Chapter 5

	“Sooo,” Bailey drawled out when she met Laura for their walk to campus Monday morning. “How are you... feeling?”
	“The weekend was hard,” Laura’s eyes widened. “Every time I sat down, you know.”
	“And now?”
	“Just okay,” Laura said. “I can still feel it, but it mostly healed.”
	They walked in silence for a bit, Bailey still flashing on her memories of Laura’s naked body, sprayed with little droplets and strips of semen.
	It gets weird once you’ve seen your friend naked, she thought, and not just naked, like in a change room at the mall, but naked-naked, in a sexual way.
	Unbidden, and despite the cold December weather, all of those images came jumping back into Bailey’s mind.  Laura’s bent over form, with or without her panties, waited in her head, Kent’s hand hovering patiently as he decided exactly where to strike and how hard.
	And sometimes, she’s wearing my panties instead of the her own, Bailey shuddered – or maybe shivered.  Kent can get us to do the weirdest things.
	When she thought of ‘weirdest things’, that always triggered the moment she’d leaned over and kissed – actually kissed – her friend’s nipples.
	Kent, you bastard, that’ll be stuck in my head forever.
	That had only happened once, but Bailey kept vigilant guard against the time when Kent might try to manipulate events to get the three of them to strange, new places like that.
	That’s his part of the game, though, Bailey acknowledged, keeping us at our creative extremes. And if I didn’t want to end up in strange, new places, I wouldn’t play.
	It had started so simply, a few spankings here and there to pay off an old debt.
	And look where we are now, Bailey thought, Laura’s butt is stilling stinging two and a half days after Kent spanked her.  And I can picture right now, with decent accuracy, roughly how red that low part of her left cheek is.
	She had, with Laura’s help, paid off that debt days ago.  The piquancy of the spankings had disappeared and Bailey had feared it would never return.  But Laura had created a kind of currency with her guilt, an orgasmic debt from which she needed redemption.  Bailey had stepped in, asserting the requirement of her involvement via her prior attachment to Kent, and Laura had agreed on account of her need for precisely the kind of enforcement Kent provided.
	If she finds someone else to spank her, I supposed I’ll be out of the loop, Bailey thought, it’s only Kent for me.
	“At least mine were spread out,” Bailey volunteered, a message unnecessarily cryptic, telling Laura that Bailey’s cheeks had healed. “You weren’t obvious around your parents, were you?”
	“Naw,” Laura waved this off, “no way they could ever guess what’s going on.”
	Bailey nodded agreement.  Parents, most of the time, had no idea what went on in their children’s lives.
	“Bai?”
	“Yeah.”
	“Does he spank you when I’m not there?” Laura wondered.
	Bailey thought about this a moment, not meeting Laura’s eyes.
	“We tried,” Bailey shrugged. “It doesn’t really... work, y’know?”
	“Mm,” Laura gave a sigh of relief. “Okay.”
	“Why?”
	“Just wondering,” she said. “I sometimes feel...”
	Bailey waited as they walked, crunching snow underfoot.
	“Like I’m intruding,” Laura said.
	“You’re not,” Bailey said instantly.
	“It’s just that, before-”
	“I know,” Bailey held up a hand, “I was a little dumb about that once.  But it’s okay now, really.”
	“Really?” Laura stopped walking and her wide eyes looked earnestly up into Bailey’s.
	“Really,” Bailey told her. “I don’t want to give up the spanking thing and it works with you there.”
	“So you still have sex without me there?” Laura asked and resumed walking.
	“Yes,” Bailey said. “But without spanking.”
	“Oh.”
	“Well,” Bailey shrugged. “I don’t think I’d like to get slapped on the butt with, y’know, him inside me.”
	“Right,” Laura winced. “Might kinda... seize up, I guess.”
	“Uh-huh.”
	“But it’s okay, right?” Laura asked.
	“Which?”
	“That you don’t have sex while I’m there?” Laura clarified.
