Chapter 11

	Early on a dark, windy Saturday morning, Kent and Bailey walked side by side toward campus.
	The sun is definitely up, Bailey swore to herself, you just can’t see it through all the damn snow.
	Their Ethics exam would begin at nine o’clock and ran two hours.
	No one ever takes a two hour exam seriously, she judged.
	They didn’t talk much, muffled as their voices would have been through their scarves, and thereafter torn away by the wind.  Trudging through the park, they passed the spot where they’d once done outdoor spankings.
	Too early, too cold, Bailey’s eyes furrowed under her hat, her body trying to shrink deeper into her thick winter jacket.
	Kent didn’t even look over at her, just continued his determined march.  They hit a quiet patch where a stand of evergreen trees blocked the wind.
	“Christ,” Kent muttered, pulling his scarf down, “this is one of those stupid thirty percent exams, too.  Almost not worth it.”
	That’s a joke, Bailey smirked, he’d never throw away marks like that.  Neither, would I?
	“This one,” Bailey intoned, “and two more after after it.  Then we’re done.”
	“For this semester,” Kent sighed.
	They didn’t share any exams after this one.  Bailey had her last two on Monday and Tuesday morning, while Kent’s last pair waited until Tuesday afternoon and Thursday.
	The wind picked back up and they pulled their scarves up to their noses again, returning to their silent march.


	Laura looked out the front window of her living room, watching her parents drive off to the grocery store through the driving, miserable snow storm.
	I feel a little sorry for Bailey and Kent, having to go to school in this, she thought, sipping her tea and pulling her bath robe tighter around herself.  I wonder if I should tell them the good news and lighten their morning moods a little?  Or would it distract them?
	They had all agreed to stay as focused as possible on their school work for the exam period, but they’d already broken that rule once.
	My butt’s still a bit red, Laura mused, Kent did a really good job to make it last this long.
	Laura pulled the translucent curtains inward, allowing her to see out while avoiding any danger of any passers-by seeing in.
	The snow is blowing too hard anyway, Laura thought, I can barely see the sidewalk.
	She turned off the inside lights anyway before walking into the kitchen and retrieving the wooden rolling pin.
	I’ll send them a message right at nine o’clock, or maybe a few minutes after, Laura decided, that way they won’t get it until they leave their exam.
	Meanwhile, she crossed back to the living room, flipped the back of her bath robe up and thumped her cheeks down on the hard surface of the formal couch.
	Almost good enough, she thought, and reached back to push the left cheek of her underwear between her cheeks, letting the bare, red spot on that cheek come into contact with the rough, scratchy fabric of the couch.
	Grinding her flesh with hip rotations, she felt a memory of the sting of Kent’s spankings.
	Still there, just barely, Laura sighed.  If he hadn’t delivered all of the punishment on one spot, I wouldn’t have anything left.
	The rolling pin, then, went against the front of her bath robe, tucked between her legs, providing just the right balance of firm support behind the soft, woolen fabric.
	Poor them, Laura thought, glancing at the clock as it ticked through to ‘9:01’, at least they should be safe and warm inside the exam hall by now.  And it’s not a hard exam.
	She clamped her thighs around the rolling pin, turning her hips a little to get the abrasive feel of the couch against her left cheek as she twisted the substitute penis against her vulva.
	But they’ll have a nice surprise when they’re done their-.
	A wave of pleasure rolled through her as she scraped her cheek and pulsed her thighs against the wooden cylinder.  The simultaneity of the two events struck perfectly, and Laura immediately set about trying to replicate it.
	Here?  No. Here?  No.  How about... Uh!
	She found the right combination, and started rocking her body sideways, twisting and turning her hips, pushing the rolling pin harder and harder against her lips.
	Oh, God!
	Laura heard herself moaning aloud as her orgasm struck her, her entire body doubling up with convulsions, clamping her thighs involuntarily around her mother’s baking tool.
	Panting, she slowly recovered and carefully sat up, smoothing her robe.  Light headed, she stood up with equal care and walked gingerly over to the kitchen.
	Five minutes after nine, the digital clock on the oven told her as she turned on the faucet and began cleaning the rolling pin.  Once she’d dried it and put it away, she took up her phone tapped out two messages.
	The first, naturally, read simply the number ‘9’ and the letter ‘R’.
	The second contained a little surprise, sent simultaneously to Kent and Bailey.


