Chapter 14

	“Before we do that,” Bailey intoned, wiggling her hips to wave Laura’s hand away from her panties, which snapped back in place upon release. “I have some catching up to do?”
	She released her skirt, letting the hem fall down, and reached for the white board, lying on Kent’s lap.
	“You gave Laura three and me four, right?” Bailey asked.
	“Awarded, I would say,” Kent agreed, tucking his erection back into his shorts. “Rather than ‘gave’.  But sure.  Laura earned three dollars with her delightful acting work.”
	“And seven more dollars with my ass,” Laura put in, still standing with her dark pants at half-mast.
	“So she’s paid ten and I’ve only done four,” Bailey said.  She then made six deliberate, loud tick marks on the white board. “Let’s even up before we do anything else.”
	Bailey looked at Laura.
	“What?” Laura asked.
	“My skirt and panties?” Bailey reminded her. “Take them off?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura said, waving down at her own state of undress. “You going to fix my pants?”
	“No,” Kent told her firmly. “Stay like that.  I like your vulva, remember?”
	Laura’s face, for whatever reason, reddened slightly before she leaned over and unzipped Bailey’s skirt.
	“Where’d you get that skirt?” Kent asked.
	“It’s my mom’s,” Laura said, setting it aside neatly. “So we can’t get it... soiled, if you know what I mean.”
	“No semen?” Kent asked.
	“No semen,” Laura confirmed, reaching for Bailey’s panties and pulling them down.
	Bailey neatly stepped out of her panties, which Laura also set aside, separately from her mom’s skirt.
	“That’s okay,” Kent smiled. “I don’t aim at your clothes anyway.”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey nodded.
	“How do you want your spankings?” he asked her.
	Bailey looked around, her lips twisting thoughtfully.
	“How about this?” she asked, putting her hands on her hips and looking at the rearranged living room. “Laura and I have to put the living room back the way it was, right?”
	This last question she had posed to Laura, who nodded.
	“So,” Bailey said, turning her back on Kent “While we’re doing that, you can just spank me whenever you want.”
	“Oh,” Laura breathed out, from which Kent surmised that Bailey had not planned this in advance with her. 
	Kent crept on Bailey and squeezed her right ass cheek in his hand, eliciting a muscle tensing response.
	“Just handing me control?” Kent whispered, pushing his erection against the cleavage of her cheeks.
	Bailey inhaled deeply and nodded, whispering back, “My ass is yours.”
	“Can I start now?” Kent asked.
	Nodding wordlessly, Bailey stuck her hips out at him.
	“What number are we at?” Laura put in. “We counted to twenty, but really you did forty on my ass.”
	“Let’s start at forty one, then,” Kent said, moving his body aside to expose Bailey’s right cheek.
	Bailey nodded and Kent delivered four hard spankings to the side of her cheek, making sure that he used the same force he’d use on Laura, a decent surprise for Bailey as he hadn’t spanked her since the week previous.
	“Ho!”, she protested. “Forty one, two, three and four!”
	Rubbing her cheek, she turned to Laura, “I’d forgotten how hard you liked them.”
	Laura smirked and looked at Kent, waving at her pants still clinging to her thighs, “I can’t clean up the living room with my pants like this.”
	“I think you could,” Kent said. “It would just be awkward.”
	Laura mewed in protest.
	“Tell you what, Laura,” Kent paused for effect, “Why don’t you get up on the dining room table over there, so I can see you clearly.”
	“Stand... up there?” Laura looked over to the other side of the room, a slight tremble in her voice.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent nodded, “You face me and you tell Bailey what goes where.  That’ll give me lots of time with her ass.”
	“O-okay,” Laura said, approaching the nearest chair in the dining room.
	Awkwardly, with her pants just below her crotch, she stepped up on the chair, then on the table.  Her pants rode up a bit while she bent her knees.
	“Like this?” she asked, standing on the table.
	“Push your pants down a little so I can see you,” Kent admonished.
	Laura obeyed, her eyes seeking approval, delivered by a nod from Kent.  She glanced over at the entrance to the house.
	“The door’s locked, right?” Laura asked nervously.
	“Yes,” Bailey confirmed. “I made sure when he showed up.”
	“Bailey?” Kent asked.
	“Hm?” Bailey looked over her shoulder.
	“Only do exactly the things Laura tells you,” Kent said.
	Laura, eager to proceed and hasty in her nervousness, immediately began doling out instructions.
	“Fold up my laptop,” she told Bailey.
	Bailey knew what both Kent and Laura had set her up for, so she took a position kneeling on the chair Laura had used for her ‘therapy’ and leaned over to reach for the laptop.  Making a go of it, she stuck her bare rear out and waited, slowly lowering the laptop’s screen.
	Two spankings cracked out hard on her left cheek.
	“Forty five, forty six,” she said, waiting a heartbeat.
	Kent landed two more swats on her left cheek.
	“Forty seven, forty eight,” Bailey added, unplugging the laptop and standing up.
	“Put the little table back in the corner of the dining room,” Laura said.
	She meant, clearly, the table on which Laura’s laptop had rested.  Bailey set aside the laptop and Kent, wisely, did not spank her while she did this, lest she drop the expensive item.  Bailey lifted the hip high table off the ground and moved the three legged piece of furniture back to the dining room.
	Kent noticed that the Anderson’s were the sort of people that put little coasters under the legs of their furniture to protect their carpets.  Bailey came back for the three coasters and then, returning to the dining room, got down on her hands and knees – raising her cheeks prominently – so she could place the coasters carefully back into the depressions they had made.
