	Kent sat down on the single sofa chair off the end of the coffee table, giving Mrs. Anderson the entirety of the love seat on his right hand side.  She had poured two cups of tea, taken one herself, and neatly crossed her legs.  Kent had not yet taken his cup.
“What you’re telling me,” Kent said, keeping his voice as level as possible, “is that you told other women about me-”
	“Anonymously,” Sarah Anderson pleaded, holding up the index finger of her left hand while holding the cup in her right. “I didn’t give your name.”
	“You told other women about me,” Kent continued, “And now they are interested in being spanked.”
	“You’re very good at it,” Sarah defended.
	“Am I?”
	Sarah took a little breath and composed herself, primping as she adjusted her shoulders and firmly crossed her legs.  The teacup, so far an untasted decoration in her lap, shifted slightly, sloshing the warm liquid around.
	“You know just how to do it,” she explained.
	“How to do it?” Kent asked.
	“The spanking,” she implored him. “The pain, the embarrassment, the shock.  You always surprise me a little. Women, especially bored, staid religious women, will pay for that.”
	“I don’t even know these women,” Kent said, trying to imagine how he would run such a business. “It’s weird to even think about.”
	“I’ll show you pictures,” Sarah put in urgently, “Or maybe you can talk to them ahead of time?  Chat over the Internet somehow.”
	Kent thought about it.
	“Kent,” Sarah leaned forward, squirming slightly, “some of these women will pay you a hundred dollars for a half hour session.”
	Involuntarily, Kent felt his eyes widen.
	“Cash,” the older woman added.
	The thing is, he felt his face shifting as one side of his mouth lifted doubtfully, money is really tight.
	“You know,” Sarah added, “imagine if you could spend that money on Bailey or… Laura.”
	“You know,” Kent raised an eyebrow, “what I did with the money you gave me at Christmas?”
	“Laura thinks she hid it from me,” Sarah tilted her head sardonically, letting out a cynical half-smile, “I see her clothes, even the ones she washes by hand and tries to hide.”
	So, Kent thought, the lingerie is well known to mother.
	“Still,” Kent said. “What do you get out of this?”
	Sarah blushed.
	“What?” Kent emphasized.
	“A finder’s fee?” she squeaked out, “A sort of, um, commission?”
	“You want a cut of the profit?” Kent raised a shocked eyebrow, imagining some percentage of his take disappearing.
	Sarah’s face reddened even further.
	“Not money,” she said.
	Oh-ho!
	“Oh,” Kent drawled out. “You find me these women.  They pay me and-”
	“You spank me, too,” Sarah blurted out. “It’s fair, right?”
	“Spank you too?” Kent asked, “Or after, or before?”
	“The first two I’ve already found are my friends,” Sarah’s gaze shifted toward the floor. “They’d want me to, um, be there.  At least the first time.”
	“So you’d like to be spanked at the same time?” Kent asked.
	“Sure,” Sarah shrugged, looking away shyly, by which Kent surmised she had intended it that way all along.
	“These must be very good friends,” Kent said.
	Sarah squirmed a little again, took a sip of her tea.
	“Well,” she explained, “I’m sure you’re comfortable with it.”
	“Because?”
	“You have Bailey and Laura at the same time, don’t you?” Sarah said.
	“I know Bailey and Laura,” Kent explained. “We’ve spent a lot of time working to where we are. The three of us, have grown together in a sort of... I’d like to say ‘organic’ way.”
	Mrs. Anderson clenched and unclenched her thighs.
	“You know me,” she pointed out.
	Kent looked the woman up and down, saw the squirm, the tension in her thighs, the way her thin blouse showed that she hadn’t worn a bra.  Kent realized that, commission or no, Mrs. Anderson had a few desires of her own.
	He rolled his eyes.
	“See?!” she accused him. “You took one look at me and just-”
	She was Laura’s mother, inside and out, two women cut from very similar cloths.
	“You need to be spanked?” Kent asked. “I suppose you want this as an advance on your ‘commission’?”
