Chapter 18

	Kent woke up late, the sun already coming in through Laura’s bedroom window on one of the shortest days of the year.  He knew he had the whole morning to patiently rest himself up before catching his afternoon bus.  If the girls felt like playing, he had no need to rush.
	Laura’s head lay on his right shoulder, her arm across his chest.  Her cheeks, angry red verging on purple in spots, lay exposed.  Even after he and Bailey had rubbed lotion on them, Laura still hadn’t wanted anything touching her skin while she slept.  So, while Laura had wanted her thighs and back covered, she’d adjusted the blankets so nothing touched her cheeks.
	Bailey, not nearly as sore, had curled up on his left side.  Her arm, visible in the contours of the blanket, lay over top of Laura’s, the hand resting on her friend’s shoulder.  Only Bailey’s forehead and nose lay exposed to the open air.
	Don’t we all look comfy.
	Kent tried to recall the events of the last night.  He had come inside Bailey, spanking Laura the whole time.  The consequences of all those slaps lay right before his eyes.  Kent had insisted on getting a picture of their cheeks, side by side, before they got in the shower.
	Laura had winced when the hot water hit her skin, Kent remembered, so we gave her lots of lotion after.
	They’d cleaned themselves, and each other, and the heat from the water had basically put them all to sleep.
	We should really get a picture of both of them, the morning after, and see how it compares to last night.  Is Laura even darker, now?
	Kent gulped, thinking of the four dollars still owed and how he couldn’t really imagine Laura wanting more spankings.
	He took a deep breath and set his mind to finding ways for the girls to pay off the last four dollars without any more spankings.
	A lot of ways to go with this, Kent realized, I could offer to leave the four dollars for after Christmas.  I could just try to spank them in places that aren’t already sore.
	Imagining Bailey and Laura bending over some piece of furniture while he examined their cheeks for fresh spots to strike, Kent began to feel himself hardening again.
	There’s always the ejaculation option, he reminded himself, even if Laura has another orgasm, the two of them can pay a lot that way.  I don’t know what kind of a load I’m going to have at this point.  Might not be that great a spectacle.
	The more choices Kent considered, and the more he recalled his companions’ complete willingness to go along with his ideas, the harder he got.  In short order, the base of his penis had hardened where it touched Bailey’s thigh and he felt her first breath of consciousness on his left.
	“Oh,” she whispered.
	Bailey’s thigh lifted off his leg, so slowly and gently that Laura didn’t even stir, and Bailey slid down deeper under the covers.
	Is she going to-?
	Kent watched Bailey’s head moving under the covers, sliding downward.  With even a twitch ofhesitation, her mouth found the head of his shaft and enveloped him, forcing a gasp from his throat.
	“Huh?” Laura twitched suddenly, feeling his breath over her ear.
	It didn’t take her long to realize what transpired under the covers.  Laura’s right hand slid down over his stomach, brushed over Bailey’s head, through her hair, and eventually reached the base of Kent’s erection.
	Kent groaned as she started stroking his testicles.
	“The mouth thing,” Laura said, her eyes closed and her voice soft and half-sleepy.
	The lazy, gentle teamwork fit the morning perfectly.  Bailey’s wet tongue lolled around his cock, spinning and whirling in slow motion.  In time, she pulled back the covers to get enough air to breathe, exposing all of their naked bodies to air.
	We’re warm enough now, though, Kent thought, with everyone’s blood pumping.
	He could see that Bailey looked a bit awkward, sucking on him while lying on her side.  When she nudged his thigh, he opened his legs a bit so she could kneel between them and crouch over his cock instead.  Laura, to help out, kept her hand under Bailey’s chin, stroking the part of his shaft that didn’t fit in Bailey’s mouth.
	“Feeling good, Kent?” Laura whispered.
	“Yeah.”
	“Don’t come yet,” she pleaded, “I still owe a few dollars.”
	“Yeah?” Kent asked, feeling himself harden.
	“Uh-huh,” she answered.
	“You need my come for that?” he whispered to her.
	Bailey looked up, her eyes meeting his.
	“Definitely,” Laura replied, “I don’t think there’s much more my ass can take.”
	Bailey slid off his cock and looked up at Laura.
