Two Hundred Dollars
	Kent busied himself unpacking all the boxes he'd moved in earlier in the morning.  He had just about filled his low-rent, low budget basement apartment and had started re-organizing things once he'd returned the moving van.  The timing on those things always ran tight and no way did a guy on his budget ever want to run overtime.
	With a bit of time now available, he could unpack.  His desk, which consisted of a piece of thick plywood he'd run a router and sander around the edge of, braced over a pair of three foot high speakers,  had gone up first.  The whiteboard, source of his organizing power, went up on the wall next to the door, so he could always see what he had on slate for the day on his way out.  After that, he had only bed sheets, clothes and books to take care of.
	In the middle of making some of the connections for his PC, Kent saw his housemate Bailey pass by his door, hauling a box of her stuff to her room down the hallway to the right.
	"Hey, Bailey," he called.
	"Hey, Kent," she gasped as she lugged a large box.
	"Need help?"
	"Naw, my dad's here."
	"We got it, son," an older man's voice echoed down the hall from the left, followed shortly thereafter by the old man himself, lugging another, larger box.
	"Alright."
	Considering it polite to do so, Kent didn't mention his issues with Bailey until she and her dad had finished moving their goods.
	"I'll get the van turned around," her father called out.
	"Okay," Bailey called back.  "I just need to use the washroom."
	Kent, by that point mostly unpacked, waited until Bailey came out of the washroom and was on her way out.  He didn't want to mention money in the presence of her father.  He really had no way of knowing how she handled that whole situation with her family.
	When she came out of the washroom, directly across the hall from his room, he flagged her down.
	"You know you still owe me two hundred bucks from last semester, right?" he asked, keeping his voice low.
	"From when?" Bailey's eyes widened in surprise as she moved to his left toward the stairway.
	"I paid the electrical and heating bills to the landlord in May?" he reminded her as he rolled his chair to the threshold of his bedroom.  "It was 940 for the four of us.  Sam and Taylor already paid me their share, but you could only pay me thirty-five.  It's just you – and it's September?"
	He stuck his head out into the hallway as she turned up the stairway.
	She ducked her head back into the hall and said, "I don't have cash right now, but I can get it to you later, okay?"
	"How much later?  I've been waiting months, right?"
	"Yeah, sure," she said, sweeping her short, red hair back past her ear.  She disappeared up the stairs, calling back, "I just need to hit the bank."
	Kent had never felt comfortable asking people for money, even when they owed him, and their other two housemates from the previous year had paid up promptly.  Only Bailey had needed reminding.
	When he thought about it later, however, he realized she had no need to visit a "bank".  Bailey could easily email him the money instead of using cash.  That didn't occur to him, however, until much, much later.

	Two weeks passed before Kent felt comfortable mentioning it again.  He left his bedroom door open that mid-September Friday night, knowing she'd come back in the evening before heading out to some party or other, and he could hit her up then.  By the time he heard the exterior door to the basement stairway open, he'd started his second beer.
	"Bailey?" he said as he heard her coming down.
	"Yo?"
	Kent stayed in his seat while he spoke, not wanting to be a prick about it and loom over her.
.	"I don't want to bug you too much, but can you start paying me back the money you owe me?"
	"Oh, that," Bailey looked uncomfortable as she stopped and leaned a shoulder against his door frame.  Her cheeks had gone rosy red, perhaps into her second or third drink.  "Yeah.  About that."
	"Look," he prodded hesitantly, "If you can just pay me twenty back at a time or something, that's fine."
	He hadn’t chosen the number at random.  Kent figured she had to have at least twenty on her, since she looked like she planned to go out – the tight blue jeans and mid-riff baring black shirt suggested it.
	"But I was going to use it -", she stammered to a stop and exhaled in frustration. "I only have twenty bucks until I get my next grant."
	While Kent worked a summer co-op and did lawn care in the evenings to pay his way through school, not everyone did.  When it came to grants, scholarships and student loans, a lot of organizations doled them out in small portions to make sure the less responsible students didn't blow it all at once.
	Kent sighed as Bailey tried to look apologetic.  She jogged her head side to side, as if trying to think of how to say something she didn't want to say.
	"Okay," she spoke finally, "do you remember last year, when we were drinking and fighting over what to watch on Netflix on that big TV you brought?"
	"Vaguely.  It is my TV."
	"I tried to grab the remote, right?"
	He remembered the occasion pretty well, but he let her keep talking.
	"Then you moved it away from me, near the TV, so I couldn't reach it," she went.  "And we started kinda, wrestling?  And I tried to lunge over top of you."
	"And I caught you and picked you up, threw you back on the couch," he added.
	"And I tried again," she pointed out.  "And you picked me up again and..."
	She trailed off.
	"And I slapped you on the butt."
	"You spanked me," she clarified, folding her arms.
	There was a long pause as they looked at each other.  Bailey held an expectant look in her eyes while Kent stared back, confused by this non sequitur.
	Kent looked thoughtfully around the room, let a few seconds tick by, and finally asked, "So?"
	"So," she paused for effect, probably, and then added, "Do you want to do it again?"
	Bailey inhaled sharply, sucking in her lips and compressing them almost as if she wanted to take the words back.
	"Spank you?"
	"Yeah."
	"Instead of... getting the money you owe me?"
	Bailey shrugged, looked at the ceiling, then nodded.
	Kent let his eyes widen.  His mouth opened, but no sound came out.
	"Y'know," Bailey stammered.  "If you want."
	"Two hundred dollars is a lot of spanking," the sentence lurched out of Kent's mouth because he couldn't think what else to say.
	"Not all at once," she said instantly.  "Just a few every week through the year."
	He tried to think clearly about this, even while his rebellious eyes wandered down her slim body. Bailey, seeing this and probably encouraging it, turned side on to him, resting her denim clad rear against the door frame.
	"Wait," Kent’s eyes came away from her body, giving space for a sudden calculation to dawn on him.  Arithmetic featured strongly in both their curricula, after all. "A few every week?  You think you can do this on 200 spankings?"
	"Well, yeah," she stood up indignantly.