	“Yes, it’s fine,” Bailey assured her softly. “There are lots of other chances for that.  I mean, Kent and I live in the same house, right?”
	“Right, right,” Laura’s relief came through with abundant clarity.
	Truth be told, it would be nice if Kent could stick it in when my blood’s burning hottest, which always comes with a round of spankings, Bailey thought, but it’s well worth the price if we have to hold that back.
	They walked quietly for a bit longer before Laura decided to break the silence again.
	“So, Bai...”
	“Uh-huh.”
	“When he made us spank each other...”
	Laura inhaled deeply and Bailey paused, waiting for her friend to go on, but the words halted and Laura’s shifting facial expression told Bailey that her friend had changed her mind on how to approach the issue.
	“How did you feel about that?” Laura finished.
	“I don’t know,” Bailey took a deep breath. “Looking back at it right now, it feels so... impossible.  With the two of us standing here right now, it seems so absolutely weird.”
	“But?”
	“But,” Bailey said, “When Kent’s there, and he tells us to do it for him.”
	“For him?” Laura asked. “Like a show?”
	“To perform,” Bailey flourished a hand through the chill air.
	Laura giggled, “Yes, to perform.  That’s it, isn’t it?  To perform for him.  To pose, for him.  To – to – anything for him.  He makes it all seem, not quite normal, but reasonable.”
	Bailey smiled, too, as they reached this point of understanding.
	“Why do you ask?” Bailey turned a sharp eye on Laura.
	“I was thinking,” Laura squeaked, “what if we did it without him asking?”
	Bailey’s eyes widened, “Spank each other?”
	Laura nodded.
	“Just out of nowhere?” Bailey looked skyward and turned her mitts palms-up to the sky, as if spankings could descend from the heavens like snowflakes.
	“Sort of,” Laura jogged her head noncommittally, “Just to turn him on.”
	Bailey inhaled and looked forward, her unblinking stare blind to the snow covered park around her, envisioning something else entirely.
	“We’d have to figure out when to fit it in,” Laura said. “Obviously.”
	“At the start, I thought?”
	“No,” Laura replied softly, distantly, “The night has to start with me putting a number on the board.  This... this will go somewhere else.  Maybe if we want to, you know, continue.  Get him going a second time?  If you’re okay with it.”
	“Oh, we can do it,” Bailey waved it off, then sighed. “I mean, we’ve already done it several times, right?”
	“Right,” Laura agreed with a sharp nod. “We just need to work out how to surprise him.”
	“Take some planning, for sure,” Bailey said.
	“We have time tonight!” Laura said.
	“We do?”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “My mom got two tickets to a pre-screening of Little Women downtown.”
	Bailey winced, “Alright, that’ll give us time to talk on the way there and back, I guess.” 
	----------------------------------------------------------
	As Laura exited the bus, she waved goodbye to Bailey who, the moment Laura turned away, began rubbing at her temples in worry.
	Kent and I have a plan, Bailey thought as the bus rumbled her home, and Laura and I have a plan.  If Kent and Laura ever start planning, this will become an unholy mess.
	Bailey had to admit, as she leaned forward to put her elbows on her knees, that the three of them had managed to keep their arrangements relatively mess-free.
	Although I will grant anyone who asks the “unholy” part.
	Laura’s plan meant, at some point in some evening in the future, she and Laura might spank each other, just for Kent’s amusement.
	Kent’s amusement? Maybe Laura’s actually into it, in some way. I’m pretty sure we’re both straight, though. Probably.
	Bailey thought about this for a moment.  Laura’s body didn’t actually turn her on, per se, but something about adding Laura to the mix with Kent did turn her on.
	It’s like having another girl around makes it better, but only when there’s already a boy. I’m some kind of optional bisexual? Not really. I don’t want to do anything special with Laura’s body.  Probably.
	Brushing this aside, she felt that she and Laura had their signals down.  On the other cheek, however, she had Kent’s offer.
	That’s convenient for me, honestly, Bailey exhaled in relief, Laura can have all the orgasms she wants, and put a tonne of tick marks on the board.  And Kent ‘punishes’ me by coming on me instead of spanking me.
