Chapter 10

	“That was some extreme dedication, Bai,” Laura remarked.
	Laura had managed to get herself partially upright, sitting in the corner of the bed with her knees pulled up to her chest, Bailey’s white panties visible through the small gap between her feet and her butt cheeks.
	My stained panties, Bailey thought.
	“Huh?” Bailey asked.
	“Finishing every last drop,” Laura retorted, gesturing in the general direction of Kent’s groin.
	Bailey, still lying down with Kent’s semen drying on her chest, shrugged.  Kent busied himself with his part, taking images of her besmeared chest.  He rotated the camera one way and the other but seemed unsatisfied.
	“Problems?” Bailey asked Kent, trying to keep her voice patient.
	“Hm,” Kent frowned. “Try sitting up.”
	“It’ll drip, Kent,” Bailey complained.
	“I think that’s the point, Bai,” Laura put in.
	“Fine,” Bailey’s eyes widened in resignation.
	It’s probably congealed by now any-, Bailey twitched as she got up. No, it isn’t.
	The skin already splattered with Kent’s semen had adapted to the temperature.  The moment she moved to sit up, however, it started oozing down her chest and finding new flesh to cool.  Goosebumps rose all over her mostly naked body and she shivered, resisting the urge to curl up in a ball or wrap her arms around her upper body.
	“There we go,” Kent’s eyes lit, leering at her breasts.
	Bailey started to make a smart ass retort but froze, seeing the sheer glee in Kent’s eyes.
	Excitement, she watched him watching her, excitement about my breasts.
	She knew it for some kind of neurosis, that she reached out to his enthusiasm and clung to it so desperately.
	I really shouldn’t care so much about his attraction, especially if this is what it takes, but...
	Bailey sat down in his chair, not slouching but keeping her spine straight, her chest out and her hands folded and placed on one knee.  Thinking better of it, she crossed her legs and pushed her breasts together with her upper arms.  It gave them a little boost, for one, and kept her warmer, for another.
	Kent swooped in and snapped off several pictures, panning out a bit to capture the rivulets making their way down her stomach.
	“Good enough?” she asked.
	“You can pick one,” he said, “once you’re cleaned up.”
	“How much longer?”
	“Two minutes and a bit,” he replied, sitting back down next to Laura.
	Laura’s eyes wandered the room a bit, and Bailey thought her friend might finally have come down off her sexual high.
	“Bai,” Laura prodded, still looking at the ceiling.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“Next time,” she said, taking a breath.
	“Next time, what?” Bailey asked.
	“Next time,” Laura said, “can we not do any poses where your crotch is in my face?”
	Bailey laughed and felt her face redden, “Yeah, I didn’t think that one all the way through.”
	“Seemed pretty sweet to me,” Kent offered.
	“I bet,” Laura said. “Cheek to cheek is fine.  I can do hugging,  I can even smack your bu- ass.”
	“But not crotch to face?” Kent pouted.
	“Not crotch to face,” Laura said.
	“Your face was in my crotch,” Kent pointed out.
	“That’s different,” Laura sniffed the air. “I don’t mind being that close to a... penis.”
	“Fair enough,” Kent gave her a nod.
	He’s thinking about that little kiss she gave him, Bailey thought, watching them both blush, but I did her one better and he’s not getting red-faced with me.
	“Is my time up yet?” Bailey asked.
	Kent checked his phone, holding up high with a look of anticipation on his face, holding his breath as if the countdown neared its end.
	“Oh,” Laura whined. “It’s dripping down to my panties.”
	“After what you did to mine?” Bailey raised an eyebrow.
	 Kent eyed her chest with one more leering gaze, and announced the end of her trial.
	“Thank you,” Bailed rolled her eyes.
	Wearing only Laura’s panties, now slightly soiled with two drops of semen, Bailey darted across the hallway to find a face cloth, preferably Kent’s.
	

	As Kent set his phone down, Laura shifted and felt the stinging pain in her rear.
	Funny how I can ignore it for so long when I’m turned on.
	“Kent?” she prodded.
	“Hm?”
	“Little rub-down?”
	“Oh, right,” Kent’s eyes widened.  He patted the part of the bed next to him. “Lie down.”
	Carefully, Laura laid her body out in the middle of the bed.
	It would be better if I took off the panties, but that’s Bailey’s job, Laura thought, rules like that seem silly once we’re coming down.
	Kent’s hands, regardless, slid beneath her underwear, gripping both her cheeks and squeezing them.
	Laura moaned her appreciation, letting Kent know he’d found a good spot.
	“How you feeling, Laur?” Kent asked.
	“Sore.”
	“I meant the rest of it,” Kent sighed.
	Laura had known exactly what he meant, but had stalled for time to think.  So many things had happened to her – had been done to her – she couldn’t possibly answer such a vague question.
	“Which part, exactly, do you want to talk about?” Laura asked.
	“Alright,” Kent accepted the challenge thoughtfully.
	From the bathroom, Bailey interrupted, calling out, “Laur, how ‘bout I just run a load of laundry right now and wash both our panties with it?”
	“Good idea!” Laura called back.
	When she felt Kent’s fingers hook the waistband of her panties, she lifted her hips for him and he slid them off.
	Even Kent didn’t seem to care about the rule at this point.  Bailey, completely naked and holding Laura’s black panties in her hand, came to collect the white panties as well.  Seeing Kent back at worse on Laura’s cheeks, Bailey huffed.
	“Save some of that for me,” she demanded.
	“Of course,” Kent replied.  He turned to Laura, “Where were we?”
	“You were about to ask me how I felt about something,” Laura reminded him, preparing for his interrogation.
	“The picture,” Kent said. “The one with your butts all covered in come and your vulvas highly visible.”
	“It’s dangerous,” Laura whispered, “but exciting.  And it feels like... like being used.  Like you wanted to do something to us, and you did, and you wanted proof we’d let you do it, and you took the proof.”
	“I see,” Kent’s voice dragged out the last word.
	“So it counts as payment,” Laura added. “And that picture you have means I’m deeper into this than ever.”