	“And what, Laura,” she asked.  “Are we going to do with all that come?”
	Laura gulped and opened her eyes, looking back forth between Kent and Bailey.
	“Get it on me?” she asked. “My ass... or my tits?”
	Bailey smiled, opened her mouth, and took Kent’s erection back inside.
	“Imagine how that would look,” Kent whispered to Laura, “Those red cheeks, all covered with streaks of semen.”
	Laura whimpered.
	“Dripping down.”
	A mew escaped Laura’s lips.
	“All messy...”
	Laura shuddered, stammering out a breathy, “O-o-o-oh.”
	“You wanna come, don’t you?” Kent asked.
	Laura nodded and whimpered, her pleading eyes meeting his.
	“Can you even sit down, right now?” Kent prodded.
	Laura shook her head.
	“Alright,” he told her, and patted his chest, “get up here.”
	“What?” Laura’s eyes widened in confusion.
	“I’ll use my tongue,” Kent explained, “get on top of me.”
	“Oh!” Laura looked around, glancing at Bailey, who only raised an eyebrow. “Okay.”
	Gingerly, taking great care not to rub her cheeks against anything at all, Laura crawled across the bed, put a leg over Kent and put her knees on either side of his head.
	“Are you sure?” Laura asked.
	Reaching underneath her body, he grabbed both of her cheeks, letting his fingers sink in, but carefully keeping the fingernails from scratching or pinching.  Looking up past her heavy breasts, Kent watched Laura’s expression, as he tried to figure out exactly how tightly to squeeze her ass.
	Laura groaned and let Kent push on her cheeks to pull her vulva down to his mouth.
	This is way easier than the other way of doing it, he thought, as long I can avoid suffocation down here.
	He felt Laura’s weight shift to give his tongue access to her vagina.  She crooned out a long, satisfied note when he penetrated her.
	Beneath him, at the bottom of the bed, he felt the bed start to shake.  Laura paused, her body twisting above him as she looked behind herself.  Suddenly, her hips lifted, taking her vulva away from his face, showing off her cute racing strip of hair.
	Laura jerked her head and wiggled her hips.
	What is she doing? Kent wondered.


	Come on, Bai, Laura thought, it’s okay.  I can take it.
	Laura knew it wouldn’t hurt much, given Bailey’s awkward position.  She wouldn’t get much of a striking angle and Laura had plenty of experience getting spanked to know.
	When she’d felt the bed shaking, she’d turned around to see Bailey staring at her ass and masturbating.
	Quite the sight, Laura thought. She’s got her feet on the floor now, bent over with her mouth full of Kent’s penis, her right hand stroking him while her left hand strokes herself.
	Laura smiled and nodded at her ass again.
	“Go ahead,” she mouthed to her friend, sticking her cheeks out in offer.
	Bailey made a sad face, gesturing toward Laura’s poor cheeks.
	“It’s fine,” Laura insisted. “Go.”
	It made for some tricky manoeuvring, but Bailey managed to hold herself against the bed, her thighs supporting her while she kept her mouth on the end of Kent’s cock.  Her right hand reached for Laura’s right cheek, preparing to strike the outside of it.  Kent, charitably, realized what the girls had planned and removed his hand, surrendering the cheek in question to Bailey.
	The outside is the least red part, Laura noted, watching Bailey’s small hand swing back.
	After Bailey snapped her palm off Laura’s cheek, much more gently than any of the real spankings from last night, Laura pushed her hips forward, offering her vulva to Kent again.  His tongue slid into her lips easily, soaked as everything had already become.
	Laura turned her attention forwards, twisting her hips as needed to work Kent’s tongue into her.  Behind her, she felt the bed pulsing as Bailey stroked herself.
	Every ten seconds or so, when she felt like Kent needed some air, she lifted her hips again towards Bailey and refused to put them back until she got a slap.


	God, Laura, you psycho, Bailey thought.
	Bad enough that Laura had noticed Bailey masturbating, but the moment Laura had gotten up on Kent’s face and exposed those dark red cheeks to Bailey’s eyes, Bailey couldn’t help herself.
	She’s taken so-o-o many spankings, Bailey thought, look how red Kent has made her.