	It put her suspiciously close to the realm of ‘prostitute’ but Bailey comforted herself by remembering that they no longer did any of this for money.
	If I let him come on my boobs for two bucks, I’d be a prostitute for sure.  But not for this.  I’m just letting Laura get more spankings while still keeping myself included... and saving my butt.
	Still, it twinged a little inside to come so close to her personal line in the sand.
	I don’t have to do it.  I can always take the spankings, or even find some other act to do or have done to me.
	Bailey’s mind raced around, remembering the other acts, wondering if Kent might like to tie her up again.  He would probably let her do anything, if she made him realize the spankings had crossed her pain threshold.
	The bus reached her stop and she rose from her seat, distracted, and exited.
	By the time she’d reached the driveway, ten o’clock had nearly arrived, and she’d gone through multiple permutations of when each plan might have time to go off.
	A few steps put her through the door and thumping down the stairs into the basement apartment, which waited dark and quiet save for Kent’s bedroom, the door cracked open a sliver.
	“Hey, Kent,” she called out.
	“Bai?” he replied.
	She pushed the door open to his room and, for once, had all of his attention.
	He normally finishes what he’s doing instead of looking straight at me.
	Bailey found his focus so off-putting that she forgot what she’d meant to say to him.
	“You alright?” he asked. “How was the movie?”
	“Oh, fine,” Bailey shrugged. “Just a lot on my mind.”
	“Like?”
	She couldn’t tell him about Laura’s plan.  That would have felt like cheating.
	“Exams,” she said, with some sincerity, knowing she ought to worry more about those than what came out of her mouth next, “Sexy spanking plans.  You know.  The usual.”
	“You don’t look horny,” Kent observed.
	Is he relieved?  He must be stressed out, too.
	“Naw, more stressed,” Bailey said. “You?”
	Kent glanced over at his work, then back at Bailey, “Maybe a bit?”
	This might work.
	“Remember that time I came in here?” Bailey asked. “And you just spanked me over my jeans and it just kind of...”
	Bailey trailed off, waiting for Kent to catch on.
	“... relaxed you?” Kent finished.
	“Yeah,” Bailey said. “Do you think you could, y’know, do that?  Like, not sexually.”
	“I can but try,” Kent declared. “Make your marks, though. Still have to do that.”
	“Sure.”
	Bailey felt a kind of light buzz, as if she’d taken a shot of whiskey moments ago and had just started to wonder if it had hit her bloodstream, that moment of anticipation where one could never be certain if one truly felt the alcohol or merely the placebo effect of the promise of inebriation.
	She caught herself in a slight wobble as she took up the marker and tapped out two ticks in the upper corner of Kent’s white board.
	With a breath, Bailey turned on Kent, catching him with that analytical gleam in his eye.
	Alright, at least he’s back to normal.  None of that weird, paying-too-much-attention thing he had going on when I walked in.  What the hell was that, anyway?
	“How you want ‘em?” Kent asked, rubbing his hands together.
	Bailey walked past him and put her hands on his desk, shaking it experimentally before shaking her head.
	“Not sturdy enough?” Kent laughed.
	Shaking her head, Bailey walked over to his bed.  She laid her upper body out across its width, bending her hips at ninety degrees and pushing them against the mattress’s edge.  Unfortunately, she couldn’t find a way to bend her knees to make this work.  She wasn’t tall enough to kneel, but her legs ran too long if she tried to stand.
	“Try spreading your legs?” Kent offered.
	Keeping her knees straight, Bailey sank partway into the splits, but found herself losing her balance and sliding off the bed.
	“Naw,” she drawled. “Maybe like before.”
	Crawling up on the bed, she bent over double at the waist and put her hands against the wall to brace herself.  The wall, at least, wouldn’t give way like the wobbly desk.
	----------------------------------------------------------------------
	Kent surveyed Bailey’s cheeks, thinking how ‘exposed’ she’d made herself even while keeping her clothes on, and considered the angles and the amount of force he ought to use to give her what she wanted.
