Chapter 22

	“A condom?” Laura’s words floated into Kent’s ears as she inched back from the edge of the bed and placed her feet next to her cheeks.
	Her wet lips, soaked by a mix of her own juices and Kent’s saliva, spread slightly before him.
	Kent rose from the floor and flexed his neck, lately strained from orally pleasing Laura while having to fight against the involuntary clenching of her thighs.
	“Are you sure?”
	“Oh, yeah,” Laura’s wide eyes convinced him.
	Those eyes traced down his body to the erection poking the fabric of his shorts from the inside.
	“It’s mine to give,” Laura said, her nervous tongue tracing the dryness of her lips with tiny flicking motions.
	“And you’re giving it to me?” Kent asked, watching her eyes.
	Laura nodded, still looking at his erection.
	“You should take a look first,” Kent told her.
	He pulled his erection in and slipped the waistband of his shorts over it, then let them slide to the ground.  Laura’s chest rose anxiously and she bit her lips when she saw it.
	“You’re sure?”
	She nodded vigorously, but appeared to Kent to draw towards hyperventilation.
	“Relax, Laur,” Bailey whispered, laying down beside her. “Or it won’t go in.”
	“It’ll go in,” Laura blurted out quickly. “Oh, it will.  I’m so wet, right now.”
	“Okay,” Kent soothed.
	He opened his drawer and drew out a condom, tearing the wrapper with practised ease.  He easily checked which way it unrolled and applied it to himself, Laura watching carefully the whole time.
	“Those are good ones?” she asked.
	“Only the very best,” Kent assured her calmly.
	Laura gulped as Kent drew closer, laying his erection across her vulva.
	“Ready?” Kent said.
	“Of course!” Laura told him.
	She inhaled deeply again and looked Kent up and down.  Sitting up and squeezing his penis between their stomachs, Laura reached for the hem of Kent’s shirt and lifted it up over his head.
	“That’s better, right?” she asked.
	“Sure,” Kent said, “And you?”
	“The shirt,” Laura offered, “But leave the bra.”
	Kent and Bailey cooperated to remove Laura’s shirt and Kent took a moment to check on Bailey while the shirt covered Laura’s eyes.
	Good? Kent’s gaze asked Bailey.
	Bailey nodded with a look Kent decided bordered on exhilaration.
	She seems happy, then, Kent thought, a tinge of surprise going through him, that’s fortunate, this close to the event.
	He’d worried, for the entire day, that they might have to abandon the entire enterprise based on Bailey’s last minute anxieties.
	It’s one thing to stop because Laura doesn’t want to, Kent thought, she’s actually participating.  But if I had to stop Laura because Bailey got cold feet...
	On the other cheek, Kent also recognized that all three of them participated in everything these days.
	No one gets left out.
	Laura laid back again, her transparent black bra keeping her breasts tightly in place, holding everything and hiding nothing.
	Her eyes wandered down Kent’s body again, staring at the shaft laying over her vulva.
	“Will that-?” she stammered. “Will that all fit?”
	Bailey laughed lightly, forcing a blush to Laura’s face.
	“It should,” Kent said. “But there’s only one way to find out.”
	Laura inhaled again and nodded, closing her eyes.
	“Just relax,” Bailey said. “Relax.”
	Laura’s eyes popped open.
	“I’m ready.”

------------------------

	“I’m ready,” Laura said, and felt the mattress fall away from her, gravity having departed for the occasion, as part of her body drifted down and away, her stomach suddenly feeling hollow while her heart pounded in her chest.
	She caught her breath, trying to fill her lungs, to put anything into the gap left by the piece she’d tossed away.  Her body stretched, trying to hold the pieces together, but she no longer wanted the part now jettisoned.
	A little twist like a cough seized her stomach, and something snapped as it fell away from her forever.
	Oh, Laura knew she could call out ‘stop’ and Kent would listen, but she wouldn’t do that.  She had watched the roller coaster pass its tipping point, the weight of the front cars on the far side of the drop overcoming the weight of the cars behind.  Someone in the rear car, like Laura right then, knew she had passed the point of no return.
	She watched Kent slide the tip of his erection down her wet, matted strip of hair, felt the tip slide between her lips, looking for the hole, and knew it for inexorable forward momentum.
	This is why I wanted to be on the bottom, Laura thought, whatever Bailey said about comfort and pain, I’m sure Kent will go easy.  I want to just give the word and nudge the roller coaster along with that first push and... let it pull me all the way down.
	The tip of his erection found her entrance.
	My hole, Laura shivered. He’s going to put it in my hole.
	Kent started pushing, that swollen head working its way forward.
	I’ve seen that monster enough times, Laura thought, the top part is the widest.  Once that part is in... oh.
	Her entrance expanded, stretched by Kent’s girth, and Laura felt her eyes widen.
	Zero friction, but it’s so big!
	Laura was just on the verge of protest when the head slipped past the ring of her entrance.
	“Oh!” she heard herself coo out. “Oooh!”
	Unable to control the moans that came from her throat, Laura tilted her head back and let them come out.
	I gave it to him, she thought, it’s all mine now because I gave it.  I can take it back and give it again and do whatever I want because it’s mine.
	“Okay?” Kent asked.
	Her head lolled sideways and she made eye contact with Bailey, trying to tell her friend that yes, everything was okay.
	“She’s fine,” Bailey whispered. “Aren’t you?”
	Laura moaned in what she hoped sounded like an affirmative.
	“All the way?” she manage to hiss out.
	“Not yet,” Kent said.
	He slid farther in, but the peak of stretching had passed and the rest of the endeavour consisted only of length.
	That whole thing will fit inside? Laura thought, feeling her body fill up with Kent’s stiffness.
	With a gentle touch, Kent’s pelvis came to rest again her cheeks.
	“Hah!”, Laura breathed out.
	She reached for Bailey and pulled her friend into a tight embrace while Kent began slowly thrusting in and out of her.
	“What is it?” Bailey asked. “Is it good?”
	“S’great,” Laura breathed in her ear. “Should you do spankings?”
	“Now?” Bailey asked.
	When their gazes met, Bailey’s eyes lit up.
	Mine must look like that, too, Laura realized, feeling the burning inside her face.
	“It’ll make him harder,” Bailey sang out a gentle reminder to Laura.
	“Fill me up,” Laura said. “Take up all the space.”
	I want him to use it all, take it all.  Use all of me.
	“Alright,” Bailey smiled as she slithered backwards off the bed, her eyes still locked to Laura’s.
	She disappeared behind Laura’s knees for a moment and Laura heard a thump on the white board.
	“Double price?” Bailey said, speaking in Kent’s ear. “Since you’re inside her?”
	“Right,” Kent’s voice came out husky and worn.
	This must be hard on him, too, Laura thought, keeping control.
	Laura saw Bailey whisper into Kent’s ear, but she only caught the word, ‘Remember.’
	Remember what? Laura thought.
	Laura shifted her weight to let Bailey take a place next to her, twisting Kent’s erection around inside her, pushing at her walls, stretching her entrance, forcing a moan as her eyes fluttered.
	“Four more spankings,” Bailey said. “Two dollars.”
	Kent stopped even his gentle thrusting and Laura felt him stiffen inside her, locking her in place.
	Oh, god, I didn’t think it could actually get harder.  I thought Bailey was joking!  What if he comes?  He can’t come yet!
	Condom or no, Laura hadn’t counted herself ready for that feeling, nor yet the risk.
	Bailey wanted him to come inside her, and I’m happy with that. God, he’s already big enough and I really don’t know about how safe it is if Kent comes.  How good are condoms anyway?!
	As Laura considered Kent’s expanding girth and its ramifications for the structural integrity of the latex covering him, she found Bailey nestled in at her left side, hips up in the air next to Laura’s knees.
	“Hang on,” Bailey warned.
	Laura nodded.
	Kent paused in his thrusting and Laura realized in his trembling the tenuousness of his grasp on his own staying power.
	If he thrusts while he’s spanking, he probably won’t be able to stop himself from coming.