	Bailey forced herself to admit that a significant portion of Laura’s damage had come by her own hand.
	Kent’s responsible for that ridiculous blotch low on the right side, but I’m the one who put eighteen slaps on her left cheek, right while I was coming
	Laura lifted her hips for a third time, presenting her cheeks to Bailey, offering a sacrifice for her friend.
	Nothing can stop me now, Bailey thought helplessly, when she sticks it out like that, I can’t hold myself back.
	Bailey slapped at Laura’s cheek while jabbing at her own clitoris.
	Oh, god, she thought, I’m so close already.
	Laura humped against Kent’s face, those red cheeks bouncing on his chest right in front of Bailey’s face.
	Imagine how my cheeks look, Bailey mewed, still trying to do a competent job of licking the end of Kent’s penis.  Imagine...
	Whether Laura read Bailey’s motions as desperate, or the time had simply come to let Kent breathe, Laura lifted her hips one more time, presenting herself to Bailey.
	Bailey took her mouth off Kent’s erection, jabbed her fingers downward to push her clit towards her vagina, and slapped Laura’s cheek at the same time.
	“Gah!” she shouted, feeling her knees collapse together against the edge of the bed as her body convulsed, doubling her over and burying her head against Kent’s pelvis.
	Bailey’s vagina pulsed, again and again, while Kent’s erection lay against the side of her face, his pre-come and her saliva probably getting in her hair.
	She breathed heavily, trying to find air, and looked up, realizing the motion at the top of the bed had stopped.
	Laura, she noted, looked back over her shoulder to see if she was okay.  And since she’d lifted her body off of Kent, Kent also watched her, down over his chest, past Laura’s spread legs and trimmed vulva.
	She nodded to both of them, either gratitude or confirmation of her orgasm, they could take it however they wanted, and went back to work on Kent’s cock.


	Laura felt the gentle stings of Bailey’s most recent slaps and shivered as Kent’s tongue went into her hole again.
	My hole, she thought, that’s what I’ll call it.  Get his tongue up inside my hole. Mmm.
	It didn’t take long after that, with Kent slowly asphyxiating underneath her, before she felt the first real stirrings of her orgasm.
	Everything tingles down there, Laura thought, my cheeks, my hole, my clit.  Everything is on fire.
	She lifted her hips up just for a moment, letting Kent take one giant gasp of air, and pushed herself down again.  His tongue swiftly penetrated her and she mashed herself down hard, eliciting a muffled groan from Kent.
	“I’m coming!” she screeched out.  “I’m coming!”
	Laura grabbed the wooden top of the bed frame to brace herself as the orgasm racked her body.  Bailey, for reasons known only to herself, delivered one more slap to Laura’s right cheek, punctuating the whole event.
	As soon as Laura recovered control her body, she lifted her hips up and looked down at Kent, making sure he had enough air.
	“You okay?” she hissed out.
	Kent nodded and Laura gently dismounted, taking herself off to his right side, toward the bedroom door, and standing up next to the bed.  She saw Bailey, still crouched over Kent’s cock, the head of it still in her mouth, and the girls’ eyes met.
	“What are we going to do about that?” Laura asked Bailey, gesturing at contents of her mouth.
	Kent exhaled softly, that funny way that he did to get their attention.  Patiently, Bailey extracted his erection and waited.
	“You now owe eight dollars, right?” he asked Laura.
	Laura nodded, “But my ass...”
	“Shh,” Kent held up a hand for patience. “You want to zero out your punishment?  With no spankings, right?”
	Laura nodded vigorously, but her eyes went wide.
	How are we going to do that without spankings?  Laura wondered.  Even when we let him have all four of our breasts for semen targets, it only counted for five dollars.
	“We can work something out,” Kent assured her, delicately wiping his face off on the back of his hand.
	“I’m sure,” Bailey sighed in resignation, rolling her eyes. “What do you want?”
	“Well, Bai,” Kent smiled, “Unless you want more spankings?”
	“No, no,” Bailey waved her hands in mock fear of slaps to her ass, “By all mean, let’s hear this other option.”
