Sure,” Kent exhaled the confirmation.
	Laura got up, relieving the pressure on Bailey’s stomach, and allowing Bailey to get her butt over to the edge of the bed.  If she and Kent couldn’t have sex in front of Laura, she could at least get herself into perfect position to grind on his cock.  Laura, not missing a beat, pulled Kent’s shorts down, letting his erection spring out.
	Perfect, Bailey thought, spreading her legs so she could see the hardened shaft hovering over her body.  As Kent moved into place, Bailey reached down between her legs with her both hands and spread her lips, letting the length of his shaft settle into the wet groove between them.
	Something special about opening myself up like that.
	Distracted, Bailey started with surprise when Laura’s face appeared on her right side.  Her friend, still topless, waited on her hands and knees.
	“Huh?” Bailey raised an eyebrow, her bloodless brain confused by Laura’s position.
	“I still owe two spankings,” Laura pleaded. “Shouldn’t I do them now?”
	Right, Bailey vaguely remembered, Laura needs to spank herself twice yet.
	“Ke-ent,” Laura sang out. “I want Bailey to count my last spankings.”
	“Bailey?” Kent wondered.
	“Yeah,” Laura pouted, “but only if I do them right.”
	Bailey could see where this was going, and gritted her teeth against her impending orgasm as Kent started grinding.
	The bed shifted as Laura raised her hand in the air and quickly brought it down on her right cheek, eliciting a polite snap from her rear.
	She’s doing it poorly on purpose, Bailey winced with realization.
	Laura met Bailey’s eyes, a theatrical question in her raised brows.  Bailey shook her head and Laura made a little pout of her expression.
	Kent, recognizing the game without difficulty, brought down a mighty palm, slapping Laura’s right cheek with enough force to shake the bed.
	“Ooh!” Laura complained and raised her hand again.
	God, I’m not going to be able to hold it, Bailey whined inside her head, but I want to outlast...
	Laura slapped her cheek again, harder but not nearly hard enough.
	Christ, you crazy bitch.
	Bailey shook her head and Kent struck again, showing Laura the force she ought to be using, drawing another cry from Laura’s lips.
	How is Kent even holding on?
	Bailey looked up to see the desperate look on Kent’s face and realized he couldn’t handle it either.
	When Laura gave herself a third, light slap, Bailey glared at her in frustration, shook her head, and turned the glare on Kent.  Kent nodded and wound up.
	The third demonstration rang in Bailey’s ears and Laura’s eyes widened in shock, her whole body surging forward to escape the stinging pain.
	“Yow!” Laura protested, this time without any hint of theatre. “Okay, okay!”
	Laura’s fourth attempt at self spanking went much more successfully and, while it didn’t have nearly the strength of Kent’s demonstration, Bailey decided Laura had got the message.
	“Fifty nine,” Bailey acknowledged, her eyes narrowing.
	Laura inhaled and blew her lungs clear through an ‘o’ before raising her hand again.
	So close, so close, Bailey thought, trying to stave off the orgasm until Laura finished.
	But Laura didn’t come through, intentionally giving herself a light tap while smirking at Bailey.
	“Ke-ent,” Bailey growled through gritted teeth.
	Kent nodded and whaled on Laura’s right cheek.  Laura’s reaction surprised Bailey.  Her eyes closed and her mouth opened, her lower jaw coming forward with some kind of strange attempt at pain mitigation Bailey had never seen.
	Oh, god!
	Bailey’s orgasm crashed over her and, though she tried fiercely to keep her eyes open, her vision sparkled with little black dots, growing larger and more numerous as the waves and spasms rolled over her body.
	I hope Kent holds on for Laura...
	Distantly, she heard Laura slapping her ass again, a satisfactory self-spanking though Bailey took a while to find the breath to count.  At least Kent relented in his grinding, allowing her to remember her name again.
	“Six-,” she gasped for breath, worked to regain her composure even while she recognized her responsibility to acknowledge Laura’s authentic execution of a self-spanking.  At some length, she finally whispered, “Sixty.”
	Laura smiled at her and relaxed her body.  Bailey reached over and placed her left hand on Laura’s nearest shoulder, the best sign of gratitude she could give under the mutually breathless circumstances.  Laura only smiled her welcome in return.
	I’m welcome? Bailey wondered. Welcome to what? Use Laura’s butt to... oh, god... for my pleasure?
	The thought sent a shiver up her spine, but she couldn’t deny it anymore.  She’d enjoyed watching Laura get spanked, almost right from the first night, because it let her watch Kent do the spankings, giving another viewpoint while she imagined herself as the focus of Kent’s attention.  But that had changed at some point and Bailey couldn’t remember when it had happened.
	I like it when Laura takes spankings, the space behind Bailey’s eyes felt hollow for a moment with shock, as if someone had punched her in the face, it turns me on not just to see her spanked, but to control it.
	-------------------------------------------
	Laura saw the expression in Bailey’s eyes when she’d acknowledged Bailey’s gratitude.  Her nod and knowing smile, she’d hoped, conveyed exactly what she’d meant it to: that Bailey could use her poor, reddened cheeks if she wanted.