	“Good position?” Kent asked.
	“Yeah, I think so,” Bailey replied. “Try a couple.”
	Experimentally, Kent patted her left cheek, wound up and slapped her, then tagged her a second time on the right cheek.  With the way she’d bent over, he really didn’t have a lot of choice about placement.  It was either the part of her cheek that she’d stuck out at him, or her thighs.
	I could probably go on the outside, too, he thought. Not sure if that’s what she wants.
	“That’s good, I think,” Bailey told him. “Now do them for real.”
	Right, those weren’t hard enough to count.
	“You want doubles?” he asked.
	Bailey jogged her head, considering this, “Maybe.  Try it?”
	Kent swung his hands out wide and made two simultaneous impacts on the outside of her cheeks.
	Bailey groaned, “One and two.”
	“And?”
	She tilted her head again, “I kind of want to be pushed forward.”
	“But you like the doubles?”
	“Oh, god, yes.”
	“Alright.”
	Kent cracked out two downward spankings on her upraised cheeks, eliciting a pleasant hiss from Bailey before she counted.
	“Three, four,” she muttered.
	Kent continued his strikes, not bothering to wait for Bailey to count them off.
	When he finished, Bailey made another mew of pleasure, and rhymed off, “Five, sex.  Seven, eight.  Nine, ten.”
	“Good?” he asked.
	“Yeah,” she let some hesitation leak into her voice.
	“But?”
	“More forward,” she said. “Less downward.”
	Right.  She’s braced herself against the wall, obviously.
	Kent knelt on the ground, hoping that could get him the angle he wanted, but could find no comfortable way to strike her ass with proper force.
	“Okay, let’s try this.”
	Kent crawled up onto the bed next to Bailey.
	“What are you-?” Bailey started, but found Kent straddling her back, and grabbing both of her cheeks at once. “Oh! Alright.”
	Without waiting for further encouragement, Kent lashed out at her ass, planting repeated double spankings on the low parts of her cheeks, thumping away at her body and pushing her forward into the wall, forcing Bailey to use her hands to hold herself in place.
	Bailey didn’t say anything at all during the continuous assault on her cheeks, but Kent paused when he reached twenty anyway.
	He did not, however, rise off her back, forcing her to stay in position until she counted.
	“Eleven, twelve,” she began, and counted off as she had before, pairing the numbers up rhythmically, until she reached twenty.
	Only then did Kent dismount and sit beside her.  Bailey rolled over.
	“I need more,” she told him, but flexed her wrists in the air, “but not like this.”
	“I see,” Kent appeared thoughtful, then said, “Make your marks.  I have an idea.”
	Trusting him at least that much, Bailey rose and put two more ticks on the board.  Before she could turn to face him, Kent had taken her by the hand and led her out of the room.
	“Where are we-?” Bailey started to ask, but found herself in the living room before she could finish.
	Kent moved her, with a rough shove, against the high back of the couch, saying, “Bend over.”
	With her hips against the hard back, she leaned over the cushioned top of the couch.  It created a bit too much pressure on her stomach, forcing her to rise up on her toes to bend over it properly.  She braced herself, hands on the soft cushion below her.
	“Good?”
	“Yeah.”
	“I can only do singles from here, though.”
	Kent tried to picture climbing up on the couch to straddle Bailey for double spankings, but it looked ungainly to him, and he didn’t feel like he could pull off the necessary acrobatics.
	“Fine.”
	“Ready?”
	“Spank away.”
	------------------------------------------------------
	Speaking those words to him, handing her body over to him, gave her a sudden sense of serene freedom.
	I should have just said, ‘My ass is yours.’ That would have been more daring... and accurate.
	Kent began spanking, thumping her body, the impact vibrating up and down her spine.  He didn’t delivered pain or punishment, but some kind of therapy, a release of stress.