	“It’s a little sad,” Laura said, “We were already up over a hundred, and I’d love to rack up a higher count.  But I really can’t do any more.”
	“No problem,” Kent assured her. “There are many other ways to extract what you need.”
	They waited, Bailey leaning over his cock, Laura standing next to him.
	What’s he thinking about? Laura wondered, watching Kent’s eyes roving over their bodies thoughtfully.
	When the anticipation and anxiety overwhelmed, Laura couldn’t hold it in anymore.
	“What?!” she asked. “What do you want?”
	“First requirement,” Kent declared. “Breakfast, and both of you completely naked for all of it.”
	Laura didn’t even need to look at Bailey.
	“Well, we’re already naked,” Laura said, “Shouldn’t be a problem.  Can I put my apron on while I make it though?”
	“As long as you take it off as soon as you’re done,” Kent told her.
	“Fine,” Laura agreed airily.
	She finally turned to look at Bailey to check for agreement.  Bailey shrugged her lack of concern as a reply.


	Yeah, duh, Bailey beamed back at Laura, of course I’ll help pay this off with nudity.
	Like Laura, she really would have preferred to take a few spankings to get the count down to some number where they could just pay it off with a bit of come on their tits.
	Your tits, my tits, our tits, Bailey thought. Whatever.  But we already surrendered all four of them for a mere five dollars, so there’s no way we can do eight.
	Bailey shivered as a thought occurred to her.
	What if he asked to come in one of our faces?  She wondered. Would Laura do it?  Would I do it?
	Even if they did it, they’d never give Kent a picture of that.
	Way too dangerous to have a picture anywhere in the world like that.
	Bailey laced up Laura’s apron and followed her to the kitchen, Kent trailing behind.
	But what does he have planned? Bailey thought, he’s got to come, and I’m sure he’s going to come on at least one of us.
	She accepted, as they reached the kitchen, that something humiliating lay in the offing, but she couldn’t figure out what.
	Kent had, somehow, grabbed up a pair of loose boxer shorts and put them on.
	“How come you get to wear clothes?” Bailey asked.
	“To make you feel weirder about nudity?” Kent told her, the flatness in his voice telling her she should have figured this out.
	As Laura set about getting frying pans and gathering things from the fridge, Kent set a chair in the middle of the kitchen floor, just behind where Laura would have to stand while making breakfast, but facing sideways, toward the kitchen table.
	When Laura took up her place in front of the stove, it put her reddened cheeks in easy reach of his right hand.
	“Oh,” Laura twitched as Kent took a firm grip on her right cheek.
	“And me?” Bailey asked.
	Kent ticked his chin at the erection tenting his shorts.
	“Keep me hard until it’s time,” he told her.
	There are a lot of ways to do that, Bailey thought, but let’s surprise him a little before we do the obvious.
	She spread her legs and sat astride his lap, letting her bare vulva rub up against his fabric covered erection.  With her left hand, Bailey reached out and grabbed Laura’s left cheek, squeezing tightly as she gently thrust against Kent.  They set up a slow rhythm, rubbing against each other while kneading Laura’s round rear.
	Kent is rubbing the spot he spanked so hard, Bailey thought, and I’m working on the spot I spanked so hard.
	Laura made a little mew of token protest, but carefully kept her cheeks where her friends could reach them.  When she had to reach for the bacon to throw it into the frying pan, she leaned over as far as she could instead of stepping away from their ministrations.
	Yep, she’s into this deep, Bailey thought.
	As the bacon sizzled, Laura started rotating her hips in their grip.
	Very deep, Bailey decided, feeling Kent returning to his maximum level of stiffness.  She looked down and opened the fly of his shorts, popping his erection free.  I can’t believe we did it in front of Laura last night.
	But Bailey’s orgasm had passed and she didn’t need another.  She focused on Kent, took her hands off Laura’s rear, and slid out of Kent’s lap to kneel at his feet.
	This is what he wanted, Bailey thought, groping Laura was just a little treat to surprise him.
	Taking his erection in her mouth felt comfortable, fitting it right back where she’d had it a few minutes ago.  Somehow, her mouth had learned to accommodate his bulk and it felt less gag-inducing.  Kent paused a moment in his Laura-groping, but quickly resumed as Bailey pumped his cock.