	"I don't think so," he felt his metaphorical foot coming down.  "Maybe ... maybe ... and I'm not saying I'm doing this.  But maybe it's worth five spankings for every dollar."
	"Five?!" Bailey braced her fists on her hips.
	"Yeah, come on," Kent said. "I'm not rich here and neither are you."
	"But that would take -" Bailey started calculating then.  She couldn't rate any worse in math than he did.  "I'd have to do it almost every night."
	"We have two semesters," he shrugged, then started laughing because there was no way in hell this conversation had actually started.  Kent decided he had passed out from some illicit chemical accidentally added to his beer and some weird hallucinogenic dream had taken him in.  He should clearly levy a lawsuit against a brewery somewhere on account of this head trip.
	Bailey shook her head and folded her arms.  "No way.  That's a thousand times."
	"Like you said," he pointed out, "spread it out from now until May."
	"No way."
	"Okay," Kent replied with a shrug. "Then you owe me two hundred bucks."
	Bailey sighed with exasperation and put her hands on her hips again, but her indignant pose wasted itself as Kent had turned back to the work at his desk.
	"You bastard."
	He continued to ignore her.
	She opened her wallet and looked inside.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the single twenty sitting inside it.
	"Fine!" she announced and stepped into the room.  "But I don't want to lose track of the ... count."
	"Hm," Kent responded.  And, although he knew it for a stupid use of two hundred dollars, he said, "Alright."
	Standing up, he went to the whiteboard on his wall and scrubbed clear the upper right corner.  He blocked off a small box of space there and wrote "200" across the top of it, then drew a horizontal line underneath it, splitting the box in half.
	Kent then offered the marker to Bailey, "You come into my room, you put a hash mark under the line for each dollar you want to pay off.  When we're done, I'll change the number on top.  If you want to just pay back the money you owe me, you can do that any time, too, in any amount."
	Bailey took the marker, glared at him, exhaled sharply through her nose, and put one tick mark in the box.  She came all the way into the room and closed the door.  They had another housemate farther down the hallway past her room, and even the landlords might come down the stairs.  She didn't want everyone – or anyone – seeing this.
	“I’m going to turn the lights down, if you don’t mind?” she declared, and turned the dimmer on the wall to its lowest setting.
	"How do you want to do it?" Kent asked.
	Bailey paused, thinking.  She'd just been over his shoulder when he'd surprised her the only other time he'd spanked her, but she decided she probably wouldn't find that comfortable.
	"Um, in your lap?"
	"Like a bad schoolgirl?" he asked.
	"Sure."
	Kent moved to his bed and, with a deep breath, Bailey knelt on his right and laid across his lap.
	With a breath, he decided he might as well press his luck at this point.
	"Your pants?" he asked, trying to keep his voice steady and confident.
	She looked at him over her shoulder, "What?"
	"Pull your pants down?"
	Bailey bolted back up and sat on her heels, staring him in the face from inches away, "No way."
	"Come on," he backed away just a little and waved at her lower body. "You're wearing jeans, for god's sake.  That won't feel like anything."
	"I'm not taking my pants off."
	"Not off," he said, "Just pull them down."
	"No."
	"Alright," he said. "Then it's ten spankings for a dollar."
	"I-" she stammered to a stop again.
	"You won't even feel it through denim," he pointed out, "Ten on the pants or five underneath."
	Bailey compressed her lips and exhaled through her nose again.
	"Fine," she said. She took a deep breath and answered, "Ten on top."
	Kent nodded in agreement as Bailey laid herself out again.
	"You want to count?" Kent asked.  “Or should I?”
	"I will."
	"You sure about this?"
	"Go ahead."
	With her laying across his lap from right to left, it made for a good angle with his right hand.  The right cheek, farther away, looked easier to strike.  He let her have a loud, sharp slap to the lower part of her cheek.
	She let out a low "oof" of surprise as her body shook.  "One," she said.
	Kent laid his hand a little higher on her right cheek, pulled back and struck her again, a little harder.
	"Hoo ... two," she said.
	He moved his hand outward and struck again.
	"Three," she said, "You're trying to turn my whole cheek red, is that it?"
	"Spreading it around," he said.  “Seems cruel to hit the same spot.”
	“How sweet of you?” Bailey laced her voice with heavy sarcasm.
	He moved even higher, then, away from the thickest part of her butt, toward her spine and lower back, and struck a fourth time.
	"Four," she whispered.
	The fifth one, he struck square in the middle of her cheek again.
	"Five," she said.  "Can you do the other side now?"
	"Your call," Kent said as he slid himself backwards onto the bed and pushed Bailey's hips farther away from.
	"Better?" she rolled her eyes as he laid his hand on her left cheek.
	"Much.  Ready?"
	"Yep."
	He decided to do this side differently, and struck her square in the centre of her butt cheek, right on the meatiest part of her bony butt.
	"Six," she breathed.
	He struck again at the same spot.
	"Se-e-e-even."
	Once more, he hit the same spot and let his hand rest there after striking.  Maybe she’d stop with the sarcasm now.
	"Eight," she panted.
	"Sure you can handle ten?"
	"I'm fine," she gasped as she spoke quickly. "Finish it."
	"Alright."
	Kent laid two more smacks, harder than all the ones before, dead on the centre of her cheek.
	"Nine and ten!" Bailey announced and stood up immediately.
	She blushed heavily when she looked at him and couldn't meet his eyes for more than a moment.  With her gaze locked on the floor, she pointed at the white board.
	Kent walked over to the board and wiped the "200" and the tick mark off, replacing them immediately with "199".
	"It's a long way to go," he said.  "With Christmas break and all the weekends we're away, we'll have to do this every night we're both here."
	Flushed with something between embarrassment and accomplishment, Bailey nodded, "I have to go... get ready now.  Later."
	She never met his eyes and disappeared into her bedroom.  Kent closed the door behind her and called up some desperately needed porn in his browser.  He had a sudden desire to watch something with spanking in it.
	If Bailey went out drinking that night, he didn't hear her leave.

