Chapter 15

	Upon reaching the kitchen, Laura immediately tossed her apron at Bailey.  She turned her back on Kent so Bailey could put the apron on over her head, then tie up the laces around the back of her waist.
	She turned around and faced them both, the sides of her breasts just visible around the top of the apron.
	“Looks good?” Laura asked Kent.
	“Perfect,” Kent affirmed with a nod.
	“Now, where were we?” Laura asked.  “The white board?”
	Bailey had already wandered out into the living room to fetch her backpack, and made a short detour to grab the white board before coming back.
	“Right,” Bailey said, waving at her towel. “My underwear first.”
	“Sure.”
	Of course she picked the transparent set I bought her, Kent watched Bailey withdraw the translucent green bundle of fabric and hand it over to Laura.  They’re going to kill me.
	Laura took the panties first and knelt on the floor.  With her towel still on, Bailey stepped into the proffered underclothing one foot at a time and let her friend push them up the length of her thighs.  Laura, leaning over as she accomplished this task, gave Kent a welcome eyeful of her dangling breasts under the apron.
	I just came.  How am I horny again already?
	With an impish smirk, Bailey turned her back on Kent and raised her arms so Laura could remove her towel.  Kent felt his breath catch, seeing her tense, skinny cheeks, their red patches showing both below and through the green sections of fabric.  Laura reached up and slid the bra over Bailey’s arms.  While Bailey, out of sight, set the cups in their proper, comfortable place, Laura fastened the hooks at the back.
	“Lovely,” Kent said as Bailey turned around, nipples dark and hard against the fabric.
	“Isn’t she, though?” Laura said, stepping back.
	Laura took a deep breath and looked at Kent.
	“Kent?” she asked, lowering her eyes and gulping, her hands clasping each other in front of her apron, pressing the cloth inward.
	“Mm?”
	“Should I... should I make some whipping cream?”  Laura stammered.
	“You want to whip some cream?” Kent moved closer.
	Laura pushed the fabric of her apron into her crotch, doubling over to lean into Kent.
	“Yes,” she whispered.
	“Laura,” Kent whispered back, his mouth next to her ear.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“I don’t think I got a good enough look the shaving job Bailey did on you,” Kent sighed with mock sadness.
	“You – you didn’t?”
	“No,” Kent said, pushing Laura gently backward, “why don’t you get up on the table and let me check again.”
	Laura inhaled a half gasp and hopped her butt back up on the table Kent had just pushed her against.  Lifting her apron, she spread her legs for Kent, who knelt on the floor in front of her.  As Kent began kissing his way up the inside of Laura’s right thigh, Bailey took up the white board and marker with a sigh.
	“Thirty eight dollars at the beginning of the night,” Bailey began, using a clinical tone of voice that pretended she didn’t know what Kent and Laura were up to, “Due to nineteen masturbation induced orgasms from Laura.”
	As Kent reached Laura’s recently tended vulva and tongued at the smooth parts Bailey had just cleared, he had to admit that he enjoyed Bailey’s recitation.
	“Laura paid seven dollars with her ass,”  Bailey said, “And we got seven more for our creative efforts.”
	Kent looked aside, over Laura’s bare thigh, to see Bailey draw a line through the “$31” from earlier in the evening and write, “$24”.  He tongued gently along the cleavage of Laura’s vulva.
	“Is this what you want, Laur?” he teased.
	“Yeah,” Laura breathed. “Yeah.”
	“I then took $6 worth of spankings,” Bailey noted, “Bringing us to $18.”
	Kent, buried between Laura’s legs, only heard Bailey updating the white board.
	“Then Laura had an orgasm, taking us back up to... twenty one... dollars,” Bailey enunciated while Kent slid his tongue over Laura’s clitoris and downward toward her vagina.
	Laura let out a squeak as Kent pushed inward.
	“Then Kent got a picture of our tits, all covered in come,” Bailey continued, and somehow Kent could hear her rolling her eyes. “He got a discount on that.  Four come splattered tits for the price of um... three and... um.  Well, whatever, it got down to sixteen dollars.”
	Laura kept one hand on her apron, so it wouldn’t get in Kent’s way, while her other hand went to the back of his head and pushed gently.  She rolled her hips back, giving him better access to her insides.
	Clear now what she wants, Kent said.  And no kidding.  She wants my tongue going inside her.  Bailey’s right.
	“Mmph,” Laura groaned, twisting her hips as she wanted to screw herself down into Kent.
	My tongue isn’t threaded, for fuck’s sake, Kent thought as he twisted against Laura so his nose could find a path to oxygen.  At least we’re not doing this under a blanket.  There’s a serious suffocation danger down here.
	He opened his mouth wider, carefully covering his teeth with his lips, so that he could apply a little manipulation to Laura’s clitoris.
	“Then, as Kent can clearly tell from his current position,” Bailey added. “We shaved each other for him, knocking off two more dollars.”
	Laura’s thighs clamped around Kent’s ears for a moment, so he didn’t hear what she said next, but he vaguely got the sense that it had to do with how many more spankings Laura had coming because of her current activities.
	“Ke-ent!” Laura screamed, pulling his on his head with both hands.
	He fought against her clenching thighs, driving his tongue as far forward as he could, deep into her tunnel, tasting the sweet juice that flowed out of her and onto his tongue.
	“Aah!”