	Not wanting to disappoint her for her efforts, Kent took a knee next to Bailey on the floor and gave her four hard slaps, reddening her cheeks deliberately from left to right.
	“Forty nine, fifty,” Bailey heaved. “Fifty one and fifty two.”
	Kent backed away, keeping his movements casual, and let Bailey stand up.  Only when she seemed completely relaxed did he surprise her by suddenly lashing out against her left cheek.
	“Ow!” Bailey cried out in protest, turning to glare at him.
	Kent looked back at her, eyebrows raised, and Laura giggled.
	“Your ass is mine?” Kent reminded Bailey.
	Bailey frowned, half heartedly, and rolled her eyes.
	“Fifty three,” she said and, taking, a deep breath, stuck her cheeks out. “More?”
	Kent sighed and looked at her thoughtfully.
	“More, please?” Bailey asked.
	“Only since you’re being so polite,” Kent said, and slapped her right cheek. “Now finish cleaning up.”
	“Fifty four,” Bailey added.
	As Laura directed Bailey to rearrange cushions, Kent delivered two more spankings.  Bailey’s laptop, sitting on the table, didn’t require a lot of “clean up”, but she had to crawl under the coffee table to pull out the cable, and Kent mercilessly pounded her cheeks while she did it.
	“Fifty seven, eight, nine and... sixty!” Bailey cried out before she could escape the position.
	Not letting up, Kent followed her around the room, delivering her last four spankings while she walked.
	“Sixty four!” Bailey shouted out at last and rubbed her reddened cheeks.
	“Can I get down now?” Laura asked.
	“Sure,” Kent answered, holding up his arms to catch Laura and lower her down to the floor.  “Pose next to Bailey for me.”
	They knew what that meant, and turned their backs to him so he could survey their cheeks.
	“You look about even,” Kent declared with satisfaction. “Red all over.”
	“And eighteen dollars left to pay,” Bailey said, looking over her shoulder at Kent, then at Laura.


	Let’s see if we can work off some of that debt with something other than my ass, Bailey thought.  My half of the spankings is still nine bucks, or about 36 spankings, and that’s not counting any more that Laura adds to the total.
	She looked over at Laura again, then back at Kent.
	And I know Laura is going to be good for three or four orgasms before this is done.
	“Kent,” she put a gentle note of reminder in her voice, “I believe we were discussing some shaving?”
	Kent inhaled deeply, controlling himself.
	I could make him come in a second, she thought, just offer my boobs and a picture and, wham, there goes three bucks.
	“Yes, we were,” Kent agreed.
	“And?”
	Bailey watched as Kent had to drag his eyes away from their naked cheeks to straighten out his thoughts.
	“One dollar each,” he said.
	Laura mewed in complaint but Bailey had figured that the bidding would end up there anyway.
	We rubbed our boobs together for nothing, Bailey beamed at Laura telepathically, we couldn’t really expect more here.
	“You need to take my pants all the way off,” Laura said.
	“Right,” Bailey nodded and knelt on the ground.  Without any panties in the way, she had her friend half naked in less than a second..
	Getting out one careful foot at a time, Laura turned around to show Kent the front of her body again.
	“I’ll pay for it this time, since it’s a special treat to watch you touch each other” Kent said, his tone becoming firm as he focused on Laura, “But from now on I expect you to keep it trimmed for me.  Understand?”
	Ooh, that’s new, Bailey thought, catching only the fringe of Kent’s sudden shift in attitude. I wonder if he means me or just Laura?
	“Okay,” Laura nodded, lowering her eyes.
	“Bailey can do as she wishes,” Kent added. “But every time we get together for spankings, you will show me that you’re keeping your vulva neat.”
	Laura nodded vigorously as her face flushed.
	Wow, good call, Kent, Bailey blew out a breath of admiration, exactly how Laura wants you to treat her.
	Bailey, who hadn’t expected Laura to want that level of bossiness out of Kent, wondered if she ought to keep herself ‘neat’ like Laura.
	Maybe it’s better if I don’t, Bailey thought, let her have the business of making her vulva the spectacle.  I’ll shave mine, or not, as I please, just to show I have that freedom and she doesn’t.
	Bailey turned around, facing Kent as Laura did, and found Laura gasping for breath.
	“Are you okay?” Bailey asked.
	“Kent,” Laura moaned.
	Oh, she’s heaving with exhilaration.
	“Laura?”
	“Now?” she begged, “please?”
	“What do you want?” Kent asked slowly.
	Laura looked down at his crotch and jerked her chin at the erection tenting his shorts.
	“Pull it out,” she said, “Rub it-”
	“Pull what out?” Kent enunciated.
	“Your penis?” Laura panted. “Your cock?  Please... rub it against it me... now?”
	Kent took Laura by the shoulders, turned her around and pushed her down on the couch.  She slid down, twitching as her sore butt scraped along its rough fabric, until she hung off the end.  Kent dropped his shorts and knelt between her legs, pushing her thighs apart.
	Laura only moaned, letting Kent have his way, her hips and legs giving him no resistance as he spread her wider and wider, the feet higher and higher in the air.
	“Just, just...” she panted out, unable to enunciate what Kent ‘just’ had to do.
	The moment the length of his hardened shaft touched the cleavage of her lips, Laura’s eyes crossed and she closed them, letting her head loll.