	He went for a run Saturday before hitting the study hall with a few of his friends trying to figure out their homework.  For the night, he stayed in.
	He wasn't surprised, having left the door to his bedroom open explicitly for this purpose, when Bailey came in around midnight.  She'd definitely been out drinking and grabbed one of the markers from the whiteboard.
	She used it to make two tick marks in the little box and glared at him defiantly.
	"Twenty?" he rotated his chair to look at her.
	"That'll be good for the weekend, then, right?" she said.
	"Alright.  You sure you aren't too drunk for this?"
	"How could I possibly be too drunk to get spanked?” Bailey raised a single eyebrow.
	Kent considered this.  "What I meant was, ‘Do you know what you're doing?’"
	"I'm paying off a debt," she said.  "Here, watch me walk a straight line."
	She then paced off, toe to heel, one foot after the other, a path from the door to his bed.
	"Good enough?" she asked.
	He shrugged and sat on the bed.  She laid herself over her lap.
	"Over top of the jeans?"
	"Yep."
	"Ten each side?"
	"Yep."
	He started spanking her, a bit harder than he had the day before, knowing that she couldn't feel it through the alcohol, but that she might just feel it the next morning – or at least see it if she looked in the mirror.  Kent wondered how long the redness persisted.
	Bailey playfully counted along, making "oof" noises when he hit a good spot.
	He switched to the left cheek and she mechanically shifted her hips away from him, without his prompting, so he'd have a better angle.
	"Eleven!" she said as he began on that side.  "Twelve."
	"Ugh, Christ!  Thirteen."
	He started slapping her faster, hoping to get a sharper response.
	"Jesus," she said.  Then, "Sixteen."
	At nineteen, she cursed his name.  Then, finally, "Twenty."
	Bailey stood up, rubbing her cheeks through her jeans.
	"You bastard," she remarked and, this time, managed to look him in the eyes as she pointed to the white board.
	"You can stop any time," he pointed out.
	"I'm fine," Bailey's voice grew a hard edge.
	"One ninety seven," Kent announced as he fixed the white board. "But the next time you come here, be sober."
	All said, Kent found it pretty satisfying, and he hadn't put a dent in his new found fetish for spanking porn.

	He saw her Sunday morning at breakfast, slightly hungover.  Kent munched on a bowl of corn flakes at the little breakfast table when Bailey came down and sat across from him.  She winced as her butt touched the chair and she lifted herself up, then sat down again more carefully.
	"How ya feeling?" he asked as she poured herself some coffee.
	"Fine," she said airily.  "It's cool."
	"Still going through with it?"
	"Yeah," she sipped her coffee. "It's worth it."
	Kent continued munching on his corn flakes.
	"I get a break today, though," she said.  "Took two last night."
	"Need a break?"
	"Yeah," she said.  "Did you mean it?"
	"Mean what?"
	"About being sober."
	"Yeah," he warned. "One or two drinks, max.  Don't come like that again."
	Bailey inhaled cool air across the surface of her coffee and took another hot gulp.
	"Alright, I guess," she said, "I'd end up wasting all the money I'm saving anyway."
	Kent nodded.  "Yeah, that too."
	He nodded to her and put his dishes in the dishwasher and left the house to hit the study hall again.

	Late Sunday night, he came home and went to bed and closed his door, not expecting Bailey to drop by.  At the earliest, he thought she might show up Monday night, but might be hesitant based on either the soreness in her flesh, or his rule about her being basically sober.
	His first lecture rang him in at 8:30, which meant crawling out of bed pretty early, wolfing down a bowl of oatmeal, and heading out to class.
	He saw nothing of Bailey that day nor that night, even though he left his door ajar for her.  Tuesday passed and Wednesday went by.  He passed her in the hall when he went to brush his teeth late Wednesday night, but she kept her eyes averted and slid past him without a word.
	Thursday arrived and she slipped into his room around 6pm, just before he was about to make dinner.
	"You're a bit behind," he remarked as she made a tick mark on the white board.
	"I'll catch up later," Bailey spoke to the floor.
	She crawled over his lap as before and lifted her hips so he could deliver her spankings for the night, five on each side of her denim covered cheeks.
	After she'd counted out "Ten!", she stood back up.
	"There," she declared, "I did it sober, alright?  Now I'm going out for a drink."
	But she turned right, not left, out of his bedroom, which meant she went to her bedroom, not outside.
	Kent didn't feel the need to jerk off right then, so he left the door open after he adjusted the number on the white board.  The apartment went silent for about half an hour before he heard Bailey's bedroom door open.  As she went by his room, she glanced in and their eyes met.  Although she looked determinedly sober, her face had run a flushed red.  She was gone in a flash, visible only a moment through the doorway, but he'd seen the black jeans she'd switched into and the snug, red sweater.
	He couldn't be sure of what had just happened, but he knew he'd missed something crucial.  With a mental shrug, he returned to his video game.

	His classes on Friday finished at noon, which meant he could head home then and take a short nap before preparing for his evening Chem lab.  The autumn air blew gently through his room from the small, ceiling-level window, letting him drift off gently by about 1pm.  He had learned to leave his door open on days like this because it let the air flow through from his window and out the other side of the basement apartment, where he had also opened the kitchen window.
	Bailey found him like this, half sleeping, in the middle of the afternoon.  He heard his door close and woke up blearily, just in time to see her make a tick mark on the white board.
	"Now?" he murmured.
	"Why not?" she said.
	"Alright," he sat up. "How do -"
	"Wait," Bailey held up a hand. "You said it's only five if I pull my pants down, right?"
	Kent felt a stirring below.
	"Ri-ight."
	"Just a sec," she said, and quickly left the room.
	About half a minute later, she slipped back in and closed the door.
	"Okay."
	He sat up in bed with his legs on the floor and she crawled over into his lap.  Underneath her body, he felt her unbuttoning her jeans while coincidentally grinding her knuckles against his partial erection.  Bailey unzipped her fly and pushed the waistband of her jeans down at the sides, revealing a nicely cut pair of solid black panties.
	"Far enough?" she asked.
	"A little more – get past your cheeks."
