Chapter 21

	Laura had worked hard since Sunday to keep herself calm.  But every few minutes, or so it seemed, her mind clipped right back to that scene in Kent’s room.
	Bailey made me spank myself, she thought.  And why?  Because she knows – and she’s always known – that I want to have sex with her boyfriend.
	Laura tried to remember if Bailey and Kent had ever referred to each other that way.
	Are they ‘dating’? Laura wondered, cringing at the word, we’re playing sex games together, and they’re screwing each other all the time.  But ‘dating’?  Do they ever go out to a movie, or dinner or whatever Normals do?
	Bailey had texted her Wednesday morning, wanting to come over on Thursday.
	Mom’s working until three, Laura inhaled, pulling out her phone.
	<mom’s gone> she typed <should have an hour, at least>
	<on my way> Bailey replied instantly.
	Laura gulped.
	How did I ever think I’d kept this a secret? Laura shook her head and sat down, lightheaded, at the kitchen table.  I should put on a pot of tea.  We always have tea, and it’s cold out.
	For a while, she stared blankly at the kettle as it silently warmed up the water.
	Trying not to think about how awkward this is going to be.
	A towering cliff called Sex rose in front of Laura, a fear inspiring obsidian wall shrouded in darkness, numbing her with its presence, preventing her from taking a step in any direction, never mind forward.
	I want to have sex, she thought, and I can’t imagine my first time with anyone but Kent.
	That thought clicked neatly into place in Laura’s head, like a long series of cogs and gears lining up, or all three arms of a wall clock synchronizing at midnight.
	But she tried to see past the first act of sex, and she had no idea what lay beyond the wall.
	What happens after? Laura wondered.  This whole... thing isn’t sustainable, is it?  Not forever.
	Marriages, she knew, lasted forever.
	Threesomes?
	Those seem considerably less durable, Laura decided, and I’m clearly the third wheel, the sidecar on this weird motorcycle.
	Laura jumped as the kettle whistled at her, but quickly recovered to pour the water into the teapot she’d prepared.
	And what the hell does Bailey think of all this?  What’s going through her head?

	Bailey kept her mind as blank as she could while approaching Laura’s house.  Her skin felt clammy and cold in a way that had nothing to do with the January winds of middle Ontario.
	Don’t think, just talk.  You already know what to say.
	She knocked on the door.  Laura’s footsteps thumped inside, far too quick and panicked.  The door lurched open and Bailey met the panicked, wide eyes of her friend.
	I bet I look like that, too, Bailey realized, we haven’t talked face to face all week.
	“We need to talk,” Bailey said, feeling all of her breath desert her. “Honestly.”
	Laura backed away from the door, letting her in, and nodded curtly.
	Bailey took a breath, feeling cold in a place inside herself that the warmth of Laura’s house could never penetrate.
	I don’t deserve to be here, Bailey thought. Ugh. Friends.  I should feel comfortable, but I feel awful.
	“Talk, yes,” Laura said, reaching to take Bailey’s coat.
	As Bailey turned, she felt a new shiver pass through her.
	Kent makes us strip each other, Bailey realized, just like she’s doing for me now.
	But they hadn’t invited Kent to this meeting, and for good reason.  Bailey took a breath, feeling queasy suddenly.
	Laura made tea, Bailey noted, eyeing the kitchen table.  She always does.
	“You okay, Bai?” Laura asked, leading her awkwardly to the kitchen by her hand.
	“I, uh,” Bailey stammered through a deep breath. “I, uh.”

	“It’s okay, Bai,” Laura saw her friend into the seat.
	She looks terrible, Laura thought, seeing her friend’s downcast eyes, this is killing her.  I’ve asked too much, pushed too hard.
	Laura’s insides twisted.  Even seeing Bailey in such obvious pain, she still ached for Kent.
	I’m awful, expecting that from her.
	Another part of Laura remembered the self-delivered spankings.
	I paid a price, but it wasn’t high enough.
	Bailey sucked in a breath and winced, her eyes meeting Laura’s with the most naked pain she’d ever seen in a human soul.
	“I’m so sorry, Laur,” Bailey said.
	Bailey’s eyes brimmed with tears and Laura leaned forward to take her friend by the shoulders.
	“It’s my faul-” Laura started.
	“No, it’s mine,” Bailey said.
	“What, but I-”
	Bailey held up a hand between their faces and shook her head.  She leaned forward farther and let their foreheads touch, finally closing her eyes to press out a pair of tears, one running down each cheek.
	“I never, never should have made you spank yourself like that,” Bailey said.
	Laura felt her friend’s body shake.
	“I wanted to show my loyalty,” Laura said, “But I should have known it wasn’t enough.”
	Bailey gasped, “Enough?  Enough?”
	“What?” Laura wondered aloud.
	“It was more than enough,” Bailey tilted her head sadly. “I should have trusted you without asking anything like that.”
	Laura pushed back and looked down at her teary-eyed friend.
	“What?” Laura repeateed, feeling her chest suddenly unable to draw in more air.
	Does she mean...?
	“Making you spank yourself was just... just mean,” Bailey looked down at the floor in shame. “I’m so sorry I made you do that.”
	“I – I,” Laura stammered.
	“Oh, Laur,” Bailey looked up finally, her eyes weak with her own shame. “Of course your first time should be with Kent.  Who else could it be?  You’ve been there with him, just like me, almost from the first day this started.”
	Laura heaved in a giant breath and pulled Bailey to her feet for a giant, shuddering hug.