	“I’ll shave it for you,” Laura whispered to the ceiling. “I’ll keep it neat.  I promise.  Always neat.”
	Bailey sat down on the couch, crossing her legs tightly as she twisted to face Laura and watched as Kent pushed, sinking his shaft into the soft wetness of Laura’s lips.
	“Oh!” Laura groaned in approval. “You can look at it any time, make sure I’m neat and trim for you... Oh!”
	Kent is barely doing anything, Bailey realized. He just gave her the initial wave of domination and she’s following it all the way down.
	“Keep my pussy,” Laura moaned, wrapping her legs around Kent. “Keep it shaved... for... you!”
	The orgasm his Laura that fast, wallowing in her fantasy, half a penis buried between her lips, grinding at her clitoris.
	“Oh, yes!  I’m coming!” Laura screamed out, her face becoming a rictus of tension.
	Wow, that’s violent, Bailey thought, Kent really got her number.
	When the orgasm finished pulsing through her friend, Bailey watched as Laura sat up and wrapped her arms around Kent, the desperate, heaving, clinch of a drowning woman pulling herself to the surface using a life preserver found at the last moment.
	“Anything,” she gasped out, her eyes clenched tight. “Any way you want it shaved... anything.”
	Wow, Bailey thought again, twitching the muscles in her thighs against each other.  Just, ‘wow’.
	Bailey reached out and rubbed gentle circles around Laura’s upper back while Kent held her to him with both arms around her waist.  Laura, though she still had her arms tight about Kent’s neck, relaxed a little at her touch.
	“Okay,” Bailey soothed. “It’s okay.”
	Laura lifted her head away from Kent’s shoulder to look blearily in his eyes, then over at Bailey.
	“Sorry,” she whispered to Bailey, although Bailey couldn’t tell why.
	“It’s okay,” Bailey assured her.
	She thinks I’m going to be upset? Bailey thought. Well, I’m not.  In fact...
	“Kent?” Bailey asked. “Hate to interrupt...”
	Kent laughed and looked down at Laura, “I think she needs a turn.”
	Laura nodded, gave Kent a last grinding twist with her hips, and gently pushed herself away.  As she slipped aside to make room, Bailey slid in and reached for Kent’s erection.
	It’s soaked, Bailey flinched, realizing exactly what had drenched his penis.
	“Sorry,” Laura repeated with a smirk.
	“You want to wipe it off?” Kent asked.
	Bailey gulped and shook her head.
	“You sure?” Kent taunted, leaning into Bailey and laying his rock hard erection against her lips. “You know what that is, right?”
	Bailey felt herself gasp for breath as Kent put his mouth next to her ear and exhaled.
	“What is it, Bai?” he asked.
	Bailey closed her eyes, the cool moisture sliding along her lips and pushing in, and moaned.
	“Tell him, Bai,” Laura added, cooing in her other ear. “Tell him what you feel.”
	“Laura,” she gasped out. “Laura.”
	“Laura’s what?” Kent asked.
	Fuck, he knows my buttons to push, too, Bailey felt herself collapsing inside.
	“Pussy,” Bailey spat out. “Her juice.  Her juice from her pussy.”
	Kent pushed hard, smearing together Laura’s self-lubrication with her own.
 	“Oh, God!”, Bailey shouted, knowing what was happening, knowing what was mixing together, feeling the bottom of his shaft pushing her friend’s fluids up into her vagina.
	She rotated her hips, grinding it in deeper.
	It’s mixing... mixing together... me and Laura... her juice... inside me.
	Kent, impossibly, grew harder, the base of his erection pushing into her vagina while the length stroked her clitoris.
	“Oh, God!” she screamed out again as the orgasm took her away, madly humping at Kent’s erection while her vaginal muscles twitched away uncontrollably.
	“Oh, fuck,” Kent breathed out. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”
	Bailey’s orgasm finally abated and she put her forehead to Kent’s.
	“All that juice,” she murmured to him. “Laura’s and mine.  Must feel so good.”
	“Yeah,” Kent looked ready to die.
	“My tits?” she asked him.
	“Huh?”
	“You wanna come on them?” she prodded. “Right now?”
	“Yeah, yeah,” Kent replied, the first hint of desperation.
	“Laur, my top?!” Bailey called out as she pushed Kent back and sank to the floor on her knees.
	Laura moved in fast, pulling off Bailey’s’ white ‘nurse’ blouse and quickly unclipping the bra underneath it.
	I’m completely naked now and I don’t care, Bailey thought.
	They turned Kent around and sat him on the couch.  The height worked out just right so that Bailey could sit on her heels and get his erection pointed right at her chest.  Bailey grabbed his cock, soaking wet from the combined juices of both girls, and started jerking in earnest.
	“Laura!” Bailey demanded.
	“What?” Laura stood by, confused.
	Bailey rolled her eyes, realizing she’d have to say it out loud.
	“My tits?” she said. “Hold ‘em together?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura knelt behind Bailey and, frightened into obedience by the clear urgency of the situation, reached around her friend to scoop up her breasts and squeeze them tightly together.
	“There we go, Kent,” Bailey soothed, continuing to jerk hard. “All ready for you, okay? You ready?”
	“Yeah,” Kent said. “You ready?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey confirmed, certain now what she had to say, “Come all over my tits and then we can take a picture.”
	To Bailey’s surprise, Kent looked up at Laura, “You ready?”
	“Uh-huh,” Laura nodded.