	Kent realized he couldn’t breathe, trapped in the triangle of her legs, and he felt Laura’s vaginal muscles pulsing around his tongue.
	She’s coming, finally...
	Under the cover of the apron, he couldn’t even see her face, but he slowly felt her legs and hands relax.  He pulled back carefully, not wanting to yank his face off her genitals too quickly, just far enough that his nose could find some air space.
	Dizzily, he sucked in as much air as he could over the strip of hair she’d maintained for him.
	“Hah,” Laura breathed out.
	Kent, finally, eased his mouth out of her labia and off her flesh entirely.  Laura let out a low whistle as Kent cleared back from the apron and caught his first look at her face.  She looked the very picture of shock, her eyes wide, mouth hanging open deliriously.
	“Bai,” she whispered, while looking at Kent.
	“Yeah, Laur?”
	“What are we at?” Laura had gone zombie at this point.
	“With those four dollars?” Bailey replied quietly. “We were at fourteen, so we’re back up to eighteen.”
	Laura knelt on the floor to meet Kent face to face, the two of them panting.
	“Look what I did to you,” Laura said softly, reaching out with one finger to touch his face and run a circle through the glaze of her juices around his mouth. “Is that… me… all over you?”
	Kent wiped his mouth on the back of his arm and smiled, “Yeah.”
	With both hands, Laura took hold of Kent’s face.
	“Huh?” Kent asked.
	“You should paddle me,” she said with sudden certainty. “Right now, okay?”
	“You sure?” Kent asked.
	Laura nodded and stood up, quickly grabbing the silicone spatula and handing it to Kent.
	“Where did that come from?” Kent asked, standing up and flexing his knees.
	“Oh, I grabbed it before I left,” Bailey said. “Wanted to make sure we had it.”
	“Right,” Kent nodded before turning back to Laura, reminding her, “Make your marks.”
	Laura took the white board from Bailey and made four marks on it, ticking them off rapidly.
	“That’s eight paddles,” Kent pointed out.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura nodded and turned her back on him, placing her hands on her knees and sticking her cheeks out. “Come on.  Do it.”
	“Eight paddles,” Kent said, tapping the business end of the spatula lightly against Laura’s left cheek. “And then you’re making us some cupcakes.”
	“I’ll wash the spatula,” Laura sighed and looked at the ceiling.  She fidgeted impatiently, “Come on, while I’m still feeling it.”
	As Kent made gentle circles with the spatula, sliding the silicone over the entirety of her cheeks, Laura started to wiggle impatiently.
	“Do it, already,” she begged.
	“Do what?”
	“Paddle me!”
	“Paddle what?”
	“My ass,” Laura whimpered. “Is that what you want to hear?  Paddle my ass!”
	Kent wound up and struck Laura’s right cheek, a perfectly centred strike.
	“Yes!” Laura announced. “Sixty seven.”
	Kent landed two more strikes instantly, whacking away at the same spot on her left cheek.
	“Oh!” Laura’s yelp sounded more surprised than anything. “Sixty eight.  Sixty nine.”
	Kent struck again.
	“Whoa!” Laura’s voice came out like a protest. “Same spot, again?  Seventy.”
	“Do you want to pick a different spot?” Kent said. “This one’s looking pretty red.”
	Laura inhaled deeply, controlling her breathing, and hesitated.
	“Do you…?” Laura stammered, unable to finish her sentence.
	Bailey’s eyes met Kent’s, and she smiled her most mischievous grin at Kent before her eager eyes went back to Laura’s face.
	“Do you want to make it… redder?” Laura asked.
	“That’s my plan,” Kent replied. “What-”
	“Okay,” Laura said, before Kent could make an offer to shift her burden.
	She wiggled her hips slightly, sticking her cheeks out.
	Kent tapped the sore spot gently, wound up, and struck again.
	“Mm!” Laura’s knees flexed. “Seventy one.”
	Two more cracks echoed through the house.
	“Seventy two … three,” Laura’s body shook.
	“Last one,” Kent warned. “Ready?”
	“Mm-hm,” Laura nodded, cringing.
	Kent wound up and paddled her one last time, showing a tiny bit of mercy by striking her lower on her cheek than the previous shots.
	“Ha!” Laura breathed out. “Seventy four.”
	Laura straightened and inhaled softly, her right hand reaching back to her cheek for the sore spot.  She touched it and yanked her hand away before carefully returning her fingertips for a tentative touch.
	“Whoa,” she said. “Okay… paid for that one.”
	She turned to Bailey, putting herself in profile to Kent, who got the first look at her face, her brow dotted with sweat, her cheeks flushed red, her lips partially open even when she didn’t speak, trying to draw in a little extra air.
	“Can you get me a picture?” Laura asked Bailey.
	“Yeah,” Bailey replied, her eyes still eager and alight.  She snatched up her phone and made a spinning gesture with her finger to get Laura to turn around.
	Well, Kent thought, that really got Bailey excited.
	“Turn your right cheek toward me a bit,” Bailey said, crouching down in her transparent underwear to get a better angle. “Squeeze your cheeks.”
	Laura twisted and squeezed, tensing up her muscles all the way down her legs.
	“Perfect,” Bailey complimented her, clicking away.
	She took the phone and showed it to Laura, who flipped through the pictures of her ass.
	“Wow, Kent!” Laura turned on him. “That’s a really, really red spot.”
	“Starkest contrast I’ve ever seen,” Kent nodded approvingly.