	They held each other like that, holding back their silent tears, for what seemed like forever.
	Honesty, Laura thought, that’s what we came here for.  Wow.
	“It’s okay, Bai,” Laura whispered, “Really, it’s okay.  You don’t have to apologize.”
	“Hah!” Bailey breathed out.  She laughed, “It was just mean.”
	“It was our game,” Laura said defensively.  “You were just play-”
	“I wasn’t,” Bailey said. “And you know I wasn’t.  I knew you wanted Kent.  I knew what you wanted from Kent.  I made you do that to get it.”
	Laura inhaled and pushed Bailey just far enough away their eyes could focus on each other.
	“I knew that was what you meant,” Laura explained, keeping her voice clear and focused. “And I accepted the price and I paid it.  That means that I’m fine with it.”
	Bailey shook her head and started to speak, but Laura cut her off.
	“That’s my place in this game,” Laura emphasized. “I’m the sinner and Kent... he has a way to wash my guilt away.  There’s always been a price to my entry and I’m glad to pay it if that’s what makes this weird little tricycle stay upright.”
	Bailey laughed, “Weird little tricycle?”
	“Third wheel and all that,” Laura shrugged.
	Bailey sniffed.
	“Still,” she firmed up her voice. “I shouldn’t have made you do that.  Please – please – accept my apology?”
	“I do!” Laura confirmed. “Alright?  It’s all clear now?”
	“Yes,” Bailey nodded back.
	Laura breathed out a sigh and the two of them sat down, collecting their thoughts.
	“How many times have you come since Sunday?” Bailey asked.
	Laura gulped, “Just three.  I’ve been... worried.”
	“Three’s not much,” Bailey winced.
	“Not enough spankings are due?” Laura raised her eyebrows.
	“No,” Bailey shrugged back.
	“So you’re telling me to masturbate more,” Laura eyed Bailey, “so we can both owe more spankings?”
	Bailey turned red, but finally met Laura’s eyes.
	“Yes, basically.”
	“Well,” Laura said. “My butt’s not sore anymore, but I’m relieved about -” she waved her hand ambiguously at the world “-all this getting settled.  So maybe I can.”
	“Try your best,” Bailey admonished.
	Laura replied with a noncommittal hum.
	“That said,” Bailey took a deep breath, “You still want to have sex with Kent, right?”

	Kent heard Bailey stomping her boots down the stairs.
	She seems chipper, he thought of the pattern of her footsteps, she was looking pretty down the last time I caught her eye on the way out.
	“Kent!” she exclaimed as she popped in his doorway.
	“Bai?” he asked. “You okay?”
	“Good now, but, um,” Bailey looked down the hallway. “You got a minute?”
	“Sure, I-”
	Bailey had already closed his door and moved over to his bed.  She put her elbows down on his bed and arched her back.
	“Don’t ask questions,” she admonished. “Just give me ten on each cheek, hard and fast.”
	“I-” Kent shrugged, not understanding what transpired but at least knowing his place in things.
	He stood up, laid his hand on her right cheek, and started slapping her through the denim.  The dull snap felt good in his hand and he watched Bailey’s body relax as she counted to ten.  He switched cheeks and she kept up the count all the way to twenty.
	When Kent had finished pounding her ass, she turned around and laid back on his bed, letting out a huge sigh of relief as she looked softly at the ceiling.
	“Okay,” she said, closing her eyes. “I had a talk with Laura.”
	“It went... well?”
	“Yes,” she said, “We cleared up some stuff.”
	“Such as?” Kent prodded.
	Bailey propped herself up on her elbows and looked him square in the eye.
	“You know she wants you to fuck her, right?”
	Kent gulped.
	“She wants you to be her first,” Bailey clarified.
	“And,” Kent turned his head slightly to look carefully at Bailey, “how do you feel about that?”
	“It’s right,” Bailey said, a jerk of her head confirming her approval. “It should be you.”
	“You’re sure?” Kent leaned in closer.
	“Yes,” Bailey replied with evident sincerity. “How do you feel about it?”
	“It’s fine with me,” Kent said. “I just don’t want to ruin what we have.”
	“It can’t last forever,” Bailey told him.  She thought about that a moment. “Probably.”
	Kent grunted without commitment.
	“I imagine there’s a plan?” Kent asked and heaved a sigh. “Possibly part of which I should know about in advance?”
	“That’s why I’m here right now.”
	“Not just for the spankings?” Kent laughed.
	“That,” Bailey emphasized, “was a separate issue.  I just needed to relax.”
	“Sure,” Kent rolled his eyes. “Anyway.  The plan?”
	“We’re going to do all the spankings that we-”
	Kent’s phone cut into Bailey’s speech, making an easily recognizable sound, that of Pac-Man eating a power pellet.  Eyeing Bailey, Kent unlocked his phone and checked his text message.
	“She just hit ‘4’,” he reported. “Used her chair.”
	Bailey’s eyes widened and she whispered, “I only left her ten minutes ago.”
	“That plan?” Kent prodded.
	“We do all the spankings we can,” Bailey reiterated. “Maybe you’ll have to lick Laura to make her come once, maybe not.”
	“No problem so far.”
	“Then,” Bailey trailed off, pursing her lips thoughtfully before continuing, “if Laura is feeling it, you and she can – you know – do it.”
	“And you?” Kent asked.
	“I’ll help,” she said. “But I want to ask a favour.”
	“Shoot.”