	Kent digested this for a moment and Laura sensed some anxiety in the way his fingers gripped her cheeks.
	“I don’t want it to feel like blackmail,” Kent warned.
	“No!” Laura assured him. “Nothing like that. It’s just more... intense... the more of me you have in those images.  I can’t ever pretend to myself that all of this didn’t happen.”
	“And your orgasms,” Kent said. “Do you still feel bad about them?  Still need to be punished?”
	Oh, Kent, if you keep talking like that, I’ll start getting turned on again, and we’re all so exhausted by now.
	“Yeah,” Laura said.
	“Do you think that’ll ever go away?” Kent said. “And you’ll just be able to enjoy your body?”
	That sounds like some kind of utopia, honestly, Laura thought, wishing she could go live in a place where sexual pleasure didn’t come with a bone-deep, programmed sense of guilt.
	“I don’t know,” Laura sighed. “It’s so much of my childhood.”
	Kent let that sink in for a bit and she wondered why he’d prodded at such a sore spot.  He had to know that breaking the orgasm-to-guilt connection would also break their game.
	He’s an honest little spanker, though, isn’t he?  Trying to do right by me no matter what.
	She felt more than heard Kent’s next deep breath.
	“Ah,” Kent hesitated, if wary. “And the spanking?”
	“The spankings are always fine,” Laura relaxed at the sound of concern in his voice that she giggled, “even that really hard one you gave me when you came on Bailey.”
	Kent’s hands went from squeezing to rubbing gentle circles at that comment.
	“I meant, the spanking,” Kent said. “When Bailey tagged you.”
	Laura felt her body go tense at the mention of Bailey’s mid-orgasmic slap, tense enough that Kent stopped rubbing and went back to squeezing.
	That’s really complicated, Kent.  I don’t know if I want to talk about that.  I don’t know if I can talk about it without checking with Bailey first.
	At the same time she felt Kent’s concern.  He’d always shown a lot of respect for her friendship with Bailey.  Outside, she heard Bailey turning on the washing machine and knew her friend would enter the bedroom any second.
	“She needs to do that, Kent,” Laura said, keeping it simple and hoping the noise of the washing machine covered her voice against Bailey overhearing. “It’s a little relief valve. I let her build it up and give her a chance to let it out when she’s really turned on.”
	Laura couldn’t make herself more clear than that, as Bailey entered the room.
	“Move over,” Bailey demanded, sliding her entirely naked body onto the bed. “My ass is as sore as yours.”
	They both slid over so Kent could kneel in the middle of the bed and massage both of the girls simultaneously.  For the first bit, he used both hands on Bailey’s cheeks, which Laura accepted as balancing his efforts out.
	Feeling silly in the presence of her naked friends, Laura took Kent’s moment of focus on Bailey to remove her own shirt.
	“And how do you feel?” Kent asked, punctuating the question with a sharp squeeze of Bailey’s cheeks.
	“Good,” she said. “Drained.”
	“Wiped out?” Kent said.
	“All the sex parts, anyway,” Bailey admitted, turning her head sideways to face Laura. “Hopefully, the intellectual parts can work more clearly now.”
	Laura sucked in a breath and nodded her wishful agreement, but doubted it for herself.
	By tomorrow afternoon, I’ll be humping my chair again.
	Thankfully, Kent didn’t prod further on the Bailey Spanking Laura Question and soon started rubbing their cheeks simultaneously, one hand each.
	“I do appreciate the pictures, though,” Kent said. “I’ve got a nice collection building up.”
	“You have everything now,” Laura said, realization opening her eyes.
	“Everything?” Kent asked.
	“Our, um, tits,” Laura explained, “our asses, even our genitals now.”
	“True,” Kent said. “Just not your faces.”
	“Disembodies, anonymized sex parts,” Laura said. “A little creepy.”
	“You can’t have our faces in any of those pictures,” Bailey shrugged. “That is too risky, even for me.”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “Too bad the world’s the way it is.”
	“You want him to have a full body, nude picture of you?” Bailey asked.
	Laura felt herself blush and turned away.
	“I’m not afraid of Kent’s eyes,” Laura sniffed and pronounce her words deliberately. “Only the judgment of the rest of humanity.”
	Kent’s hand on her cheek paused a moment, and possibly he and Bailey shared a glance before he resumed.
	I didn’t say anything surprising, did I? Laura thought. Kent should have pictures of us, but I can’t change the world, so I can’t do what I want.
	“You care what everyone else thinks?” Kent asked carefully.
	“Not their thoughts,” Laura replied. “Their judgment. What they might do to me.”


	“What about you, Kent?” Bailey asked, trying to distract herself from Laura’s little tirade.
	“Me?”
	It was time, Bailey thought, to give Laura a bit of space.
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey said. “What was your highlight today?”
	“Christ, I don’t know,” Kent said, his fingers digging into her left cheek thoughtfully.
	“C’mon,” Laura spoke, still facing the wall, “There’s gotta be one thing that topped everything else.”
	Kent blew air out through narrowed lips, obviously straining his mind to pick his favourite bit.  He paused his butt-massage, temporarily, as he considered the question.
	“That’s tough,” he said. “The whole thing, together, just blows me away every time.”
	His tone of voice suggested he still wanted to think about it and to give them a legitimate answer.
	He must realize the fairness of it, Bailey thought, given the way Laura and I acquiesced to every ‘dare’ this evening, he can compensate us with at least one ‘truth’.
	Bailey felt her own mind whirl, wondering which ejaculation or spanking Kent would choose.  The moment Laura offered her own ass to him right during his orgasm?  Or taking a picture of their cheeks splattered with his come?
	Please don’t mention the moment I came and slapped Laura so hard.
	“I guess,” Kent said, resuming gentle circles around their cheeks. “It must have been because I’d already had one orgasm and I was so sky high and couldn’t come back down.”
	What’s he talking about, now?
	“And the two of you,” Kent drawled on softly, wistfully, his fingertips tapping their cheeks in alternation, “just started gently spanking each other.”
	Odd choice.
	“Not hard or anything,” Kent pointed out, resuming his deeper massage. “I think that was the reason.  Just this little gift, so we could go around again.  Something about that just overloaded me completely.”