	Laura flipped back once more, lighting upon the picture of her and Bailey’s breasts, side by side and coated with his semen.  Her eyes bugged out a little at the five-dollar picture, but she blinked away her shock, set the phone aside, and her demeanour relaxed quickly.
	“Cupcakes,” she announced, snatching up the spatula and placing the phone down on the counter.
	“Cupcakes?” Bailey asked.
	“Totally,” Laura said. “I have the apron on, right?”
	“Right,” Kent agreed.
	Kent watched, fascinated, as Laura busied herself gathering bowls and utensils, her breasts undulating inside her apron when viewed in profile, her crazily red cheeks stretching taught when she bent over for some item or other.
	That right cheek is getting angrier and angrier, Kent thought, I really hope that’s what she wanted.
	Laura, it seemed, bore him no ill will.
	This could be one of those situations where I’m overthinking things, Kent thought, she did just demand that Bailey photograph her butt.
	Still, that red spot looked harsh.
	“Meanwhile, Kent?” Bailey handed him the board. “Updating the count is really your job, not mine.”
	“Too true,” Kent took the board, wiped away Laura’s latest marks, and adjusted the total to fourteen dollars.
	He took a seat at the little kitchen table, turning the chair around to face Laura while she worked away at the kitchen counter, the blotch on her cheek still darkening.  Bailey dropped herself down in Kent’s lap, facing directly away from him, his erection poking upward inside his boxers as it found a nice place to nestle between her legs.
	Bailey moaned in appreciation, grinding downward on him.
	“That is a nice mark he made on you,” Bailey told Laura.
	“It hurts,” Laura confirmed, not turning from her work.
	“Too much?” Bailey asked.
	Laura looked up thoughtfully, “Maybe it does right now, but I think it’ll be just right for a few days.”
	“A few days?” Kent asked, grabbing Bailey’s hips and shifting her around however it felt good.
	“You’ll be gone a week and a half?” Laura turned on him, one hand on her hip. “I’ll need to feel something that whole time.”
	“I... see,” Kent groaned as the tip of his erection poked through two layers of fabric, stretching them inwards into Bailey’s tunnel.
	Bailey took control at that point, rising off his lap to change the angle, getting his erection pushing directly upward into her vagina.  Kent slid his arms up, letting Bailey decide how to use her own hips, and took a hold of her breasts over to of her bra.  Carefully, he squeezed her nipples through the thin fabric.
	“Ooh,” Laura narrated, “give her a good pinch.”
	Letting his right hand cross Bailey’s chest, he slid thumb and forefinger over the edge of the bra’s cup, down along her skin, and found her nipple.  He squeezed, pinched and lightly twisted.  Bailey, squatting over his cock, moaned and Kent felt her fingertips bumping up against his shaft as she rubbed her clitoris.
	“Nice,” Laura commented before turning back to her cupcake batter.
	“This is how strippers do lap dances, you know?” Kent pointed out.
	“Ha!” Laura crowed, pointing at Bailey with the spatula, “Stripper!”
	Bailey moaned, blissfully immune to criticism, continuing to poke herself with his erection while masturbating.  Kent kept his legs open, letting Bailey gently brush up against his thighs as she rocked back and forth, pushing the fabric of her panties farther and farther up inside herself.
	I know we’re not suppose to have sex with Laura in the room, Kent thought, but this is awfully penetrate-ish.
	Fortunately, jamming his erection downward from the tip kept him hard but didn’t promote him to anywhere near ejaculation, so Bailey could jackhammer and twist herself on the end of cock all she wanted.  Kent, for his part, continued cupping Bailey’s breasts and working over her nipples.
	Laura turned on her blender and started stirring up the batter, mixing things up while adding chocolate chips.  As she turned away, Bailey moaned, looking up.
	Kent, who couldn’t see exactly where Bailey looked, noticed that the dark red patch on Laura’s right cheek had come into view.
	Is that doing it for her?  Kent wondered.
	When Laura turned away for a moment, Bailey’s gyrations cut down.  Laura popped the beaters off her mixer and, with a finger, started wiping the excess batter off them and down into the bowl.
	“Laur?” Kent asked, when he saw she’d finished.
	“Yeah?” she turned to face them.
	“Show us your ass,” he said.
	“Huh?”
	“Bailey needs to see it,” Kent teased. “Don’t you, Bai?”
	Bailey grunted a vague denial.
	“Come on,” Kent carried. “Tell Laura.  Tell her.”
	Facing Bailey, Laura put her hands on her knees and leaned in until their faces almost touched.
	“Do you wanna see it?” Laura whispered.
	Bailey turned her head in denial and then, in a rushed panic, breathed out, “Yeah!”
	Laura turned her back on both of them, left hip jutting out in Bailey’s direction.
	“This side?” she asked, wiggling her hips lightly.
	Bailey grunted, pushing herself down on Kent’s erection.
	“Or did you want to see...” Laura turned and presented her right cheek, the angry, dark red spot prominent, “... this side?”
	Bailey moaned, her thighs clamping together as she hit her orgasm, masturbating over top of Kent’s cock, pushing it and two layers of fabric into herself.  Laura, watching this over her shoulder, gently tapped the sensitive, abused spot on her cheek and giggled.  Kent, for his part, made sure Bailey didn’t fall over after her muscles relaxed and her knees buckled, pulling her back onto his lap with his shaft angled back between her cheeks.