	Bailey looked at the floor, blushing and wincing slightly.
	“Try not to come inside her,” Bailey spoke very quickly, her eyes rising to meet Kent’s. “Save it for me, when you’re done with her.”
	“Oh,” Kent looked up thoughtfully, trying to understand all the emotional entanglements the girls intended to throw his way. “I suppose that won’t be too hard.”
	“Really?” Bailey asked.
	“It’s her first time, right?” Kent said. “She’ll probably want to be on top-”
	“She will not want to be on top,” Bailey held up a finger.
	“But-”
	“I told her,” Bailey waved him off. “I told her what you said about that.  I told her everything about our first time.  It took all of my effort to convince her to do it facing you.”
	“What?!” Kent felt his voice go shrill.  “She wanted-”
	“Wanted it from behind,” Bailey closed her eyes and held up both her hands, palms out. “Bent over and everything.”
	“Jesus Christ,” Kent shook his head.
	“You can do her missionary the first time, but she won’t be on top,” Bailey said.  Against Kent’s expression of protest, she waved her hands, “Best I could do, Kent.  Honestly, I think it’s because she’s only seen us do it that way.”
	Kent inhaled, “Alright, alright.  I should know by now how to put it in gently.”
	“If all vaginas are the same,” Bailey rolled her eyes.
	“Shit, yeah,” Kent felt himself deflate. “I mean, are they?”
	“How the fuck would I know, Kent?”
	“I’ll get to try both-” Kent started, but he felt his throat go dry and he stopped speaking.
	I do not want to bring up the idea of comparing the two of them this way, tits, asses or pussies.
	“You’ll find out, I guess,” Bailey said.
	“Anyway,” Kent shook off the topic, “I will be so busy being gentle with her, I can probably control myself.”
	“Right,” Bailey confirmed.
	“Anything else I need to know?”
	Bailey looked thoughtfully around the room, her lips moving as if she counted off some well enumerated plan in her head.
	“No, that’s it,” she confirmed. “Everything else is either a surprise or left up to your ingenuity.”
	“Cool,” Kent replied. “And when are we doing this?”
	“As soon as Carson goes out for his drama thing on Friday,” Bailey said.
	“Tomorrow, then?”
	“Tomorrow.”

	Kent sat at his desk that Friday evening, the last whiskers of sunset lighting the sky red outside his little basement window.  His elbows rested on his desk, his chin on his interlaced fingers.
	I’m going to have sex with both of them tonight, he thought.  Dream beyond dreams.
	Oh, he could pretend that Laura might back out, and he would never make her uncomfortable in wanting to do so, if she decided to save her sexual debut for another time.
	But that’s not going to happen, Kent thought, checking the latest message from Laura indicating she’d reached seven orgasms, she’s going to come here.  I’m going to spank her and she’s going to be ready.
	Kent couldn’t imagine a plausible universe where Laura didn’t beg for him.
	And Bailey seems authentic in her acceptance.
	Rubbing his cheeks and then his forehead in consternation, Kent closed his eyes and inhaled as deeply as he could.
	Bailey and I had a lot of luck, he thought, she comes pretty easily, stroking herself while I’m inside her.  How am I supposed to make Laura’s first time that good?  She sees Bailey come so hard.  What if Laura doesn’t?
	Chin on hands again, staring blankly at the desktop image on his monitor, Kent rocked his body back and forth a few times before finally deciding not to jinx whatever they had going.
	Just go with it, right?
	Upstairs, the door clicked and Kent caught his breath.
	I’m suppose to have an hour yet before Carson leaves for his drama thingie, Kent panicked.  I haven’t had time to -
	He paused, his thoughts locking up.
	To do what? Kent wondered.  No need to freak out.  I’m just getting hungry.  Haven’t had time to eat.
	He could tell by the footsteps that only Bailey came down the stairs.
	That’s right.  It’s five o’clock.  We always do dinner before getting together.
	“Hey, Kent,” Bailey called out, popping into his doorway.
	“Still on for tonight?” he asked.
	“Hell, yeah,” Bailey said. “I’m getting nervous texts from Laura all day.”
	“Me, too,” Kent’s eyes widened. “Well, in the morning at least.”
	“What are we up to?” Bailey asked.
	“Seven.”
	Bailey inhaled, her legs cringing a little with anticipation.
	“Well, then,” she said, her eyes blanking out for a moment
	“So, Bai?”
	“Yeah?”
	“Laura knows that I know?” Kent asked.
	Bailey nodded, her mind still absent, her voice responding with a verbally shrugged, “Oh, yeah.”
	Kent waited for Bailey’s brain to wander back from whatever mental vacation she’d taken.
	She doesn’t look troubled, at least.
	“You really don’t like it completely shaved?” Bailey blurted out suddenly.
	“What?” Kent spluttered.
	“My vulva,” she speared him with a glance, “you really wouldn’t like it completely bare?”
	“Not really,” Kent drawled out.  “Why, would you like to shave it?”
	“Maybe,” Bailey shrugged. “But if it’s not your thing.  I mean, I don’t really want to do that.  I just want to do something.”
	Bailey’s lips twisted thoughtfully as her gaze wandered away from his.
	“Hm,” Kent grimaced, knowing Bailey wanted to make some show of herself.
	But I’ve already told her I’m not into it.
	“How about this?” Kent asked. “How about you shave it as-”
	Bailey held up her hand and Kent stopped speaking.
	“I know what I’ll do,” she said, turned on her heel and left.