	Kent went over his exam for a third time, checking now only for grammatical errors in his essays.
	The multiple choice and short answer section had gone really well.  Humanities professors, especially in the first year courses, hammered hard on the trivia style questions.
	What year was such-and-such written?  Kent shook his head. Who wrote this book?  Who wrote that treatise?
	He considered most of that section a load of garbage questions.  What really mattered was whether or not you understood the different philosophies and he really wished the entire exam focused on that.
	‘State the Golden Rule as recorded by Confucius and explain the basic flaw in this premise.’
	Easy stuff, Kent looked over his answer, the Golden Rule says you don’t impose things on other others that you wouldn’t want on yourself.
	No grammatical errors in evidence, Kent leaned back and considered his overall answer.
	The issue is that different people want different things.  Laura and Bailey, for instance, enjoy being spanked and having their bodies used in games.  But they can’t go around imposing that on other people, can they?
	Kent flipped through his answers page.
	Enough of this, he thought, and raised his hand.
	An invigilator arrived promptly, “Yes?”
	“I’m done,” he said, stuffing the pages into the envelope and handing it over.
	“Please leave quietly without speaking to other students,” she told him politely.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent nodded, gathered his jacket and stood up.
	He and Bailey had opted for seats, in this giant gymnasium, far apart from each other.
	We’d distract each other, I guess, he thought, and we both figured that out without discussing it.
	Bailey, nowhere in evidence, might yet await him outside the gym.  As he left the hall, quietly as instructed, since it seemed especially hypocritical to ace an Ethics exam and immediately turn into a distracting douchebag, he turned on his phone.
	He reached the lobby and found Bailey waiting, already wrapped up for the homeward journey.  Oddlly, her hands remained ungloved, her phone prominent.
	When she saw Kent, she waved the phone at him.
	He raised an eyebrow, but then felt his own phone buzz at him.
	Why would she send me a message? Kent frowned in confusion.
	Unlocking the phone revealed, however, messages from Laura.
	The first, an admission of her orgasm-via-rolling-pin, didn’t surprise him.  The second message...
	Alright, the lady keeps her promises.
	Kent looked up and smiled at Bailey.
	“Can you stay until Friday?” she asked, her voice full of hope. “Or do you have head home for Christmas?”
	“I was going to take off Friday morning,” Kent explained, “But the bus is probably cheaper if I wait until Saturday evening.  I’ll be missing a bit of Christmas with my fam, though.”
	“In exchange,” Bailey leaned in close, lowering her voice, “for a whole evening... with us... and a whole... lot... of spanking.”
	She breathed the last word directly into his ear.
	Laura’s parents, the message had said, had taken another weekend retreat with their church.  They’d leave Friday evening and not return until Saturday night.
	“That is a lot of time,” Kent said.
	“Well, it’s a lot of spankings,” Bailey’s eyes widened and she sighed before continuing, “What’s she up to?”
	“Nine,” Kent waved the phone at Bailey. “As of this morning.”
	“And she has a whole week yet,” Bailey thought. “We need some stuff in between?”
	“Maybe,” Kent admitted, tucking his phone away and donning scarf and gloves.
	They headed out into the storm, which had lightened up considerably and allowed a bit of sunlight to peak through the clouds.
	“She’s at nine, now,” Bailey said. “She’ll be at twenty or something by next weekend.”
	“True,” Kent admitted reluctantly, letting Bailey do the talking.
	“If each of her orgasms is worth one set on my butt and one on hers,” Bailey went on, exasperated, “That’s twenty dollars I’d have to pay off for her.”
	Kent nodded, letting Bailey’s frustration with is attitude build build.
	“Even if I’m naked,” she breathed, looking around her carefully, “That’s sixty spankings.”
	“But you won’t do them all naked,” Kent pointed out unhelpfully.
	“Of course not,” Bailey looked up, her eye-rolling muted by the coverage of the scarf and hat. “How much fun would that be?!”
	Kent pulled down his scarf and took a deep breath, finally stopping to face Bailey.
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“Maybe you don’t see the pattern,” Kent said, tapping the pocket of his jacket where he’d put his phone, “but I do.”
	“What pattern?”
	“Laura can’t keep up this pace,” he explained. “She only really racks them up right after we do spankings.”
	“Really?”
	“Yeah,” Kent confirmed. “I can’t be sure, but she has mentioned that as long as she stills feels it in her cheeks, she doesn’t feel too bad about making herself come.”
	Bailey looked thoughtful for a moment and then nodded slowly.
	“She’ll feel bad about it later, mind you,” Kent pointed out. “But it leaves her more free in the moment.”
	“Right,” Bailey agreed.
	“So if we don’t get together,” Kent said. “Laura won’t get any fresh spankings, won’t be able to feel her sore ass, and she’ll probably cut back on the orgasms.”
	“Or do them anyway and feel worse about them,” Bailey corrected.
	“Maybe,” Kent conceded. “But I bet she won’t reach twenty by next weekend.  Maybe fifteen or so.”
	“But if we do come by?” Bailey trailed off suggestively.
	“You’ll bleed off some of the spankings,” Kent said, “But that’ll let her accumulate more because her butt’ll be sore.”
	Bailey turned her gaze forward again.
	“So, if you come by, say on Tuesday,” Kent said, “you’ll get more total spankings, but fewer at once.”
	“Oh.”
	“Also,” Kent said, “You’ll find that if you tell Laura an opportunity for spanking is coming up soon, she also turns up her, uh, arousal level.”
	“Tough call, then,” Bailey’s muffled voice came through her scarf.
	“As I frequently remind both of you,” Kent held his arms wide, palms up to the white winter sky as he started walking again. “Your asses.”
	“Hah! Right,” Bailey sighed.  She shrugged, “Even if she accumulates a lot, though, we’ll have all Friday night and Saturday.”
	Kent choked before stammering out, “S-sure.”
	Bailey remained thoughtfully silent for most of the rest of the journey home.	
	