	“Oh, fuck,” Bailey whispered as Kent wrapped his arms around her waist.
	“Good?” Kent whispered, breathing heavily into her ear.
	“Really good.”
	I didn’t do much there, except have a hard-on and direct traffic, Kent thought, but maybe that’s most of my job here anyway.
	Laura had already returned to her baking, starting the oven and quietly folding the batter over itself until it reached some satisfactory level of consistency.  When that happened, she poured the batter into twelve little silicone cups and left them waiting.
	“Can’t you put them in the oven now?” Kent wondered, still holding Bailey on his lap.
	Bailey curled up sideways and, still shivering, left her head on his shoulder.
	“No,” Laura said firmly. “We wait for the oven to preheat.”
	“Ah,” Kent nodded.
	“You don’t bake?” Laura faced him square on.
	Bailey, without lifting her head, let out a sharp report of derisive laughter.
	“Never,” Kent felt his lips twist in amusement.  He turned down his gaze to Bailey and added, “As if you bake either.”
	“Laura,” Bailey finally gained control of her voice, “Laura taught me a few basics.”
	“Oh, my,” Kent rolled his eyes, “the basics.  I can make pancakes, too.”
	“From scratch?” Bailey prodded.
	“Uh, no,” Kent admitted.
	Bailey carefully extricated herself from Kent’s lap and stood up, taking a place leaning against the oven.   As she adjusted her transparent panties back into place, he caught a brief, clear glimpse of her trimmed hair before her underwear covered it again.
	Why is that exciting? Kent wondered.  I just saw her completely naked.
	The oven beeped to indicate it had reached temperature.  Bailey opened up the door and Laura slid the muffins in.
	“What a domesticated little team you make,” Kent complimented them as they straightened.
	“I was expecting something way ruder than that,” Laura turned on him, “with both of us bent over.”
	Kent shrugged, “They can’t all be filthy thoughts.”
	While Bailey closed the door, Laura found the whipping cream and poured it into an empty yogurt container.  She quickly cleaned off the beaters and set them to work on the cream.
	“Whipped cream,” Bailey mouthed to Kent, the whir of the beaters drowning out her voice.
	“I remember,” Kent nodded.
	“Nice. And. Fluffy!” Laura announced over the noise.
	The beaters turned off and Laura ejected them, handing one to Bailey and keeping the other herself.
	“What am I supposed to do with this?” Bailey asked, a confused look on her face.
	“One for you, one for me,” Laura explained.
	“For me?  For what?”
	Kent looked over at Bailey and found her befuddlement authentic.
	“You lick off the whipped cream, Bai,” Kent said.
	“What?” Bailey asked. “Why would do that?  You didn’t do it with the cupcake batter, did you?”
	“It’s whipping cream, right?” Kent pointed out. “No raw eggs or anything?  It’d be a waste to throw it out.”
	Bailey raised a disgusted eyebrow and offered it to Kent.  Kent shrugged, took the beater and licked off the whipping cream.
	“Hm,” Bailey grimaced. “Alright for you, I guess.”
	“You really don’t lick them clean?” Laura asked in amazement. “How are we friends this long and I’ve never noticed?”
	“That’s just weird,” Bailey insisted. “Why would you do that?”
	Kent finished licking off his beater and handed it to Laura, “Tongue exercise?”
	Bailey let out a snort as Laura rinsed off both beaters, gave them a light scrub with a brush and set them in the drying rack.
	“As I recall,” Laura went on. “We have a few debts left over from the last time?”
	“Right,” Bailey said. “Three special spankings and... what was it?”
	“One completely naked paddling for me,” Laura admitted, probably worrying about the sore spot on her right cheek.
	“Which ones first?” Bailey asked.
	“The special spankings,” Kent said firmly.
	“Sure,” Laura said, her eyes alight as they levelled on Bailey, “Who first?”
	“You spank me first,” Bailey told Laura, then turned to Kent.
	Kent, who hadn’t come up yet with any better ideas for ‘special spankings’, looked at Bailey and pointed at the floor in front of him, saying, “Hands and knees.”
	Bailey smirked and knelt down on the linoleum floor, keeping her back flat and stretching her transparent panties across her cheeks.
	“Like this?” she asked.
	“Hm,” Kent said. “You know, let’s get your ass up higher.  Laura, get that step.”
	“Ooh,” Laura murmured, promptly hopping out to the living room and retrieving the exercise step.
	“Put it under Bailey’s knees,” Kent instructed.
	Laura slid the small platform under her friend’s stomach and Bailey obediently crawled, one knee at a time, up on its surface.  The green underwear stretched, pulling itself between Bailey’s cheeks.
	“That’s nice,” Kent nodded, looking over her the back of her head at the curve of her cheeks and the dip between them.
	Bailey, awkwardly, arched her back harder.
	“Laur,” Kent said. “Stand over her shoulders, facing her butt.”
	Laura threw a leg over Bailey’s back, standing straddle over her friend.
	“Can you spank her from there?” Kent asked.
	Experimentally, Laura tapped Bailey’s right cheek and then left cheek.  “No problem.”
	“Alright,” Kent said. “Put both your hands on Bailey’s ass and brace yourself.”
	Laura put her left hand down first, the heel of her palm on the small of Bailey’s back and her fingers gripping her friend’s softer flesh.  Her right hand, though, went to her own cheek, gently caressing the angry red spot.