	Bailey bit her lower lip and Laura could sense, from Kent’s movement inside her vagina, that be groped Bailey’s cheeks unseen.  Laura tried to move her left leg to give herself a better view, but this nudged Kent’s erection around, pushing sideways at her insides.
	There is no room left inside me, she thought, unless he can go deeper.  I think there’s room deeper.
	But Kent, despite having received a generous helping in that department, could not penetrate her anymore profoundly than he already did.
	There has to be a way, Laura thought with a moan as she tried to slide her body downward, just a little farther in.
	She met Kent’s eyes, blurry and weary, a bead of sweat dripping down from his forehead.
	Look at him work for us.
	Cautiously, Kent’s hand swept back and struck Bailey’s cheek, making a delightful little snap.  Next to Laura, Bailey turned to look over her shoulder as she rolled her eyes
	Yeah, that’s not gonna count.
	“Come on, Kent,” Bailey said. “Make me earn it.”
	“Right,” Kent huffed out.
	The hand came back again, the penis twisted and torqued against Laura’s insides, and Kent struck a satisfying blow that forced Bailey to close her eyes.
	“Thirty two,” Bailey said, the satisfaction of a compliment in her voice.
	Bailey wiggled her cheeks at Kent, shaking the bed.
	She’s enjoying this, Laura thought, tormenting Kent up there.
	Laura reached down to push on her vulva, and recoiled slightly when she realized how wet she’d become.  Her finger had slid right through to her clitoris.
	I’m a gooey mess.
	Another spanking landed.
	“Thirty three,” Bailey called out with a grin.
	A third one cracked from Kent’s palm as Laura toyed with her clitoris.
	Oh, god.  It’s happening.  It’s happening.  I’m going to come and there’s no room inside me.  My insides can’t take it-
	“Thirty four!”
	Laura felt her eyes cross as her fingers jabbed at her clit and her vaginal muscles clenched painfully around Kent’s penis.
	No room!  No ro-o-o-o-o-oom!
	The spasms went on and on as Kent wedged himself inside her and delivered the last devastating spanking to Bailey’s rear.
	“Oh!” Bailey exhaled. “Thirty five.”
	Laura winced, feeling her muscles attempting to strangle Kent’s penis inside her.
	Like having a giant steel rod pinning me in place.
	Thankfully, her orgasm faded, the last pulses loosening her muscles.
	“He’s still hard,” Laura whispered to Bailey in a panic. “It’s too tight.  How is he going to get out?”
	Why do I want him out all of a sudden? Laura wondered, but her anxiety overruled her.
	“Very-” Kent muttered, reading her worries more than her intentions. “Very, very carefully.  Gimme a sec.”
	Kent took several deep breaths before he shifted his hips, angling downward as if he meant to pull out of her towards the floor.  Laura shifted to try to make this more comfortable for the two of them, but instead twisted at his erection.  Kent froze in place, on the edge of orgasm, cringing to hold it back.
	“Don’t move,” he whispered.
	“Right,” Laura breathed back.
	Kent took another soothing breath before attempting to move again.  When he did, he slid cautiously back out of her, the intensity in his eyes showing them the degree of difficulty in the manoeuvre.
	Bailey turned on her side, watching avidly to see Kent’s erection slide out of Laura’s vagina.  When the back of the head of his penis hit the ring of her entrance, her muscles proved too tight and her hips lurched downwards, pulled along.
	“Easy,” Kent said, taking hold of her hips. “Just down and out.”
	With his grip on her waist, Laura couldn’t move with him, so his swollen head pushed outward at her, just as it had on the way in.
	“Oh!” Laura moaned, but Kent had already left her.
	Wow, empty!  Laura thought, her insides relaxing with the departure of the intruder.  She rotated her hips in relief.  I feel like I missed it.
	While Laura thought about what it meant to have had a penis inside herself, Bailey laid out on her back.
	“My turn?” Bailey asked, although Laura wasn’t sure whom she had asked.
	Kent’s erection, covered in latex, covered with a copious amount of Laura’s internal fluids, still hovered over Laura’s vulva.
	“Your turn,” Laura confirmed, thinking of poor Kent, ready to blow at any moment.
	Kent reached for the base of the condom, making to roll it up.
	“No,” Bailey said, her voice impatient. “Just stick it in.”
	“But it’s wet,” Kent told her, his voice as blurry as his eyes, “From Laur-”
	“I don’t care,” Bailey told him. “Stick. It. In.”
	Laura pulled her legs up and turned on her side so Bailey could spread her legs toward Kent.
	She wants this? Laura wondered. My... juices are all over that condom.  And now it’s going inside her.
	Her orgasm having passed, Laura felt her high coming down and didn’t count herself certain she would want the same thing in Bailey’s position.
	Kent had no further doubts, however, and set his thoroughly soaked shaft to rest on Bailey’s vulva, bisecting its prominently displayed ‘K’ of neatly trimmed hair.
	Bailey’s giving him herself as much as I am today, Laura thought.  Damn.  I wonder if I can sit up.
	“That’s it,” Bailey murmured softly to Kent. “Gimme.”
	Kent closed his eyes, moved his tip down her lips and, using much less care than he’d taken with Laura’s vagina, buried himself to the hilt inside Bailey.
	Bailey threw her head back and crooned out a long, high note.
	“Yeah,” Bailey breathed out. “Holy fuck.”
	“He’s really hard,” Laura said.
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey nodded.
	Are my legs working?  I feel like I’ll never be able to put them together again.
	But she managed, feeling the inside of her body as she never had before, rearranging itself.
	Will it ever feel normal again?
	Laura regained her feet and walked past Kent, thrusting away at Bailey.  Wobbly, she reached the white board and leaned up against it with her left hand as her right took the marker and made an extra mark.
	“My turn,” she said to Kent as she passed by on his right and leaned over the bed. “Make it four more, and do the last one right when you come.”
	Shouldn’t have trusted my legs like this, she thought, but here we are.
	“Go ahead,” she told Kent, locking her knees as best could.
	The first one landed before Laura had even finished speaking, coming in hard on the outside of her right cheek.
	“Thirty six,” she squeaked.
	“Fuck,” Bailey cursed again.
	That’s gotta be stretching her out, Laura thought, that monster is so swollen and hard by now.
	Another spanking cracked off Laura’s cheek and she heard Bailey cry out with excitement.
	“Thirty seven,” Laura said, watching her friend approach orgasm.
	Laura dropped her shoulders down to the bed and slid her hands down under her body.  The fingers of her right hand plunged through her sopping wet lips to rub across her clit.
	Why did I kick Kent out of my vagina? she wondered again.  I could have come again if I’d just waited a bit.
	Bailey panted next to Laura’s ear, but Laura, focused on keeping her legs from collapsing, couldn’t even look over at her friend.
	“Oh, Bai,” she complained. “These spankings are hard.”
	Bailey let out a moan at this and Kent let Laura have another one, low on her right cheek.
	“Ow!” Laura cried out, accelerating her stroking, back and forth, around and around. “Thirty eight!”
	If Kent kept true to his ways, the last spanking would mark his orgasm.
	It’s going to be even harder, Laura thought, we charged him up like this and now it’s coming back out at us.
	Bailey arched her back so hard, Laura could feel the tension in her friend’s body, stretched out alongside her own.
	“Ye-es!” Bailey cried out.
	Oh, god, Laura thought.
	Bailey’s body jerked next to her, a violent spasm that looked almost dangerous.
	What does that even feel like with such a hard erection inside her?  Laura wondered, imagining the way Kent’s penis must fight against all the pressure Bailey put on it.
	Laura felt another moan building inside her.
	Oh, god, Kent.  Spank me now, before it’s too late!
	Fortunately, Bailey’s contortions did finally have the effect of forcing Kent to come.  Kent let out a half-grunt, half-roar as he came and laid down the hardest spanking of Laura’s life, dead centre on her right cheek.
	“Oh!” Laura cried out, trapping her clitoris against her pubic bone and squeezing it between two of her fingers.  “Thirty ni-i-ine.”