	The worries of her day dissipated in the face of his relentless strikes to her rear.  She could, while enduring this, feel the monumental problems before her wither in comparison.  What were her exams compared to these spankings?  Bailey knew, as Kent pounded away at her ass, that she could find a way to integrate Laura’s plan to have them spank each other with Kent’s plan to come on her as part of her punishment.
	I can do this.  I can work it out.
	Though, as she felt the spankings, she wondered why she’d ever even wanted to substitute come on her boobs for getting slapped on the ass.
	Kent, however, spread his spankings around.  One of them struck low, beneath the double denim protection of her pockets, and the sting reminded her of her limits.
	Right.  Laura needs harder spankings these days, and those start to hurt more than I can take.
	If making things work meant semen on her breasts, and even if it meant letting the stuff sit there for a few minutes, growing cold and chilling her nipples, then Bailey knew she could do that.  In the face of enduring his spankings now, nothing seemed impossible.
	The pounding relaxed her muscles, forcing a calmness upon her.  Every time she tried to completely relax, though, she’d put too much weight on her abs, forcing her calf muscles to tense in order to get her back up on her toes.
	She heard herself say, “Thirty”, though she didn’t really know how many times he’d struck her rear.
	That’s the thing, isn’t it?  He has to keep spanking until I count it properly.  I could make this go on forever, if I wanted.
	The numbers her lower brain counted out didn’t have anything to do with the number of slaps to her ass.  Instead, they served as a sort of progress bar towards the tranquility she required.
	I won’t say ‘forty’ until I’m good and done.
	Bailey’s brain went number under Kent’s ministrations, the spankings spread all over her cheeks, and she felt at peace.
	I can do this.  I can handle the exams.  I can handle semen on my chest.  I can handle Laura and I spanking each other.  Everything will be fine.
	“Thirty nine,” Bailey said, firming up her voice to let Kent know she’d really reached her limit.
	He delivered a last slap, low and hard on the left side, stinging right through the denim.
	“Forty,” she pronounced with finality, straightening and slowly standing up, easing off her tortured calf muscles.
	“Feel better?”
	“Yeah,” she breathed a sigh of relief, looked down at his crotch for a sign of an erection tenting his pants, but found none. “You?”
	“Good,” he said.
	Bailey touched her cheeks with both hands, finding them suddenly sensitive, after the fact. “How many was that, really?”
	“I counted seventy two, total,” Kent said. “You really zoned out there, eh?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey breathed out softly. “I guess we should get back to work?”	
	“Yeah,” Kent nodded.
[bookmark: __DdeLink__1155_3663171933]	---------------------------------------------------------
	Spent, and not in need of an orgasm at that point, Kent slipped back into his room.
	Odd,  he thought. That should have turned me back on.
	But he acknowledged that he’d already had a hell of a day and that he’d enjoyed the stress relief of pounding on Bailey’s ass that way.
	We both came out of that better.  A therapy of sorts.
[bookmark: __DdeLink__1320_2421121941]	---------------------------------------------------------
	Bailey, returning to her room likewise, found herself mystified by Kent’s lack of arousal.
	I’m pretty sure I’m capable of turning him on, especially when I stick my butt out at him.
	But Kent had shown her focus and attention, that clinical way he did, and turned her stressed out state into a full body tranquility.
	It’s like going to a professional masseuse.
	She imagined Kent turning this into a vocation, a Professional Spanking Therapist, with women lined up around the block for his attention.  There he stood, white lab coat and shiny stethoscope, hovering behind a women bent over the couch.  Bailey, as his assistant would hold out a clipboard to him with the woman’s psychological analysis and patient history on a chart.
	“Hm,” Kent would grumble, rubbing his chin with one hand, “I’m afraid your condition has worsened, Mrs. Smith.”
	“Oh, dear,” the client would new over her shoulder.
	Kent would nod to Bailey and point at the woman’s rear.
	“The panties, too?” Bailey would ask as she began stripping the client’s leggings off.
	“Yes,” Kent said. “These will have to be on bare skin if we’re to get the bottom of her troubles.”