	Come on, Laur, Bailey thought. Say it for him.
	“You sure?” Kent asked.
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “Come on her tits.  Do it.”
	“Gimme your come,” Bailey added.
	Kent groaned and she felt his erection pulse in her hand.  The first muscle spasm elicited nothing, which confused her, but the second followed quickly on its heels and blasted out a well of semen onto her breastbone, splattering in a little circle which, as she jerked, shaped itself sideways and sprayed out over her left breast.
	Bailey redirected the next shot to her right, jerking out another copious amount of come over Laura’s thumb, her own nipple, and a sizable section of her breast.  Realizing the left side hadn’t received such a serious soaking, she switched sides again and splattered her left breast – and Laura’s fingers, with Kent’s third volley.
	But it keeps going, Bailey realized in shock, feeling Laura’s fingers clench her breasts more and more tightly as the strips of semen she jerked horizontally across her body just kept coming out of Kent’s erection.  Wow.  We really supercharged him. Where does he get all of this from?
	“That’s a lot of come!” Laura protested, not moving her hands.
	“Been saving it up,” Kent sighed, finally spent.
	“You want a picture with my hands?” Laura offered. “Three dollars, right?”
	“Right,” Kent nodded, then looked up at Laura. “You’re not wearing a bra, are you?”
	Laura shook her head. “Why?”
	“Is that shirt yours or your mom’s?” Kent went on, ignoring Laura’s question.
	“Mine,” she replied slowly.
	“So it can get ‘soiled’?”
	“I suppose,” Laura bit her lip for a moment, “Why?”
	“It’s three dollars if I get a picture of Bailey’s tits covered in come, right?” he asked.
	“Right,” Laura and Bailey replied together.
	I know where this is going, Bailey sighed, and I know we’re going to do it.
	“How about five bucks,” Kent said, “And you give Bailey a nice big hug before the picture?”
	“A... hug,” Laura’s voice quavered.
	“Lift up your shirt,” Kent said slowly, “and give each other a big, messy hug.”
	This could save my ass a lot of work, Bailey thought.  One ejaculation and we get five dollars out of the deal.
	“Shouldn’t it be six dollars, then?” Laura asked.
	“I think five is good,” Kent said. “I should get a bulk discount or something.”
	Laura’s hands had not yet left Bailey’s breasts, probably because she didn’t want to give up the three dollars they’d already had a chance at until they all agreed on the new offer.
	“Bai?” Laura asked hesitantly.
	“We kinda already did it once,” Bailey pointed out, nudging Laura along.
	“The hug part, yeah,” Laura said. “But we weren’t... um...”
	“Soiled?” Kent offered.
	“Soiled,” Laura frowned.
	Still, Laur, I know you’re still in ‘I’ll shave it any way you like’ mode, Bailey thought, wishing she could turn around and face Laura, I’m pretty sure you’re game for this.
	“So my shirt comes off,” Laura said.
	“Or just lift it up,” Kent pointed out, “So you don’t end up wasting all that semen inside the sleeves when you take it off.”
	“Hmph,” Laura said, “And we... hug... and you take a picture of us?”
	“Right,” Kent said.
	“And then we wait five minutes,” Bailey sighed. “Chilling.  Literally.”
	Laura gulped, which Bailey both felt and heard.
	“Alright,” she said, releasing Bailey’s breasts.
	Called it, Bailey kept her sigh internal this time and turned around as she stood up and faced Laura.  Laura held her hands out, well away from her own body, the fingertips and thumbs coated in semen.  As Bailey moved to reach for Laura’s shirt, she suddenly realized that her own hands stood in no better condition.
	“Kent,” Bailey waved her lubricated hands in his direction, “Maybe you could lift Laura’s shirt?”
	Kent thought about this, jogging his head back and forth.
	He’s trying to decide how much this ‘soiled’ thing bothers Laura, and whether it’s a good kind of ‘bother’ or a bad kind.
	A decidedly mischievous look overcame him and he stepped up behind Laura.  Slowly, he pulled the hem of her shirt up until it caught under her breasts.   Pulling gently, he used the hem to squeeze those mounds of flesh upward and, finally, to drop her breasts back down into place, naked and facing Bailey.
	“Oh!” Laura squeaked, probably because he’d taken the hems pretty fast over her nipples.
	Kent’s right hand slithered around Laura’s rib cage and scooped up her right breast.
	“Bailey?” he asked.
	Oh, God.
	“Yes?” she tried not to make eye contact with Laura.
	“Wipe your hands off here,” he told her, squeezing Laura’s right breast once.
	This is what we’re doing?  Yes, it is.
	Bailey reached out and grabbed Laura’s breast with both hands.  Laura squeaked as Bailey slathered on the mixture of her and Laura’s juices and a bit of Kent’s semen that had dripped on her hands.
	“Laura?”
	“Yes?” Laura whimpered.
	Kent squeezed her left breast, then, “Wipe your hands off, here.”
	Laura had to bite her lips and close her eyes, but she did, very daintily, managed to wipe her hands on her left breast.
	Lucky her hands didn’t take much of a hit, Bailey thought, plus her boobs are bigger than mine and have a lot more real estate to spread around.
	“There,” Kent said. “Problem solved.  Now Bailey can take your shirt off.”
	Cute, Kent.  Real cute.
	But her hands had dried out, relatively speaking, and she could finish the job Kent had started.  Laura raised her arms and let Bailey push the tight fitting, black shirt off over her head.