	Glad that fixed itself.
	Kent decided to take care of his laundry to try to pass his time and calm his nerves.

	As it happened, Laura arrived as Kent’s clothes finished in the dryer.  He stood at the machine, the door open, folding his shirts as he withdrew them, when Laura tromped down the stairs.
	“Hi, Kent!” her face lit up the dull, cramped laundry room.
	“Laur,” he said, smiling in response to her sunshine.
	Bailey popped out of her room almost instantly at the sound of her friend’s voice.
	Laura had already unzipped her jacket and bent over to reach for her boots.
	“Oh, wait,” she looked up at Kent, her eyes dimming with worry.
	“Hm?”
	“Is, um, Carson gone already?” Laura asked.
	“An hour ago,” Bailey said.
	Laura’s eyes shone again as she unclasped her leather belt, unzipped her black dress pants, then pushed them and her panties down at the front.
	“See?” she asked. “Just like you wanted?”
	Kent looked down and eyed her vulva, the racing stripe of hair neatly maintained.
	“Very good,” he said.
	Laura smirked, her pride making her push down a little harder on the stiff edge of the split in her pants.
	Bailey rolled her eyes, “Wearing the new bra and panties?”
	“Of course,” Laura said, letting a little of the fabric slip through her fingers to cover the bottom of her crotch. “It’s the nicest thing I own.”
	“You took them home?” Kent asked.  His eyes turned to the washer and dryer. “Won’t your mom see it in the laundry?”
	“Nah,” Laura said.  She tilted her chin up.  “I kept them in my room and I washed them by hand.  They deserve it anyway.”
	Kent smiled and finished his laundry as Laura repaired her clothing.
	“What do we got?” Laura asked, skipping along into Kent’s room and turning in the doorway to face the white board. “Just seven dollars.”
	“Don’t get down on yourself,” Kent told her. “That was a lot of masturbation in just twenty four hours.”
	“Yeah,” Laura blew out a breath and closed her eyes as she fanned her face with one hand, “I’m a little light headed.”
	“Oh, dear,” Kent said, continuing to fold his clothes.
	“It’s okay!” Laura assured him. “I was... gentle, with myself. You know.”
	Her wide-eyed anxiety caused both Kent and Bailey to burst out laughing.
	“Alright, alright,” Laura rolled her eyes.  “Should we get st... oh!”
	Bailey held two bottles of liquor in her hand, grasped by their necks, and a trio of shot glasses in the other hand.
	“Get started?” Bailey finished. “Yes.”
	“Haven’t done shots in a while,” Laura pointed out.
	“Trust me,” Bailey said. “It’s a good day.”
	She poured equal amounts of whisky and Irish cream into each shot glass.
	“Bottoms up!” Bailey held her glass up.
	With more laughing, they matched her toast and fired down their shots.
	“Whoo!” Laura’s breath left her in a rush as she winced. “Better like that, but still...”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey drawled, waiting patiently.
	“What?” Laura asked.
	“Bottoms up?”
	“Oh, right!” Laura exclaimed, looking around thoughtfully.
	Kent felt events moving forward, saw the gears clicking behind Laura’s eyes as she looked over the laundry room, both directions down the hallway and then behind her into Kent’s room.  Her eyes lit up and she glared at Kent, biting her lips for a moment.
	“What?” he asked.
	“No one’s home, right?”
	“Right.”
	“So we could start here?” she asked, her chin ticking to the space between her and Kent.
	Kent looked down at the floor, then looked back at Laura.
	She is completely lit up, Kent thought, I can see it burning right out of her eyes.  She’s had so many orgasms in the last day that she probably can’t see straight.
	“Sure,” he told her.
	Laura, bright-eyed, turned her back on him and moved toward his bedroom, possibly intending to fetch the stool and begin the night properly.  Kent, finished with his laundry, waited patiently as Laura moved, but Bailey held up a hand, giving Laura pause.
	“First things first,” Bailey pointed out.
	“What’s the first thing?” Kent wondered aloud.
	Laura looked over at Kent, then at Bailey.
	“I owe Bailey some paddling, remember?” Laura asked.
	Laura looked back and forth between them again.  Bailey then stepped forward and produced, from behind her back, the red, silicone spatula and handed this to Laura.
	“I owed Bailey a bare-assed spanking on Sunday,” Laura explained, holding up the spatula, “According to the rules that you made about interest, that became a naked spanking on Monday, then a bare-assed paddling on Tuesday.”
	She sighed and waved the spatula in the air.
	“By Wednesday, it turned into a naked paddling,” Laura went on, “Then two paddlings on Thursday and four today.”
	“You’re going to get naked right off the bat?” Kent asked.
	Laura let out a sigh and shook her head.
	“I kind of wanted to,” she admitted, “You know, to be naked in front of you while you’re all still dressed.”
	Laura paused as if she still considered it.
	“That would be cool,” Kent admitted.
	“Yeah,” Laura looked back at Bailey, “but we came up with something better.”
	What could be better than humiliating Laura with complete nudity and paddling?  Kent wondered, feeling himself harden inside his jeans.  Although there’s something to be said for going more slowly.
	“So,” Laura said. “Instead of four naked, Bailey agreed to paddle me eight times with just my pants down.”
	At this pronouncement, Bailey reached around Laura’s waist and unbuckled her belt, unbuttoned her pants and pushed them down.  The transparent panties with their window thus revealed, Laura kicked out of her pants and tossed them toward the laundry machine.