	The spankings hadn’t aroused Bailey, but this imagery triggered a very familiar warmth between her thighs.  She shed her jeans in an instant and crawled up on her bed.
	She pictured Kent, starting to slap the woman’s cheeks, back and forth.
	Would she have to count them? Bailey wondered. Probably not.  Would Kent even tell her how many she was getting? Naw.
	Another panicked breath found her corduroy pillow tucked between her thighs, its hardened corner pushing her panties into the cleavage of her vulva.
	Kent-as-a-therapist, delivering his healing spankings to anonymous cheeks, lab coat and clipboard, brought Bailey quickly to the edge.
	“Bai,” he would say, stepping back, a frown on his face..
	“The spatula?” she would ask him, fighting to keep the eagerness from her voice.
	“The spatula,” Kent would confirm.
	“Oh, dear,” the client would whisper.
	While her left hand kept the pillow in place, Bailey reached back with her right and cupped her right cheek, a little sensitive from half of the – apparently – seventy two spankings.
	Could she do it?  Just let Laura spank her, unbidden by Kent?  Could she do it in return to Laura?  Could she – just maybe – even spank herself for his pleasure?
	She’d done it with the silicone spatula, after all, but never with her hand.
	Bailey, not wanting to make a sound by even experimentally slapping herself, squeezed her cheek hard and bit her lips as she moaned out her orgasm.
	Maybe, she thought, her insides twitching, maybe she could do just about anything.
	---------------------------------------------------------
	At roughly the same moment, having taken a hot shower but not otherwise delayed by anything like a therapeutic spanking, Laura wrapped a towel around her body covering her from the tops of her breasts to her knees.  With her shoulder length hair already blow dried to a minimal level of dampness, she brushed one wet strand of hair from her forehead as she tip-toed out of the bathroom and across the hall to her bedroom.
	She closed the door quietly but firmly behind her and stealthily slid open a dresser drawer, from which she retrieved an older, seldom used, but clean shirt.  This she neatly folded over itself three times as she crept over to her ‘reading’ chair and laid the package of cloth over one hard, wooden arm.
	With a sigh of relief, she put her right knee on the chair, keeping her left foot on the ground, and lowered her body down to gently settle her vulva over the lightly cushioned chair arm.
	I don’t have time, I think, to go get the rolling pin. Mom and dad are already asleep.
	The discussion with Bailey had gone well, in Laura’s opinion.  Her friend had seemed a little squeamish about the idea of them spanking each other.
	It’s not something we’d do without Kent around, for sure.
	She meant to use it, as she’d explained to Bailey, if they had need of a Round Two for Kent.
	Of course, there are a lot of ways to arouse a man, but my head goes straight to spanking.
	Bailey had offered a few of those ‘other’ ways – things the two of them could try if the spankings didn’t do the trick.
	We do, she thought, grinding herself gently downward, need to try new things and keep it fresh.
	Laura had made her best effort to keep her surprise from reaching her expression when Bailey had mentioned a few things she had done for Kent.
	Crazy, she thought, or so it seems now.  It’s all going to change once I’m with Kent and we’re taking our clothes off.
	She pictured herself, in the pose Bailey had recommended, watching Kent’s expression as Bailey came up behind her and started started spanking her.
	Mm, she moaned softly, feeling her thighs seize upon the thick arm of the chair, pushing down on her clitoris, rotating her hips to get gentle pressure on her vagina.  Good god, here it comes.
	Her body seized, clenching the arm between her legs as her knees weakened and wobbled.  She did not, this time, let her body thump down on the arm of the chair.  Laura had pleasured herself often enough this way that she knew better than to injure her genitals again.
	The last wave of her orgasm faded away and she gingerly rose off the chair.
	She took a few deep breaths and tested her knees for stability before putting her weight on them.
	With a quick pat from a clean part of the shirt, she dried herself off and tossed the lightly soiled article of clothing into her hamper.
	Served its purpose, she nodded gratefully, then donned panties and a proper nightshirt so she could tuck herself into bed.

	