	The searing pain pushed her over the edge and her knees gave out, dropping her hips first to the bed, then to the floor.  Only her arms worked, squeezing the mattress’s edges to keep her limp body from pouring itself all over the floor.
	Laura’s stomach shuddered with every contraction of her second orgasm.
	Mine, mine, mine, she thought, is it all mine now?  My whole body?  Did it work?
	When she recovered, Kent had already withdrawn from Bailey and Laura watched him hold the condom up.  He squeezed it, demonstrating at least to himself that it hadn’t leaked.  Laura felt a little bit of herself relax at the sight.
	See? Condoms are fine.
	When he’d tossed it away, he knelt down beside Laura.
	“You okay, Laur?” he asked, still breathless.
	“Yeah,” she nodded through the sweat tacked hair crossing her eyes, “Yeah.”
	Bailey peeked over the edge of the bed to look down at her with concern.
	“Come on,” Bailey said. “Up here.”
	With Kent’s help, they got her to her feet and then up on the bed.
	His erection spent, Kent lay on his back with Bailey’s head on his left shoulder, her back to the wall, and Laura sitting cross legged on his right side.
	“You sure you’re okay?” Kent looked up at her dreamily.
	Laura leaned over, put her elbows on her knees, and focused on Kent’s penis.
	“Why is it so important?” she wondered aloud.
	“What?” Kent asked.
	“Your penis?” Laura specified. “Or penises in general.  Why does it matter whether or not I’ve had one of them inside me? I feel like we make too big a deal out of it.”
	It looks a lot more harmless now, she thought, maybe that’s why I don’t think it’s a big deal.
	Kent looked at Laura, down at his own dwindling erection, and back at Laura.
	“It’s only as big a deal as you make it out to be,” Kent said. “But how was it for a first time?”
	“Good,” Laura’s eyes went wide, flicking to meet Kent’s eyes before going back to his penis. “I mean, I didn’t expect much, but it barely hurt and it was... nice, you know?  I wasn’t sure I could come, but I did.  But it was too tight, so it was a really weird orgasm.”
	“Pretty good,” Bailey said. “I’m glad it didn’t hurt too much, at least.”
	“She was wet,” Kent explained.
	“I know,” Bailey pointed out.
	Laura watched as Bailey closed her eyes and took a deep, satisfied breath.
	“Bai?”
	“Yeah, Laur?”
	“Why didn’t you want him to change condoms?” Laura asked, biting her lower lip with regret.
	I wanna know and I don’t wanna know.
	“I was in a hurry,” Bailey said, her voice casual though her shoulders shrugged defensively.
	“Come on, Bai,” Laura drawled. “Tell us.”
	Bailey sighed and opened her eyes, looking at the ceiling.
	When she can’t meet our eyes, that’s when she needs to say something real.
	“I wasn’t sure,” Bailey spoke softly, “how I’d feel to actually see you two... well, fuck.”
	Taking her cue form Kent, Laura merely listened attentively without interrupting.
	“I thought I might hate it,” Bailey said. “Or that you might, I don’t know, be better than me at it.”
	Don’t say anything.
	“But then, you were so loyal,” Bailey went on,  her eyes turning briefly to meet Laura’s as shame reddened her cheeks. “Spanking yourself like that.  I couldn’t turn you down.  I got to thinking about what you deserved.  And what does it mean to deserve another person?  And then I decided you deserve him as much as I do.”
	Bailey looked up at the ceiling again and a sharp inhalation, almost a sob, came out of her.
	“So I decided to be a good friend,” Bailey said. “But I thought I might still hate seeing it happen.”
	So much truth, Laura thought, watching Bailey now roll on her side to face her friend.
	“I mean, look, Laur.  I love watching Kent spank you.  Love watching your ass get red.  When I’m close to coming, I even love spanking you.”
	Bailey gulped and turned to look at Kent.
	“I thought I might hate watching you go inside her,” she said. “But I didn’t.  I watched it happen, watched her twist and turn and moan.  I loved it.  It turned me on.”
	“Oh,” Kent said, his only break of their mutually agreed silence.
	“I don’t know why,” Bailey addressed Laura again and waved her free, left hand in the air. “But seeing you stuck on the end of his cock like that-” Bailey shivered “-it just pushed me so hard.”
	Laura waited several heartbeats to make sure Bailey had finished.
	“Thanks, Bai,” she said. “It means a lot.”
	“I was mean to you, though,” Bailey said. “I’m sorry about that.”
	“I already accepted your apology,” Laura reminded her. “Don’t worry about it.”
	Bailey grimaced, but nodded.
	“And what about you, Laur?” Kent asked. “Do you own your body now?”
	Laura closed her eyes and inhaled, trying to find the answer to that question.
	Am I the owner, now?  Have I taken my body away from the Church and my parents and claimed it for myself?
	Laura opened her eyes, wincing slightly.
	“I don’t know,” she said.
	Kent and Bailey both raised their eyebrows.
	“You gave me your mouth,” Kent said. “Your pussy, your tits and your ass.”
	“What else is there?” Bailey wondered.
	Laura looked over them both, back and forth.
	“Something she doesn’t want to say,” Bailey told Kent.
	“Clearly.”
	“I know what I need,” Laura sighed, looking up at the ceiling. “It’s gotta be all at once.”
	Bailey raised one eyebrow this time and looked over at Kent, hoping for clarification.
	“Damned if I know,” Kent shrugged.
	Laura tested her legs and stood up on the floor, feeling more stable by that point.  She walked over to the board.
	“Can I fix this?” she asked.
	“You’re down to two dollars,” Kent sighed. “Sure, go ahead and fix it... just this once.”
	Laura wiped the board completely, erasing the “$6”, the tick marks and everything, and instead wrote, “$10” in the corner.
	“Ten?” Kent asked.
	“Two plus six plus two,” Laura explained. “The two dollars we still haven’t paid from before, plus six for coming with your penis inside me and two more for making myself come just now.”
	“Oka-ay,” Bailey drawled out. “I didn’t know if you would keep-”
	Laura cut her off with a wave of her hand.
	“I will need Kent again,” Laura said. “If it’s okay with both of you?”
	Bailey sat up and her eyes cleared away their sleepy bedroom look.
	“You wanna fuck again?” Bailey asked.
	Laura nodded.
	Bailey smiled back.
	They both looked down at Kent’s groin and shared a troubled look.
	“Hey!” Kent protested, getting up on his elbows. “Give me a minute or two.”
	“We need to get Kent going again,” Laura said.
	“I’ll start,” Bailey offered instantly. “Don’t worry.”

-------------------------

	Bailey took Kent by the hands and reoriented him to sit on the edge of the bed to face the room. She planted Laura right next to him.
	Kent expected Bailey to go to the white board next and make a mark or two, but she first rearranged the stool so it stood right in front of her two friends in the middle of the room.
	“Okay,” Bailey said with a deep breath.  She climbed up on the stool and gave Kent another eyeful of the ‘K’ she had shaved into her pubic hair. “Okay.”
	Seeing Kent naked and Laura wearing only a bra, Bailey suddenly decided the time had come to remove her own shirt, revealing her transparent green bra.
	Alright, Kent thought, what now?
	“Last time,” Bailey said. “I was really mean to Laura.”
	“Bai!” Laura protested.
	“No!” Bailey cut her friend off. “I was really mean and I made her spank herself to prove she was my friend because-” a deep inhalation again as she looked at Kent “-I thought she might steal you.”
	“I wouldn’t-” Kent started.
	“Sh!” Bailey cut Kent off with a slice of her hand. “That was wrong and I want to show her I’m sorry.”
	“She’s upset,” Laura explained to Kent, “But it was part of the ga-”
	Bailey held a finger out, threatening Laura.
	“Then the game is still on,” Bailey said with a sniff. “So play.”
	Laura pursed her lips and glared at Bailey.
	Bailey glared back.
	Kent quietly watched, tracing the emotions washing over both of their faces and folded his arms, trying to disappear from the scene for a moment while the girls worked out their issues.
	Something like surrender came over Laura’s expression before she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and opened them again.
	“You’re right,” Laura said haughtily, ticking her chin in the air. “You do owe me.”