	“Think of it as a little investment,” she said. “You’re paying me to go out and discreetly find customers for you. Don’t recruiters get advances sometimes?”
	Kent raised an eyebrow.
	Alright.  At least with her I know what to do.
	“Lift up your blouse,” he said.
	Mrs. Anderson twitched, “Whuh?”
	“No bra, right?” he asked.
	When she mutely nodded, he held out his right hand, palm up, and gestured towards her breasts with a little flipping motion of his fingertips.
	“Let’s see your tits,” he instructed, firming up his voice.
	Sarah gulped and carefully set her tea cup down on the little coffee table.  Her eyes on the cup, she reached for the hem of her simple white blouse and pulled it up until it met the underside of her breasts.  She gave a furtive glance that met Kent’s eyes, then diverted her gaze downward again before lifting the blouse over her breasts and tucking the hem in place under her arms.
	“That’s better,” Kent said, taking his teacup into his hands for the first time and settling back in his chair, “Now tell me about these women.”
	“What?” Sarah looked stunned. “I thought we were…”
	“Making you naked and embarrassed?” Kent asked.
	He drank down his tea and set it on the table.
	“Now let’s finish our tea,” he said.
	“Oh,” Sarah whispered.
	She leaned over, breasts dangling over the tea setting, poured Kent a fresh cup from the pot and then took her own teacup into her hands, holding it against her bare stomach and crossing her legs.
	“Rebecca,” Sarah said. “You can meet her first.  Her husband left her when she left the church, so she has her own apartment. That makes things easier.”
	“What’s she like?” Kent asked.
	Sarah glanced down at her bare breasts, nipples cooling and hardening despite the steam rising off the tea.
	“Blonde hair?” Sarah asked. “She keeps it long.  Big boobs?  I don’t-”
	“Not how she looks,” Kent sighed and sipped his tea. “What does she want?”
	“To be spanked?”
	“Why, though?” Kent tried to focus Sarah’s attention. “Does she feel like she’s a bad person? Does she want to be embarrassed? Does pain focus her arousal?”
	“I – I don’t know, Kent,” Sarah shrugged. “That’s kind of your area.”
	“Is it?” Kent asked.
“You seemed to figure me out quickly enough,” Sarah frowned, gesturing at her chest, “sitting here like this is horrifying.”
“Good,” Kent said, “Now put the teacup down and squeeze your nipples a little. Make them stick out a bit more.”
Sarah gulped and obeyed, setting the cup down and then, with much warming of her hands, set her thumbs and index fingers to work, gently squeezing, pulling and then lightly twisting her nipples.
“Is that better?” she asked.
Kent sipped his tea, examined her breasts from several angles and set the cup back down on the table before he gave her an approving nod.
Sarah refilled his cup and primped herself back into position.
How do I get Sarah do tell me something useful about this other woman? Kent wondered.
“What’s wrong with Rebecca’s life?” Kent asked. “What would you do if you could help her with something?”
“Oh,” Sarah said, as if it was obvious, “she feels terrible about losing her husband, like she was never good enough for him. But it wasn’t really her fault. What do you know about Mormons?”
“What little Laura has told me.”
“I see,” Sarah frowned, “A young Mormon woman should look for a man who has done his missionary work.”
	“Knocking on doors?” Kent asked.
	“Yes, that’s what we’re told is the most important thing.  Rebecca followed the rule, but her husband never really cared about her.  When she left him, she felt like she had to leave the church too and then, well, she just kind of stopped believing after that.”
“That is useful,” Kent said. “Alright.”
He took a breath and looked down at Mrs. Anderson’s black slacks.
“Are you wearing panties?” he asked.
“Yes,” Sarah answered.
“Alright,” Kent said. “Unbutton your pants and push them down far enough I can see those panties.”
Sarah set her teacup down and stood up, unbuttoning her pants and pushing them down to reveal the plain white panties she wore underneath.
Sitting back down, Sarah realized she couldn’t cross her legs with her pants in such a position, so she kept her thighs together and recaptured her cup.
“Tell me about the other woman?”