	Now we’re both completely naked, Bailey thought, and we’re going to hug for him.
	“Ready?” Bailey asked.
	Laura nodded and opened her arms.
	Turning their heads, they closed their eyes and embraced.
	The cold, sticky feeling of Kent’s semen on Laura’s left breast felt distinctly different from the slippery female lubrication covering Laura’s right.
	Damn, this is way, way worse than the time he made us touch nipples together.
	Laura squirmed against Bailey, smearing the collective juices across all four breasts.
	That’s probably what Kent wants us to do, Bailey thought, but I hadn’t expected Laura to dive right in.
	After a few seconds of this, she and Laura somehow telepathically agreed to come apart.  Looking down at their compressed bodies, Bailey watched as strings of semen stretched out between their chests, finally breaking and falling one way or the other.
	We seem equally messy now.
	They turned to face Kent.
	“This what you wanted?” Bailey asked.
	Kent nodded, “I’m already getting hard again.”
	Bailey directed Laura to the couch where they could sit side by side.
	“Get your pictures,” Bailey admonished Kent, pulling Laura in close. “I’ll crop them after.”
	“Your phone?”
	“Backpack,” Bailey pointed at the door. “Already set up.”
	Kent found it quickly enough and started snapping photos.  Laura smiled as if she imagined her face was actually in the frame.
	She’d proud of herself, doing this for him, giving herself away again.
	That brought a chill to Bailey’s heart.
	Stop worrying, she chided herself, no way is Laura going to want her first sex tonight.
	Kent finished his pictures and sat down at a chair opposite them, watching his semen drip down their bellies.
	“It really does harden your nipples,” Kent agreed with a sentiment Bailey had expressed days before.
	“Thanks for noticing, jackass,” Bailey frowned. “How much longer?”
	Kent glanced over at the clock in the kitchen. “One more minute.”
	“C-c-cold,” Laura complained. “We’re doing a hot shower after this.”
	“You going to wash him off this time?” Bailey asked. “Or is it my turn?”
	Laura looked down at Kent’s crotch and the half erection he supported under his shorts.
	“I guess you can this time,” she said. “Especially if you’re the one doing the mouth-thing”
	Bailey saw Kent’s breath catch.
	Ha-ha.  ‘mouth thing’, she thought. Laura’s basically made it so I have to do the ‘mouth-thing’ now, hasn’t she?  Why even bring it up?
	“Time’s up,” Kent said.
	“Shower!” Laura announced, standing up.


	Prancing down the hall, utterly naked, Laura rushed off, pulling Bailey by the hand as she went.  Kent followed at a slower pace, watching their reddened, naked butts shaking the whole way.  By the time he reached the bathroom, Laura had the curtain pulled back and the water running.
	“I love pleasing you very much, Kent,” Laura threw over her shoulder, “but I will also enjoy getting your cold, sticky semen off my chest.”
	The semen in question, Kent noted, had congealed enough that it no longer ran down their bodies, but he could still see how one of her breasts glistened more than the other where Bailey had mixed in the juices from her hands.
	As soon as the shower warmed, Laura stepped inside, letting the water blast away at her chest.  After rinsing her hands quickly, she took the shower head off its mount and directed the water over every part of the front of her body that had grown sticky.
	“Better?” Bailey asked, one ironic eyebrow raised as her hands fisted her hips impatiently.
	“Much,” Laura replied and, suddenly reminded that her friend suffered under the same torture of which she had just relieved herself, stepped back to make room.
	This is a bigger shower than we have, Kent noticed, and it has that detachable shower head they were railing on about.
	As he watched the two naked girls hosing themselves off, taking turns with soap and the shower head, Kent realized how useful that attachment really was for them.  Bailey took a turn to rinse out her vulva, then applied soap to it while Laura took a turn rinsing.  Even their cheeks didn’t escape a good, upward spray of cleansing water.
	Kent felt himself stiffen only slightly when he saw Laura open her lips a little to spray water inside herself.
	Ah, nice, he thought, taking a good look at the way it rearranged her trimmed hair. Can’t wait to see how this folds out.
	Neither of the girls washed her hair, although they both boasted shoulder length hair that didn’t require that much maintenance.
	“Done,” Laura announced.
	Bailey pointed the shower head at her crotch while Laura shook water off her body and grabbed a fresh looking red towel.
	Takes a lot of skill, honestly, to get themselves clean and not make a mess of the bathroom even though the shower curtain is pulled back.
	Laura wiped her lower body dry first before she stepped out of the tub, so as not to drip too much water on the bath mat.
	“Your turn,” Laura told Kent.  She wrapped her towel around her waist, not bothering to cover her breasts, and reached for Kent’s shorts, yanking them down.
	At least my erection is at half-staff, so that didn’t hurt.
	Suitably undressed, he stepped over the rim of the bathtub and let Bailey spray him down with water.
	“Your cock was so sloppy when I grabbed it,” Bailey shook her head in amazement.
	“You and Laura,” Kent shrugged.
	“Yeah?” Bailey asked. “And who made us that wet?”
	“Got me there,” Kent asked. “You had to handle the sloppy cock because of me.”
	Bailey knelt down and sprayed water over his genitals and then handed him the shower head.  She soaped up her hands while Kent sprayed water over his back.  Bailey then went to work soaping up his penis and testicles, gently pulling back his foreskin to clean underneath.
	“You’re thorough,” he complimented.