	“Fair being fair,” Bailey said, “I thought I should have my pants off, too.”
	Laura gave over the spatula to Kent before turning about, exposing her bare cheeks to him, threaded as they were by the thong of her new panties, and crouched down to work at Bailey’s jeans.  With some fussing, she achieved her goal and Bailey shortly stood in her green panties.
	Bailey’s done something with her hair down there, Kent eyed his house mate’s vulva, but I can’t see exactly what.
	“And now, Kent,” Laura turned back to him. “If you don’t mind, I need your pants, too.”
	“Mine?”
	“Part of the plan,” Bailey called out from behind Laura’s back.
	As Laura unhooked Kent’s belt and reverse threaded it, Kent watched her, noting the way her eyes avoided his.
	“I was just getting into this all-naked-Laura idea,” Kent commented, careful to keep his tone light.
	“Maybe another time,” Laura told him, profoundly focused on his jeans. “I mean, don’t worry, right?  I’m sure we’ll all get naked tonight.”
	As his jeans fell away, his budding erection tented his shorts.
	“Good,” Laura eyed his manhood warily.  She gulped and added, more quietly, “good.”
	Bailey let out a small snort of laughter.
	Laura took a breath and looked up to meet Kent’s eyes for a moment.
	“I also owe you one set of spankings, right?” she asked.
	“True,” Kent said.
	“I’m going to trust you,” Laura said. “That you’ll let me pay for those another way.”
	She took the spatula from his hand and passed it over her shoulder to Bailey.  Then she patted the shelf next to Kent, a spot near the corner, well supported by the leg underneath it.
	“Up here,” she told Kent.
	“Sit up here?” Kent asked, raising an eyebrow as he hopped up.
	“Okay,” Laura said. “Eight paddlings. Bare assed. Right?”
	She hadn’t made clear to whom she had spoken, so both Bailey and Kent made affirmative noises.
	“And Kent,” Laura said, looking him in the eyes, “I need a favour.”
	“A favour?”
	“I need you to count them for me,” Laura said, reaching into the fly of his boxer shorts and extracting his slowly growing manhood.
	“Why would I count?” Kent asked.  “Aren’t you suppose to -?”
	Before Kent could finish speaking, Laura braced herself with both hands on either side of his thighs, opened her mouth and lowered her head, smoothly taking all of his half-erect penis into her mouth.
	“Oh!” Kent huffed out, feeling his eyes want to bulge out of his head.
	Behind Laura’s back, Bailey smirked.  Kent looked up to meet Bailey’s eyes.
	“Mouth thing,” Bailey whispered.  Then, more loudly, “You ready?”
	Around a mouthful of penis, Laura nodded and made a vigorous noise of consent.  To punctuate this, she arched her back and stuck her bare cheeks out.
	The shelf, Kent noted, is at the perfect height for this.
	Bailey patted her friend’s rear with the spatula, wound up, and struck Laura on her left cheek.
	Laura moaned, as if wanting to count, but unable.
	“One,” Kent spoke in her stead, feeling himself instantly harden.
	Laura made a muffled protest and backed off as his penis pushed against her tongue toward the rear of her mouth.
	Bailey struck again, left cheek but lower, the sting of pain causing Laura’s mouth and tongue to move around as she winced.
	I hope she doesn’t bite down, Kent thought.
	“Two,” he announced.
	Laura did not, Kent quickly realized, know what to do with an erection in her mouth.  Kent decided it didn’t matter, as her clear inexperience lent a strange gravity to the event.  Her tongue moved, but mostly in an attempt to make herself comfortable.
	She wants to hold it in her mouth the whole time she’s getting paddled.
	The third strike landed, right side.  Laura cringed, twisting her hips, and shifted her upper body so that his erection poked her cheek, denting it outward from the inside.
	“Three,” Kent called out for her.
	Bailey, having some sympathy for her orally impaled friend, landed two more swift spatula strikes to Laura’s right cheek, drawing out a torturous moan.
	“Four, five,” Kent spoke quickly.
	Laura freaked out for a moment, a gagging expression on her face, and she pulled off his cock to gasp for air.
	“Jussasec,” she begged, panting heavily and swallowing.
	“You okay?” Kent asked, looking down at Laura.
	Laura leaned her over, letting the tip of his saliva soaked erection slide up over her forehead into her hair.
	“Yeah, yeah,” Laura gasped out.
	Bailey smirked, waiting patiently, and tapped Laura’s rear with the spatula.

	This is it, Laura thought, everything tonight.  I’m going to do everything and give everything.  Why?  Because I own everything.  Every part of my body is mine to do with as I please, and I will do what I want tonight.
	Bailey went on gently tapping her cheek with the spatula.
	“Okay, okay,” Laura looked up, rolling her eyes.  “Three more.”
	She looked down at Kent’s erection, shining with her saliva, dripping clear pre-come from its tip, and pointing at the bridge of her nose.
	No wonder I gagged, she thought, look how big it’s gotten.
	Kent hadn’t managed a full erection at first, so he’d seemed a lot less intimidating. On that basis, she’d felt courageous enough at the start to do the Mouth Thing.  Kent’s reaction, and subsequent engorgement, told her she’d done something right, but she’d maintained so much focus on keeping her balance against the onslaught of spatula smacks that she hadn’t had time to consider what she ought to do with the penis in her mouth.
	But he grew, Laura looked wide-eyed at the monster in front of her.  On the other hand, that thing, at that size, was already in my mouth.  And if I hadn’t moved so weird, I would have been fine.