	“That’s good to know,” Laura turned to face Bailey. “He likes when we’re gentle with each others’ asses.”
	“Well, that time, at least,” Kent clarified. “It’s a weird moment when I’m trying to recover from one orgasm and the next.  Like I’m just drowning in sex, or something.”
	I don’t think Laura knows where this is heading, Bailey thought, wishing she could communicate telepathically and remind Laura of the time they’d kissed nipples for him.
	Kent, on the other cheek, didn’t seem to intend manipulation.  He’d just answered the question honestly.  Laura, for her part, just counted it as a point in her favour because she had come up with plan in the hopes of turning Kent on, and it had worked.
	Just wait until next time and see what we’ll do – to each other – to please him, Bailey inhaled deeply at this thought.  And the thing is, I know that I’ll be turned on and I’ll do it for him, whatever it is.
	“We should get dressed soon,” Bailey said, a little sadly, “Carson won’t be much longer.”
	“Right,” Laura sighed, rolling over on her side to face Bailey, heedless of how much of her body that revealed.  She looked around the room. “Do you have clean panties?”
	Laura, naturally enough, wanted to continue following all of the rules.
	“Do you want to borrow a clean pair of mine?” Bailey asked.
	Laura sighed and shook her head, “I was thinking of you, actually.”
	Bailey, completely naked, stood up and grabbed Laura’s winter thick khakis from Kent’s dresser.  By the time she turned around, Laura had crawled out of bed as well and stood in front of her.
	As Bailey knelt down to help her slide into her pants, sans panties, she couldn’t help but notice her friend’s triangle of hair.
	She really doesn’t have to trim it? Must be nice.
	Laura must have caught her glance, because she turned to speak over her shoulder to Kent, “Would you really like it if I shaved it?”
	“Would you?” Kent asked. “Sounds annoying.”
	Bailey felt the need to speak up, looking up through her eyelashes at Laura.
	“It really does get itchy,” she warned her friend, “You’d have to shave it again every two or three days.”
	“Hm,” Laura said.
	“You would do it for him, wouldn’t you?” Bailey asked.
	Bailey eyed Kent past Laura’s bare hips, hoping he got the hint that he should ‘force’ Laura to shave herself.  As she did so, she pushed the waistband of Laura’s pants up over her cheeks.
	“Ooh!” Laura twitched and complained as the fabric scraped over her reddened skin. “Careful of my bum!”
	Sighing, Bailey pulled Laura’s pants down again, to just under her cheeks.
	“What are you-?” Laura looked down at Bailey with what appeared to be honest confusion.
	“Stick it out,” Bailey said with a sigh.
	“Whuh- oh,” Laura let out her own sigh and adjusted her stance to stick her cheeks out at Kent.
	The slap came hard and fast, and drew a whine of honest pain from Laura.
	“Right on the sore spot, Kent,” she complained.  “Ninety one.”
	Bailey pulled Laura’s pants all the way up and then stood so Laura could dress her, top and bottom.  Kent watched them thoughtfully.
	“How about this?” Kent said when Bailey had her pants and shirt in place.
	“What?” Laura said.
	“I’m not actually big on completely shorn genitals,” Kent said.
	“Oh,” Laura sounded, to Bailey’s ears, slightly disappointed.
	Kent, still sitting on the bed, pulled Laura toward him with his left hand on her hip.  He then laid two fingers, his index and middle, over the crotch of her pants.
	“What if you trimmed it so there’s a nice, narrow strip, this wide?” he said. “That might look nice.”
	“This wide?” Laura laid her two fingers over his, pushing his fingers into the material and into her vulva.
	“Exactly,” Kent said. “See how you like that before you do anything more severe?”
	“Okay,” Laura declared, giving a hard tic of her chin. “I’ll do that.”
	“Now get out of here,” Kent waved at them. “Both of you.  We all have work to do.”
	“Right!” Laura agreed, stepping away from Kent.
	Bailey opened the door and prepared to let Laura out.
	“Laura?” Kent called out, his tone that of a last minute favour on the tip of his tongue.
	“Yeah?”
	“You’re still going to text when you make yourself come, right?”
	“Of course!” Laura sounded indignant to Bailey’s ears.
	“When you send me the number,” Kent said. “Add a letter right after it to tell me how you did it.”
	“A letter?” Laura asked.
	Bailey looked at her friend, seeing the way her complexion paled for a moment.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent said. “Maybe a ‘C’ if you use your chair.”
	“Oh,” Laura inhaled, “and an ‘R’ for the rolling pin?”
	“Exactly,” Kent said.
	Laura sniffed once more, “Sure.”
	She nodded and turned down the hallway.
	Bailey gave Kent a querying eyebrow, but he merely shrugged in return.  She saw Laura out the door and returned to Kent’s doorway.
	“What was that about?” she wondered aloud.
	“Just trying to embarrass her,” Kent said. “She likes being made to feel ashamed of herself.  I’m hoping this makes it worse... or better.  You know what I mean.”
	“Right,” Bailey rolled her eyes. “And the shaving thing?”
	“She clearly wanted to do that,” Kent said. “I guess I could make her shave her whole vulva, and keep doing it every day or two.”
	“But?”
	“But,” Kent looked up at the ceiling, “I have to be honest, I’m just not into that look.”
	So you reached a compromise that would turn both of you on.  Fair enough, I suppose.
	“I see,” Bailey nodded her head. “But you’re into the ‘partially shaved’ look.”
	“Into it enough,” Kent shrugged. “She believes she’s doing it for me and... neat and trim is good.”
	Bailey let out a sigh, trying to decide if Kent preferred what he called ‘partially shaved’ to her own current look, but afraid she would sound desperate if she asked.
	“I have studying to do,” she declared and, after a nod from Kent that seemed like a pseudo-military dismissal, she turned and left his doorway.
	The matter of the moment when she’d spanked Laura rose unbidden to her mind.
	Why did I spank my friend right while I was coming? Bailey wondered.  And why did she know I wanted to?