	Bailey’s demeanour changed, her head tilting in dramatic defiance.
	“Owe you what?” Bailey asked.
	“Hands on your knees,” Laura instructed. “Stick your ass out.”
	“Why should I?” Bailey intoned.
	Laura glared at Bailey, trying to play the part but also baffled by her utter lack of a script.
	“You, you,” Laura stammered.  She searched for words in frustration and finally blurted out, “You want to watch your boyfriend fuck me or not?”
	Bailey’s expression of shock looked so authentic to Kent that he had trouble holding in a laugh.
	I think we broke something inside Laura, Kent thought.
	“Yes,” Bailey slowly deadpanned.
	“Then you owe me spankings,” Laura said. “Hands on your knees.”
	As Bailey turned away from Laura, Kent caught the slightest hint of a smirk on her face.
	“Like this?” Bailey asked.
	“Stick it out more,” Laura said.
	Bailey arched her back.
	“Start spanking,” Laura told her. “I’ll count.”
	“How many?” Bailey asked.
	“I’ll – I’ll,” Laura stammered again before righting herself.  “I’ll tell you when you’re done.”
	Kent watched the interplay between the two girls and he could see how much effort Laura put into her new role.  She had raised her chin and nose in the air and pushed her shoulders back, making her chest stick out.
	This isn’t her, really, Kent thought, seeing the trembling in Laura’s hands, but it’s cute how she’s trying, stretching that bra out across her breasts like a boss.
	As Laura had, Bailey braced herself with her left hand spread across both her knees and placed her right hand on her right cheek.  The spankings came fast and hard, one after the other, five in all delivered to the centre of her own right cheek.
	“One, two, three, four, five,” Laura sang out, keeping her nose up and her tone imperious.
	“Is that enough?” Bailey asked.
	“No,” Laura’s sarcastic dismissal came through nearly sincere.
	Bailey took five more swipes at her cheek, slapping the exact same spot, building up a nice red hue to her skin.
	“Six, seven, eight, nine, ten,” Laura said. “Keep going.”
	With Bailey’s rear pointed directly at Laura, Kent could see a bit of Bailey’s expression and caught her mouth hanging open, surprised that Laura hadn’t even let her ask.  Regardless, she resumed spanking herself.
	After Laura counted to fifteen, she paused, letting Bailey catch her breath.
	“Is that enough?”
	“Let’s slap the other cheek a little,” Laura replied.
	Bailey switched her hands up and started spanking her left cheek.  As she did so, Laura reached over and gently ran her fingertips over Kent’s shaft.  With Bailey’s cacophony in the background, Laura smiled at Kent before refocusing on her friend.
	“Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, twenty.”
	“Is that enough?” Bailey asked.
	Twenty had sufficed for Laura to prove her loyalty to Bailey.  Kent wondered if-
	“Hm,” Laura tilted her head and looked up at the ceiling, “Almost.”
	If Bailey held herself shocked by this, she kept her reaction to a minimum and immediately resumed her self spanking.
	Kent watched Bailey’s cheek and thighs shake with each pounding she delivered to herself, felt Laura stroking his cock, and finally listened to Laura count up to twenty five.
	“Are we done now?” Bailey asked again, slightly agitated.
	Laura rose from her seat and took a step over to Bailey, leaning over to examine the red spot on her friend’s left cheek.
	“So close,” Laura peered, her voice lowering. “But you missed a spot.”
	“A spot?” Bailey asked.
	“Yep,” Laura patted a spot low on Bailey’s left cheek, “right here.”
	“Oh,” Bailey’s gulp looked authentic to Kent. “Okay.”
	Bailey placed both of her hands on her knees then, and waited.
	Laura wound up and handed her friend a solid, low spanking on a fresh part of her cheek.
	“Ow!” Bailey cried out.
	“Twenty six,” Laura pronounced, “I think we’re good, now.”
	“We better be,” Bailey said, rubbing her cheek as she turned around and stepped off the platform to eye Kent. “Looks like it worked, too.”
	Kent looked down, noting the strength of his new and growing erection.
	Laura stood and put her hands gently on the back of Bailey’s neck to pull her downward until their foreheads touched.
	“I love you dearly, Bai,” she sang out, a patronizing tone evident, “but don’t ask me to do that again.  It’s too weird.”
	She kissed Bailey on the forehead and released her.
	“Fair’s fair,” Bailey said, “Apologies should be real.”
	“Fine,” Laura rolled her eyes, “But let’s let that be the end of it.”
	Bailey nodded, then turned to look at the white board.  Side by side, she and Laura walked over.
	“Now we have ten dollars to deal with,” Bailey pointed out.
	“I want them all gone,” Laura reminded Bailey. “Don’t forget.  Clean slate.”
	They turned around, in unison, and looked at Kent over their shoulders?  Kent raised an eyebrow, wondering how they planned to take care of ten more dollars when their cheeks had already taken so much.
	“How are you going to handle that?” Kent asked, gesturing at Bailey’s ass.
	Bailey, drawn by his gaze, tilted her hips so she could look down at her cheeks.  Laura leaned over sideways.
	“You are pretty red,” Laura pointed out.
	“We’ll have to make them count,” Bailey shrugged.
	“The bras?” Laura asked.
	Bailey nodded, “They have to go.”
	Laura’s took a deep breath and hesitated.  Her hands went to her cheeks, probing and touching, flinching back when she hit a sensitive spot.
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“I have to see something,” Laura said quietly.
	Still wearing only her bra, Laura tiptoed out of the bedroom, across the hall and into the washroom.  Turning on the light, she turned her back to the mirror and looked her cheeks over, shifting her hips side to side.
	Shortly, she returned.
	“You can be naked,” Laura said, “But I need to put my shirt and maybe my panties back on.”
	“Why?” Bailey’s eyes boggled.
	Laura looked over her shoulder, down at her cheeks.  What she saw, Kent couldn’t see, but it clearly disappointed her.  She went up on her toes and whispered into Bailey’s ear, which led to both girls turning their backs on him to huddle.
	While they talked, Kent took a seat on the bed and examined their cheeks from a distance.  Bailey’s had grown red from all of her self-smacking, angry circles on the centres of both cheeks, with very few obvious markings anywhere else.  Kent couldn’t remember creating such a sharp contrast on their cheeks before.
	I suppose I could count those marks I made on her ass down low, but they’re dwarfed by the hammering she gave herself, smaller hands or no.
	Laura definitely didn’t have the angry, focused redness, but Bailey’s paddlings with the spatula had given her a few sharp impressions and Kent’s work stretched from the top of each cheek to the bottom, leaving the outsides mostly untouched.
	The girls finished talking and moved to the white board.  Laura made three marks before handing the marker to Bailey, who added two of her own.
	Bailey turned, eyes wide, to gaze at Kent, a warning of sorts.
	Laura re-capped the marker and turned around as well.
	“Kent,” Laura began, then paused, looking at Bailey for help.
	“What?” Bailey asked, “Now you can’t say it?  You just-”
	Laura made an imploring gesture and Bailey sighed, rolling her eyes.
	“Fine,” Bailey said. “Turn around and stick it out.”
	Pleased for some reason, Laura got up on the stool and did as Bailey had instructed, exposing herself again.
	“Laura,” Bailey began anew, “wants to make sure she’s given you-” Bailey coughed here “-her whole ass.”
	Kent snickered at this.
	“What?” Laura asked over her shoulder.
	“Nothing, Laur,” Kent called out, then lowered his voice toward Bailey, “Go on.”
	“She wants everything red,” Bailey continued. To demonstrate this she indicated the outside of Laura’s left cheek. “See here?  Untouched.”
	Feeling that she had done her job, Bailey retired and sat at Kent’s left side, her right hand reaching for his erection.
	“So she wants to direct where the next spankings go?” Kent asked.  He shifted his voice to a tone of warning. “There’s an extra charge for that.”
	“Oh, right,” Laura remarked. “So if I take off my panties, how many spankings would you do?”
	“It’s normally four spankings per dollar,” Kent said. “So it would be five.”
	“So, fifteen?” Laura asked.