“Emily,” Sarah said and a note of caution came into her voice. “She’s very slight.  You won’t be able to spank her as hard as you do me, I suspect.”
“I’ll figure that out as it goes,” Kent said, thinking of how ‘slight’ Bailey looked and how hard a spanking she liked. “When you told her about this, why was she interested?”
“Honestly, Emily is the most confusing,” Sarah said, “she just giggled, rather childishly, I thought, and wanted to know what the fuss was. She’s just never had anything interesting in her life.”
“How would I meet her?” Kent asked.
“That’s trickier,” Sarah said. “We might have to meet at Rebecca’s, I don’t know.  Emily lives with two other divorced and separated women, just to save money on rent, you see?”
“Alright,” Kent said as she stood up. “This is a very strange church group you’re with.”
“Former Mormons,” Sarah took the tone of someone greatly simplifying an issue for the uninitiated. “Can’t stand the church, can’t quite stop believing in something.”
“Hm,” Kent muttered.  He looked over her naked breasts, her white panties and gave her a nod, saying, “I suppose you’ve earned, let’s say, twenty spankings.”
“Oh, thank god,” Sarah murmured, closing her eyes.  She placed her teacup on the table and stood up eagerly.  “How do you want me?”
Kent looked around the room thoughtfully, then back at the teacup and the coffee table, then off toward the kitchen.
“You have ice in the fridge?” he asked.
“Um, yes,” Sarah sounded confused.
“Wait here.”
“With my boobs out and-”
“Hush,” Kent held up a finger. “It’ll just be a moment.”
He found a bowl in the cupboard next to the fridge, opened the freezer and cracked out four ice cubes. They clinked in the bowl noisily in the quiet room.
Returning to the living room to find Mrs. Anderson patiently waiting, her nipples now starkly erect at the mere thought of the ice cubes as she stared at them apprehensively.
Kent poured a little extra tea into her cup, then lifted it up to the level of her chin.
“Hold this,” he said, “keep it up high.”
“It’s nearly full,” she warned.
Kent took one of the ice cubes up and held it near her chest, closest to her left breast.  Sarah’s lips shivered slightly, and Kent let the corner of the ice cube brush against her nipple.
	She inhaled sharply and he took the ice cube away.
	“Stick your cheeks out,” he said, “and I’ll start spanking you.”
	“I see,” Sarah said, arching her back.
	“If you spill any tea during this time,” Kent warned, “I will use the ice cubes on your breasts.”
	Sarah’s eyes widened, her gaze flipping back and forth between the teacup in her hands and the bowl of ice cubes on the table.
	The little intake of breath told Kent what he needed to know, that Mrs. Anderson did not list the application of ice cubes to her nipples as one of her kinks.
	Good, he thought, it will serve as an actual punishment.
	“First,” he said, “I feel like these panties have to go.”
	He reached for the waistband of her underwear, intending to pull it down from the back with both hands, but the moment his ice-chilled hands met the small of Mrs. Anderson’s back, she twitched.
	A small droplet of tea slipped up over the edge of the cup and dripped onto the coffee table.
	“Oh, dear,” the woman said with a shiver.
	Kent finished pulling down her panties and then moved around to the front of her body.
	“Making a mistake already,” he sighed as he picked up a single ice cube.
	Sarah mewed in trepidation, her nipples hardening before he’d even touched her.
	“Do not spill any more tea,” Kent warned sternly.
	As she clenched her muscles, Kent reached under her left arm and set the corner of the ice cube into her areola, pressed against the underside of her nipple.  Her breast, hanging heavily as it did, dented inward to accept the intrusion as Kent pushed up into its mass.
	“Oh, Kent!” she whined.
	Kent pulled the ice cube back and reached farther under her body, crossing to the right nipple and repeating the procedure.
	“That’s just-,” Sarah shivered, barely containing the tea, “so-o mean!”
	“Mm-hm,” Kent agreed, withdrawing the ice cube and dropping it back in the bowl. “Better be more careful, then.”
	Kent came around beside her and set his right hand on her left cheek.