	Though she tried to banish that thought quickly, Bailey still felt Laura’s breath on her ear, the whisper of, “Go ahead,” still freshly stored in her memory.
	She shivered it away and tried to focus on her work.


	Laura’s orgasms started rolling in on Sunday morning, two of them with the rolling pin.  That tapered off until the evening when the third text indicated she had used her chair.
	“This could be intense by the next time we get together,” Kent pointed out when he crossed paths with Bailey in the kitchen. “Quite the pace she’s setting.”
	“She doesn’t have any orgasms... I mean exams... until Wednesday,” Bailey shrugged it off.
	“When can we get together?” Kent prodded.
	Bailey pulled out the schedule.
	“All three of us have exams Wednesday and Thursday,” she explained. “Then you and I have Ethics on Saturday-”
	“That’s no big deal,” Kent pointed out.
	“But the trick is Carson,” Bailey said, then lowered her voice. “If you’re spanking us a lot, it’s hard to do without him overhearing.”
	“Can’t have that,” Kent agreed.
	“Right,” she said. “So I’m not sure when he’s out.”
	“Maybe we’ll get lucky and be able to use Laura’s place,” Kent offered hopefully.
	“Maybe,” Bailey replied doubtfully, “but we’ll look for chances here, too.”


	Thursday morning, after Kent had left for his own 9 a.m. Physics exam, Bailey studied for her afternoon Algebra.  Sitting down for lunch, she received a text from Laura.
	‘Walk in together?’ Laura asked.
	Which exam does Laura have this afternoon? Bailey racked her brain. Is it the Religions one?
	‘Sure. Meet here?’
	‘kk,’ Laura answered.
	Laura never liked to cut things close, so she arrived and knocked on the door at 12:15 to give them plenty of time to walk to campus for their 1 p.m. exams.
	Bailey greeted her at the door.
	“I’m almost ready,” she promised Laura, “Come in for a sec.”
	Shaking snow off her boots, Laura tromped down the stairs after Bailey, unzipping her winter jacket but keeping her warm woolen hat on.
	“Just have to brush my teeth,” Bailey added, rushing ahead of Laura.
	“We have time,” Laura soothed, taking off her boots and following Bailey down the hallway.
	While Bailey loaded up her toothbrush, Laura stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame.
	“Is he home?” Laura asked.
	“Kent? He’s still-”
	“No,” Laura nodded down the hallway, “Carson.”
	“I think he’s in his room, why?” Bailey asked.
	With a conspiratorial look, Laura eyed down the hallway and then looked down at her pants.
	“Wanna see?” Laura asked, her face flushed red.
	“Shee?” Bailey mumbled around her toothbrush. “Shee what?”
	Laura gave a suggestive nod toward her pants.
	Bailey tried not to choke on the foam of toothpaste in her mouth and spat a bunch out.
	“You, uh, shaved it?”
	Laura nodded vigorously and biting her lower lip, checked down the hallway before unbuckling her belt and unzipping her pants.  Before Bailey could mumble anything positive or negative, Laura pried the sides of her pants open and used two fingers to push her black panties just low enough to show the triangle where her hair should have grown.  Instead, a simple strip of dark hair, maybe a centimetre on each side of the cleavage of her vulva, lay neatly trimmed.
	She looks absolutely adorable like that, Bailey sighed.
	“Very pretty,” Bailey said. “How wide is it?”
	Laura laid her middle and index finger over her hair, obscuring it and making her look entirely bare.
	“Two fingers,” she told Bailey, “Like he said.  Why?”
	She noticed the envious tone of my voice.
	“Maybe I could do the same?” Bailey offered. “So we, um, match? You know.”
	I shouldn’t have said that, Bailey almost bit her lip, she’ll think I’m stealing her thunder. And now I’ve said it, she’ll have to pretend she likes it, even if...
	“Yeah!” Laura’s eyes lit up, pulling her pants back up. “I think he’ll like that.”
	Bless her, that looks honest.
	“You’re sure?” Bailey prodded.
	“Totes,” Laura nodded. “When do you think we can show him?”
	“As soon as Carson goes out for a bit, I guess,” Bailey said. “And as soon as I can shave.  Not right now.”
	“I’ll feel better if I’m not the only one,” Laura explained.
	“The only one... what?”
	“You know,” Laura blushed again. “The only one showing myself off.”
	“Ah.”
	Laura smiled and Bailey finished brushing her teeth while her friend re-threaded her belt.


	Algebra, Bailey decided an hour and a half into the exam, she had prepared for adequately.
	The exam had a lot of arithmetic on it, while it overloaded her brain with eigenvectors, determinants and Markov chains, and every bit of arithmetic needed repeated retesting.
	No point throwing away marks on a careless bit of multiplication or a dropped double-negative, she thought, taking a deep breath and letting out a sigh.
	Except for the very last question, everything on the exam looked familiar.
	That’s a pretty good sign, actually, Bailey realized.  I’ve had exams where half the crap on the pages in unrecognizable.
	At the two hour and forty five minute mark, Bailey declared herself done.  She’d made a half-hearted attempt at the last question, hoping for a few partial marks, before stuffing her exam answers and the question booklet into the provided envelope and raising her hand to summon an invigilator.
	“Your exam has fifteen minutes yet,” the older woman informed her.
	“I know,” Bailey’s eyes widened as she let out a sigh of relief, “But I’m done.”
	“As you wish,” the invigilator nodded and took the manila envelope.
	Standing up invoked a light-headed sensation, but the weight leaving her shoulder made it easy to walk out of the giant exam hall.  Hundreds of desks around her lay empty, as the two-hour exam people had vacated some time ago.  A few hundred more remained, frantically cramming everything they could onto their papers.
	Around her, invigilators moved, collecting more envelopes, dismissing more students.
	This is the nicest feeling, knowing you’re done.
	As she left the gym, she pulled out her phone and turned it back on.  It took about 30 seconds to sync up, as she walked out through the hallway towards the lobby.
	The moment she had a connection, the phone chimed at her.
	Laura had left a message five minutes earlier.
	‘You done yet?’
