Chapter 12

	Laura, dripping semen down the entire front of her body, bolted across the hallway and into the bathroom.
	“You can get dressed if you want,” Kent told Bailey, pulling on a pair of shorts so the end of his penis wouldn’t drip all over the furniture.
	“You two are oozing come, not me,” Bailey shrugged and lay down on her back on Kent’s bed, hoping she cut a fine profile as she pulled one knee up.
	“True story,” Kent agreed.
	“You know,” Bailey directed her words at the ceiling as they heard Laura turn the shower on, “We created that whole ‘money shot’ option to save my ass, not hers.”
	“Funny how that works out,” Kent said. “But everyone seems happy.”
	Bailey mumbled her agreement and chose her next words carefully.
	“Pretty interesting, though,” Bailey said.
	“Which part, specifically?” Kent asked. “Laura’s inexhaustible supply?”
	“That, too,” Bailey said, “But I meant the ‘giving herself away’ part.”
	“Never know what’s going on in her pretty little head,” Kent replied. “Her church really did a fucking number on her, didn’t they?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey turned her head sideways to stare intently at Kent.
	“What?”
	“Kent,” Bailey gulped. “She said she felt like someone else owned her body.”
	“Which is terrible,” Kent stated firmly. “And I want to make sure she doesn’t think she’s handing it over to me.”
	“Is that likely?” Bailey stopped suddenly.
	“I don’t think so,” Kent said. “Laura specifically said she feels more ownership of her body the more she gives away – the more she chooses for herself what to do with her body.  That whole ‘inexhaustible supply’ thing, right?”
	“Right,” Bailey firmed up.
	Now to steer things back to where we were.
	“That’s what I’m worried about,” Bailey spoke slowly.
	We have time, Bailey schooled herself to patience.  Scrubbing semen off your body takes work, especially if it had time to stick, but at least it’s not in her hair.
	“What worries you?” Kent leaned in and turned his head slightly, cocking one ear.
	“The more she gives away,” Bailey reiterated. “The more free she feels.”
	“Right,” Kent nodded. “Following you so far.”
	“She lets you spank her,” Bailey said, “she lets you take pictures of her, and come on her.  She even shaves for you.”
	“Sure,” Kent said. “And that’s great, as long as she’s doing that to feel like she owns her body, which I think she is.”
	Bailey frowned and turned her eyes down.  With a deep breath, she sat up and leaned toward Kent, putting her elbows on her knees to lean her face close to his.
	With an air of let’s try this, again, Bailey enunciated like a teacher counting through steps of a math problem.
	“She gave you her butt, right?” Bailey asked.
	“To spank and squeeze,” Kent agreed. “And get my come on.”
	“And her tits,” Bailey went on.
	“To squeeze, pinch, ejaculate on...”
	“Photograph, etc.” Bailey rushed forward before slowing again. “And she kissed your cock, so...?”
	Bailey trailed off, letting Kent put it together.
	“So she’s given me... her mouth?” Kent asked.
	Bailey nodded as she saw a slowly dawning comprehension finally began to light Kent’s face.
	“And most recently,” Bailey pointed out, waving in the direction of her own genitals, “she shaved for you.”
	“Giving me her -” Kent stopped, his face freezing in panic.
	“Vulva,” Bailey said, adding in an exaggerated Teacher Voice, “That’s the word for the outside parts.”
	Kent’s mouth hung open and Bailey wanted to find it adorable, the way his eyes kept getting wider and his face paler.
	“How deep did you wiggle your tongue in there?” Bailey prodded.
	Kent stared at the wall over Bailey’s head, “Deep as I could go.  Deeper I went, happier she got.”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey prodded.
	Kent’s eyes snapped down to lock on Bailey’s, “You don’t think she-?”
	“She what, Kent?” Bailey glared.
	“Has she said anything?” Kent asked.
	“Nope,” Bailey made a popping sound on the ‘p’. “Do you think even Laura knows where Laura is headed?”
	“Christ,” Kent inhaled. “I mean.  There’s me and you... and there’s Laura... and that’s...”
	Me and you, right, Bailey sucked in a breath and leaned back a little, suddenly aware of her nudity relative to Kent in his boxers.  And what exactly are ‘me and you’ right now?
	“When we started, or restarted,” Kent muttered, “Laura said she wasn’t ready for penetration, and I was okay with that.”