	It all clicked neatly for Laura, for if she needed punishment to assuage her orgasmic-ally induced guilt, then she needed Kent to punish her.  But, to get access to Kent, she needed to keep Bailey happy too, almost like a gate-keeper to the evening of pleasure.
	And now I have the key to that gate, Laura sighed happily, Bailey likes it when I’m here, likes directing my spankings.  She doesn’t want to do the spankings herself – at least not yet – but I don’t need that.  I just need her to enjoy her part in it.  And the fact that I have two people to punish my sins doesn’t hurt.
	If Bailey’s enjoyment and control of Laura’s butt counted as the price of entry, then she’d let her friend punch that ticket as often as she liked.
	“Laur?” Kent asked, rubbing her multiply-stung right cheek in sympathetic circles, “what do you want?”
	That jerked her back to reality.
	Right, it’s my turn. And here I am on my hands and knees with my butt up in the air.
	“On your back?” she asked. “I want to ride you.”
	“Like a rolling pin?” Bailey mocked, sitting up to clear space for Kent. “Or a wooden chair arm?”
	“Just so,” Laura rolled her eyes. “C’mon.  C’mon.”
	“Panties on or off?” Bailey asked.
	“Um,” Laura hesitated.  She’d be completely naked if they came off.  The surge of embarrassment and fear made the decision for her, “Off.”
	Remaining on her hands and knees, she let Bailey peel off the borrowed white panties she’d put on scarcely half an hour ago.
	There’s a wet spot on them now, Laura noted, hope Bailey doesn’t mind.
	As Laura crawled over to Kent, Bailey held her white panties in the air, smirked and, with both of them watching, bent over and pulled them on.
	“I should be doing that!” Laura protested.
	“I guess I owe Kent a spanking,” Bailey shrugged.
	Kent nodded, his eyes a little bleary, and turned his attention to Laura, now straddling him.
	Weird, Laura thought, Bailey must have known I got her underwear wet, but...
	Laura pressed down on Kent’s erection, sliding it easily between her lips because of the moisture soaking its length.
	“Oh!” Laura’s eyes widened in shock as she realized why Kent’s penis was so wet.
	I’m soaking in Bailey’s juices.
	She turned to look at Bailey, glaring an accusation, but her friend merely tilted her head and their gazes simultaneously both turned downward to Bailey’s white panties.  Laura rolled her eyes, accepting the consequences.
	It was my fault, Laura thought. I offered Kent the choice of which panties I would wear, and knew he would make me wear Bailey’s instead of my own.
	The rest of it fell like dominoes. Of course I’m horny, so naturally I made Bailey’s panties wet, so she made Kent’s penis wet for me. And Bailey decided to put on her soiled panties to be fair to me.
	Laura realized she couldn’t do anything about it now.  Bailey’s wetness and her own had become inextricably mixed in the slick mess between her lips and Kent’s shaft, the base of which now pushed against her vaginal entrance.
	Oh, not ready for that yet.  Not the real thing.  But this isn’t the real thing.  I’m just grinding along his cock, not penetration.  Doesn’t count, doesn’t count, doesn’t count.  When does it count?  How deep would it have to go in?
	Feeling the ring of muscle at her entrance tightening against the intrusion, Laura wondered how she could ever permit something to pass through and penetrate.
	Never, never, never!
	But she felt the way his erection curved when she put force on it, bowing upwards to push inward at her in a way that a hard, wooden chair arm never could.
	That’s the difference... it wants to get inside. OH!
	Kent had reached up, his slightly cool hands clasping her breasts, thumbs and index fingers gripping her nipples, squeezing, pinching.
	Pulling on my nipples!  Oh, god, it’s too mu-
	Laura jammed herself down on his erection, feeling the length of it pushing against her clitoris, delving into the softness of her lips, the base pushing open her vagina, and her body seized up.  Her stomach tried to double her over with convulsions, but Kent’s grip on her breasts held her chest in position and her lower body didn’t want to part from his erection.
	She grunted, feeling her face contort with the strain of her spasming muscles and her battle to remain jammed up against Kent’s penis.
	The shaking turned to shivers, the shivers shifted to minor tremors which in turn passed into aftershocks.  The sweat on her naked body began to cool, hardening her nipples in Kent’s hands as goosebumps appeared all over her flesh.
	“Whoa,” Laura whispered, her eyes fuzzing out. “Wow.”
	Underneath her, Kent shifted slightly and she felt the copious fluids trapped between their genitals, Bailey’s juices mixed with her own, stirred up with the sweat of three bodies.
	Messy.  I can honestly say I’ve never been this messy down there.
	Kent took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.
	But none of that mess is semen.
	“Your turn,” Laura narrowed her eyes on Kent’s face, then lifted herself off his body and looked at his erection, its tip glistening with clear fluid and its length gleaming with her and Bailey’s juices.
	He’s ready.
	She turned to look at Bailey, who had watched the show from the comfort of Kent’s chair.  They exchanged nods.	
	
	