	She obliged, pushing until the bottom of her cheeks were visible.  "Good?"
	"Uh, yeah."
	"Uh, yeah," she mocked lightly, "I can feel you poking me underneath."
	Bailey then lifted her hips to get away from his erection, exposing her cheeks a little better.
	"How do you want to split them?"
	"Split what?"
	"The five spankings."
	"Oh, that," she said.  "Just do them on one side.  We'll switch next time."
	Kent reached out and laid a hand on her right cheek, his thumb over her panties and his fingers on her bare skin, giving her a little squeeze.
	"Ahem," she snarked. "The deal was spanking, not groping."
	"Right," Kent replied.  "Ready?"
	She nodded.
	The sharp tone in her voice had brought out the best in him.  He laid a hard smack dead centre on the part of her cheeks unprotected by her panties.
	"Oh, you bastard," she retorted.  "One."
	"Too hard?" he asked.
	"Screw you," Bailey replied, taking his remark for a taunt.
	He let her have another strike, just as hard, but up higher where her panties covered her.
	"Mm," she groaned. "Two."
	"Panties don't help much?"
	"Shut up."
	A third whack.
	"Three," she groaned in exasperation.  Then, "Four!"
	He let her have a last, solid whack right on the underside of her cheek, so she'd remember this when next she sat down.
	"Five.  Hah," she shouted and let her hips relax, falling into his groin.
	She stood up immediately and looked down into his lap.  "Turn on for you?"
	"Yeah, it is."
	Bailey eyed the bulge in his shorts.  "Do you jerk off after?"
	"Sometimes," he said.  "Depends."
	"Hmph," she replied, and pulled her pants back up before turning and leaving.  She closed the door behind her.
	Masturbating seemed like a good idea then.
	
	He didn't see her again until late Saturday night.  With only a severely dimmed light on in his room, he'd left the door open again while he played an RPG past midnight.  He was in the middle of a hectic battle when he heard the upstairs door open, close and lock.  Footsteps tapped stealthily down the stairs and paused outside his bedroom door.  Kent ignored them, deep in an online battle with friends counting on him.
	The door creaked open and he heard clothing brushing past the doorway.  The virtual battle raged on as he delivered healing spells to desperate guildmates.  In a corner of his awareness, he heard Bailey making two marks on the whiteboard.
	"Just a sec," he told her.  "Battle's almost over."
	"Okay," she whispered, apparently patient.
	Eventually, the oversized Ogre and his cadre of Orcs fell before the combined might of his guild and he signed off, trusting his guildmates to share the loot properly.
	Kent turned his chair around to deal with Bailey, and stopped short as he saw two girls in his room.
	"Laura, was it?" he asked the girl with the long, dark hair.
	The girl nodded.  She was a bit heavier than Bailey, but that went for most of humankind, and she had breasts like Bailey didn't.  Her features ran a little more rounded, where Bailey had sharp edges.
	"You brought an audience?" Kent checked the whiteboard, confirming the sound he’d heard.
	"Not exactly," Bailey said, carefully toe-heeling her way over to the bed.  "Sober, see?"
	"Uh-huh," Kent replied dubiously, eyeing Laura.
	"I owe her a favour, alright," Laura said.  "So she told me what she was doing, and I – I wanted to help."
	"Help?" he asked, then turned to Bailey.  "You actually told someone what we're doing?"
	"Help," Bailey confirmed as she sat on his bed.  "I'll do one and she'll do one."
	Kent turned back to Laura.  "You're signing up to be spanked here.  You know that, right?"
	Laura giggled.  Both girls, he realized, had been drinking.  'Sober' was a relative term.
	"Alright," he resigned, "Who's first?"
	Laura said, "Bailey" at the exact same moment Bailey said, "Me."
	As Kent moved to the bed, he asked, "Jeans up or down?"
	"Oh!" Laura exclaimed, "you said it was -"
	"It's ten on top," Bailey spoke quickly. "But, um, five underneath."
	"Oh, well.  I'll do it on top," Laura said.  "You didn't even mention -"
	"I know," Bailey soothed her.  "It's fine."
	Bailey laid herself over his lap and twisted her hips to present her left cheek better to his right hand.
	"Like that?" Laura sounded surprised.
	"Yeah," Bailey looked at her.  "How else?"
	"Oh, that's fine," Laura said.
	Bailey looked back at Kent in the dim light and nodded.
	He delivered his first spanking to the lowest part of her left cheek.
	"One," she said calmly.
	A desire seized Kent, that he should make it hard for her to sit down in the morning, and he struck the same spot again.
	"Two," she winced, then, "Three!  Four!  Five! Okay ... okay ... the left side."
	Occasionally, Kent looked up at Laura, who stared in fascination at her friend's rear.  For one spanking, he looked away from Bailey's body to see Laura's reaction at the moment he struck.  The girl bit her lip with each strike he delivered.
	"Nine .... and ... Ten!" Bailey announced.
	She stood up, rubbing the underside of her cheeks.  "Thanks," she told Kent.  "I won't be able to sit for the entire weekend.  How do I explain it to my parents?"
	"You're going away?"
	"Yeah, just until Monday."
	Kent knew that Bailey had arranged her schedule to have no classes until late Monday afternoon, just so she could take weekends like this.
	Bailey turned to Laura, "Still want to take one for me?"
	"I – yeah, sure," Laura stammered as she walked over to Kent.
	Kent held up a hand and stopped her more directly, almost putting that hand on her stomach.  "Are you sure?"
	"Yes," her voice came out steady and confident.
	"What did you mean when you asked 'like that'?" he asked.
	"What?"
	"Before, when Bailey laid down," Kent replied.  "You said 'like that?'  What were you expecting?"
	"Oh, nothing, nothing."
	"Honestly, what was it?"
	Laura sighed and looked up at the ceiling.  "I just didn't think that was how you did it."
	"How did you think I did it?" Bailey interjected.
	"Well, you know," Laura wiggled her head side to side.  "Sort of ... well ... bent over."
	There was a pause then and Kent realized he'd let Bailey dictate how they handled the whole thing, from a mechanical point of view.