	“Not in so many words,” Bailey pointed out, rearing up to sit up perfectly erect and switching her tone to haughty, “but I agree that was the gist of our mutual understanding.”
	“And now?” Kent wondered.
	“Right now she’s not ready for sex,” Bailey said, punctuating the point by waving a finger in the air. “We did talk about you going down on her, and we’ve never talked about you actually, you know, putting it inside her.  Her church put a lot of emphasis on virginity.  I’ve known her a long time and I know that for certain.”
	“But any day now,” Kent replied, closing his eyes. “Any day now that could change?”
	“She’s running out of things to give,” Bailey said. “Butt, boobs, mouth, vulva.  Not many more things she has to give to prove she owns them.  I get that, now, after listening to her.”
	Kent shook his head, standing up and pacing.
	“What if she gives that last thing?” he asked the room at large. “Is she ‘free’ then?  What happens then?”
	Bailey shrugged, thinking, there’s a bigger question here, Kent.
	“What will you do if she offers that last thing?” Bailey bit her lips immediately after saying it, but it had to come out.
	Kent turned on her, looked down at her anew, noticing the way Bailey had posed the question.  She felt small again, suddenly, with him looming over her.  Skinny and pale with my tiny breasts and my-
	Kent came to her then, seeing the issue at last, took a knee in front of her and held her face in his hands.
	“You and me, alright?” he said. “That means something.  Laura... she’s something, too.  But it doesn’t make me you and me any less, right?  We were here first.”
	Bailey nodded, inhaled hard to control her face.
	“The question remains,” she reminded Kent, “what if she offers?”
	“I – I don’t know.”


	“This feels weird, doesn’t it?” Bailey looked around Laura’s quiet, empty house.
	Afternoon snow fell in large, fluffy flakes outside the window.  It looked like a warm, cozy blanket, gently covering the roads and sidewalks, hiding the mix of sand and salt the city used to keep the roads safe.
	Earl Grey tea cooled in a small tea cup Laura had poured for Bailey the moment she’d arrived.  A full pot of it awaited the need for refills.
	“Which part?” Laura wondered, blowing air softly over her own cup.
	Bailey took a deep breath, letting her chest really expand and her shoulders drop.
	“Total lack of stress,” Bailey said.  “Two weeks of not worrying about school.”
	“Exams hit you that hard, huh?” Laura tilted her head in sympathy.
	“It’s not the same for you?”
	“I thought so,” Laura said, “but watching you and Kent, I’m wondering if my exams just aren’t such a big deal.”
	“Really?” Bailey said. “Because I’ve always thought our exams were harder.”
	Thinking the tea had cooled just enough, Bailey took an experimental sip, but jerked back the moment the fluid touched her sensitive lower lip.
	Laura smirked and sighed.
	“Do we need to discuss Friday?” Laura asked.
	“I sense a plan,” Bailey nodded.
	“I was reading your stories,” Laura said, “Re-reading them, actually, this morning.”
	“And pinging Kent’s phone every time you-”
	“Yeah, yeah,” Laura waved Bailey off. “You want to do this or not?”
	“Do what?” Bailey wondered.
	“Act out one of your stories,” Laura said.
	Bailey blinked and put her tea cup down, then picked it back up again, and her face reddened.
	“I don’t know if I want Kent to really-” Bailey paused, gulped, and added, “- know about those.”
	Laura took a turn to blink, “You’re embarrassed?”
	“Well,” Bailey looked down, “I – I don’t know.”
	Laura wait patiently, knowing inaction as the most effective tongue loosener for her friend.
	“How would we even get him to do it?” Bailey asked. “We’d have tell him in advance, and that takes the fun out of it.”
	“You want it to be a surprise?” Laura leaned in, a peering Gaze of Clarification in her eyes.
	“Yeah, I guess,” Bailey winced. “If we all know our lines in advance, how much fun is that?  I think it would just be awkward.”
	Laura leaned back, tilting her head upwards and eyeing Bailey as if making sure she’d divined her friend’s real problem.
	“You want to surprise him, then?” Laura asked.
	“Well, we can’t surprise ourselves!” Bailey exclaimed.  She took a calming breath and added, “Sorry.”
	Laura looked over at her laptop, currently open with Bailey’s stories minimized.
	“I think I could do it,” she said.