	“Right.”
	Laura inhaled.
	“And?” Kent wondered.
	“Do you think that’s enough?” Laura asked. “To make the whole left cheek red?”
	“I’m sure I’ll manage,” Kent promised. “Now let’s be clear.  You’re asking me to spank you wherever I need to, to make your whole ass red?  What about the right?”
	“It’s already a little red, but we can finish it later,” Laura pledged in return, bouncing on her toes, “Just use fifteen spankings to make the left as even as you can.”
	Kent, seeing that the girls had only made enough marks for five of the ten dollars owed, thought that a reasonable approach.  Bailey took a tight grip on his erection, forcing him to inhale.
	Laura wants to give her whole self,  Kent thought, and that means making her ass perfectly red.
	“It will be picture perfect,” Kent told her.
	Laura let out a little squeak of pleasure and wiggled her cheeks at Kent, then sighed.
	“What’s wrong?” Kent asked.
	“I’m just a little sorry you can’t come on it when you’re done,” Laura pouted. “Imagine what a nice picture it would make, so red with all those nice streaks...”
	Bailey continued stroking.
	“Talking like that,” Bailey whispered, “is getting him really hard.”
	Kent exhaled hard, trying to control himself.
	“Really?” Laura asked.
	She arched her back harder.
	“Talking about spanking me?” she wondered aloud, her voice melodramatic, “or talking about coming all over me?”
	“I think both,” Bailey drawled out slowly, squeezing his cock.
	“Nice, long streaks of semen?” Laura asked, now reaching behind her back with one hand to scratch light lines horizontally across her flesh.  “All over my ass, stinging so bad?”
	“Let’s not overdo it,” Bailey warned. “You still want him to put this thing inside you.”
	“Hm, right,” Laura nodded. “I’m ready.”
	Kent took a moment to calm himself and rose, which at least got Bailey’s hand off his cock.  He felt a moment of relief, but Bailey decided to stand up with him, pulling him along by his erection as they moved around to Laura’s left side.  Bailey understood, at least, the angle Kent needed to properly decorate her friend’s left cheek. 
	Bailey continued stroking Kent as she backed up in front to stand in front of Laura.  As Kent came into Laura’s side view, Laura’s eyes darted down to his uncovered erection.
	“Goodness,” she declared.
	Bailey squeezed his erection, extracting a twitch from his beleaguered member.
	“Jesus!” she commented, yanking her hand back.
	Kent grunted, closing his eyes, so he only the sound of a spanking.
	“Ow!” Bailey protested.
	“No cursing!” Laura said. “Count it!”
	“Oh,” Bailey sighed. “Where were we?”
	Laura slapped Bailey’s cheek again.
	“Hey!  I-!”
	Laura glared at Bailey and struck a third time.
	“Forty!” Bailey glared back. “Forty!  I said it.”
	“Faster next time,” Laura sniffed the air.
	Well, you let the genie out of the bottle, Bai, Kent raised a sardonic eyebrow in her direction.
	“Alright,” Kent said, regaining his brain for a moment with Bailey’s hands off his shaft. “Laura, get your shirt and panties back on and let’s do this right.”

-----------------------------

	Laura felt a little better with Kent back in charge, although she’d felt a thrill in punishing Bailey in that playful way.
	The next thing she knew, Bailey had slid her shirt on over her head and put her panties back on. Kent directed her to the bed and moved her onto her hands and knees.
	“You know what?” he said. “Tits down.  Let’s get your ass up.”
	As Laura complied, she heard Kent sigh contentedly.
	“Now I can see what I’m doing,” he explained, “all fifteen at once?”
	“Sure,” Laura smiled at him and then closed her eyes and buried her face in her folded arms.
	As the inspection commenced, Kent making circles in her left cheek, pinching and squeezing, then grabbing both cheeks and rotating them so that the thong buried itself thoroughly.
	Might as well be naked, Laura thought.  She felt a sudden shift in Kent’s weight.  Here we go.
	Kent didn’t waste any time, delivering a staccato barrage of five spankings down the outside of her left cheek.
	“Oo-oo-ooh!” she crooned her way through the assault.
	“Forty one and two,” she added. “Forty three, four, five.”
	Laura waited, imagining Kent sizing up her rear and deciding on his next strike.
	What’s he seeing, right now? Laura wondered.  My thong?  My cheeks?  My vulva?  I’m bent over enough, with my legs a little spread.
	To her surprise she felt a gentle touch, the tip of one delicate finger, poking at her cheek.
	“Here?” Bailey whispered, barely audible.
	Did Kent grunt his agreement, very faintly?  Laura wasn’t sure.  But Bailey’s finger, Laura knew it for her friend’s touch, moved away and a hard slap replaced it.
	“Forty six,” Laura said.
	It went on like this, spanking after spanking, with Bailey pointing at spots on Laura’s cheek and Kent delivering.  Poke after slap after poke after slap, her two friends cooperated to keep Kent’s promise.  Laura groaned between shots, barely remembering to count.
	“Fifty four,” she called out.
	One more left.
	Laura waited, expecting to feel the prod of Bailey’s finger, but nothing happened.  After a lengthy wait, she started wondering if they had lost count and popped her head up and looked around at them.
	Bailey, clad only in her bra, stood with her arms folded, perplexed.  Kent, entirely naked and hard as a rock, looked equally confused.
	When Laura met his eyes, Kent said, “I think it’s done.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey nodded, “That’s... well, perfect.”
	“You’re sure?” Laura asked.
	“Go check,” Kent jerked his head toward the washroom.
	Laura hopped up and ran across the hallway.  Surveying herself in the mirror, she let an “ooh” of admiration slip out of her throat.
	“You really did do a nice job,” she said.
	As she rotated in the mirror, Laura saw the perfectly smooth colour all up and down her entire cheek.  She darted back across the hallway and jumped on the bed.
	“Do the last one on the other side, then,” she told them.
	Bailey’s finger poked her right cheek high.
	“What about here?” Kent asked, touching the outside.
	“That’s for later,” Bailey whispered back.
	Kent must have shrugged, though Laura couldn’t see it, because Bailey moved her finger away and Kent slapped her one last time.
	“Fifty five!” Laura exclaimed and got up.
	Bailey and Kent still stood behind her, where they’d been examining her ass.
	“Was that fun for you?” Laura asked Bailey.
	Bailey merely smiled and turned her back to Laura.
	“Huh?” Laura wondered.
	“My bra?”
	“Oh, right,” Laura remembered, “Naked.”
	She unhooked Bailey’s green bra, noting how even though her friend had used the outermost set of hooks, it still left marks across her back.
	Nice, new bra.
	“Me, too,” Laura said.
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“Make me naked, too,” Laura clarified.
	“Oh, sure.”
	The shirt came off when Laura raised her arms.  With a quick twist and turn, Laura foudn herself topless and then, swift motion, bottomless as well.
	“Fabulous,” Kent complimented, taking in an eyeful of both girls.
	“Just six more for me,” Bailey said, kicking the stool close enough to the bed that she could climb up on it and bend over.
	“Perfect,” Kent said, grabbing both her cheeks and squeezing. “Now what should I do with all this?”
	“Spank it,” Bailey enunciated.
	“I know that,” Kent said. “But where?”
	Bailey kept quiet after that and Laura took the chance to creep forward on Kent’s left side.
	“I think,” Laura said, grabbing Bailey’s left cheek and squeezing, “You should make this spot even redder.”
	She watched Kent’s reaction, the sharp inhalation and shudder, and knew she’d found the mark.
	“Don’t you think so, Kent?” Laura simpered, squeezing her friend’s flesh.
	“Yeah,” Kent huffed out.
	Laura eyed his erection, swollen and hard, and thought about it going inside her again.
	A bit different this time, though, won’t it be?
	Putting that aside as Kent moved forward for a good striking angle, Laura cleared off to Bailey’s side.  As she brushed past Kent, his erection slid across her right cheek and bounced over her crack to her left cheek.
	Soon, soon.
	Kent slapped Bailey, his palm landing dead on the centre of circle that Bailey herself had made with ten self-delivered spankings.