	She realized that the length of his penis didn’t really cause any problems.  She could take as much or as little into her mouth as she felt like accommodating.
	No the issue is with the width, Laura noted, it’s the way I have to stretch my mouth. That’s what makes me feel like gagging.  Okay, deep breath, here we go.
	She opened her mouth, just enough for her lips to admit the mushroom head, then letting her jaw close a bit around the narrower shaft.
	Tongue.  I should move my tongue around.
	Kent gasped as she did so, twitching ominously inside her mouth.
	I know what that means, but he can’t come already, can he?
	Bailey struck just as Laura began to worry and a searing pain lanced through her left cheek.
	“Six,” she heard Kent say.
	Braced on the shelf, Laura bobbed up and down lightly on his erection, pushing upwards with her tongue.
	Kent groaned as the seventh strike landed.  Laura twitched, having forgotten temporarily that her body had two ends, both of them occupied.  She held fast, though, keeping the swollen member from her throat, and listened to Kent call out the number.
	“Seven.”
	Bailey then took some liberty, rubbing the spatula around in circles, first one cheek and then the other, swinging it back in the air and, as Laura cringed in anticipation, bringing it back gently to confound her.
	Laura, finding herself inextricably impaled, continued to try her tongue on Kent, causing him to squirm.
	I’ve never been able to do anything to him that makes him move like this.
	She looked up to try to meet his eyes, but they had rolled up in his head.
	Wow.
	Another slap struck her cheek, waking both her and Kent up.
	“Eight!” Kent shouted, just as Laura popped him out of her mouth.
	Gasping for breath, she straightened and turned on Bailey, snatching the spatula from her friend’s hand.
	“Enough of that,” Laura declared to Bailey’s smirk of triumph.
	“You really got him going, though,” Bailey said.
	Sure we did, Laura though, got you going too, I bet.
	Laura could never forget that Bailey enjoyed spanking her – and seeing her spanked – almost as much as Kent did.
	Price of admission, price of admission, Laura kept reminding herself.  Then, with confidence, I have a mission.
	“So,” she turned on Kent. “I gave you my mouth.”
	Kent inhaled as he gently tucked his erection back into his shorts.
	“That you-,” he gulped and started again. “That you did.”
	“Was it worth it?” Laura asked. “I mean, I know I had to pull you out once, but I kept it in there for all eight paddlings.”
	“Worth it?” he asked, blinking in confusion.
	“I owed you one set of spankings,” she said. “But I – did the Mouth Thing while Bailey paddled me.  Does it count?  Watching me get paddled like that?”
	“I-” Kent stammered. “Yes.  Yes, it will do just fine.”
	“Alright, then,” Laura nodded firmly.
	Mouth, done, she felt a ratchet turn one notch forward in her mind as she walked away from Kent into his bedroom, next up.
	Laura had a menu in her head, and she planned to go through the items one at a time, leaving nothing undone.
	Thoroughness, she thought, will rid me of this forever.
	“Seven dollars on the board,” she told Bailey.
	“Look at those cheeks,” Kent said, following the girls into his bedroom. “Already red.”
	Laura wiggled her hips at him, producing a stutter of air from behind her.  She turned on him then, glaring so pointedly that she startled him into backing away from her slightly.
	“Next up,” she said, “My ass.  I’m letting you have that, too.”
	Bailey gave her a strange look, as if she just barely held in laughter.
	“What?”
	“Nothing,” Bailey stomped down on a fit of giggles.
	Laura frowned, but moved past both Bailey and Kent to take the marker and make a single mark on the white board.  Next, she pulled out the little stool and stepped up on it.
	“Are we ready, now?” she asked, hands on her knees.
	“Oh, yes,” Kent said, putting on exaggerated theatrical tones. “Speak to us of your sins, dear Laura!”
	“There are seven of them,” Laura announced, keeping to the tone Kent had chosen, “Seven times I made myself come.”
	“How did you do it?” Kent asked.
	Squirming a little, Laura went on.
	“Once with my chair,” she said. “And the other six with my fingers.”
	Don’t ask, don’t ask, don’t ask.
	“Did she say fingers,” Kent hissed hard on the ‘s’.
	“She did,” Bailey agreed.
	Kent turned back to Laura, walking around to the front and sitting on the bed.
	“How many fingers?” he leaned in close.
	Dammit.
	“One time,” Laura admitted, trying to straighten but also refusing as a matter of habit to take her hands off her knees, “I put two fingers inside.”
	After a pause, feeling her face burn, she felt the need to add, “It felt weird.”
	“I see,” Kent said, straightening up himself and walking around behind Laura.
	Laura felt her skin chill, knowing that Kent would finally lay a hand on her.  She closed her eyes and let the tingle roll up her spine and burn through to her face.  Exhaling, she arched her back harder and waited.
	“Five spankings?” Kent asked.
	“That’s right,” Laura said.
	“Lot of red spots here already,” Kent reminded her.
	“I do good work,” Bailey said, walking around in front of Laura to lean against the bed, her long, thin legs stretched out and crossed at the ankles.
	I still don’t know how she shaved herself, Laura thought, now forced to stare directly into her friend’s crotch.  Something strange down there under her green panties and clenched thighs.
	“It’s up to you, Kent,” Laura said. 
	“Up to me?” Kent wondered aloud.
	“I mean, it always is anyway,” Laura said. “Especially tonight.  My ass is yours.  However...”
	Laura paused, wondering how to put it.