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“Think about it, Bai,” Laura leaned in again.  She tapped the pad on her laptop and one of the stories popped up.  “You’ve got three short stories here.  In each one, you’re the nurse, and I’m the patient, right?”
	“Except the one where it’s just him and me, yes,” Bailey replied.
	“Right,” Laura said. “But otherwise, you imagined me getting spanked?”
	“Yeah,” Bailey shrugged and rolled her eyes to the ceiling, admitting additionally, “I named the nurse after me.  But the patients are all different people, so you could play any one of them.”
	“I can piece something together that we can actually do,” Laura promised.
	“You think so?”
	“I’ll mix the stories up a bit,” Laura said. “I’ll make it work.”
	“We will make it work,” Bailey pointed out.
	Laura scrolled down, casually highlighting passages as she went, then turned to look up at the ceiling, appearing to mentally tick items off a list in her head.  Finally, she turned back to Bailey, her eyes levelling like a pair of archer’s lowering their bows.
	“We only tell Kent that he has to ‘play the doctor’,” Laura peered right through Bailey before focusing on her friend. “You will have a nurse’s ‘notebook’ that tells you what the ‘treatment’ is, so you can surprise him along the way, and I will just play along as the patient.  Simple scripts and improvise.  Lots of spanking.”
	“I don’t think we have the props we need to pull it off,” Bailey frowned.
	“That we need to discuss,” Laura acknowledged. “Tell me what you can do.”
	“With what?” Bailey asked, a little flustered.
	“My laptop, I guess,” Laura looked around. “The TV?  My phone?”
	“Your laptop,” Bailey nodded thoughtfully.  She turned an looked across the room at the large television screen. “My laptop hooked up to your TV maybe.”
	 “Whatever apps you can install on it and -” Laura paused, looking around, “whatever we can do with the furniture here.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey picked up her tea cup and stood up, turning to survey the living and dining rooms.  Her next words came out slowly, “What do you want to bend yourself over?”


	Kent, deep in studying for his last exam, appreciated Bailey and Laura leaving him alone.  He had the vague impression that Laura had somehow held off on her masturbation – or at least put her messages in a delayed queue on her phone – to let him focus.  The last thing he needed was a couple of super-relaxed, stress-free students lounging around.
	One last thing to do, Thursday morning.  This will all be done in less than twenty four hours.
	If he once started thinking about spanking, or panties, or spatulas or... any of it, he’d go down a road of thinking and planning.
	And if I start worrying about Laura’s desire to ‘give’ parts of herself to me, I’m only going to worry about things that don’t need immediate worrying.
	Kent shook his head and turned back to the next formula to memorize.


	The very last triple integral finally surrendered itself two and half hours into the exam.  The answer resolved itself to a nice, easy multiple of pi times the square root of negative one, and Kent decided that such a result had most likely been the intention of the professor setting the exam.
	A fuckload cleaner that the eleven fourteenths of the square root of negative seven I had on the first run through.
	Fifteen more minutes burned themselves away as he cleaned up his previous answers, making sure his writing appeared legibly on all of the answer sheets.
	The good news is that these are the kinds of questions you either know, or don’t know.  There’s nothing here that’s ambiguous.  I memorized the right stupid formulas and everything worked out.
	At ten minutes to the end of the exam, Kent took a deep breath and raised his hand, folding up his papers while the grad student approached.
	Wordlessly, Kent handed the packet over to the older student and stood, ignoring whatever the man had to say amid a fuzzy white noise in his ears.
	Lightheaded, Kent left the giant gymnasium for the last time that year and stumbled over the door divider.  After regaining his balance, he took several deep breaths, located a nearby bench, and sat down.
	Resting his elbows on his knees, he breathed more gently still.
	Done.  I don’t need to worry anymore.
	Kent felt the formulas he had memorized slipping out of his brain like a swarm of squirming eels in a wide, shallow bowl, the whole mess tipping over and sliding down the side of a muddy ravine.
	So long to that, he thought, not bothering to even try clutching at the eels. That’s a dumb way to test people’s knowledge.
	When the creepy little fish had exited his brain completely, Kent rotated his neck to stretch the tension out of his shoulders and leaned back on the bench.
	It’s not yet eleven a.m.  The day is young.
	Next on his list, Bailey and Laura.  Kent activated his phone without looking at it, knowing it would take a few seconds to connect and start fetching messages.  It buzzed once, because Kent had programmed it to vibrate when it connected over its mobile data link.