	“Fifty six,” Bailey muttered.
	Laura eyed Bailey’s cheeks and shared a glance with Kent.
	“Make those even redder?” Kent asked.
	“Yeah,” Laura breathed the word out greedily. “Two nice circles.”
	Bailey moaned and Laura pointed a finger at her friend’s right cheek.
	Kent nodded and delivered.
	“Fifty seven.”
	Looking over Bailey’s cheeks and realizing that Bailey had definitely delivered more damage to her right side, Laura directed two more spankings to Bailey’s left by tapping that cheek twice.
	Kent, getting the message, delivered two spankings.
	“Fifty eight and nine,” Bailey cringed, her knees wavering.
	Laura stepped back and examined Bailey.
	They look equally red now, Laura decided, I guess five of Bailey’s self-spankings can easily be cancelled out by an extra one or two from Kent.
	She moved back in and touched Bailey’s right cheek once.
	Crack!
	“Sixty.”
	Laura touched the left cheek.
	Crack!
	“Sixty one!” Bailey declared. “Kent! Now.”
	“Now what?” Kent wondered.
	Bailey stepped down off the platform and spread her legs.
	“Stick it in!” she begged.
	Oh, I’ve never seen it like this! Laura thought.
	Standing directly behind Bailey, she could see absolutely everything spread out, her friend’s juices shining in the little opening so presented.  Shocked, Laura stepped aside while Kent moved in.  She’d spent so long staring at Bailey that Kent had already donned the condom and nearly finished rolling it down.  He took hold of Bailey’s hips and set himself against her.  Laura, seeing this, moved to Bailey’s side so she could watch.
	“Ready?” Kent asked asked, his tip set against the offered hole.
	“Yes,” Bailey hissed back.
	Laura watched, feeling her feet twisting to spread her own cheeks, willing Bailey to open up, to have enough room to accommodate Kent.
	I didn’t need to worry, she noticed, that slid right in.
	“Oh, God!” Bailey cried out.
	“Blasphemy!” Laura declared.
	“Gah!” Bailey said. “No spanking right now!”
	“Fine,” Laura let out a sigh.
	Bailey had already lost track of everything anyway.
	“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Bailey cursed as Kent wedged himself into her.
	That’s gotta be deeper this way.  It looks deeper, at least.
	Laura couldn’t see Bailey’s hands, but bet that they worked underneath her friend’s body.
	Busy hands, Laura thought, good thing we both know our own bodies.
	Bailey’s cheeks twisted suddenly, her right hip riding higher and locking in that contorted position.  Kent, doing his part, initiated a series of rapid, short thrusts as Bailey let out a screech that slowly rose in pitch until it cut off.  The right hip dropped and the left rose, those brilliant red, rosy cheeks shaking and twitching through her friend’s orgasm.
	So pretty!
	“Okay, okay, stop,” Bailey begged, referring to Kent’s thrusting.
	Kent, so instructed, carefully slid out of Bailey, the rigidity of his erection causing it to flex upward as it popped out.
	Bailey started to straighten out, but Laura delayed her with a hand on the small of her back.
	“Hold on,” Laura said, “You owe me one, blasphemer.”
	Acquiescing weakly, Bailey lowered her chest back to the bed and stuck her cheeks out.
	Laura selected the middle of the right cheek and dealt her friend a stinging blow.
	“Sixty two,” Bailey called out laconically.
	Kent slid up behind Laura.
	“Is that for me?” she asked him, wiggling her cheeks against his erection, feeling the moisture.
	“Should I change the condom?” Kent asked his arms wrapping around her body to fold under her breasts and lift them, squeezed together.
	Laura, lingering in his embrace, thought about that, remembering how Bailey hadn’t wanted it changed and had taken Kent’s erection, soaked with Laura’s juices, into her vagina.
	Bailey turned around on the bed, sitting so its edge scraped into the sorest parts of her cheeks, and eyed Laura curiously.
	We’re sharing him, is that it? Laura thought. Are we willing to share him like this?  All the way inside our bodies?  Is this another loyalty test?
	But Bailey’s expression didn’t look vindictive or challenging.  An idle wonder lingered there instead.
	“No, keep it,” Laura said. “But first...”
	She tore herself away, with great regret, from Kent’s embrace and slipped off to the white board.  Bailey had already sidled up, pouncing on the marker and making two ticks.  Laura added three of her own.  Together, they turned back to face Kent and the bed.
	“Now,” Laura said, taking Kent by the hands. “I really, really want this to be the end of it.  After this, my body is mine, every bit of it.”
	Kent, delirious, nodded.
	“Bailey swears it goes deeper if we do it from behind, right?” she asked.
	Another nod, from both of them.
	“Okay,” Laura said, positioning herself between Kent and the bed, pushing her cheeks back into him so they trapped his erection against his belly.  “Just... put it in gently.”
	Laura leaned over slightly, her hands planted on the mattress.  As Bailey took a seat on the bed, waiting patiently, Laura felt the slippery condom slide between her cheeks, the tip slowly dropping and finally falling underneath.  Kent shifted his weight and, she imagined at least, grabbed his erection to aim it up into her hole.
	“I wanted it this way the first time,” Laura said, turning her back to speak softly to Kent. “But Bailey changed my mind.”
	“Good thing for second chances,” Kent said, guiding his tip across the her slit, delving between her lips..
	Laura felt a little bump as he found the hole and the head of his shaft halted its slide through her vulva.
	“Ready?” he asked, the bulge of his head pushing eagerly at her entrance.
	Nodding, Laura felt her body answer, her ankles turning inwards of their own volition to spread her thighs.
	“Just relax,” Kent whispered. “Nice and easy.”
	Laura realized she’d gone up on her toes.  She took a deep breath, pictured Kent’s giant shaft ready to slide up into her, and made herself relax.
	Let it in, she thought, just relax and let him push it-
	As her heels hit the ground, Kent stayed still, the head of his erection poking through the ring of her entrance much more quickly than the first time.
	Oh, god help me, I’m getting used to it.
	Carefully, as Kent moved himself deeper into her vagina, Laura leaned over the bed to work her internal angle to match his external one.
	Right about... there, she thought, hitting a sweet spot that didn’t create too much torque against the walls of her vagina.
	Kent started gently thrusting into her, moving in and out in short, slow motions.
	He’s not going to make me come, Laura thought, but I don’t think that’s the point.  He’s just trying to make a little space, get me to relax.  His pelvis isn’t hitting my cheeks.
	The latter thought came with an edge of disappointment, but Laura assured herself that Kent would get there with a little patience.
	Bailey, meanwhile, had turned her back to Kent, putting her cheeks right next to Laura’s.
	“You pay double for these, right?” Bailey asked.
	“Three spankings,” Kent nodded, keeping his rhythm perfectly.
	Our guy here is a professional, Laura thought.
	Kent kept one hand on Laura’s left hip while he reached over for Bailey’s cheek with his right.  Bailey scooched back a bit to properly get in his range.
	He hasn’t broken rhythm yet, Laura thought, but here it comes.
	Buried almost to the hilt, Kent paused, holding himself deep inside her.  Laura felt his body shift and she turned to look over her shoulder at Bailey just in time to catch her friend cringing before the strike.
	A delicious echo bounced all over the room and Kent’s erection twitched inside her.
	I can feel every move he makes, she thought, every pulse.
	“Sixty three,” Bailey said, her eyes meeting Laura.
	Bai is done, Laura thought, but she’s taking ‘em like a trooper, just for me and Kent.
	Kent continued thrusting for a while and took another pause to swipe at Bailey.
	“Sixty four.”
	“Where’s he getting you?” Laura asked.
	“Same spot,” Bailey sighed.
	“We’ll take a picture after,” Laura promised as Kent paused once more.
	The twitch when he spanked Bailey pushed his erection to a new depth, startling Laura.
	“Oh,” she breathed out softly. “That is deeper.”
	“Sixty five,” Bailey said.
	With Bailey’s spankings out of way, Kent started pumping her more quickly, instantly finding that new depth and nudging a little farther.