	‘Just now. U didnt have 2 wait’
	‘just finished 2’
	They resolved quickly to meet up near the Sciences building.
	“Bailey!”
	“Laura,” Bailey called out. “Why are you still on campus?”
	“My exam was three hours, too,” Laura protested.
	Bailey raised her eyebrows, “Really?”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “I know you don’t think much of the Humanities, but we write long essay questions.”
	“Or at least, long essays?”
	“Hm,” Laura grunted. “It so happens I have a lot to say on the subject of Comparative Religions.”
	“Fair enough,” Bailey held up her hands palms out in defense.
	They walked, trudging through the snow covered paths, in silence for a while.
	“Also,” Laura prodded.
	“Yes?”
	“I know we said we’d wait until after exams,” Laura’s voice came out fast, the words spilling over top of each other. “But I really need a spanking.”
	Bailey sighed and looked over at Laura, seeing the honest distress in her eyes.
	“When’s your next exam, again?” she asked.
	“Not until Monday,” Laura said.
	“And Kent and I have Ethics on Saturday,” Bailey said. “Which isn’t much, but we also have to get ready for Monday and Tuesday exams.”
	Laura winced.
	“Besides,” Bailey said. “Where would we do it?  Your parents are home.  Carson might be home.”
	“We can check, though, right?” Laura prodded. “See if Carson’s home?”
	“We’ll check,” Bailey said. “But just spankings, okay?  I don’t have time for... the rest.”
	Laura nodded vigorously, “Just spankings, over top of the pants even.”
	Bailey smirked.
	I don’t completely understand her, Bailey thought, she just wants to be punished. It’s not even foreplay sometimes.
	The guilt and the pressure of exams looked like it had worn Laura down.
	“I haven’t shaved yet,” Bailey pointed out.
	“That’s fine,” Laura said quickly. “Just... just the spankings today.  We don’t even need to pay off all of it, right?  We can keep our pants on, okay?”
	I can actually taste her desperation, Bailey thought, her tongue licking her lips.  It’s bitter and weird and I feel sorry for her.
	“Maybe,” Bailey squinted her eyes thoughtfully. “Let me text Kent.”
	

	Kent opened the new message from Bailey.
	‘time for a little stress relief?’
	That triggered him to look back over Laura’s messages.
	In the few days since they’d last met, she’d racked up nine orgasms.  She had marked four of the orgasms with a ‘C’, indicating she’d rode the arm of her chair, two with an ‘R’ for her mother’s rolling pin.  Two more had arrived next to an ‘F’, probably indicating she’s used her fingers.
	The other one’s a mystery, though, Kent thought, she just marked Wednesday morning’s orgasm with an ‘S’.  I’ll have to make her tell us what that was.
	Alright, then.  They can come by, but Carson’s still here and I don’t think the two of them want him to overhear all the ass-slapping.
	Kent remembered how Bailey and he had once used the spankings as a sort of stress relief, and Bailey’s text, cryptically as she’d written it, sounded like a request for something similar.
	He texted back his acquiescence, but warned about Carson’s presence.
	‘got a housemate right now’
	‘maybe we get lucky,’ Bailey responded.
	Kent rolled his eyes at this, but didn’t know how to respond.  Another text chimed in, though.
	‘Prolly won’t do all 9’
	Right.


	When they reached the house, Bailey unlocked the door and let Laura in ahead of her.
	“Hurry down here,” Kent called out.
	“What?” Bailey asked, seeing Laura suddenly turn breathless.
	“Carson just left to get groceries,” Kent poked his head out into the hallway as they came down the stairs. “We’ve got ten minutes, maybe fifteen.”
	There goes Laura, Bailey thought, chucking her winter clothes off as fast as she can.
	Even before she had fully undressed, however, Kent addressed their plans.
	“How many are we doing?” he asked.
	“Four sets each,” Laura said, then turned to Bailey, “Right?”
	“Over top of the jeans,” Bailey added.
	“So forty spankings each?” Kent’s eyes widened. “That’ll have to be fast.”
	“Thirty eight,” Bailey corrected as she set aside her boots next to Laura’s. “Inspections at the beginning and end, okay?”
	“Sure,” Kent agreed quickly.
	Laura approached Kent and stood looking up at him, her chest almost touching his.
	“One other thing?” she said.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“I want you to do all mine on one spot,” she said.
	“Which spot?”
	“Low on my left cheek,” Laura said. “So I can feel it for a while.”
	Kent gulped, and reminded her, “There’s a cost for that.”
	“I know,” she said. “Which do you want?”
	“Which what do I want?” Kent said.
	Laura rolled her eyes and slipped past Kent into his room to make four tick marks on his board.  Bailey followed suit.
	“There are two ways to pay for telling you where the spankings go,” Laura told him. “Either you get one extra spanking per set or...”
	“Or?” Kent asked.
	Laura’s face reddened as she turned away from Kent.
	Kent’s really slow today, Bailey thought.
	“Or,” Bailey crept up behind Kent, “or you can make her spank her own ass.”
	“Oh,” Kent replied. “You are definitely doing that, Laura.  And you’ll do it during the inspection.”
	Laura turned to look at him, wide-eyed with a hint of protest, but she quickly shifted to a tight nod with a wince.
	“Okay,” Laura looked at Bailey. “Should we do the inspections at the same time?”
	Kent held up a hand, “We already have a rule for this.”
	“We do?” Laura asked.
	“Yep,” Bailey sighed, seeing this coming. “we both pull our pants down-”
	“Each others’ pants,” Kent reminded.
	“Right,” Bailey rolled her eyes, “And we keep ‘em down while the other’s getting spanked.”
	“Oh, right,” Laura said. “I go first.”
	This would be a great time to show off our shaving efforts, Bailey thought, if I’d had time to shave.  But Kent rushed us into his room and I didn’t have a chance.
	On the other cheek, I just want some stress relief here, and Laura just wants some punishment so she can go on masturbating.
	She and Laura busied themselves unbuttoning their pants and eventually pushed those and their panties down a little below their cheeks.  Turning their backs to Kent, they looked over their shoulders.
	“Hands on knees,” he said, a firm but quick command that spoke of the level of urgency they faced.