	At precisely eleven a.m., because Laura maintained a certain sense of decorum and respect, it let out a quiet video game riff, the sound of Pac-man eating a power pellet.
	It made that noise again, and again and – Kent lost count.
	Gulping, he unlocked the phone, and checked.  Laura’s messages, pent up over last two days, totalled six.
	“15F” the last one said.
	Does Bailey know what she’s in for by tomorrow night? Kent wondered. Do I know?  Does anyone know?
	Shaking his head and feeling more confident on his feet, Kent tore open a granola bar stored in his pocket for these calorie deficit emergencies, and started walking home.  The winter air had warmed considerably, with light, fluffy snowflakes falling all around, nice enough that he could finish his granola bar while he walked, absent the need for gloves.


	Bailey heard the lock click on the upstairs door.
	Carson caught his bus two hours ago, she reminded herself, catching her breath, we don’t have to worry about him.
	She’s spent the last two hours, while Kent worked through his exam, exchanging scripts and dialog with Laura.  On top of that, she’d set up a children’s mathematical program on her PC that she could transfer to Laura’s laptop the next time they got together.  It looked easy enough to configure and she had it down now.
	This might just work out, she thought, twisting her hips as she sat.
	Bailey considered her odds of surviving until Friday night without sex.
	Not with Kent right here next to me.
	Still wearing her nightshirt, she stood up, slid off her panties and marched down the hall to Kent’s room.
	Condoms are in the top drawer of the dresser, Bailey remembered, snatching one up depositing int in her shirt’s single chest pocket before heading out of his room and meeting him just as he kept down the stairs.
	Kent took one look at her and his face became worried, “Are you okay?”
	“Please tell me you’re horny right now,” she pleaded.
	“I – um – sure?” he raised an eyebrow, looking down at her bare legs. He glanced around the apartment, having noticed the absence of underwear, “Is anyone-?”
	“Everyone’s gone,” Bailey interrupted, lunging at him and working on his jacket.
	Kent helped, undoing his belt and pants while she discarded his jacket.  Bailey ignored his shirt and pulled down his boxers.
	She raised a concerned eyebrow.
	Well, he did just come in out of the cold, she realized, and I don’t want to use spankings to turn him on.  God only knows what Laura’s up to by now.  I need to save my butt for tomorrow.
	Instead, Bailey knelt on the floor and lifted Kent’s soft penis in her right hand, feeling it stiffen a little almost instantly.
	I put it in my mouth before, she thought, looking up at Kent and meeting his eye, I can do it again to warm it up at least.
	Gently, Kent placed both his hand on her head, stroking her hair.
	Bailey noticed that Kent hadn’t grown much yet.
	If I do it right now, the whole thing will fit.
	Spurred on my that internal dare, she opened her mouth and took the entirety of his semi-erection inside, her lips pushing against his pelvis, feeling a tickle from his short hairs.
	“Whoa,” Kent gasped.
	He expanded – quickly.  Bailey felt pressure on the back of her tongue, pushing down, and jerked away instinctively, backing off.
	It didn’t grow that quickly, she chided herself, catching herself with the head of his penis still contained.  But that was an impressive effect.
	Deciding Kent probably didn’t care to watch her gag, she left him glans-deep past her lips and swirled her tongue.
	I know exactly how big it is, Bailey reminded herself, I’ve seen it loads of time.  There’s no way it’s as big as it feels inside my mouth right now.  Some kind of sensual illusion.
	The angle became difficult, as a gasping Kent hardened and started pointing above the horizontal.  Stretching her spine as far as she could, Bailey couldn’t comfortably keep up her effort.
	Goal achieved anyhow, she thought, applying a bit of suction so she made a popping sound when she detached.  That came off so ridiculous, she giggled at herself.
	“Whoa,” Kent repeated.
	“You’re ready, now?” Bailey asked.
	“Sure, sure,” Kent breathed out. “My room or-”
	“Right here,” Bailey pointed at the washing machine, then took his hand, assuring him again, “Nobody’s home.”
	“Ri-ight,” Kent said.
	He stumbled the two steps it took to reach a dry piece of linoleum and Bailey turned her on him, grinding her cheeks against his erection.
	“Come on, come on,” she begged, reaching out for the washing machine in front of her and spreading her legs. “Stick. It. In.”