	He’s taking too long, Laura thought, I want to feel all of it now!
	As Kent thrust into her, she started rocking her hips to meet him, matching his timing.  Kent picked up on this and soon the two of them were in harmony.
	Okay, all I have to do is time it so I go back as he’s going forward and-
	“Yow!” Laura squeaked out, her body lurching forward as some internal pain forced her completely off Kent’s erection.
	“What the-?!” Kent panicked. “Laur.  You okay?”
	Laying her upper body flat on the bed, Laura panted, looking over at Bailey in shock.
	Yanking myself off his erection was not a good idea.
	“What happened?” Bailey asked, her eyes darting back and forth between her friends.
	“I-” Laura stammered, “I pushed back while he was going forward... it... it went all the way?”
	“You hit the back?!” Bailey asked.
	“The back?” Laura asked.
	“Your cervix,” Kent explained.
	“I guess so,” Laura said. “Ow. I won’t do that again.  Okay.”
	She got back up on her feet and lifted her cheeks toward Kent.
	“Laur,” Kent warned, “are you sure-”
	“Yes, yes,” Laura assured him, “It’s fine.  Get back inside.”
	As gently as possible, Kent found her hole and slid himself through.  She felt a bit more resistance this time, but at least her body hadn’t seized up.
	And I’m still wet as all get out.
	Slowly, Kent pushed all the way into her, until his pelvis met her cheeks.
	“That’s it,” Laura whispered. “Yeah.”
	She started rotating her hips gently, rubbing her sore cheeks against Kent’s body and watching out for whatever angle had produced that sudden pain.
	“That’s what you wanted?” Kent asked. “Grinding you?”
	“Yeah,” she breathed out, “Yeah.”
	Kent sensed, in that way he always did, that Laura needed a bit of time for experimentation, and kept himself deep inside her.
	Laura, carefully working his erection around inside herself, felt a little like a plumber.
	“What are you doing?” Bailey wondered.
	“Trying to find that... spot,” Laura grunted.
	Twisting, turning, pushing, she finally found it, a tingle deep inside her.
	“Ha!” she squeaked out.
	“Okay?” Kent asked, backing out slightly.
	“Yeah, yeah,” Laura confirmed, pushing her hips back into him. “You’re touching it.  Right... there!”
	She let the tip of his penis, or maybe just the little pouch that hung off the tip of the condom, brush up against the back of her vagina.
	“All the way in,” Laura sighed with relief, “all the way.”
	“It’s hitting the back again?” Bailey winced.
	Bailey crawled up on the bed and sat cross-legged, facing both her friends.
	“Just barely,” Laura closed her eyes, slowly waving her hips back and forth. “Just tickling.”
	A chill went through her as she moved her body back and forth, rooting around inside her vagina, tickling what she assumed to be very edge of her cervix.
	I didn’t know this was a thing, Laura cringed, feeling her knees start to shiver.  If I fall now, Kent’s going to jam right up into me and it’ll hurt.
	“Right there!” she squealed at Kent.  “Tickling... something.”
	Kent, catching on, started wiggling his erection around, using the motion to generate the same sensation Laura had made for herself.
	“I can feel it,” Kent confirmed, possibly speaking to Bailey.
	“Oh, god!” she cried out, feeling herself tighten inside, “Oh. My. God!”
	Her knees gave out, but Kent had her by the hips, keeping her weight forward on the bed as her vaginal muscles seized around his erection.  The tightness reduced the danger of him running up against the back again, and she felt every pulse of her orgasm tightening further and further.
	Can’t... breathe...
	Her vision started to cloud over and tunnel out, Kent still holding her up with all his strength.  Laura’s mind flushed itself free, letting her body go, releasing every tension she’d ever had.
	I’m going to pass out, I think, and Kent can have my whole body.  I’m going to sleep, and when I wake, I’ll take it all back.
	Somewhere, in that transaction, Laura felt herself break even.
	Finally, the contractions relented and Laura gasped in a deep breath.
	“Oh, wow,” Laura whispered, trying to plant her feet and straighten her knees.
	“Easy,” Kent told her.
	He’s still hard, Laura thought, I want him to come, too.
	She remembered, however, that a small debt remained unpaid.
	“Kent?” Laura asked.
	“Yeah?”
	Laura straightened her knees, more comfortable with letting his erection moving around inside her now that her muscles had relaxed.
	“I still owe you three dollars,” Laura pointed out.
	“Serious?” Kent said.
	“I can take it,” she assured him, “but I think I get a special deal.”
	“Oh, yeah?”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “Since you’re inside me.  Three for one.”
	She turned and looked over her shoulder, catching Bailey’s eye as they both turned to look at Kent.
	“One dollar per spanking?” Kent clarified in surprise.
	Laura squeezed her vagina around him as tightly as she could, forcing Kent to groan.
	I think I could make his eyes roll all the way back up in his head.
	“Okay, okay,” Kent relented. “It’s going to be hard, though.”
	“One other thing,” Laura said, lifting her upper body off the bed.
	She reached around her side with her left hand, taking hold of Kent’s hand where it rested on her hip.  Gently, she lifted his hand up and pulled it around her body to press against her breast.
	“There,” Laura said, breathing in satisfaction. “That’s everything.”
	“Everything?” Kent asked.
	How do you not get this? she wondered. Must be all the blood gone from your brain to your penis.
	Laura started wondering how long she and Bailey had been depriving Kent’s brain of oxygen.
	It’s been a while, she thought with a mental shrug
	“When you spank me, it will be,” Laura explained. “My tits, my ass and my pussy all at once.  All mine, all yours.”
	“Oh,” Kent nodded. “I get it.”
	“Three spankings,” Laura said.
	“Five,” Kent said.
	“What?”
	“The blasphemy,” Kent reminded her now. “Just now, while you were coming?”
	“Oh,” Laura said.
	That’s more than I was planning, but I can take it.  Do this right.  Own it all.
	“It’s too bad I can’t do the Mouth Thing,” Laura said, “But I already did that pretty good, right?”
	“Very good, yes,” Kent assured her.
	Laura looked aside at Bailey, who rolled her eyes but continued to watch with interest.
	“He’s going to come inside me,” Laura said.
	“All yours,” Bailey said. “I’m good. For now.”
	Although it sounded ominous, Laura let it go by for the moment and turned to Kent.
	“I’m read-”
	Kent cut her off by pinching her nipple.
	“-ready,” Laura stammered.
	“I won’t last long,” Kent warned her, and started thrusting.
	Laura groaned and nodded, turning away from him.
	All yours, all yours, all mine, all mine.
	Kent struck her right cheek, one of the fresh spots on the outside.  Laura did her best to keep herself still, but the sting went right through her cheek and made her tense up inside.
	A little longer.  Just four more.
	“Sixty six,” she said, holding herself steady, generating as little tension against Kent as she could.
	Another slap, harder than the first.  Laura’s insides clenched and Kent swelled.
	“Sixty seven.”
	The tension in the room went up, Kent’s grip on her breast tightening, flattening it against her rib cage.
	At least he’s not twisting my nipple.  My boob can take it, but not my nipple.
	Two more spankings cracked on the outside of her cheek, with none of Kent’s usual careful application.
	I hope this all comes out evenly.
	“Sixty eight and nine.”
	Kent’s thrusting turned to rapid fire, pistoning in and out of her vagina.
	Can’t believe I’m taking this.  It’s so wet, Laura moaned, I hope he doesn’t thrust too hard at the end.
	Having given up on the spankings temporarily, Kent locked his hand to her right hip, continuing to milk her breast with his left.
	Thankfully, Kent figured out the angles and managed to avoid the particular thrusting direction that hit the back of her vagina.
	Really, he’s not going that deep, Laura thought, just far enough to touch by cheeks and make them burn, but not really pushing it all the way in.  He could hurt me, if he tried.
	In fact, she began to realize that Kent’s erection actually drew closer to leaving her body with every thrust, backing farther and farther away, until she could feel the swollen head bumping against the ring of her entrance.
	Not pulling it out, though.  Just pulling at...
	Laura let out a whimper as Kent stretched her slightly, and hoped he didn’t go any farther in that direction.