	Bailey glanced at Laura, who had her towel over her face at that moment, and mouthed to Kent, “mouth thing”.  Kent laughed as Bailey rinsed him off.  She turned to make sure she had Laura’s attention and, with one sudden motion, opened her mouth and took the entirety of Kent’s penis into her mouth.
	“Whoa!” he grunted, and Bailey instantly backed off with a smirk.
	“Mouth thing,” Bailey rolled her eyes.  Her voice changed and she announced, “The important part is clean.”
	Kent took a few moments to soap up the rest of his body and rinse off while Bailey exited the tub.  By the time he was done, she had grabbed a yellow towel and both girls had wrapped themselves, covering their bodies from the tops of their breasts down.  Laura had already taken a seat up on the bathroom counter.
	“We can shave now?” Bailey asked.
	“You owe him two spankings first,” Laura pointed out, kicking her legs out.
	“What?”
	“You took the Lord’s name in vain,” Laura reminded her. “Twice.”
	“When?” Bailey protested, turning to Kent in appeal
	“While I was grinding you,” Kent said. “I heard it.”
	Bailey turned back to Laura who only looked down on her imperiously.
	“Hands on your knees,” Laura said, “stick it out for him.”
	Laura hopped off the counter and reached over Bailey’s back to pull her yellow towel up and out of the way while Kent wrapped a green towel around his waist.
	“Two spankings for blasphemy,” Kent announced.
	“Right,” Bailey rolled her eyes and sighed.
	Kent delivered both spankings, one after the other, low and hard, one on each cheek.
	Bailey grimaced and groaned out, “Sixty five and sixty six.”
	Laura smiled and then turned to Kent as she hopped back up on the counter, “Me first?”
	“Your vulva,” Kent replied with a shrug, taking a seat on the edge of the bathtub, making himself comfortable on his towel. “Whatever order you like.”
	Having wrapped her towel around her back, Laura found it easy to open the split in the towel toward Bailey and spread the two sides apart.  The line of hair over her lips looked warm and thick, while the previously shaved sides showed a smattering of stubble.
	“Should I put the shaving cream on myself?” Laura asked Bailey.
	“Yes,” Bailey replied instantly.
	They haven’t done this before, Kent realized, they looked at each other, last time, so they’d match, but that didn’t involve touching each other.
	With her skin still slightly damp, Laura didn’t feel the need to use any hot water.  Instead, she took a small can of shaving cream, sprayed some bluish-green gel onto her fingertips, and rubbed it gently over either side of her vulva, taking great care to not get any between her lips.
	Laura rinsed a small, pink blade off in the sink and handed it to Bailey who, deciding she had to kneel, first tried lifting her towel and kneeling on the floor.  She found this uncomfortably hard, lifted herself back up and slid part of the yellow fabric under her knees.
	“The width was right, Kent?” Laura asked. “Just shave it the same way?”
	“I liked it,” Kent confirmed.
	I could probably do all sorts of silly things, he thought, have them shave thinner lines, or strange patterns, but I’ll save for those for later.
	Shaving a vulva, Kent observed for the next minute, looked at least as complicated as shaving a face.  When he saw commercials in which women shaved their legs, it looked like the shaving direction was consistent for the entire leg.  Given that advertisements often mislead people, that might be wrong, but Bailey’s multidirectional efforts on Laura’s flesh attested to the fact that the hair in that little triangular area had a lot of complexity to it.
	Now I wonder how hard it would be to shave the whole thing, Kent thought, though he remained convinced he wouldn’t care for the look at the end.
	Regardless, within about two minutes, Bailey had cleared away Laura’s hair from either side of the neatly maintained strip down the middle, and Laura took a wet face cloth to wipe herself down with.
	“Wanna feel it?” she invited once she’d set the cloth aside and closed her legs. “Make sure it’s smooth?”
	Bailey stood up and moved out of the way, adjusting her towel to keep a tight fit and Kent took her place, kneeling in front of Laura.
	“See?” Laura pointed between her clenched thighs, “It’s a perfectly straight line when my legs are closed.”
	Kent nodded, agreeing that the strip of hair looked almost mathematically straight.
	“But when I open them...” Laura trailed off, spreading her legs, pulling her vulva open slightly.  This had the effect of opening her lips a little, warping the straight line she and Bailey had shaved and creating an ovular shape.
	“Still looks neat,” Kent told her.
	“Feel it,” Laura insisted. “Make sure we didn’t miss anything.”
	Kent took his index and middle fingers, spread them apart, and traced them down the bare sides of her vulva, towards her entrance.
	“Nice,” he complimented her. “Smooth.”
	Sliding his fingers upwards, he brought them together over the spread cleavage of her lips, gently tickling her hair.  Laura shivered, fighting a reflex to close her legs, letting Kent touch her.
	“My turn?” Bailey interrupted, “Before you two get carried away?”
	Laura sighed and pushed Kent away with a hip thrust before closing her legs and letting her towel fall back into place.  She hopped off the counter, tucking the towel in tighter around her breasts and bowed dramatically to Bailey, who took her place.
	“Ow,” Bailey winced. “You had to do the last two spankings that low, huh?”
	“Planning ahead,” Kent pointed out.
	Bailey eyed Kent, then Laura, then looked away.


	Okay, I can do this, Bailey focused.  First thing is to get the skin nice and hot so the shaving is fast.
	It shouldn’t have been that big a deal.  She and Laura had spanked each other for Kent, had rubbed their boobs together for him.  They had even, just now, smeared his semen between their boobs.