	Side by side, their bare cheeks touching without Kent even having to ask, they posed as requested.
	“Very good,” Kent said. “Nice and pale.  Fresh little ass cheeks.”
	“You ready?” Laura asked with a tremor in her voice.
	“Yeah, we should get on with it.”
	Bailey reached around her friend and pulled up Laura’s black panties first, then her pants.  Lastly, she did up Laura’s zipper and button.
	Kent pulled out the little stool, put it beside Bailey, and pointed at it.
	“Tell me what a bad girl you’ve been,” he told Laura.
	Laura climbed on the stool and put her hands on her knees.
	“I made myself come nine times,” she said.
	“With your chair, the rolling pin, your... fingers?”
	“Yes.”
	“And... what was that other thing?”
	“The shower head,” Laura said. “My mom made too much noise one morning and I couldn’t come in my bed, so I did it in the shower with the water, sort of, spraying up into me.”
	“Goodness,” Kent said. “A very bad girl.”
	Laura panted, trying to catch her breath
	“Yes, yes,” Laura said. “Please spank me.  I’ve been very bad.”
	She’s dying up there, Bailey thought with amazement.
	The ritual having been satisfied, Kent started pounding Laura’s ass.  With the stool placed to Bailey’s right, she had a perfect view of the flesh-shattering palm strikes Kent landed, threatening Laura’s balance on her perch.
	Laura counted as quickly as she could, not quite able to keep up with Kent’s pounding.
	He could go even faster and make it impossible, but he also wants them to be hard, and that takes time.
	Regardless, by the time Laura counted to thirty eight, Bailey’s mental count figured that Kent had to have landed at least fifty spankings to her friend’s lower left cheek.
	“Bailey’s turn,” Kent announced.
	Even panting, Laura didn’t forget her job, reaching around Bailey’s waist to pull up her panties and jeans.
	“Over your lap,” Bailey nodded to the bed as, comfortably clothed, she reached around Laura and pulled down her pants.
	“Alright,” Kent said as he turned around and sat.
	Kent then pointed toward his desk. “Bend over the desk, Laura,” Kent said. “So Bailey and I can both see your red butt.”
	It put Laura’s rear, in the small space of Kent’s room, directly in front of Bailey’s face.
	“See that, Bai?” Kent said.
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey gulped as she took in the bright red circle of her friend’s irritated skin.
	“I can do that to your ass, too,” he pointed out.
	Bailey took a breath.
	“You can,” she inhaled, “spank wherever you want.”
	“Mm-hm,” Kent sang out. “Laura?”
	With her elbows braced on the desk to Kent’s left, Laura had to look over her left shoulder
	“Yes?” Laura asked.
	“What do you owe me yet?”
	“Four spankings,” she whispered. “To do to myself.”
	“That’s right,” Kent said. “When I tell you, you will spank yourself.  And do it quickly so I don’t have to slow down with Bailey’s ass.  Got it?”
	Laura nodded, reaching back with her right hand and laying it on her right cheek, primed and ready.
	“Perfect,” Kent nodded.  He looked down and reminded Bailey, “Laura was at thirty-eight.”
	“I know,” Bailey said, feeling insulted.
	The spankings began and, somewhat to her surprise, Kent spanked her everywhere.
	I thought he might focus, make me match with Laura.
	On the other cheek, those spankings came in hard and Bailey imagined Kent put more force into them than the ones that he’d used on Laura.
	When she called out, “Forty eight”, Kent paused.
	“Now, Laura.”
	Laura raised her hand and slapped her cheek.
	“Harder,” Kent put a note of warning into his voice.
	That’s not the rule, Bailey frowned, he’s supposed to spank her to show her how hard she should be doing it.  But I kind of have him trapped and it would wreck the timing if we both had to get up.
	The next crack came through with a clear, satisfying echo and Laura’s knees twisted.
	“Good.”
	“Forty nine,” Laura said.
	Ten more spankings, all over Bailey’s ass, carefully counted out.
	“... fifty eight, fifty nine,” Bailey finished.
	“Again, Laura,” Kent demanded.
	Her friend laid a pathetic whack on her own cheek.
	“Don’t make me come over there,” Kent threatened.
	Laura whimpered and slapped herself again.
	“Acceptable.”
	“Sixty,” Laura said.
	Kent slapped Bailey hard, spreading the pain over the entirety of both cheeks in a patient, carefully calculated pattern.  Unlike Laura, Bailey quickly realized, her cheeks would host an evenly red pattern all over.
	Looking up at Laura’s ass while Kent spanked her, Bailey could see the dark red blotch getting even darker.
	“Seventy,” Bailey sang out.
	“Again, Laura,” Kent instructed.
	Laura’s hand rose in the air and cracked down on her bare cheek.
	Kent sighed and nudged Bailey.
	“Huh?” Bailey asked.
	“Get up for a second,” Kent said.
	Right, this is the proper way to take care of Laura’s error.
	Bailey pulled herself up and sat on her knees so Kent could stand up.  With Laura standing so close, he found it easy to reach over and swat her right cheek.
	“Ow!” Laura said.
	“Got it?” he prodded her.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura’s enthusiastic submission came through very clearly to Bailey.
	“Show me,” Kent said, hovered over her back.
	Laura’s hand rose and came down, much harder than before, making her knees bend as she cringed.
	“Good?” she whispered.
	That’s better, Bailey thought with satisfaction.  Instead of just waiting, she should ask if she did it right.  But what words should we use?
	“Yes.”
	“Seventy one,” Laura said, quiet as a mouse.
	Only when Kent turned back to look at her did Bailey feel her own wide eyed stare.
	My mouth is hanging open, too.
	Bailey placed herself over his lap the instant he sat down, her cheeks held high to receive her last spankings.
	As Kent spread them around again, slapping her high and low, inside and out, left and right, Bailey considered their rules for self-spanking.
	I need to do it, so I can show them how it’s done, she realized, I can’t just go telling Laura how to do it.
	“Eighty one,” she called out.
	With a sigh of relief, she sat up, looking over at Laura’s bare ass with its angry red spot on the lower side of her left cheek.