	“Oh, Laur,” Kent grunted.
	Then Kent pushed.
	All the way in.
	The right hand left her hip.
	Here it comes.
	Kent’s body shifted and Laura knew it for hand motion.
	His penis swelled inside her, filling her as she tightened herself around, tensing in preparation.
	His hand struck her cringing cheek, lighting her body up, and his erection burst inside her.
	“Filling,” she crooned, “filling me up.”
	Kent’s feet scratched against the ground, trying to penetrate her as deeply as he could, his swollen erection pulsing inside her body.
	Laura opened her mouth to cry out, but found she could make no sounds.
	She rode it out as if a wave had overwhelmed her coming in from the ocean, holding her breath and hoping she’d come back up to the surface.  Kent’s orgasm washed through her and over her, taking over her entire body, making her skin tingle from head to toe.
	I can’t do anything except let him finish.
	Laura imagine the semen coming out of him, stretching the condom, and she hoped it didn’t burst.
	But he’s coming so much!
	The wave subsided, a last few jerks inside loosened the final drops, and the feeling of expansion inside her faded to a bearable, omni-directional stretch.
	“Oh,” Laura softly exhaled. “Seventy.”	
	Kent released her breast suddenly and Laura felt  she hadn’t realized how tightly he’d held her.
	That’ll leave a mark for a bit, she thought, letting her body fall to the mattress.
	“Feel better?” Bailey asked, though Laura couldn’t tell whom she addressed.
	“Yes,” Laura said. “All used up.  Completely.”
	“Relax,” Kent whispered and Laura took it for a warning.
	Face down on the bed, Laura found it easy to relieve the tension in her lower body, using just her toes to keep her self form falling to the floor.
	Kent pulled out, easily.
	“It’s... okay?” Laura asked, trying to keep any tremor out of her voice.
	“Solid,” Kent assured her.
	She tried not to sigh with relief and rose to her feet.
	“Laur?” Bailey breathed at her.
	Looking over at Bailey, Laura became alarmed at the redness in her friend’s face and the sweat across her brow.  Through matted hair, their eyes met.
	I can’t look that great, though, either, she reminded herself.
	“What is it?” Laura wondered.
	Bailey’s mouth hung open as she inhaled and exhaled slowly.
	“Your right cheek,” Bailey ticked her chin at Laura’s butt.
	Laura looked down her back, then back at Bailey, raising an eyebrow.
	“It’s not evened out,” Bailey whispered her accusation.
	Oh!
	“Oh!” Laura said aloud.  She leaned closer to her friend, “you want to fix that for me?”
	I’ll do anything right now.  Anything anybody wants.
	“Stand up there,” Bailey gestured at the bed., “lean against the wall.”
	Oh, dear. Stand up on the bed?
	As Laura obeyed, climbing on the bed, Bailey dragged Kent onto the bed as well, to lie on his back a little distance from Laura’s feet.  In a moment, Bailey straddled Kent’s face, giving him a little space to breathe, while she put her left hand on Laura’s back to brace herself.
	Bailey doesn’t strike as hard as Kent.  It’ll be fine.  I can take it.
	The spankings started and Laura didn’t bother counting.
	I’m done with that.
	Laura felt so stunned by the declaration that she didn’t even notice the unrelenting assault on her cheek.
	I’m done with that.  I don’t need to be punished.
	The emptiness inside her stunned her completely, more so than the mere removal of Kent’s penis had done.
	They don’t have to spank me anymore. I went to sleep and I woke up and I don’t ever need to be punished for feeling good ever again.  But for Bailey?  For Bailey, I’ll take it.
	As Bailey crooned out an orgasm, smothering Kent’s face with her vulva and drowning him in her vaginal juices, cracking out spanking after spanking against Laura’s bright red cheeks, Laura trembled with the realization of her freedom.
	In time, the three friends collapsed on the bed, panting.  Bailey curled up on Kent’s right side, her body reversed to his, with her head on his stomach, her eyes glazed and looking into his eyes across his chest. Laura slid in at Kent’s left, dragging over a pillow so she could rest her head next to Kent’s and look down a Bailey.
	Content, Laura decided, we’re all content.
	“Whoa,” Kent muttered, working his jaw.
	“You’re a star,” Bailey assured him with a sleepy smile.
	“I’m sure,” Kent inhaled, a dubious look on his face.
	Laura felt Kent’s cheek turning against her ear and then a gentle kiss on her temple. When she turned to return the kiss to his cheek, she felt her lips slide across his skin, glaze left over from going down on Bailey.
	“And you?” he asked. “How are you?”
	With a deep inhalation, Laura took a moment consider her answer.
	“Done.”
	There is no guilt, no shame, no preacher lurking deep inside.  I kicked them all out.
	“Done?” Bailey raised a lazy eyebrow, but no other muscle moved anywhere in her body.
	“It’s all mine,” Laura told her.
	She closed her eyes and snuggled closer to Kent, “Thank you so much.”
	“You’re... welcome?” Kent said. “That was pretty impressive from you.”
	Laura smiled.
	“You spanked me,” she said, “while you were inside me.”
	“Yeah,” Kent whispered softly.
	“Nothing left to give,” Laura closed her eyes.
	“Except a picture,” Kent said.
	“True,” Bailey said, still utterly relaxed, “you need a picture of those cheeks.”
	“She needs?” Kent said, “What about me?”
	“You can have all the pictures you want,” Laura said, feeling the pride well up inside her. “Mine to give.”
	With a nudge, they got Bailey off Kent’s stomach and the girls lined themselves up, arching their backs to display their cheeks for Bailey’s phone.  The pictures, upon review, came out perfectly.  Laura’s cheeks shone in red, every bit covered by the savagery of dozens of spankings.  Bailey, meanwhile, hosted two much darker patches in the centres of her cheeks.
	Sitting down on their sore rears, cross-legged, the girls faced each other, their trimmed pubic hair visible in all its sweat matted glory.
	“Are you really done?” Bailey asked. “No more spankings?”
	She’s a little sad.
	Laura nodded, “I won’t ever need any more spankings.”
	Kent sat on the edge of the bed, sideways, completing the triangle.
	“Need?” he asked. “Or want?”
	“I don’t know,” Laura shrugged. “I definitely don’t want any more today.  But tomorrow?  I don’t know.”
	“But you’re free,” Kent said. “We did that much?”
	“You did,” Laura confirmed.
	“I was always just a little worried we were taking advantage of you,” Kent told her.
	Laura looked down between her legs and wondered one more time why ‘virginity’  had ever commanded her attention.
	Sitting like this is letting it cool down, she thought, god, what happened to me that I think like that now?
	“This was the only way,” Laura assured him. “Just sin and sin and sin until the sins took over and there was none of the old me left.”
	“The old you was adorable,” Kent replied.
	Bailey and Laura both laughed.
	“And you?” Kent turned on Bailey. “Still turned on watching me stick it in your friend?”
	Bailey nodded.
	“I can’t take a spanking while you’re in me,” Bailey said.  Turning to Laura, she looked her right in the eye, “I’m glad you could do that for him.”
	A dead silence hovered awkwardly in the triangle they formed.
	“What happens now?” Kent wondered, looking into the space between them, his eyes going dreamy.
	“I’ll let you know when my ass heals,” Laura shrugged. “I make no promises.  Maybe I’ll leave you two alone and find someone else.  Or several someone elses.  Maybe I’ll be back.”
	Bailey blinked at her.  And again.
	Yeah, Bai.  It might be the end.  I might be done.  It’s only fair to warn you.
	Kent recovered more quickly than Bailey.  He leaned over and kissed Laura on the forehead.
	“No matter what happens,” Kent said. “I’m glad to have been here for you.  For you both.  And you’re-” he looked over at Bailey, who wasn’t making eye contact with anyone “-probably welcome back here anytime.”
	“Thanks, Kent,” Laura said, “Really.”
	She leaned over and embraced Bailey next, holding her friend tight in that naked embrace.
	“Friends, still?” she whispered.
	“Always,” Bailey hissed out. “Always.”
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