	Kent fumbled with the condom for a moment while she waited, bent over and cheeks in the air, shaking with impatience.
	From Kent’s jacket, a warbling video game sound issued.
	“What’s she up to?” Bailey asked.
	“That should be sixteen,” Kent said. “I wonder what got into her?”
	Do you know what it’s like, to write erotic fiction all morning and have to wait for someone to come home? Bailey beamed at him.  I’m dying over here.  Laura must be, too.
	Getting the condom right way around, Kent fitted in on his erection and slid it underneath her thighs.  She tingled as the tip slid over her lips and she felt her knees give in, forcing her to lock the rebellious joints straight.  Kent, bless him, finally found the hole and pushed.
	“Wow,” he said.
	“Slid in nice?”
	“Yeah,” Kent replied, his pelvis bumping against her cheeks.
	All the way in.  Attaboy.
	Bailey breathed a sigh of relief, sinking to her elbows on the washing machine.  Kent shifted angles, trying to find the best way to penetrate her.
	Whoa!  Is he trying to dig around in there?
	A high pitch squeak issued from her throat and she let her shoulders rest on the washing machine so her hands could reach under her body.  While Kent continued his absurd rotation, she splayed her lips and gently stroked her clitoris.
	That should hurt, stretching my vagina like that, but I’m so turned on...
	Bailey felt her eyes bulge and her muscles tighten around his erection.  Kent had to stop his cock-swirling motion as she jammed her fingers down on her clitoris, pushing it toward his erection and her vagina.  Her knees collapsed, forcing her back into him and Kent had to take up the slack, grabbing a hold of her hips to support while her orgasm struck her senseless.
	Throbbing muscle spasms inside her body rendered her otherwise incapable of controlling her body for several seconds.
	It’ll never be like that again, Bailey thought, feeling her vaginal muscles slowly loosen up, so soft inside that he could rotate like that.
	As she wondered how that might feel the next morning, Kent found himself able to withdraw and thrust once more.  A few gentle thrusts had Bailey feeling better almost immediately.
	I was going to rush him, but I’m still wet and this feels good, she realized.
	She exhale, reasserted control of her knees and felt Kent dial down his death grip on her hips.
	“You steady, now?” he asked.
	“Yeah,” she gasped out reassurance.
	His thrusting continued, softening her further and, unbelievably, he starting rotating again, stretching her out.
	Bailey’s eyes bulged again and she jammed her fingers into her vulva.
	“Not! Again!” she begged, and the second orgasm struck, harder than the first.
	Prepared for it this time, Kent immediately took hold of Bailey’s hips and pulled her tight to his pelvis, forcing his penis as far up inside her as it could go.  Her vagina pulsed at him, clenching the base.
	He’s getting bigger.  Swelling up... so much.
	“Too!  Big!” she pleaded, but Kent couldn’t do anything about it.  With the strength of her muscles squeezing him, he didn’t have any choice.
	“Gah!” Kent roared out.
	The last swelling of his erection stretched at the deepest part of her, pushing at the far end where no erection could penetrate.  Finally he burst and Bailey felt, in the tightness of the entire length of her vagina, the pulsing of his semen from one end of his penis to the other, flowing into her body.
	Bailey’s vision blurred as Kent held her in place, his turn to twitch against her flesh.
	At least he can stay on his feet.
	“Holy fuck,” Bailey whispered, still feeling Kent’s twitching inside her. “Holy.”
	“Yeah,” Kent gasped in reply. “That was... something else.”
	Ever so slowly, he withdrew from her.
	Bailey moaned, a lament from the sudden emptiness inside her, missing that which had filled it.  She turned on Kent and threw her arms around his shoulders, laying her head against his shoulder and bare chest.
	“You needed that, I take it?” he whispered in her ear.
	Bailey nodded silently.
	“Good,” he said. “Good.”
	They stood there, Kent naked and Bailey in her sweat-transparent nightshirt, for more than a minute until their hearts stopped racing.
	“You probably need lunch,” Bailey mumbled. “I should have let you eat first.”
	Kent laughed, “Yeah, I could definitely eat.”
	“Right,” Bailey said. “Right.  Lunch.”
	The phone made its muffled chime again.
	“Huh,” Kent looked over at his jacket on the floor. “Seventeen, then.”
	Bailey whimpered.