	“Is it very sensitive?” Kent asked.
	Laura mumbled a vague affirmative and Kent realized that, while he had taken the motion for a self-caress, Laura’s finger actually drew small circles around the red spot.  As he watched, she gently curved her index finger, shaping it so the finger nail touched the centre of the spot.  Then, with equal care, she drew a line through it, scratching horizontally across her cheek, then vertically through the same space.
	She’s drawn a target on her cheek for me, Kent felt his eyes go wide.


	Do you get it, Kent? Laura thought. This is what we’re doing today.  I know it hurts.  You know it hurts.  I know it’s going to hurt more, but it’s going to have to last a long time and I need to remember this, and feel it for days.
	She thought back to the last time they spoke, when she tried to explain to him about taking ownership of her body.
	I own my breasts now, definitely, she decided, bracing herself with both hands on Bailey’s lower back and cheeks.  I’ve had your come all over them and I’ve given you pictures of them.  Side by side with Bailey, the two of us sticky and messy just for you.
	Kent’s hand touched her rear, right on the ‘x’ she’d drawn for him.
	And I’ve given you my butt, so many times, Laura continued thoughtfully, forced you to spank it and paddle it and whip it so, so hard.  I stick it out for you and beg for my spankings, beg for you come all over it and take pictures.
	His hand lifted off her cheek and she tensed up, waiting for the strike.
	And I made Bailey spank me, too, Laura reminded herself.  Because my body is mine and my butt is mine to do with as I please.  I offer it to the two of you because I can, because the church and the bishop and my parents don’t own me.  I own me.  I own me all on my lonesome.
	The first strike came in, stinging lightly.
	That is not what I was looking for Kent.
	Laura lifted her right hand and slapped, far too gently, at Bailey’s left cheek.  Underneath, Bailey got message, shrugging off her blow and saying nothing.
	Get it together Kent, Laura thought, not even looking over her shoulder as she tried to arch her back harder and raise her cheeks toward him, I know it’s red, but I made it really clear what I need and I can’t bend my spine any farther without disconnecting vertebrae.
	Kent braced himself, his left hand on the small of her back, and wound up again.
	The strike came in, harder for sure, and directly on target, but Laura recognized she’d only get three of these and she wanted them good.  She reached out and slapped again at Bailey’s left cheek, right on the border of her friend’s panties and bare cheek.  Bailey sniffed but, getting the message, didn’t count.
	Kent took a deep breath as he rubbed a circle on her rear, as if preparing her flesh and warning her at the same time.  Laura wiggled enthusiastically in response.
	The hand lifted away.
	The hand came down, spanking.
	A stinging lanced through her flesh, lighting her nerves up.
	Yes!
	Laura winced, but instantly brought her palm striking down on Bailey’s left cheek, making sure to hit the bare part where even her friend’s frail panties couldn’t protect her.
	“Seventy five,” Bailey said, her voice muffled because she spoke into the floor behind Kent’s back.
	“Bai?” she asked.
	“Yeah?”
	“I want to spread them around your ass,” Laura said, “Can I just... move your panties over a bit?”
	“Um, sure.”
	Laura, knowing Kent watched her, slid a finger under the hem of Bailey’s panties and pushed the fabric that covered her left cheek inward, tucking it into Bailey’s crack like a thong.
	“Just the one side?” Bailey asked.
	“Uh-huh.”
	Laura wiggled her rear at Kent again and braced herself on her friend’s butt.
	I’m giving you my butt, Kent, Laura beamed at him telepathically.  I drew the target.  I told you how hard I want it.  And I’m giving you Bailey’s butt, too, but you already had that.
	Secretly, Laura wondered if she should start calling it her ‘ass’ inside her head.  It might help her remember to say the right word out loud, but she hadn’t screwed that up lately, so maybe it was unnecessary.
	I probably should make a ‘mistake’ soon, though, she thought, just for fun-
	Kent’s palm slapped her cheek again, hitting the target with excellent, stinging force.
	“Ooh,” she heard herself groan, the noise escaping before she could catch and control herself.
	Don’t want him holding back.
	She lifted her right hand and swung it hard at the now bare inside part of Bailey’s cheek.
	“Yow!” Bailey protested. “Seventy six.”
	I still feel a little bad that I asked Kent to turn up the power, Laura lamented, I didn’t mean to make it harder on Bai, but she seems to be taking it okay.
	Laura steeled herself against Kent’s final strike, willing her mouth to stay closed, forcing her throat to make no noise of protest.
	My butt is mine.  Mine to give.  Mine to use how I like.
	Kent spanked her, having held none of his energy back, and she cringed as the sting of his palm ran through her skin.
	Getting raw back there.
	Satisfied, she reared up and hammered at Bailey’s cheek, picking a higher spot she hadn’t touched before.
	Bailey grunted, and did a sort of wiggling shrug.
	Wow, okay, Laura’s eyes went wide, I hadn’t even considered that possibility.  Why would Bailey want more-
	Kent’s hand came down on her ass without warning, eliciting a long, “Ho!” of breath from her surprised lungs.
	Wow.  Bastard.  Bitch.
	Laura held nothing back, delivering the strongest slap she could to her friend’s rear, as low and near her vulva as she could manage, so Bailey felt all of the sting in her stretched out position.