	"Well," Kent said.  "It's your butt.  How do you want it to be?"
	"Well, it doesn't matter," Laura flustered.  "It's just the way ... y'know ... when I was a kid."
	"If you want it that way," Kent said softly, still sitting down patiently.  "Just show us."
	Laura looked at Kent's lap, then at Bailey.
	"This is embarrassing," she declared.
	"If you don't want -," Kent started.
	"No, no, it's fine," she waved him off.  "Here, like this."
	She turned her back on him, stuck her ass out in his direction, and put her hands on her knees.
	"This is how you were spanked as a child?" Bailey asked.
	"Yeah, my mom and my dad would make me stand like this."
	"When were you raised?" Bailey asked.  She shifted her stance and her tone turned almost maternally judgemental.  "Was it the 1950s?"
	"It was Utah, alright?" Laura complained.
	"That's how you want it?" Kent asked, eyeing the way the khaki material stretched over her cheeks.
	"Yes," she said.  "Go ahead."
	Kent stood up, moved to her left side and laid a hand on her left cheek.  "Here?"
	"Just like Bailey," Laura said.  "Five on each side."
	"You should count," Bailey said, taking a seat on Kent's desk chair, right in front of Laura.
	"I know," Laura rolled her eyes.  "You told me already."
	She took a deep breath, waiting expectantly.
	Kent squeezed her cheek first.  Bailey had taken this for a grope, which it was, but it also performed as a check, to make sure she hadn't slipped some padding under her clothes.  In truth, Laura's khakis would protect her a lot less than denim.
	He pulled his hand back and let it fly, striking a loud, high pitched snap off her left cheek, a much different sound from than he produced against denim.
	"Ooh," Laura huffed.  "One."
	He struck again, trying to find a sweet spot where he could catch a lot of flesh at once.
	"Two", she hissed out.
	Kent moved lower, gave her two in rapid succession on the lower part of her ass.
	"Three, four!"
	He gave her one more hard whack, just above the thickest part of her butt.
	"Five!" she cried out.  "Now the other side."
	Kent moved in closer, brushing his pants up against the side of hers, so his right hand could reach across her body to get her right cheek.  This he squeezed and caressed too.  Unlike Bailey, Laura didn't complain.
	"Ready?"
	"Mm-hm."
	He decided to focus on one spot this time, striking low under her right cheek over and over again.
	"One!  Two?" she cringed.  "Ooh, right where I sit ... three!"
	As much as she complained, Laura never wiggled or moved her hands from her knees.
	"Four!" she cried out.
	When he paused for a moment, she looked over her shoulder.  "Well?  Finish up."
	He let her have one more, hitting her harder than all the spankings before, square in the centre of her cheek.
	"Ow!" she called out.  "Five."
	As she straightened up, Kent looked at her.
	"What?" she asked.
	"You never flinched or moved," he said.  "Not even once."
	"I ... well ... no," Laura stammered.
	"Your parents trained you that way?" Kent asked.
	"Yeah, I guess so," she said.  "You weren't allowed to move when you got spanked.  Didn't your parents spank you?"
	Bailey shook her head.  Kent said, "No."
	"Well," Laura puffed out.  She turned to Bailey, "Are you all caught up now?"
	"Caught up?"
	"You said you fell behind," Laura said.  "And I owed you a favour, to help you catch up.  So you're caught up now?"
	"Oh, right," Bailey murmured.
	"Bailey missed Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday," Kent explained, "But she did Thursday and Friday."
	"But today's Saturday," Laura sighed in exasperation.  "So you've still got today and Wednesday to do?"
	Bailey's eyes came back into focus and she stared at Laura.
	"Stupid," Laura chided Bailey.  She walked over to the white board and grabbed the marker.  "What do I do?  Put two more marks here?"
	"Um, yeah?" Kent looked at Bailey in confusion.  Bailey shrugged in helpless reply as Laura made two more tick marks in red marker.
	Laura returned and took Bailey's hand.  "Come on.  You're first, right?"
	She tried to pull Bailey upright and gave her confused friend a nudge toward Kent.
	"Well, okay," Bailey said.
	"Tell you what," Laura said.  "You try it my way and I'll try it yours."
	Bailey shook off her bafflement and looked at Kent.  He raised his eyebrows and shrugged.
	"Okay," Bailey agreed and turned her back on Kent, bending over to put her hands on her knees.
	When he touched her left cheek, she suddenly stood up straight, "Wait."
	Kent withdrew his hand, "What?"
	"Five underneath, right?" she asked.
	"Sure," he said.  "But do you want to do that with your friend watching?"
	"Yeah.  Why not?" Bailey shrugged
	She unbuckled her jeans, unzipped them, and pushed them down.  She wore a pair of dark blue panties this time, shaped with a bit more of an inward curve so they sloped down to a very thin section at her crotch.  They covered almost none of the parts of her cheek he wanted to spank.  Even in the dim light, he could see that both of her cheeks were red from the spankings he'd already delivered.
	As Bailey bent over and touched her knees, her jeans fell farther down her body, only the stiffness of the material stopping them about halfway down her thighs.
	Kent put his hand back on her bare left cheek.  "Ready?"
	"Go."
	The sound his hand made slapping her flesh was even higher-pitched than the when he'd spanked Laura through her khakis.  A delicious snap echoed through the room.
	"One."
	"Do you think you'll be able to sit down tomorrow?" he asked.
	"Depends if you go lower or not," she kept her voice calm.
	Laura came around and sat on the bed.  "Okay if I watch from behind here?" she asked.
	Bailey looked over her shoulder and said, "Whatever."
	Kent pulled his hand back and slapped her cheek again, low and hard.
	"Twoooo," Bailey whistled softly.  "You're trying to make it so I can't sit down?"
	"Isn’t that what you asked for?"
	"Hmph," she replied.
	A third slap echoed in the tiny bedroom.
	"Three."
	"Sooo red," Laura commented.
	Kent delivered his fourth strike, charitably striking higher.  It didn't get the same reaction, but the vibration travelled through her bare flesh most deliciously.