	“Here they come,” he warned.
	“Mm-hm.”
	He slapped at the centre of her cheek and watched her hands as she steadily held the teacup.
	“Kent,” she said, “I expect real spankings for my trouble.”
	“That was a warning shot,” Kent told her. “So you can practice being steady.”
	“Oh.”
	“I’ll spank you,” he said. “And you tell if they’re hard enough.”
	Mrs. Anderson gripped her dainty cup and nodded.
	Kent spanked her bare cheek again.
	“Harder,” she said instantly.
	Lady is desperate, he thought, and cranked up the force.
	“Harder.”
	Kent struck again, following through cleanly with a full swipe across her left cheek.
	“Harder.”
	Kent went low, near the woman’s vulva, where he knew she had more sensitivity.
	“Oh, that’s good.”
	“One,” Kent said.
	“One,” she replied.
	He struck again, the same spot, and Sarah sucked air.
	“Two.”
	On three, she cringed.  On four, her left knee buckled, the teacup tilted and a little spilled on the carpet.
	“Drat,” she said.
	Kent moved forward and drew out two ice cubes.
	“This really is the worst sort of torture,” Sarah whined.
	“I know,” Kent told her. “But you need to learn control.”
	“Do I?”
	Kent took the teacup from Sarah’s hands and set it aside.  He sat on the coffee table and took two ice cubes this time.
	“Oh, dear,” Sarah winced, closing her eyes and holding her chest forward.
	Kent sank both ice cubes into her breasts this time, pushing her nipples back into their heavy flesh.  Sarah moaned in protest.
	After a five count, he pulled them away.
	“Let’s try again,” he told her, “Teacup.”
	Once she had the cup in hand, he put his palm against her right cheek, low near her crotch, and delivered four more spankings, slow and methodical.
	Gingerly, Sarah called out the numbers, her eyes wide open and focused on the liquid sloshing around before them.
	“Those are hard enough?” he asked.
	“Yes, Kent,” she said.
	He placed his hand on her left cheek again, a little higher to spread the redness around, and slapped her.
	“Nine,” she replied.
	Kent struck the same spot, but much harder.
	“Ten,” Sarah squeaked, her hands jerking and spilling a copious amount of tea.
	“Not again,” she moaned.
	Kent sighed and took the teacup from her hands once again.  As Sarah watched, he took two ice cubes, unused ones, and held them under her breast.
	“Actually,” he said, “Give me your hands.”
	“What?”
	“Hold out your hands.”
	Kent placed the ice cubes in Sarah’s hands and pushed them towards her breasts.
	“Hold them just like that,” he told her.
	“O-oh,” she whined, shaking.
	Kent took his hands away and counted down, “Five, four, three, two... one.”
	Sarah released her breasts and dropped the ice cubes into the bowl.
	“Let’s see if we can finish up, eh?” Kent said as he refilled her teacup.
	Sarah took the teacup from his hands and held it carefully.
	“I will give you your last ten spankings,” he said. “and I will punish you later for every drop you spill.”
	Sarah nodded.
	Kent began spanking, focusing his strikes on that most sensitive flesh low and near her crotch.  He’d already smacked it into a vibrant pink and now worked on making it red.
	It will, Kent thought, remind her of my visit every time she sits down.
	He knew Sarah wanted it that way, but he also knew she wouldn’t be able to hold her teacup steady.
	By the fifth spanking, she was already letting tea drip over the rim, but Kent didn’t let up, causing Sarah to spill again and again, droplets splashing all over the coffee table.
	“Goodness!” she cried out. “Twenty!  Can I put the cup down?!”
	“Yes,” Kent said. “That was six spankings you spilled tea on, though.”
	Sarah sat down, her bare, red cheeks touching the hard surface of the couch.
	“What will you have me do?” she asked, eyeing the ice cubes with concern.
	Kent cleared the table, moving the teacups, their saucers, the teapot and the bowl of ice cubes to the floor.  He then sat down on the sofa chair, which let him look at the coffee table from the short side.