	“Ow!” Bailey protested, almost loudly enough to make Laura feel sorry. “Seventy seven.”
	Laura dismounted first, allowing Bailey to rise, both girls rubbing their cheeks.
	“Red as all hell, Laur,” Kent’s voice came through with a touch of awe.
	She smiled in response as she turned to face the two of them, Bailey fixing her panties in the meantime.
	“Your turn?” Bailey asked, folding her arms.
	“Right,” Laura felt her eyes light up and widen as she turned to Kent. “How?”
	“Shouldn’t you decide how I spank you?” Kent asked.
	He’s giving up his right to position us, we can’t let him-
	“Nuh-uh,” Bailey shook her head. “These ‘special’ spankings have always been for you because we’re late in paying you.  You decide.”
	“Alright, alright,” Kent waved defensively. “You asked for it.”
	“We did,” Laura agreed.
	Kent looked around the kitchen, his eyes narrowing in concentration on each piece of furniture and each appliance.
	“Alright,” he decided finally. “Laura, hands on the kitchen table.  Put your right knee up on the stove.”
	“Oh!” Laura said before she could stop herself.
	She nudged Bailey out of the way and braced herself on the kitchen table.  The apron fastened only around her neck and waist, fell away from her body as she did so, leaving her essentially naked below the waist.
	He can see everything from behind me, and now I have to spread my legs.
	Laura lifted her right leg, stretching it high, and laid her knee on the stove.  She tightened her cheeks up as hard as she could, but imagined Kent could see everything from where he stood.
	I can feel my lips opening.  I wonder if he can see up my butt, too.
	“Let’s get the foot up here, too,” Kent said, taking hold of her ankle and pushing her entire lower leg up on the stove as well.
	“Mm,” Laura protested.
	“Feel good, now?”
	Laura nodded silently.
	“Bai, here,” Kent pointed to Laura’s left side. “Stick your ass out and put your hand on Laura’s right cheek.”
	“The... right one,” Bailey asked tentatively.
	Yeah, I know it’s red, Bai.
	Kent’s hand came and rested on Laura’s cheek, palm over the stinging red spot.  Laura felt him give her one hard squeeze, grasping the whole cheek before his thumb and his forefinger narrowed and pinched a little of sorest spot.
	“The right one,” Kent confirmed.
	Bailey might have nodded, but Laura had her focus elsewhere.  Bailey’s smaller, lighter hand came to rest on Laura’s cheek.
	That’s right, Laura thought, right there.
	“Ready, Bai?” Kent asked.
	“Um, yeah,” Bailey said.
	“Stick it out a bit.”
	Bailey repositioned herself with a little wiggle.  Kent didn’t wait, laying a hard smack on her cheek.  The sound it made impressed Laura.
	Hopefully, that motivates her enough.
	Bailey’s hand came away and cracked down instantly on Laura’s cheek, lighting up her flesh and stinging away at the good spot.
	“Seventy eight,” Laura said in satisfaction.
	Kent’s hand cracked down again, forcing Bailey’s body to lurch forward.  Bailey stabilized herself, pushing hard on Laura’s lower back, and swung again, striking Laura right on the sore spot.
	Wow, she’s determined not to screw this up even once.
	A third time Laura heard the echo of Bailey’s spanking.
	Kent really knows how to get a good, snapping sound out of our butts.
	Bailey’s hand came down, striking high and away from the red spot.
	What the -? Laura thought, feeling pain in a new spot, with nowhere near the intensity she’d have gotten if Bailey had done it right.  That was hard, but it’s not the same.
	She said nothing.
	Kent struck again, almost immediately.
	Bailey grunted and carried it forward, striking the outside of Laura’s right cheek.
	Laura ignored her, wondering how long Bailey could keep this up.
	Kent laid his fifth spanking on Bailey’s butt and Bailey shifted position so she could slap at Laura’s left cheek.
	She’s wasting her time on purpose?  Laura wondered. Or she just wants to spank me more?
	They went on this way for four more spankings, Bailey lighting into every part of Laura’s cheeks, left and right, except the spot Laura wanted struck.  Finally, on the tenth spanking from Kent, Bailey took a deep breath and slapped Laura’s right cheek, nice and low.
	“Seventy nine,” Laura breathed out before standing up and facing Bailey.
	Bailey gave her a curt nod and a smile.
	She did that on purpose, Laura realized. That was nothing but her desire to spank me as much as possible.  I knew she needed that outlet, but she only ever used it before when she was almost coming.
	The game had changed, Laura realized, if Bailey could now user Laura’s butt to turn herself on, not just to release herself.
	“I have an idea,” Bailey said, taking Laura’s hand.  As she led Laura out of the kitchen, she turned to Kent, “We’ll be right back.”
	“What are we-?”
	“Sh,” Bailey admonished.
	When they reached Laura’s room, both of them breathless, Bailey reached into her knapsack.
	“Let’s get dressed,” she said.
	“Dressed?”
	“Fully dressed,” Bailey confirmed. “I want to get up over a hundred spankings.”
	“Bai,” Laura reminded her, “I still need to do a naked paddling.”
	Bailey paused and looked up, her eyes suddenly alight, “We do that right after.  It’ll hit one hundred.”
	Laura went along with it, the two of them getting dressed, and then tried to keep her voice casual.
	“You really liked spanking me, didn’t you?”
	Bailey paused, jeans halfway on, and gulped.  Their eyes met and Bailey nodded before averting her eyes.