	"Four," Bailey remarked.  "At least that was a different spot."
	"I'm going low again, for the last one."
	"Okay," Bailey bit her lip.
	Figuring it his last shot, he let her have it low and hard, letting his fingertips catch and graze off the uppermost part of her thigh.
	"Five," Bailey breathed out in relief.  She gingerly pulled her pants back up, buckled them, and carefully sat down on his – thankfully soft – desk chair.
	Kent sat back on the bed, admiring the look on Bailey's face.  At least he felt like he was getting his money's worth out of the deal.  It wouldn't make sense if it was easy for her.
	"Across your lap?" Laura asked.
	"However you like it," Kent reminded her.  "Or not at all, if you don't."
	Laura hesitated. "No, I'll do it.  But, um -"
	She stood up and leaned over to whisper something in Bailey's ear.  Bailey's eyes widened and her eyebrows went up.
	"I don't know," Bailey replied. "We never – um – Kent?"
	"Yes."
	"What if she does it, you know, bare?"
	"Bare?"
	"Like, naked," Laura put in.
	"Naked?" Kent asked.  "Like all your clothes off?"
	Laura held up both hands, palms facing him and frantically waving, "No, I just mean, my panties pulled down too."
	"Oh," Kent said.  "I was going down to three if you're naked.  But, bare-ass, okay ... let's say four."
	"Just four?" Laura asked.
	"This is about paying for money owed," Kent explained.  "Like a punishment, sort of.  And spanking a bare ass isn't much different from panties."
	Laura leaned over and whispered in Bailey's ear again.
	Bailey nodded in sympathy and stood up.  "We'll be back in a moment."
	The two girls quickly slipped out of the room and went next door.  It took Kent a moment to realize what the girls had gone to do, once he remembered that Bailey had done something similar the first time she'd pulled her pants down for him.  Laura, he realized, hadn't thought she'd be showing her underwear to anyone tonight.  Consequently, she'd worn boring underwear she didn't want him seeing.  He thought it a very strange affectation for someone getting spanked.
	If he had it right, Laura had access to Bailey's underwear drawer and was picking through them.
	"Okay," Laura said, entering ahead of Bailey.  "Ready."
	Bailey sat down in his chair too quickly, winced and hissed, then seated herself more carefully, whispering, "Bastard" under her breath.
	Laura, unlike Bailey, unbuckled her belt and unzipped her pants while still standing in front of him.  Once she had them undone, and the little red lingerie tag was sticking out above the waist of her pants, she got up on the bed and laid herself over his lap.
	"Like this?" she asked, and pushed her khakis down until her cheeks were uncovered and a pair of red panties, probably Bailey's, were revealed.
	"Push it down a little farther," he told her, "So I can see your whole butt."
	Laura wiggled a big, inching her pants down.  The red panties were edged with lace and dove between her cheeks, obviously a little too snug for her more generous frame.
	"Which side?"
	"Um," Laura hemmed. "Maybe go back and forth?"
	"Alright," he said, and nudged at her hips.  "Lift up a little so I can get the closer side."
	She lifted her hips, given him a better look at her, and he tilted her a little away from himself as he laid his hand on her right cheek – the one farther away.
	"Ready?"
	"Uh-huh."
	He slapped her hard and low, watching the undulation move up her cheeks, shaking the panties.
	"One."
	Kent squeezed her left cheek and let her have one low and hard there too.
	"Two," she said.
	Back to the right.  He gave it to her higher, just to watch how differently her muscles shook.  Bailey was skinny, but Laura had just enough weight on her to give a nice wave of flesh.
	"Three."
	On the left, he struck dead centre, observing a similar vibration.
	"Four," she said.  "Are you trying to make me red everywhere?"
	"Yes," he admitted, "But I think I want you to remember me every time you sit down."
	Bailey snickered, but Laura said, "Do it lower, then."
	He gave her right cheek a good squeeze, then spanked her hard on her upper thigh.
	"Hooo," she whistled and stood up in sudden reaction, saying, "Five."
	But she'd been in such a hurry to stand, she hadn't grabbed her pants, so they fell down to her ankles, giving him a good look at the scant coverage Bailey's panties gave her pubic triangle.  Kent, therefore, discovered that Laura kept herself trim, but not shaved, through the transparent portion of those borrowed panties.  Slightly embarrassed, she pulled them right back up, giving Kent a good look down her shirt at her breasts and the white bra that contained them.  If it hadn't been so dark, he imagined that, with such a loose bra, he might have seen her nipples inside the cups.
	A moment later, she had her pants back up and started work on the buckle.
	"Well," Laura said as she zipped up, "I promised to get you caught up.  Are you sure you're caught up now?"
	"It's Saturday," Bailey said, "I was behind by 3 days and I'm caught up."
	"Although you're going away tomorrow," Kent pointed out.
	Laura glared at Bailey again, "So you'll fall behind again?"
	"Well -" Bailey stammered.  "I can just catch back up on Monday."
	"No, no!" Laura waved a stubborn finger in the air.  "I won't have you saying I didn't keep my promise, or that I still owe you one."
	"I really -" Bailey stood up to block Laura as her friend brushed past her and took the white board marker.
	"One more," Laura ticked it off on the board, "Together.  Then we're done."
	Bailey looked at the mark in exasperation. "But my ass -"
	"What sort of favour does she owe you?" Kent wondered aloud.
	Bailey sighed in admission, "I did help her out.  It was kind of a big deal."
	"Okay," Laura ignored Bailey's declaration. "Your way or my way?  We'll do five each."
	"I don't know," Bailey shrugged, fully exasperated at this point.
	"What about Kent's way?" Laura turned and looked at him.
	"My way?" Kent asked.  “I’m not sure Bailey even wants -”
	“No,” Bailey put in. “I’m fine if she’s fine.”
	Laura waved a hand between them.
	"Which way do you want to do it?" Laura emphasized.
	"I've always let you pick."
	"Well, you decide," she insisted.  "But make it so you can do us both at the same time."
	"Alright," Kent said, "Then just stand side by side and – sort of – lean over the desk."