	“Easy,” Kent whispered. “I don’t want to come yet.”
	Bailey applied some suction so she made a satisfying ‘pop’ when came off his erection.
	“When do you want to come?” she asked.
	Laura, scrambling eggs in a large bowl, turned around to listen.
	“Let Laura finish breakfast,” Kent warned her, his tone suggesting that she should be patient.
	He’s taking a lot of control, here, Bailey thought, without getting agreement in advance.
	Bailey resigned herself to doing whatever Kent asked for, but he didn’t usually extend the anticipation so long.
	Semen is coming, she knew, taking his penis in her mouth again, I just don’t know where it’s going, on who, or what else he’ll ask for to cover the extra spankings.
	“We’ll need plates,” Laura said, “I’m starting the eggs now.”
	She started to move, but hesitated, with Kent still fondling her cheeks.
	“Should I set the table or... um...” Laura gestured at her cheeks, “... stay here for you?”
	“Bailey can set the table?” Kent looked down, “I’m good and hard now.”
	Bailey popped off his erection again, looked down to confirm satisfaction with her work, and quickly set the table with plates, forks and knives, and glasses.
	“Orange juice?” she asked them.
	When they both nodded, she went to the fridge and pulled out a carton, then proceeded to pour three glasses.
	“Anything else?” Bailey asked.
	“Margarine and jam,” Laura said.
	“Right.”
	Once she’d set the table, the toaster popped up three slices of bread.
	“Perfect timing,” Laura said.
	“Alright,” Kent told her, finally releasing his grip on her right cheek, “Lay out the food and then we’ll settle up your debt.”
	Laura scooped out the eggs and divided them amongst the three plates.  She gave each of them two strips of bacon and a slice of toast.  With that complete, she and Bailey turned to face Kent, waiting.
	Here it comes, Bailey thought.
	“You need to be naked,” Kent reminded Laura.
	“Oh, right,” Laura’s voice held a note of panic as she turned her back to Bailey.
	A moment later, Bailey had the apron unlaced and set aside.  Both girls stood naked before him, a slight shiver ran gently through Laura’s body, jiggling her breasts.
	“Very nice,” Kent said.  “Now, I’m going to count being naked all through breakfast for one dollar, alright?”
	They both nodded.
	That seems more than fair, all things considered, Bailey thought, we had to do a whole evening and morning in our underwear for two dollars the last time.
	“Before we eat, I’m going to come on-” Kent caught his breath, paused, and resumed, “come on your tits.”
	“Both of us?” Laura asked.
	“Yes.”
	“Okay,” Laura said, and bit her lips.
	“That’s only six dollars so far,” Bailey pointed out.
	“Which leaves you two more dollars to earn,” Kent smiled.
	Here it comes, Bailey thought, at least he isn’t asking to shoot his semen all over our faces.
	Bailey looked over at Laura, wondering if her friend would allow it if Kent asked.
	Doesn’t matter, she thought, he already said, ‘tits’.
	Kent paused.
	“And?!” Laura exclaimed, “don’t let the food get cold.”
	Kent sized their naked bodies up, all the way from their toes to faces.
	I wish we could wear slippers, to be honest, Bailey thought.
	He opened his mouth and spoke, told them what he wanted for those last two dollars, how he wanted it done.
	Christ, Bailey shivered, feeling her body grow chilled, forgot about that from the last time.  Figures he’d get back around to it.
	Laura turned to look at Bailey, her face twisted anxiously.
	Oh, don’t pretend, Bailey sighed, you know we’re going to do it. We wheedled our way out of it last time, but he’s not even giving us a choice this time. The Piper will be paid.
	“You first, or me?” Bailey asked.
	Laura gulped and, apparently unable to speak, pointed at herself.
	With a heavy sigh, Bailey puffed out her chest and closed her eyes.  Without looking, she used both her hands to cup her left breast and lift it up.  She felt Laura moving near her, shivered knowing what came next.
	A warm, wet tongue, wide and flat, slithered against her nipple, covering the entire areola as it swept upward, pushing her tip inward, into her breast and then releasing it.  Coldness replaced it, blowing gently over the wet skin as Laura’s movement circulated the air.