	And once before, we just kind of gently spanked each other to turn him on, Bailey remembered. Why is this harder?
	When Kent hadn’t been around, that afternoon after their last exam, Laura had pulled down her pants to show Bailey her shaving work, so Bailey could replicate it.
	And I just touched Laura, Bailey reminded herself, all I have to do is spread my legs and let her do me.
	Bailey ran hot water in the sink and soaked the face cloth in the stream.  Spreading her legs, she slid the cloth up between her knees, parting both thighs and towel as it went, and laid it against her vulva, feeling the comfort of the warmth against her skin.
	I want this to go smoothly and quickly, she thought, catching the sight of her enthusiastic friend in the corner of her vision.  Laura is staring right at my crotch.  Nothing holds her back.
	Bailey realized then what bothered her.
	Shaving is Laura’s thing, not mine, she thought, maybe, after this, I can just let her have it and I’ll find something else for myself.
	She looked up at Kent, smirking on the edge of the bathtub, like a prince watching his harem girls dance for him, and realized the error.
	I’ll do whatever he wants, in the end, Bailey realized, because making him hard makes him come even harder.
	With a deep breath, Bailey set the face cloth aside, exposing her vulva to both of her friends and bit her lips while looking away from them.
	It’s not the fact that I’m naked, Bailey thought, it’s that Laura’s going to touch me.
	The water ran and Laura rinsed the blade.  She watched, not making eye contact, as Laura knelt down, got confounded by her towel stretching awkwardly under her knees and, unlike Bailey, simply shed the towel.
	Kent exhaled suddenly, seeing Laura’s bare cheeks.
	“Pretty red,” Kent complimented her.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura wiggled her hips at him and added an admonishment. “But no spanking while I’m shaving her.”
	“Of course not,” Kent agreed with a smile.
	It broke Bailey’s tension, seeing them laugh, even with Laura’s head down in her crotch.  Laura reached out with her left hand and ran her fingers downward, straightening Bailey’s longer hairs out so they wouldn’t get in the way.
	Bailey tried to keep the little shiver this generated internal, but Laura looked up at her anyway with a raised eyebrow before stroking her hair gently again.
	Laura...
	Two dabs of shaving cream, applied along the stubbly patches, went next, rubbed in carefully.
	I should have done that myself, but Laura really wants to shine Kent on, I guess, Bailey thought,  lots of unnecessary hip wiggling going on here.
	Watching Laura’s butt and Kent’s reaction helped distract her as Laura started taking smooth strokes with the razor.
	I can’t believe I’m doing this for her, Bailey shook her head. Displaying myself and letting her touch me, just so she can have her exhibition for Kent.
	Laura eyed her again feeling the tension in her legs, and Bailey forced herself to relax.
	She can tell I’m annoyed, Bailey realized.  I need to do something.
	“Kent?” Bailey asked. “Is it okay if Laura and I look a little... different?”
	Now they both looked at her.
	“How so?” Kent asked.
	“Make it thinner at the bottom,” Bailey told Laura, “so it looks straight even when I spread my legs.”
	Laura nodded and got to work.  It made the job a lot more delicate, as the razor got closer to the edges of her lips and her entrance, but Laura seemed to know her stuff.
	“Like that?” Laura asked, a moment later.
	“Yeah,” Bailey nodded, shivering at Laura’s touch.
	The face cloth came in handy again, wiping away excess hair and shaving cream and Bailey turned to Kent.
	Too exposed, too open, Bailey’s mind protested.  Everyone looking.  Laura touching.  Now Kent should inspect me, like he did to Laura.  Too close!
	“Kent,” she moaned, her gaze falling to her crotch. “Look at it.”
	Laura, naked now, stood up out of the way and let Kent kneel on her towel.
	“Very nice,” Kent said, leaning in and sliding his fingers over her vulva, bare spots and fuzzy.
	“Closer,” Bailey winced, spreading her legs farther.
	Oh, god, why am I doing this?
	“Closer?” Kent leaned in.
	Bailey felt his breath against her skin, raising goosebumps everywhere on her body.
	“Closer,” she whispered, putting her hands on the back of his head.
	Kent pressed his lips to her vulva, pushing against her clitoris underneath, and drew a moan from deep in her throat.
	Why, why, why? Bailey wondered. Why did this make me horny?  Was it Laura touching me? The exposure?  What?
	Bailey felt certain she’d at least felt uncomfortable and possibly even hated having Laura shave her, so couldn’t figure out why it had turned her on.
	Kent’s tongue penetrated her lips, sliding over her recently washed genitals, tickling her clitoris and Bailey’s thoughts of embarrassment evaporated into the steamy air.
	“Kent?” Laura whispered from Bailey’s right side.
	“Hm?” Kent mumbled around his mouthful of Bailey’s pussy.
	“I took my towel off myself,” Laura said. “I shouldn’t have done that, right?”
	“Mm-hm,” Kent said.
	At least Kent is continuing to lick me, Bailey thought, whatever Laura is doing.
	“I deserve some spankings for that,” Laura said.
	Bailey, with her eyes closed, didn’t see what Laura did.  Instead, she felt Laura’s hand clasp her own right hand, guiding it off to her right side, where she found Laura’s bare cheek.  Bailey opened her eyes and found Laura’s face inches from her own, nearly pressed up against the mirror.  Her friend had bent herself over the counter to get her cheeks in position.
	“It’s okay,” Laura spoke softly. “Let it out.”