	Bailey took a deep breath and turned her back to him, leaning her body over about forty-five degrees and putting her hands on the desk.  Laura took a place just to her right, so her khakis rubbed up against Bailey’s jeans.
	"You want me to do five each?" he clarified.
	"Go back and forth," Laura insisted.
	"Yes," Bailey waved an exaggerating hand in the air.  "We're doing this together after all."
	Kent stood up and put his hand on Bailey's left cheek.  "How do you want it?  Left-right, left-right?"
	He imagined himself going right across all four ass cheeks in order, but he wanted them to say it.
	"Just do it already," Bailey said.  "However you like."
	"Oka-ay," he said, and took Laura by the hips, pulled her away from the desk a bit and then moved her over so her body half covered Bailey's.
	"I'll go your left," he squeezed Bailey's cheek, "Then your left." He squeezed Laura's.
	"Fine.  Go already."
	He whacked Bailey solidly on the centre of her cheek.
	"One," Bailey called out.
	Immediately, he moved over to Laura and let her have a swat right in the middle of her left cheek as well.
	"Two," Laura sang.  "I thought you wanted to make it hard to sit."
	What is with Laura? He wondered.  Is this even a punishment for her?
	Bailey sang out, "Three" after he spanked her.
	Then he went lower on Laura and she spat out, "Four."
	He went back and forth between their ass cheeks.  "Five!"  "Six!"  "Seven!" "Eight!"
	His last shot at Bailey, he took a swat at the side of her cheek, managing to find fresh flesh to assault.
	"Ow!  Nine!" she cried out.
	But for Laura, he stayed low, giving her his most powerful strike yet.
	"Ten!" she yelled out.
	The two girls immediately separated and rubbed their rears.
	"Nice and red, I bet," Kent said proudly.
	"Five dollars off the board," Bailey pointed out coldly as she carefully sat down in his chair and pointed at the white board.
	He took the brush and marker and cleared out the tick marks the girls had made.
	"One hundred ninety left," Laura noted.  "At least I helped a bit."
	"Yeah, thanks," Bailey twisted her lips with sarcasm.
	"Hey," Laura said.  "I took, like twenty five spankings of the... holy shit... one thousand you have to take?"
	"And Bailey deeply appreciates it," Kent said.
	Laura rubbed under her left cheek, almost as if savouring the feeling.  "I haven't been spanked since I was, like, nine years old.  Forgotten how it feels."
	"It'll be a couple of days of remembering the 1950s, then," Bailey said, her eyes gone blurry. "Alright, I'm off to bed, I need to head out early tomorrow."
	"Later," Laura said, almost cheerily, and the pair departed, both in the direction of Bailey’s room.
	
	With Bailey gone on Sunday, he had time to catch up on his studies, fill out a couple of lab reports and play a crap load of video games.  All the while, though, he considered his housemate and her friend.
	Kent had calculated with a high degree of certainty that Laura had disappeared into Bailey's room specifically to borrow a pair of sexier looking panties, just so she'd look good while being spanked.  That said a lot about her.  While her friendship, and whatever debt she owed Bailey, might have driven the start of the interaction, her insistence on carrying through with more spankings than she'd originally promised told him how excited the whole thing got her.
	Remembering the look in her eye as she'd rubbed her swollen cheeks, he also believed that she would worm her way back into the payment scheme somehow, whatever it took.
	That said, the daylight hours of Sunday turned into night, and morphed into Monday morning while he played video games.  Monday became a day of classes and he didn't run into Bailey until evening darkened the sky.
	She came down the stairs just as he returned to his room with a snack.  She looked unusually sweaty, but a strange, late September heat wave had struck.
	"I had a stupid chem lab and got crap all over me," she complained as she tossed her backpack on the floor of the laundry room.  She hustled into her room and came out with a towel.
	"Later," she said and disappeared into the bathroom.
	With a shrug, he finished his snack and turned to his computer, dedicating about half his brain to listening to the sound of her showering across the hall, imagining which part of her naked body Bailey soaped up as he heard the water irregularly spilling off her onto the floor of the tub.
	The shower water cut off as he destroyed a virtual pair of trolls and looted their bodies.  He imagined her stepping out of the tub, towelling off, gently wiping her body down.  Maybe her cheeks were still a bit red, requiring tender treatment?
	The bathroom door opened and he glanced sideways out the door, hoping to catch a glimpse.  She'd only taken a towel in, so she wouldn't have clothes on yet.
	Instead of catching a glimpse, however, Bailey stepped directly into his doorway, a long yellow towel covering her from armpits to just past her knees.  Her short, red hair still hung wet around her sharp-featured face.
	With a quick check down the hall in both directions, she spoke in a low voice, "You said it's only four if there's no panties, right?"
	"Right."
	"Okay," she bit her lip and slipped into the room.
	After retucking the towel extra tight against her chest, she took the marker and made a single tick mark on the board.  Bailey then turned to face him, twisting her lips thoughtfully.
	"It's only three if you're naked," Kent offered.
	Bailey's eyes narrowed thoughtfully as she dimmed the ceiling light once more.  "That's okay.  I'm just deciding how to do it."
	"Your way or Laura's?"
	"Maybe your way is easiest," she said.
	She moved over next to him by the desk and braced herself against it with her left hand.  Her right hand reached back as she bent down to grab the hem of the towel and pull it up her back until her legs were uncovered.  She had to gather it a bit to pull it up high enough so he could see her ass.
	"This is the most of you I've ever seen," Kent observed as he stood beside her.
	"I just became aware of that," she said.  "I'm also sober and there's still a lot of light in here."
	"Hopefully no one looking in the window."
	Bailey's eyes darted to the window which was, after all, at ground level, but nothing lingered out there besides a collection of wild flowers.
	"Okay," she said.  "Four."
	"Which side?"
	"Two and two."
	"Still a little red," he observed, laying a hand on the reddest part of her left cheek, the part she sat on.
	 "Yeah," Bailey had started panting.
	"You okay?" Kent asked.
	"Fine," she said quickly.  "Just waiting for you, you bastard.  Probably going to make it hard to sit down."