	He made us take turns, Bailey thought, to make it harder.
	She opened her eyes to see that Laura was already standing up straight, cupping her own left breast.  Laura bit her lower lip, looking at Bailey.
	Follow the script, Bailey sighed, trying not look at Laura’s body as she closed in on it.
	Bailey placed her hands on her knees to lean over, putting her mouth at exactly the right level.
	Kent must have pictured us doing this, she thought as she opened her mouth, planned this out who-knows-how-many days ago.
	Bailey set her tongue wide, as Kent had asked, and hoped her mouth was wet enough.
	He specified ‘wet’.
	She pushed into Laura’s nipple, trying to cover the whole areola, pressing hard, feeling the nipple stiffen in her mouth, sensing how it gave way when she put on enough pressure to sink it back into Laura’s breast.
	Bailey licked upward, feeling the tip of Laura’s nipple slide of the end of her tongue.
	Now she’s cold, too.


	Kent stroked his cock as gently as he could, knowing he wouldn’t last much longer watching them do this.
	The two girls stared at each other, their eyes wide, both knowing they had only reached the halfway point.
	They aren’t going to stop, are they?
	Laura’s nipple, on the side of her body nearest Kent, glistened with Bailey’s saliva, and stood hard and proudly erect.
	It’s Laura’s turn to go again, if they follow the rules I gave them.
	Both girls stared at each other a moment longer before Laura looked over at the steam rising from her carefully prepared breakfast.
	That, finally, got her in motion.
	Bailey lifted her right breast and closed her eyes again.	


	The food will get cold, Laura thought, the chill on her left nipple heightening her awareness of the room’s temperature, gotta get moving.
	As she had before, she put her hands on her knees and leaned over, questing for Bailey’s little breast and it’s tiny red nipple.
	It’s already hard, she thought, and I’m going to feel it so much...
	Laura opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue and pushed into her friend’s breast.
	But it’s too dry!  It’s supposed to be wet!
	Anxiety had dried out her mouth.  Laura pulled her tongue back in and tried to gather saliva.  Bailey’s eyes popped open to look down at her in confusion, but she recognized that Laura hadn’t finished.
	Laura managed to wet her mouth enough, at that point, and reached out again, slathering Bailey’s nipple with a wide coating of moisture.  She slid her tongue upward, flicking it past her friend’s tip.
	Bailey let out a squeak of protest at this.
	Laura sighed with relief, knowing she’d finished her part, and straightened.
	Bailey now opened her eyes for real and zeroed in on Laura’s breast.
	I can’t believe Kent got us to do this, Laura thought, squeezing her right breast and raising it up for Bailey.
	Bailey leaned over and, as Laura watched, slathered her right nipple with her tongue.  Pulling her tongue back in to wet it again, Bailey remained in position, paused, and then gave Laura a second wet lick.
	Of course, Laura thought, I did two licks.  She does two licks.
	The moved apart and stood up, facing Kent.
	“Kneel,” he gasped out quickly, his erection already in his hand.
	Oh, dear! Laura saw the swollen head moving toward her as Kent stood up. He can’t hold it back.
	She and Bailey fell to their knees without a thought.  Kent’s penis poked out of his shorts, hovering over them.  Bailey reached for it as Kent pushed the girls together.
	“How do want-?” Laura started.
	“Hug,” Kent said, pushing them together in a vee so Laura’s right breast mashed against Bailey’s left, but the other breasts opened towards him.
	Bailey jerked hard as her left hand encircled Laura’s waist.  For her part, Laura put both her arms around Bailey, but made sure to leave space for Kent to ejaculate.
	Here it comes-
	The first blast, coming as it did with Bailey’s side-to-side jerking, sprayed across the tops of their breasts and their shoulders, strafing from Bailey on Kent’s left to Laura on his right.
	Laura, suddenly fearing for the floor, pulled Bailey closer so that their bodies would prevent any of Kent’s semen from escaping.  It took Bailey’s hand out of range of Kent’s cock, but Kent swept in instantly, jerking himself out over the cleavage of four breasts.
	Like in that movie I watched, Laura lamented, it’s like we’re not doing our jobs, but we’re giving him plenty of excitement.