	Bailey twitched, grunting in protest.
	“Let. It. Out.”
	I don’t want to spank you, Bailey thought, you’re my friend.  I shouldn’t...
	“Spank me,” Laura insisted. “Do it.  Come on.”
	This is just you putting on a show, Bailey thought, making me do things.
	“I deserve it,” Laura went on. “Now!”
	Stupid bitch, you...
	Bailey felt something crack inside, an anger boiling up at Laura for her interference, her craziness, the exhibition she had forced on Bailey.  Bailey’s arm swung up and she heard Laura’s breath catch.  She brought her arm down and cracked her palm on Laura’s cheek.
	“That’s it!” Laura said with relief. “Harder.  Come on.”
	Kent kept up his work, his chin gently poking her vagina as his tongue slowly wiggled against her clit.
	Bailey cracked another spanking on her friend’s cheek.
	“Good, good,” Laura congratulated her. “Keep going.”
	Again, she spanked Laura.
	“Make them count,” Laura said. “Kent spanks way harder than that.  I can take it.”
	She’s not counting these, though, a distant part of Bailey’s mind noted. Will she start counting them once I do it hard enough?
	“Come on, Bai,” Laura prodded, almost singing out, “I’ve been a very, very bad girl.”
	Frustration boiled up inside her and Bailey lashed out viciously.
	“Oh!” Laura screeched. “That’s it.  More of those!  Let it out!”
	Bailey felt her orgasm approaching and started spasmodically whaling away at Laura’s cheek, slapping her again and again, barely hearing Laura’s surprised cries.  Bailey delivered the last spanking so hard that it hurt her palm and that let her orgasm finally hit, her fingers sinking into Laura’s abused flesh, squeezing hard as her vagina pulsed around Kent’s chin.
	“Gah!” Bailey grunted, the air escaping her lungs.
	Can’t breathe.  Can’t breathe.
	Her vision startle to sparkle as her oxygen cut off.  Jammed between the mirror, Laura’s body and Kent’s face in her crotch, at least she couldn’t fall over.
	The orgasm gave up on her, finally, and she gasped in a breath.
	“Laur,” she whispered, feeling her eyes widen in apology.
	Laura stepped back and embraced her, one arm sliding behind her along the mirror, pulling her towel wrapped upper body against Laura’s bare chest.
	“It’s okay,” Laura spoke softly back.  “It’s okay.”
	“Sorry,” she moaned.
	“It’s fine,” Laura said. “I can take it.”
	“But, Laur...”
	“No, Bai,” Laura insisted softly. “My ass can take it.  It’s fine.”
	“But.”
	“Bad girls gets spankings,” Laura pulled back to look Bailey in the eyes. “You needed to do it.  I needed to get it.”
	Bailey nodded, holding back tear.
	“It’s fine, got it?”
	Bailey nodded again and they embraced.


	In the mirror, Laura looked up and made eye contact with Kent.
	This is what I meant, Kent, Laura beamed at him telepathically, she resents me being here and I have to do this.  Spanking me is her relief valve.  She can only do it when she’s right close to orgasm and all the rules turns off.
	Laura watched Kent’s eyes shift down to her butt, still sticking out.
	Yeah, it must be red as hell, Laura realized, Bailey really let me have.  All those spankings on the one, high spot.
	Shrugging internally, she turned to Bailey, whose breathing had calmed down.
	I needed to let her know that I know how she feels, Laura told herself, and I let her know it’s okay to get frustrated with me.  Maybe I should make it really clear.
	“Bai,” she said, holding her friend’s chin in her hand, seeing the tears barely held back. “Any time, okay?”
	Bailey gulped, the tears brimming now.
	“Any time you’re angry or frustrated, okay?” Laura clarified. “Just... just let me know.”
	This would be better if Kent weren’t here.  We could be more honest.
	Bailey shook her head, looking away, but Laura captured her chin again, “You got it?  I do understand, alright?”
	She held Bailey’s eyes, forcing her friend to acknowledge the point.
	“If you get upset,” Laura enunciated softly. “What will I let you do?”
	Bailey’s eyes twitched away.
	“Say it,” Laura insisted.
	“Sp-,” Bailey stammered. “Spank you.”
	“That’s right,” Laura said, breathing more easily. “Yes, you will.”
	They hugged again and Bailey buried her face in Laura’s shoulder.  When she came up again, Bailey had control of her expression and they both looked at Kent, standing awkwardly behind Laura.
	Need to lighten things back up.
	“Ready to spank my ass again?” Laura shook her hips at Kent.
	“I guess so!” Kent replied.
	“I... am going to switch to my apron,” Laura said.  “Nice bare ass, right?”
	She turned to Bailey, “You?”
	“Are we not prancing around in underwear tonight?” Bailey asked.
	“Maybe later,” Laura said. “I want to do some baking.”
	“Baking?” Kent asked.
	Laura turned on Kent, “You can paddle me after I’m done with the spatula.”
	“Right.”
	“Well, I’m switching to underwear,” Bailey said firmly.
	“You do both owe some spankings from that last time,” Kent reminded them.
	“Right,” Laura’s eyes went wide, “A naked paddling for me, isn’t it?  And special spankings for both of us?”
	Kent nodded.
	“Again, though,” Laura pointed out. “Cupcakes first, then you can paddle me... or us... or whatever.”
	Kent smiled and Laura danced, naked and playful, out of the bathroom, dragging a towelled Bailey behind her.