	“It’s okay,” Laura said. “You know that?  You should know that.  If it makes you happy, or turns you on, you can use me that way, okay?  The spankings still count, as far as I’m concerned.”
	Bailey gulped and nodded again, “Thanks.”
	“You’re welcome,” Laura said as sincerely as possible.
	They hugged and, fully dressed, returned to Kent, patiently waiting and still in his boxer shorts.
	“What’s up?” he asked, his eyebrows curious about their clothing but not questioning them.
	“Spankings,” Laura said, very naturally, with a brisk nod.
	She found the little white board, resting on the kitchen table, and used the marker to make a single tick mark.  As she handed the marker to Bailey, Laura turned to Kent.
	“Now, Kent,” Laura explained, her voice lilting in a little bit of sadness with a trace of shy fear. “I understand that, since we’re wearing pants, well, you know-”
	“I know what?” Kent asked.
	“Pants are, well, they kind of protect us, you know?” Laura asked.
	“I see,” Kent nodded.
	“So we understand,” Bailey put in, “if you feel like you have to spank us harder to make up for it.”
	“Absolutely,” Kent agreed, furrowing his eyebrows in poorly acted out anger.
	Bailey made her mark and they pulled Kent out of his chair.
	“Side by side?” Laura asked Bailey.
	“Sure,” Bailey agreed, “as long as he does them really fast, back and forth.”
	“Really fast?” Kent asked. “Just hammer away at your asses twenty times?”
	Laura nodded as she turned her back, bracing herself on the kitchen table.  When Bailey turned around and took a position to Laura’s right, in that brief moment of private eye contact between Laura and Kent, Laura squeezed her right cheek at him.
	I still want it right there, Laura glared at him pointedly.
	Along with Bailey, she then faced away, the two of them sticking their cheeks out as boxer-shorts clad Kent moved in behind them.
	He’s groping us first, she realized, feeling both of his hands on her cheeks, prodding and squeezing, finding that tender spot on the right that they’d worked so hard on this evening.
	Kent’s hand departed, shifting over to Bailey’s rear, eliciting soft moans from her friend.
	Bailey spent all that time spanking me, turning herself on, Laura thought, and she’s already had two orgasms.  Still going, just like me.
	“Here it comes,” Kent warned. “Count fast.”
	Somehow, Laura and Bailey found a way to brace themselves even harder, arch their backs even farther, present themselves more abjectly, when Kent began.
	Laura caught the first spanking, low on her cheek.
	Disappointing, she thought.
	Kent waited a beat, then asked, “Hard enough?”
	He’s teasing.
	“No,” Laura told him derisively.
	“So?”
	Oh, I see.
	“Spank me harder,” she demanded.
	He struck again, turning up the force.
	“Harder!”
	Again he hammered down.
	“Harder!  Spank me for real!” she insisted, putting all of her frustration into her voice.
	Kent’s palm struck and it not only stung, but moved her body.
	“Ah,” she sighed. “Eighty.”
	“Perfect,” Kent said.
	The blitz began.  It sounded to Laura as if Kent struck Bailey’s cheeks as hard as he spanked Laura’s lower right, but the sound of a denim clad butt versus her dress pants made the comparisons hard.  Bailey’s body shook at least as hard as Laura’s did, though, so it seemed fair.
	They shouted out the numbers as fast as they could, faithfully tracking the count all the way up to Bailey’s relieved, “Ninety nine!”
	Laura listened to Kent panting with his effort, thinking how small it seemed next to what she and Bailey endured.  She reconsidered this, however, when she saw the erection pushing against his boxer shorts, speaking volumes about how well they had charged him up again and what his restraint put him through.
	“Okay,” Laura said. “The cupcakes will be done in a minute, so I need to get my apron back on.  But there’s one more thing I owe you from last time.”
	“What’s that?”
	“A naked paddling, remember?” Laura asked.  She waved at her own body as she turned to Bailey, “Strip me?”
	Bailey glanced at the clock on the oven and set to work on Laura’s clothes.  She first pulled Laura’s shirt off over her head, cast it aside and then brusquely grabbed her friend’s hips and pointed her directly at Kent.  Laura tried to resist, but Bailey refused to relent.
	“Oh,” Laura gulped, finally settling herself as Bailey wanted.
	“You want to be naked, or not?” Bailey taunted, standing behind Laura.
	“Naked,” Laura stood up straighter.
	Bailey took Laura’s wrists and pulled her arms up, straightening them over her head.
	I see what we’re doing, Laura thought, tits all the way.  Right.
	Bailey unlatched Laura’s bra from behind, impressing Laura with the way she maintained enough tension to keep the underwire in place under her breasts.
	She’s thought about this, obviously, Laura said.  Makes sense.  We’re supposed to be undressing each other for him, so she’s had plenty of time to plan different ways.
	Bailey lifted the straps of the bra behind Laura’s back, pulling the underwire up into her breasts.
	My boobs are starting to slip past the wire and -
	With a sudden, savage release, the underwire pulled over her breasts, scraping over nipples – thank god they aren’t too pointy right now! -and dropped the twin masses of her breasts in one swoop.
	Goodness, look at Kent’s eyes!
	Laura heard Bailey let out a snort before reaching around Laura’s waist for her belt.  That came undone quickly, along with the button on her pants.  Bailey simply let those drop to the floor, revealing Laura’s black panties.