	She got what she wanted, Bailey smirked.
	Laura raised her hand in the air, waiting for Kent’s command to carry out her final self-spanking.
	“Go over there next to Laura,” Kent pointed to the desk on Laura’s left. “Let’s see you both.”
	Bailey stood at the indicated spot and let Laura undo the button on her jeans, then the zipper, then push them and her panties down to her knees.
	“Bend over, now,” Kent said, as if they needed that instruction.
	“Now, Laura,” Kent added, “Your last spanking.”
	I don’t get to see this one, I guess, Bailey frowned, looking over her right shoulder.  At least not very well.
	Bailey discovered, watching Laura’s hand come flying down, that she took the sight of her friend getting spanked as her due.
	I get spanked, she gets spanked, Bailey thought, but I get to see her getting spanked. Now Kent’s making me miss it.
	Laura’s hand struck her rear, and the sound it made surprised Bailey.
	Pathetic, what is she playing at?
	The whimper Laura had made when Kent had interrupted her a minute ago had seemed authentic to Bailey’s ears.
	So why is she taunting him? Bailey glanced over at Laura and saw the smirk. She wants more?
	Kent sighed.
	“Bailey?”
	“Um,” Bailey stammered, still startled by Laura’s expression. “Yes?”
	“I tried to show Laura how hard to spank herself,” Kent said. “But it looks like it’s not working.”
	“Oh.”
	A long pause ensued while Bailey tried to guess what Kent had planned.  Unfortunately, the only vibe she got from Kent radiated everlasting patience at her.
	He’s not going to do anything, she realized, he’s waiting for one of us to do or say, something.
	“She’s being very bad,” Bailey said, experimentally, trying to prod Kent for a clue.
	Laura turned and glared at Bailey.
	“I’m glad you agree,” Kent replied, a firmly patient tone in his voice. “And we’re running out of time.”
	Patience and urgency, mixed together, Bailey thought, a microcosm of our entire three-way relationship.  What does he want me to do?
	With her naked rear up in the air and Laura staring at her, Bailey realized that all eyes now rested on her.
	It’s definitely me that has to do something, but what?  Laura is misbehaving and won’t spank herself hard enough and Kent has apparently given up trying to teach her...
	Bailey felt her stomach sink a little.
	Oh.
	With a gulp, Bailey opened her mouth and drew a breath.
	“Kent?” 
	“Yes, Bai?”
	How best to word this offer?
	“You couldn’t teach, Laura?”
	“I could not,” Kent sighed.
	“Maybe,” Bailey hesitated, “I should teach Laura?”
	“Good idea,” Kent said, palpable approval in his voice.
	He wanted to hear me make the offer, Bailey said.  He wanted me to say it without him having to ask me to do it.
	Laura smiled, but Bailey did not move.
	Not yet, Bailey’s eyes narrowed, I need to go one better.
	“How should I show her, though?” Bailey asked.
	“Hm?” Kent sounded truly confused.
	Even Laura looked over in wonder.
	“Well,” Bailey reached over with her right hand and touched Laura’s right cheek. “Do you want me to spank her?”
	“I-” Kent began, but Bailey interrupted.
	“Or should I show her by spanking myself?” Bailey asked, tapping her own right cheek.
	I already know the answer, but I want to at least surprise them both a little bit.
	“I think that’s up to you,” Kent said.
	Bailey left her hand on her own cheek and looked over at Laura.
	“You’ve been the bad girl, though, haven’t you?” Bailey sighed sadly.
	“Very bad,” Laura nodded, wide-eyed and eager.
	“Your ass, then,” Bailey let sadness taint her voice as she shifted her hand, regretfully, over to Laura’s cheek.
	Bailey stood up, turning her body far enough sideways that Kent could see the front of her.
	Unshaved, Bailey lamented the lack of preparation time, but here we go.
	She wound up and slapped Laura’s right cheek as hard as she could.
	Laura winced, raised her own hand and slapped it down on the same high spot.
	“Hard enough?” Laura asked, her tone indicating she knew full well it wasn’t.
	This is better, Bailey thought, asking and talking.  Seeking approval.
	Kent shook his head, “No.”
	Bailey, seeing how this went, spanked Laura so hard that her hand stung.
	How does Kent do so many of these?
	“Ow!” Laura protested.
	This time, Laura slapped down on her right cheek with a lot more force and Bailey thought that might end it.  Laura looked over her shoulder, seeking Kent’s approval.
	Instead, Kent shook his head.
	In dismay, Laura looked imploringly at Bailey.
	She really did try that time, I think.
	Without any choice, given the way Laura and Kent had set her up, Bailey summoned all of her strength and channelled it into slapping Laura’s right cheek.  A satisfying pink circle appeared as the sound of Bailey’s lesson echoed around the little room.
	With a gulp and an anticipatory cringe, Laura brought her right hand down on her cheek, hitting the pink spot dead centre.
	“Was that... enough?” Laura asked, looking at the wall in front of her.
	“Yes,” Kent said.
	Pushed her just a little further than she expected, Bailey nodded.  Standard Kent. Always watch what you wish for.
	“Eighty two,” Laura sighed with relief.
	“Now bend over, Bai,” Kent reminded her. “Let me see what we have.”
	They might have to stay in this pose for several minutes, letting Kent leer over their abused cheeks.  Laura closed her eyes, taking deep breaths.
	“Feel better?” Bailey asked her.
	“Yeah,” Laura sounded relaxed, almost zoned out. “Clears things up.”
	“Kent?” Bailey asked.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“Bit of a problem,” she said.
	“What with?”
	“Two of the times Laura didn’t spank herself hard enough,” Bailey said. “The first two, remember?”
	“I do,” Kent replied.
	Laura now looked over at Bailey suspiciously.
	“The rule was that if she didn’t do it hard enough, you were supposed to spank her,” Bailey kept her voice judicious, like a teacher explaining manners to Kindergarten students. “To show her how hard she should be doing it.”
	“True,” Kent said.
	“Oh!” Laura whined. “But all he did was tell me to do it harder!”