	“I’d like to get a good look at your ass,” Kent explained. “Get up on the table, on your hands and knees.”
	“I... see,” Sarah said.
	With her pants still on at her knees, she had to move carefully and awkwardly, turning her back to Kent and sliding sideways onto the table.  Kent knew from his experiences with Laura and Bailey that the little coffee table had plenty of strength.  Sarah bent her hips, sticking her cheeks up in the air, and braced herself on her hands.
	“Put your tits right down on the table,” Kent instructed, “get that ass up high.”
	Sarah coughed and lowered her chest down.
	“This leaves nothing to the imagination, I suppose,” she said.
	“I can’t see up your vagina, if that’s what you’re asking,” Kent said. “Although I suppose I could make you spread it for me.”
	Sarah whimpered, but Kent decided her exposure sufficed for the moment.  He could always push her harder the next time if it seemed like a good idea.
	Instead, he reached for one of the teacups, picking it up with its saucer underneath.
	“Don’t move,” Kent warned, and set it down carefully on the highest surface of her upraised cheek. “In fact, don’t even flex your muscles.”
	Sarah squeaked in dismay, but Kent had already grabbed the second cup and saucer and placed it on her other cheek.
	“This, Sarah,” Kent intoned, “is your punishment for spilling tea.  You’re going to stay in this position, your red ass cheeks in the air, for six minutes.”
	“Six minutes?!” she cried out. “With you looking right up my butt?”
	“Basically,” Kent said.
	“Ugh.”
	“If you’re a good girl,” Kent drawled his words out very slowly, “You will earn twenty more spankings.”
	“A good girl?” she asked.
	“Mm-hm.”
	“How good?” Sarah asked.
	“Not spilling a drop is a good start,” Kent explained.
	“What if I were a bad girl instead?” Sarah’s voice shivered.
	“Oh?”
	Slowly and carefully, she shifted her position.  With her shoulders already down on the coffee table, the saucers and their cups held steady while her right hand slid between her thighs.  Her middle and ring fingers appeared, glistening as they pushed through her vulva, and parted her lips.
	“That’s as bad as I can be,” Sarah said, “unless you let me take off my panties so I can spread my legs.”
	“This will do for now,” Kent told her. “Just rub yourself for me.  And don’t spill anything.”
	Sarah moaned, stroking herself.
	“How much,” she said with a gulp, “how much can you see?”
	“Your cheeks are spread pretty wide,” Kent taunted, “and I can see all your hair from here, nice and wet.”
	Sarah moaned.
	“If you come,” Kent warned, “you’ll spill the tea and that means no more spankings.”
	This drew a whimper.
	Kent watched the battle rage over the twitching woman’s body, her cheeks trying to hold steady as she stroked herself.  Sarah’s fingers grew more and more wet, the juice flooding out over her vulva, the little asshole squeezing in sync with her efforts.
	“How long?” she begged.
	“Four more minutes.”
	Another moan and her fingers froze.
	“Must be tough,” Kent said. “So close to orgasm, so close to those spankings you want.”
	Sarah whimpered, “Ke-ent!”
	“Your ass on display,” Kent went on, “your cunt all soaking wet.  Your naked tits laid out on the table.”
	A grunt now, and the fingers resumed stroking.  The teacups jingled in place, balanced on her cheeks.
	“Oh, gaw-awd,” she cried out, and the fingers stopped.
	Kent decided to unnerve Sarah, and said nothing, watching in silence for two more minutes as her twitching muscles jiggled the cups around.
	“You have two minutes left, yet, Sarah,” Kent said, “are you sure you can make it?”
	“I can,” she gasped, “I can.”
	“You want those spankings that badly?”
	“Oh, yes.”
	“Just come right now,” Kent said. “A little tea will spill.  So what?”
	Sarah grunted, her fingers still poking along her vulva, frozen in place with their tips visible to Kent.
	“Just stroke yourself,” Kent whispered. “Go ahead.”
	“Can’t. Take. Anymore.”
	“Poor thing,” Kent make a made a fake pouting noise.