	We are killing this, Laura thought, killing Kent, too.
	Bailey took Laura’s hands, still above her head, and forced her to turn around, a complete spin and another half spin for good measure, getting her cheeks pointed at Kent.  Led with the brusqueness that had gotten her boobs pointed at Kent, Bailey now took Laura’s hands and pulled them down to her knees.
	My spanking position, Laura thought, but I’m supposed to be naked.
	Prepared for this final step, Bailey around to Laura’s side and reached for waist band of her panties.  Slowly, stretching the fabric with great care, she pulled Laura’s underwear down over her cheeks, baring them to Kent’s eyes and, finally, leaving Laura the only naked person in the room.  Bailey crouched down to allow Laura to step out of her panties without letting them touch the floor.
	As she stood up, much to Laura’s surprise, Bailey gave Laura a gentle double-tap on her right cheek.
	“Now she’s ready, Kent,” a fully clothed Bailey nodded in satisfaction.
	

	Bailey, content in having presented Laura’s naked body to Kent, sat back down on the kitchen chair, comfortable in her denim jeans, and waited.  Her position gave her a nice view of Laura’s face, pendulous breasts and Kent’s expression as well as he took up the little red spatula and lined it up, gently tapping it at the sort spot on Laura’s rear.
	Look at her cringe, Bailey thought.  She wants this to sting so bad that she’s doing her best to hide it from Kent.
	Wiping her hands self-consciously, trying to take the recent sensation of just having patted Laura’s rear, Bailey wondered why she’d made the gesture.
	Just trying to turn Kent on, I guess.
	Grimacing, she knew it for a lie.  She and Laura had played this game for so long, touching each other and spanking each other had become part of the arousal, a key ingredient of foreplay.
	Nothing could happen without Kent being here, Bailey thought, but when he is here, that’s when stripping Laura and-
	Bailey gulped, still waiting for Kent to strike.
	-and presenting her to Kent like that.  That’s all money.  Even spanking her, letting all the frustration out and pleasing Kent at the same time.  Anything for him.
	Kent continued tapping out a gentle tattoo, touching every spot on Laura’s cheek at his kept his four beat rhythm.  Though she couldn’t see where Kent touched Laura, Bailey could mark the moments when the spatula came across the sore spot by the way Laura blinked.
	The spatula swung back.
	Laura inhaled and cringed.
	A whoosh sounded through the air and Bailey forced her eyes to stay open as the business struck her friend’s flesh.
	“One hundred!” Laura cried out, straightening and reaching for her rear.
	“Good?” Kent asked.
	“Oh, yeah,” Laura let out in a gasping breath that sounded just like the spatula slicing through the air. “Oh.  Yeah.”
	Bailey began to feel awkward, with Laura standing there naked and Kent in his boxer shorts, poked out and upward by his very obvious erection.
	“Laur?” Bailey said.
	“Hm?”
	“I’m way oversdressed,” she complained.
	“Right,” Laura said. “Okay, sure.  But we’re all evened up now.  At least from last week or whatever?”
	“Yes, ma’am,” Kent agreed, laying the spatula on the counter.
	As Laura moved on Bailey, Kent took up the white board and adjusted their total.
	Just twelve dollars left for tonight and tomorrow, Bailey looked on with concern. There was a time when I worried about managing a pace of one dollar per day.  Now I worry that twelve dollars won’t last!
	If they drew it out, those twelve dollars could turn into one hundred twenty more spankings, but they’d both have to be completely clothed.
	Imagine over two hundred spankings in one day!
	They would never, Bailey knew, keep their clothes on for every spanking.
	At best, we’ll get five more spankings per dollar.  Call it sixty more, and a couple more orgasms for Laura to crank up the count.
	Laura undid Bailey’s belt and she soon found herself stripped of her jeans.  The top went next, leaving her in transparent underwear glory.
	The oven beeped and Laura jumped.
	“My apron!”
	“You can just take the cupcakes out while you’re naked,” Bailey told her, hands on exposed hips.
	“No,” Laura rolled her eyes and held her arms out toward Bailey, “Apron!  Quick!”
	“Alright, alright,” Bailey surrendered and started looking around frantically. “Where is it?”
	“Oh!” Laura sighed. “I left in the bedroom.”
	She opened a drawer and drew out a yellow version of the same apron, saying, “I’ll just use my mom’s.”
	Bailey nodded, deciding speed mattered more than showmanship at the moment, threw the neck loop over Laura’s head and gave her a quick hug so she could reach around Laura’s back and do up the ties at the waist.  
	Although Bailey had taken the apron as identical but for the colour, she realized as she stepped back that Mrs. Anderson’s apron cut slightly differently.
	A lot more cleavage over top but less side-boob, Bailey concluded as she leaned back against the kitchen table.
	Watching Laura bend over to open the stove and fetch the cupcakes, Bailey had a view of Laura’s breasts swinging free, the apron having fallen loosely away from her body.  It served as a brief distraction from the dark red blotch on her friend’s rear.
	God, I hope that’s what she wanted, Bailey worried.
	“Now,” Laura announced, setting the tray down on a hot plate. “Those need a few minutes to cool down before we can do anything with them.”
	She reached over and opened the fridge, retrieving a small plastic container.
	“Fortunately,” Laura added, turning to Kent in the middle of the small kitchen, “I have some whipped cream to while away the time.”
	