	Upstairs, the door lock rattled both girls jumped, although Laura locked her body in place.
	“Quick, Kent!” Laura said. “Spank me twice or I’ll feel bad about it.”
	Kent came forward and laid two furious strikes on Laura’s right cheek.
	“Ow!” Laura moaned.
	“Better get each other dressed,” Kent said, backing off. “We’re done here.”
	“That only pays off four of my orgasms,” Laura reminded him as she stood up straight.
	“True,” Kent said. “You still owe me for the other five.  In your next text message, start counting from six, alright?”
	Laura nodded and the girls started redressing each other, Bailey careful to keep Laura’s shaved little strip of hair away from Kent’s eyes.
	That we save for later.
	

	Kent took his last peek at the harsh, red splotch on Laura’s cheek, satisfied that she’d remember him for a couple of days.
	The pain is apparently what lets her make herself come again, he thought, so she’ll be able to rack up several more orgasms before we can meet again.
	He smiled, imagining what the girls would need to do to pay all that off.
	On top of the fact the pain lets her masturbate guilt free, he realized, the stress of exams seems to be increasing her needs.
	They might need to have another session, somewhat like this one, just to keep the count from getting out of control.  Listening to Bailey escort Laura out of the house, Kent considered their mutual schedules.
	Theoretically, nothing is stopping us from getting together on Saturday.  I don’t think the girls’ Monday exams are that hard, but after that I’ve got Tuesday and Thursday exams, and those ones are the hardest.
	Next Thursday evening, when he could chill out, seemed years in the future.  After that, worst of all, he’d be headed home, away from his tiny harem of spanking victims, unless they had a chance before he left.
	I’d been expecting to hear from Laura about a chance to hit her place up, Kent frowned in disappointment.  A promise is a promise, after all.
	“Hey, Kent,” Carson waved politely as he paused in the doorway.
	“Carson,” Kent acknowledged.
	Carson looked up the hallway and leaned in, lowering his voice, “You got a thing with both of them now?”
	“What?” Kent’s eyes widened, wondering if they three of them had shown themselves obviously.
	“That’s what I thought,” Carson smirked. “The other one.  What’s her name?  Laura?  Looks pretty flushed.”
	With a vague grunt of approval, Carson dismissed himself down the hallway.
	I guess we don’t have to hide from him, then, Kent thought, but I don’t think either of the girls want audible spanking while he’s in the apartment.  That stills makes most of our games impossible while he’s in.
	He heard the outer door closing, followed by the recognizable tattoo of Bailey’s footsteps padding down the stairs.
	“Tell me,” she breathed at him when she hit the doorway, “that you’re hard.”
	“Like a fucking rock,” he glared at her.
	Bailey stepped into his room, closed the door and immediately dropped her jeans.
	Did she already have them unbuttoned under her shirt? he wondered.
	The panties went next.
	“Come on,” she took him by his hand and pulled him out of his chair.
	Kent found himself quickly and skillfully de-pantsed at Bailey’s hands, letting his erection spring free.  The boxer shorts fell next and he kicked them away.
	“From behind?” Bailey begged.  “I wanna feel it, you know?”
	Feel me grinding against her reddened ass, she means, Kent knew.
	The condom, retrieved from the dresser, ripped free easily.  With the lights still on, he found it easy to roll down onto his erection.  Bailey, braced herself with her elbows on the bed and spread her legs, impatiently up on her toes.
	“Ready?” he asked.
	Bailey turned her head and looked over her shoulder, glaring at him in exasperation.
	“Could I possibly look more ready?” she demanded. “You need goddamn runway lights?”
	Kent laughed and slapped Bailey’s right cheek lightly, then took her by the hips and got her oriented properly.
	“There,” he said, lining the head of his erection up against her wet lips.
	They’re glistening, Kent thought, I can actually see the shine.
	Bailey bent her spine, pushing back against him, as he thrust forward, sliding easily into her.
	“Oh,” Bailey moaned, her upper body going limp where she rested it on the bed. “All. The. Way.”
	Kent pushed until he completely impaled her and his pelvis settled against her cheeks.  Bailey started turning her hips, rotating against him as her joints had turned to liquid.
	“Whoo,” she whistled, stopping the motion. “Stings.”
	“I bet,” Kent replied and began making his own circles.
	“Jesus,” Bailey complained.
	That did not mean ‘stop’, Kent surmised, continuing to torment her.  It didn’t create a great deal of pleasure for him, to scrape that irritated skin, but he could easily read how it affected her.
	Bailey moaned again and Kent watched her hands slide under her own body.
	I can make her come with my tongue, at least, but she needs her own fingers when we’re like this.
	He felt her fingers, making circles within her vulva, occasionally poking the underside of his erection where it entered her.  For his part, Kent gripped her hips and let his fingers dig into her cheeks, working in where she looked reddest.
	Torture or pleasure, he couldn’t tell, but with less than two minutes of penetration, Bailey’s body seized up around him, clenching his erection inside her.  With her vagina at maximum tightness, he started thrusting into her, timing her impalements with her orgasmic contractions.
	“Ho. Lee. Fuck,” Bailey declared.
	I bet she’s cross-eyed by now.
	Kent jammed himself as far into her as he could and released his orgasm upon her.
	Bailey grabbed his pillow and buried her face into it as deeply as she could, letting it muffle the scream she let out as Kent pulse inside her tight, little tunnel.
	When he’d finished, she set the pillow aside.
	“You bastard,” she whispered.
	“Uh-huh,” he replied, pulling outward.
	“Ah! No!” Bailey protested. “Not yet!”
	“Sorry.”
	They waited, panting, Kent holding onto the base of the condom, until they both relaxed and he could withdraw.
	“Spectacular,” Bailey declared, trying to roll over, but failing.
	“The spanking and the fucking,” Kent agreed, tossing the condom into the waste basket and falling down on his back next to Bailey.
	“I can’t move my legs yet,” she pointed out, still bent over.
	“Nowhere to go, anyway,” Kent shrugged.
	“Yeah,” Bailey agreed, closing her eyes.  “Yeah.”
	
	
	
	