	“There’s something special you’d like tonight?” Kent asked.
	He understands.
	“I want it all red,” she said. “Everywhere.”
	“Your whole ass?”
	“Both cheeks,” Laura confirmed.
	Kent squeezed her low on the right side, one of the spots Bailey hadn’t properly reached.  His hand swept back and, without further ado, struck her hard and low.
	“Nine!” Laura sighed with relief.
	Kent slapped her again, low and closer to her vulva.
	“Ten!”
	The left cheek took the next two swats, sharp and high.
	“Eleven, twelve!”
	Kent moved around and struck the outside her right cheek, a completely fresh spot.
	“Oh!” she shouted. “Thirteen.”
	With a deep breath, Laura stepped off the platform and turned to face Kent.
	“Thank you,” she told him, as sincerely as she could.
	“Can I start playing now?” Bailey said from behind her.
	“Yes, let’s,” Laura agreed.
	Bailey rose and they walked past Kent, on either side and arrived at the white board.  Bailey waved Laura forward so she could make her three marks.  The moment she finished, she handed the marker to Bailey who made three more.
	Their eyes met and Laura nodded, remembering the script they’d written.
	“I don’t know if this is enough spankings,” Laura lamented, hoping her voice didn’t come off overdone.
	We’re all doing theatre anyway, at this point, she thought.
	“There’s time for more sin, I bet,” Bailey replied, walking toward Kent behind Laura’s back.
	At that point, Bailey was supposed to pointedly glare at Kent.  Laura, still facing the white board, imagined Kent getting the hint.
	He’s a bright boy.
	“Alright,” Kent said. “Who’s up first?”
	“Oh, it’s my turn,” Bailey declared.  She pushed Kent a little, a gentle nudge to set him on the edge of the bed.  “But first...”
	This isn’t part of the plan, Laura thought. What’s she doing?
	“First?” Laura queried.
	“You can keep your panties on,” Bailey said. “But I want mine off.”
	With that, Bailey stepped up on the stool, facing Kent.
	“Oh,” Laura shrugged, remembering that part of the plan.
	I want more spankings, so I’m keeping this silly thong on, even though it doesn’t protect my butt at all, Laura thought, but Bailey would rather go bottomless to cut down on her slaps.
	Laura came up behind Bailey and grabbed the waistband of her panties on both sides of her body and started to pull down.  Before she’d gone any distance, however, she paused.
	“Don’t take this the wrong way,” Laura told her friend as she came around to her front. “But I kinda wanna see what you did down there.”
	“Kneel, then,” Bailey said. “Don’t block Kent.”
	Right, Laura thought, now my face is in your crotch again.
	Laura knelt down and stretched awkwardly as she reached up to her friend’s underwear.
	Now I can see through it a little, Laura realized, from this close.  Whatever she did, there’s more hair to my right than to my left.  What is she up to?
	Unable to shrug, Laura simply started pulling down on the frail green fabric, slowly revealing Bailey’s vulva.
	On my left, a simple strip of hair, Laura observed, just like mine.  But the right?  She’s shaved away little triangles of hair.  One up high at the edge of her lips, one down low to match and one on the outside.
	The effect, Laura concluded, created something like a less-than sign on the right side.
	What has she done-
	“You shaved a ‘K’ into it?” Kent asked, his voice full of shock.
	“Whaddaya think?” Bailey asked, biting her lip as she awaited his reply.
	“I-” Kent stammered. “I’m flattered.”
	Laura stared agog at Bailey’s vulva.
	Alright, you win this round, she thought, but I’ve got tricks up my sleeve yet, don’t you worry.
	Bailey stepped off the stool and moved toward Kent, putting herself over his lap.  Laura took this cue and stepped up on the stool, placed her hands on her knees and stuck her reddened cheeks out in their direction.
	“How many?” Kent asked with a gulp.
	“Just four,” Bailey said. She raised her cheeks in the air. “We’re taking turns.”
	“And Laura’s just displaying herself?” Kent wondered.
	Laura watched them over her shoulder and felt the need to respond.
	“Well,” she said. “The two of you put so much work into my ass.”
	“These are your first bare-assed spankings in a while,” Kent commented, rubbing Bailey’s fresh, pink cheeks with his right hand.
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey moaned, rotating her hips against the motion of his hand.
	Laura watched the hand sweep back and looked away, closing her eyes and listening.  The smack landed, hard and high-pitched, making Laura flinch as Bailey let out a squeak of protest.
	“Fourteen,” Bailey whispered.
	“Mm,” Kent grunted. “That felt good.”
	Bailey gasped for air.
	“Was it too hard?” Kent asked her, the dare in his offer clearly evident.
	Bailey took another breath and Laura felt her friend accepting the dare.
	“No,” Bailey shrugged it off as best she could. “Fourteen.”
	Laura kept her eyes closed as the next one cracked off Bailey’s cheek.
	“Whoo,” Bailey breathed out. “Fifteen.”
	Two more sharp smacks sounded, the echo shaking Laura’s knees.
	“Sixteen and seventeen,” Bailey said quietly.
	As Laura turned around, Bailey sat up and looked into Kent’s eyes.
	“Those were hard,” she declared, her voice flat.
	“Yeah,” Kent agreed, meeting her eyes without shame.
	Laura watched them for a moment and felt the need to cut in.
	“They can’t have been that hard,” she pouted, her voice full of accusation.