	"Probably," he said.  "These are expensive spankings at only four per dollar."
	Bailey seemed to be hyperventilating.  "Just... do it, already."
	She pushed her hips out a little, making the towel drape forward, uncovering the front of her thighs.
	Kent couldn't hold back at that point and laid a hard slap on the lowest, reddest part of her cheeks.
	"Mm," she groaned.  "Just do them all on that side."
	He struck again, slapping her low, seeing the redness come back instantly.
	Bailey groaned again.
	He waited, his hand resting on her cheek, then said, "You're supposed to count."
	"Oh, right," she said suddenly, "Two."
	"You wouldn't want to lose count," Kent pointed out.  "You'd have to do them over."
	She looked over her shoulder.  "You think I get an extra spanking because I forgot to count?"
	"What do you think?" Kent shrugged back.
	Bailey looked away at the wall, tilted her head in angry thought.
	"I won't forget again," she promised.
	He pulled his hand back and slapped her left cheek again, bringing out a nice, rosy red colour.
	"Three."
	For his last strike, he came at her higher, so he could watch her muscles shake with the impact.
	"Oh!", she announced her surprise.  "Four!  I wasn't expecting it there."
	She stood upright and rubbed her bare rear before realizing she still had the towel pulled up, so he got a brief look at her groping herself before she covered up again.
	"One eighty nine," Bailey sighed.
	"You can just use, like, money to pay that off," he pointed out. "Any time."
	"No," she said wistfully as she turned around and leaned back against his desk.  "This is fine.  I just don't know how I'm going to think of this by the end of the year."
	Kent began to see her point of view.  After two hundred days of spanking her, his own perception of sexuality might shift, too.
	"We'll find out, I guess."
	They sat in silence for a moment, Kent admiring the way Bailey's towel wrapped around her, splitting to show part of her leg just above her left knee, and Bailey looking at the ceiling thoughtfully.
	"About your friend ..." Kent said.
	"I got her out of a bunch of trouble," Bailey interrupted quickly, not meeting his eyes.  "I won't say for what, since I'm the only one who knows.  But she wanted to pay me back, and I was drinking... so I told her."
	"Took a lot of convincing, did she?"
	"No," Bailey held her mouth in an 'o' shape for a long time.  "No, she did not."
	"Hm."
	"Yeah," she agreed with his unspoken judgment.
	Another long pause suffered out between them.
	"But this works for me, y'know," Bailey said as her eyes went down to his feet.
	With that befuddling declaration, she heaved herself forward and slipped out of his bedroom.
	His hand still stinging from the spankings he'd given, he turned on his computer and called up some porn.  If it 'worked' for Bailey in one way, it worked for him in another.

	Bailey softly closed the door to her bedroom and locked it before turning on her upward pointing lamplight, setting it to its lowest setting.
	With that set up, she untucked her towel and laid it over the small drying rack she kept in her room.  She opened the smallest top drawer of her dresser and withdrew a pair of plain white panties, the boring kind she would never let anyone see her wearing.  She didn’t care about the look right now, but the feel.
	On her bed rested two pillows.  A lot of people had two pillows, so Bailey felt safe that no one would find this suspicious.  One of the pillows had a soft, downy centre, perfect for sleeping.  The other was a very stiff, corduroy model wrapped in a thin pillow case.
	She pulled on her panties, tucking them tight against her body, and got into bed on her stomach.  Lifting her hips up in the air, Bailey pushed the corduroy pillow down between her legs and squeezed it between her thighs so that the corner pushed up against her genitals.
	Using the bed and her legs to hold it in place, she pushed down on the pillow so it rubbed through her panties against her clitoris.
	If she got it just right, the firmness of the pillow corner and the softness of her panties would just do the job.
	The best part about this position, which Bailey had always favoured, was the way it left her hips up in the air.  She could easily imagine herself across Kent’s lap and made herself believe his erection poked at her, instead of this pillow.
	Additionally, with her chest and her knees securely bracing her body on the bed, her hands remained free.  Bailey traced her fingertips over the sore parts of her cheeks, imagined the red flushed parts of her rear that would make it hard to sit down tomorrow.  They tingled where she touched herself and a light breeze, coming in through the window and out through the gap under her door, provided a light, cooling relief to her flesh.
	She pushed her hips down and felt the pillow and her panties opening her lips a little, forcing her clitoris downward toward her vagina.   An involuntary twitch came from below.
	This, she realized, will come faster than usual.
	Kent probably hadn’t figured out yet why Bailey had made her offer.  Probably hadn’t realized she couldn’t have just “forgotten” about owing someone two hundred dollars.  Hell, no.  She’d felt this way since the first time they’d wrestled over the TV remote and he’d spanked her.  The guy was strong enough to do that, but not so arrogant or prickish that he wouldn’t stop if she told him to.
	She pushed down again and let out a soft moan as her orgasm approached.
	Bailey knew Kent could spank her plenty harder, but didn’t, because he was just the sort of guy who didn’t do that.  Kinky?  Yes.  Perverted?  Well, he was a guy.  Did spanking really even count as “perverted”, if pretty much everybody would probably be into it?  Kent probably even thought he was hitting her “hard”, not realizing how timid he actually was.
	Pushing her face down into the blankets to muffle her moans, she started humping the pillow faster, forcing her clitoris farther out of its natural position.
	There it is.
	She’d almost taken up his offer – to remove the towel and be completely naked in front of him.  But, no, she didn’t need that.  She’d needed his spankings.  Needed to feel her bare cheeks exposed to him.  Needed to -
	Ahhh!
	Her thighs clenched around the pillow as she thrust into the bed and her orgasm overtook her.  She tried to keep her scream to a minimum, plunging her face deep into the mattress to muffle what came out of her mouth as her vaginal muscles clenched away at nothing and her hands seized her sore cheeks.
	With a sigh, she fell over sideways in bed and gently removed the corduroy pillow from its position.  Her panties hadn’t leaked through to it.  That was good.
	Contented, she pulled the blankets up over her naked shoulders and fell fast asleep.