	Sarah became paralyzed, trying to hold herself in place, refusing even to move her fingers, still embedded between her hips.  The last of her time was spent this way and when Kent saw that the time had expired, he stood up and removed both teacups at once.
	“Oh, thank god,” Sarah said, relaxing only for a moment.
	She got off the table, stretched for a moment, and immediately reached down and pushed her panties and pants to the floor all at once.  Turning to face Kent, she glared at him.
	“Now I can be a very bad girl for you,” she intoned.
	She sat on the edge of the coffee table and laid on her back, raising both of her legs in the air and spreading them as her breasts sprawled over her chest.
	“You want to see everything?” Sarah asked. “You want to see both holes?”
	She reached down and spread her lips with her left hand while her right middle fingers starting stroking.
	“Spank me!” she cried out. “Spank me hard!”
	Kent knelt on the floor and began ravaging her cheeks, alternating left and right as fast as he could, utterly heedless of the count.
	“Oh, yes!”  Sarah screamed. “Harder!”
	She slid across her clitoris and jabbed two fingers into her vagina as Kent slapped her cheeks as fast and hard as he could.
	“Yes!” she screeched at last, her thighs squeezing together around her hands as her orgasm struck.
	Kent listened to her gasping for breath, continuing his assault until her legs dropped and her body went limp.
	Sarah’s chest heaved with exhaustion and she sat up slowly.
	“This,” she said carefully, her eyes suddenly focusing on Kent’s, “this is what women will pay for.”
	“I see,” Kent said.
	Blushing slightly, she pushed her blouse back down to cover her breasts and crossed her legs.
	“If you can make Rebecca feel this way,” Sarah said, still trying to catch her breath, “you can make good money.”
	“It’ll be tricky to set up,” Kent said. “I have studies, you know.”
	“We’ll work around it,” Sarah assured him, “Don’t you worry.”
	She closed her eyes and took several deep breaths.
	“I need to compose myself,” she said, her eyes still closed, “But, is there anything I should do for you?”
	“For me?” Kent asked.
	Sarah raised her eyebrows and nodded toward his crotch.
	An instant pang of guilt struck Kent, and he didn’t quite understand it, but he pictured Bailey for a moment and suddenly felt uncomfortable with whatever idea Mrs. Anderson had in my mind.
	Probably wants me to come on her somewhere, Kent thought, humiliating for her but… not right for me.
	“No, thank you,” Kent said quickly.
	Sarah’s face turned into a bit of a pout.
	Ah, but she needs something more.
	“Kneel down,” he said.
	“Hm?”
	“You know what I’m going to do, don’t you?” Kent said.
	“Oh!” Sarah’s eyes opened wide and she gulped. “Of course.”
	She slid off the coffee table onto the floor and knelt down as Kent stood up.  He unzipped his pants, pushed his shorts out of the way and pulled out his erect penis.
	“What am I going to do?” he asked.
	“Slap me?” Sarah asked, “My face.  With your cock?”
	“Say ‘please’.”
	“Please,” Sarah squeaked out, cringing and closing her eyes.
	Kent began methodically striking every square inch of her face.  Sarah giggled, feeling the tip of his erection bouncing off her skin.
	Her nose, eyes, lips, cheeks and forehead turned red, whether due to the light impact, her embarrassment or the rush of blood from moving to the floor so quickly, Kent couldn’t say.
	When he felt he’d humiliated her enough, Kent tucked himself back into his pants.
	I don’t feel bad about that, but somehow my orgasms belong to Bailey.
	“Time for me to get going,” he told her.
	“Sure,” she said, standing up.
	She pushed her thighs together awkwardly, but failed to cover her triangle
	“Try to arrange something with this ‘Rebecca’ woman,” Kent said. “I’ll do my best to check in with you next weekend to arrange a time?”
	“Of course,” Sarah said.
	As Kent donned his jacket and headed for the door, Sarah fetched her pants and pulled them on.
	“Thank you, Kent,” she said. “Once again.”
	“You’re welcome,” Kent told her as he opened the door. “Later.”