	Both of her friends turned to stare at her, Bailey in shock, Kent with a smirk.  With a gesture, Bailey got off the bed and waved Laura into place.  Smiling, Laura took her place over Kent’s lap and stuck her cheeks up.
	“Five for me,” she reminded him.
	She felt Kent examining her rear, looking for any unabused flesh on which to start work.  Fingertips probed, dug in, forcing a moan from the depths of her throat.
	He can do whatever he wants, Laura told herself, I lent it all to him.  The more I give, the more I own.  No preacher owns any part of my body.
	At length, the hand rose and, sweeping through the air, struck hard and high on her right cheek.
	“Ho, yes,” Laura muttered, “Eighteen.”
	“You love it.”
	“I love it,” she answered.
	Kent hammered her again, same spot.
	“Nine...teen,” she moaned back.
	He’s holding nothing back.
	“It’s not too hard?” Kent offered.
	“Your ass,” Laura said, shaking her head. “All...yours.”
	Crack!
	“Twenty.”
	Oh, god.  Oh, god.  Oh, god.
	Two more sounded off her cheeks in rapid succession.
	“Twenty one.  Twenty two.”
	Laura rose up at Kent’s side, feeling the burning in her face just as bad as the cheeks that rested on her heels.  Panting, she tried to speak, but could only turn to look at Bailey.  Bailey, still holding her pose up on the stool, finally turned and looked at her.
	“Next ones?” Bailey prodded.
	Laura nodded, barely having enough breath in her lungs to stay conscious.
	Bailey, saving the day, pulled Kent off the bed and, having made space, pushed Laura on her back.
	“Come on, Laura,” Bailey said, “Legs up, like we planned.”
	“Yeah,” Laura whispered. “Right.”
	She felt her mind drifting out of her body.  More spankings lay in the offing and she couldn’t stop them.
	Can’t stop Kent.  Can’t stop Bailey.  Can’t stop myself.
	Laura pulled her legs up as she felt Bailey sliding in next to her, cheek to cheek.
	What do we look like to Kent? she wondered.  Four legs straight up in the air.  Four reddened cheeks exposed.
	Feeling the thong shift upward, Laura realized it had tucked itself partially between her lips, exposing her vulva to Kent.
	Probably he can see all of my hair right now.
	She wanted to fix it, not just to follow the rules but also for comfort, but she didn’t trust her balance.  Even now, she leaned heavily on Bailey to prevent herself falling over.
	“Five for Laura, Kent,” Bailey explained, “and four for me.”
	Laura turned her head to face Bailey, meaning to thank her, but only saw the deep look of concern on her friend’s face.
	“You okay, Laur?”
	Laura nodded as the spankings started landing.
	“Twenty three, twenty four,” she huffed out, feeling the sting lance through her lower cheeks.
	“Twenty five and six,” Bailey called out, much more clearly, her voice distracted.
	Blearily, Laura looked at Bailey.  Vaguely, she heard a snapping sound in the background somewhere and part of her brain tried to tell her the sound mattered and she had to do something.
	More sounds echoed in the room.
	Bailey glared at her.
	Another crack.
	“Laur?” Bailey hissed. “Count!”
	“Um,” she stammered. “Twenty seven and eight?”
	“Twenty nine and thirty,” Bailey added, her eyes prodding Laura.
	“Thirty... one?”
	“Oh, dear,” Bailey looked over at Laura with concern.
	Laura reached under her own body to grab the waist band of her panties, but nearly fell over.
	“Ke-ent,” she moaned.
	“Yes, Laur?”
	“My panties,” she begged. “Take them.”
	Kent’s hands, sure, steady and strong, gripped her waist, steadying her.  He moved one hand up to her ankles, grabbing them together and holding her in place.
	I feel like a prize animal being hoisted up, she thought.
	More hands touched her body and Laura realized that Bailey had decided to help Kent with her panties.  These slid off her body, and she became distantly aware of her complete exposure.
	“Ke-ent?” she moaned again.
	“Uh-huh?”
	“Your tongue?” she said. “Please.”
	“That’s four more dollars, isn’t it?” he reminded her.
	Both of his hands had her ankles now, and he pushed them apart, spreading her wide.
	Oh, god.
	Time passed unsteadily.  Dizzy with whatever had happened to her brain, she felt Kent’s mouth on her vulva, his tongue sliding between her lips.  It flicked and fluttered, found her hole, delved inside.  He had her by the back of her knees to support her flagging legs.  Laura managed to find enough strength to put her hands on the back of his head and push down, forcing his upper lips to mash her clitoris while his tongue worked lower.
	The energy transferred from this pressure invigorated her and she inhaled a gasping breath.
	Awake!  I can feel everything!  Everywhere!  Deeper, Kent!  Take it all!
	She pushed as hard as she could, willed him to his most profound penetration.
	Not enough, Laura cried out inside.
	‘Enough’ had too many meanings, and while the length of Kent’s tongue didn’t suffice to count as giving away her vagina, it did match the needs of Laura’s lust.  A painful surge of muscle tension surged through Laura, her stomach doubling over as her thighs clenched around Kent’s head.  Kent, ever determined, kept up his work between her lips as long as he could, until the pressure from her legs pushed him entirely out.
	“Oh!” Laura cried out.
	The tension faded and she looked over at Bailey, curled up on her side.
	“I can’t wait any longer,” she moaned to Bailey. “I’m ready now.”
	Bailey’s eyes widened, but she nodded.
	“Kent?” Laura asked.
	“Yes?”
	“A condom?”