	Kent’s penis played out line after line of white goo into their cleavage, dripping over their collar bones and down to their nipples.
	When the deluge slowed down, Laura relaxed her embrace, exposing all four of their breasts to Kent again.  He moved closer to her, letting his tip settle on a bare spot on her left breast.  Laura reached with her left hand and milked him, getting little droplets on herself.  After a moment, Bailey took over and gave herself a few dots.
	Laura looked at her friend, their eyes meeting.
	Are my eyes as wide as hers?
	“Breakfast?” Kent sighed, content.
	“Like this?!” Laura asked, horrified.
	“Obviously,” Bailey rolled her eyes. “That was his whole point.”
	“Oh.”
	Laura rose, feeling the semen sliding down over her breasts, seeing the similar mess on Bailey’s chest, and made her way to the table.
	“You’ll just have to be careful,” Kent said, tucking his erection back into his shorts as it relaxed. “Don’t want your food falling into it.”
	He slid his chair into his spot as the girls sat down.
	Oh, my ass, Laura thought, letting the chair take her weight as slowly as possible.
	“All paid up,” Kent said. “And well done.”
	Laura pulled her chair up as close as she dared, feeling Kent’s semen in her belly button.
	“By the end of breakfast,” Laura noted. “It’s going to be... down in my hair.”
	“Mm,” Kent smiled, looking over her besmeared body.
	He’s trying to memorize every detail, she realized.
	Laura watched Kent’s eyes move across the spread to Bailey’s body, also carefully separated from the table’s edge.
	“Getting a good look?” Bailey raised an eyebrow.
	“I wasn’t sure how much come I had left,” Kent admitted.
	Bailey choked on her toast.
	“So you’re proud of yourself?” Laura put in.
	Kent looked back and forth between them and nodded with satisfaction.
	“Yes, actually,” he confirmed.
	He at least looked ravenously hungry, and Laura felt a little worried that she might not have made him enough food.
	I can’t cook any more food while I’m all messy like this, she looked down at her body.
	But Kent finished his meal and leaned back in his chair, glass of orange juice in hand, drinking in their bodies as slowly as he drank his beverage.  He did not appear, to Laura’s eye, to need any more food.
	Bailey and Laura, nearly as hungry as Kent, found their speed constrained by their desire to protect the furniture from soiling.
	“Christmas is finally here,” Kent intoned softly. “And then we’re back at it for the new year.”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura replied, gulping down a bit of egg. “A few gifts, a big meal.”
	“No family around, though?” Kent asked her.
	“No,” she shook her head, “We get together with a few other church-type people, though.  Makes a good party.  Sort of.  At least it’s a couple weeks of not having any deadlines.”
	Laura thought the church folk made for a poor party, but at least a good number of people showed up.
	“Are you going to be able to hide... that?” Kent gestured at her seat.
	“My mom and dad don’t look at my ass, Kent,” Laura frowned.
	“I mean the way you’re going to be sitting down,” he reminded her.
	“I’ll be okay, I think,” she said. “I’ll play it off somehow.”
	“Stings?” he asked.
	“Stings good,” Laura felt her eyes go wide in acknowledgement.
	“Gave her what she wanted,” Bailey said, eyeing Laura carefully.  “Thanks, by the way.”
	“Huh?” Laura asked, munching on piece of bacon.
	“For letting us, you know, fuck,” Bailey said. “The spankings are a big turn on.  But being able to have sex right after them...”
	Bailey trailed off, her eyes wandering over to Kent, down the length of his body to what lay hidden under the table.  She took a bite of her own meal.
	“Well, you’re welcome,” Laura replied, tilting her head in a strange way, “but I really just wanted to see.”
	“What did you think?” Bailey asked.
	Laura took a deep breath, looking back and forth between her friends, wondering how to tell them.
	Maybe sitting naked at a breakfast table, covered in semen is the best time for honesty, Laura thought, I don’t know.
	“I sometimes feel like people make too big a deal of it,” Laura said. “And then sometimes I don’t.”
	“You’ve been bra-” Kent caught himself. “You’ve been taught some things from when you were really young.”
	“Brainwashed,” Laura rolled her eyes at Kent. “You can say it.”
	Kent shrugged, leaving space for Laura to go on.
	“I just don’t know,” she told him finally. “What’s the right answer?”
	“The right answer for you,” Kent leaned forward, “is up to you to decide.”
	Laura harumphed and returned to her meal, thinking in silence.


	Bailey eyed her friend, not sure she’d received a full answer.
	I think you wanted to watch Kent go inside me because you wanted to know what it would be like to have him inside you,  Bailey thought.  Or maybe it turned you on to imagine it was you in my place, the same way I like watching him spank you.
	That aside, Bailey felt truly grateful Laura had foregone her rule about penetration.  That had made all the soreness in her cheeks worth it.
	My body is cold and my nipples are so erect they almost hurt.  This stuff is going to congeal so much that I’ll have to scrub forever to get it out.
	Bailey finished her meal, thinking as silently as Laura.  When she started paying attention to her surroundings again, she found Kent staring at her chest.
	We never negotiated how long we’d have to sit like this, she realized.  Probably time to cap this off and start scrubbing.
	“Laura,” she spoke across the table, “I think we owe him a picture?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura said.
	Kent perked up at this.
	“I’d like two pictures,” he said. “One of your tits and one of your asses.”
	With a glance, they agreed to these terms.
	Anything to get this washed off, Bailey thought.


	“I’m a little sad,” Laura said, sticking her ass out next to Bailey’s for the final photo.
	“Why?” Bailey asked, looking over her shoulder as Kent lined up the picture.
	Laura looked looked down at her breasts, still sticky with come, well congealed and refusing to slide down her body any further.  It had never quite reached her stripe of pubic hair.
	“Well,” she said, “I would have liked to have a picture with his semen, you know, back there.”
	“On your ass?” Kent asked, his tone taking on that scolding and lecturing mode
	Laura made a face.
	“Yes, Kent,” she rolled her eyes, “On my ass!  Is that what you wanted me to say?”
	“Sadly,” Kent sighed, “I’m good and empty now.  Or I would definitely grant your wish.”
	“This will be sore for days,” Laura put a note of warning in her voice.
	Bailey looked aside again as Kent continued to take photos.
	“Mine, too,” Bailey shrugged. “So?”
	“So-o,” Laura said, “I’ll feel better about, you know...”
	“Say it,” Kent scolded again.
	“Masturbating,” Laura sang out. “It’ll be easier to make myself come.”
	Bailey’s eyes widened briefly, but she followed with a smile.
	Kent crouched down low, but paused.
	“Do you want one with your hair in it?” he asked. “Otherwise, squeeze your legs together.”
	“I would kind of like one,” Laura said, “Just for myself, though, not you.”
	She turned to look at Bailey, who shrugged.
	“Spread your legs just a little, then,” Kent told them.
	They obeyed, squeezing their reddened cheeks tight against photographic intrusion, as Kent snapped his low angled shot.
	“There ya go,” he said, handing over the phone.
	Bailey and Laura, still cold with Kent’s semen on their chests and bellies, flipped through the pictures.
	“Fuck, that’s red,” Bailey said. “How many was it?”
	“One hundred twenty one,” Laura inhaled with a mix of pride and anxiety. “The ones we counted.  There were lots we didn’t.”
	“Mostly me spanking you,” Bailey pointed out.
	“We should see if we can figure out how many there really were, don’t you think?” Kent asked.
	They looked at him.
	“Do you... want us to?” Laura asked.
	“After you get cleaned up,” Kent said. “I really gotta get dressed and get going or I’ll miss my bus.”
	They started making their way to down the hall towards the shower and their clothes.
	“When are you back?” Bailey asked.
	“The Sunday after Christmas,” Kent told her, “The sixth, I think.  Bus will get here in the evening.  You?”
	“The fifth,” Bailey said.
	“How late in the evening, Kent?” Laura asked with worry.
	“Eight o’clock or so?” Kent tried to recall.
	“So we’ll have some time that night?” Laura’s voice rang with hope.
	“You’ll be neatly shaved?” he reminded her.
	“Of course!”
	“All right, then.”


	

	