	Whatever decision the girls had made, they didn’t let on to Kent.
	Laura’s orgasms gave him a vague indication, as she continued to pleasure herself at an unrelenting pace.  She added two Sunday morning, one that night, took a break Monday morning for her exam but came home and knocked off two more in the afternoon while her parents remained at their jobs.
	When Kent and Bailey collected Laura on the way to their simultaneous Tuesday morning exams, Laura’s count had gone from nine to fourteen.  Bailey looked nervous but tried to put most of that aside as they talked about school.
	Laura, Kent noticed, looked the most relaxed, despite the fact that she said she found her History exam the scariest on her list.  At two hours, Kent didn’t imagine they could make it too hard on her, but Laura insisted that the professor had a policy of putting entirely too many questions on the exam in order to force the students to pick and choose what they could answer.
	Bailey, for her part, looked intense but held her chin out with a touch of defiance.
	Like a runner, Kent thought, finishing a long race, just stretching her neck and hoping her endurance gets her through to the last meter.
	For both of the girls, the exams ended today, while Kent had one more on Thursday.
	I can taste their relief from here.
	When they reached the fork in the road that led them off to their separate examination halls, Laura gave Kent a hug first, wishing him good luck.  It felt odd to him, but she then did the same to Bailey, and he watched the two girls clasp hands before they separated with final wishes	for each others’ success.
	Did Bailey just pass something to Laura?  Kent wondered.
	He put the thought out of his mind.
	They all had exams to pass.


	Kent and Bailey had finished their separate exams at different times, despite both supposedly requiring three hours.  Calculus had required all of the available time and burned his brain out completely.  He counted himself fortunate they’d given him a morning exam, as he didn’t know if he could have kept his brain working well through the afternoon.
	It’s done though, he thought, keying his phone on.
	“You around?” he texted Bailey.
	Getting no reply, he started walking.  The winter storms had calmed down since the weekend, but the temperature hadn’t risen.
	Freezing, he quietly marched home alone.
	One damn exam left.


	When he reached the apartment, Kent noted that he hadn’t felt his phone vibrate even once.  He opened the outer screen door and tucked himself in against the wooden inner door, protecting his face from the wind.  Unlocking that door and opening it, he felt a rush of warm air in his face, a relief from the cold.
	His ears stinging despite the hat, he walked down the steps and discarded his boots on the tray at the bottom of the stairs.
	He unzipped his jacket, preparing to hang it up inside his room, and pushed the door to his darkened bedroom open.
	Kent stopped then, looking into the dimly lit space.
	On his bed lay both girls, stretched out on their stomachs with their heads to his left.  Laura lay nearer him and Bailey behind her, their bodies hidden because they’d pulled his pale blue sheets up to the backs of their necks.  Only the bed sheet covered them, not the thicker comforter, though it looked as if they had discarded the comforter only recently, probably the moment they’d heard him come in.
	“Hello,” Kent said softly and remembered to hang up his jacket.
	“Hello,” they replied in unison.
	Side by side like this, their bodies covered by the same sheet, it became easier to compare their bodies than ever before.  Normally, their choices of pants – denim vs. dress khaki – colluded to make comparison difficult.
	With their backs arched a little, cheeks prominent, he could see the relative roundness of Laura’s rear compared to the thinner, angular shape of Bailey’s ass.
	Kent almost asked for a picture.
	“We decided to do five sets each,” Laura said, her hand sliding out from under the blanket to point towards the white board. She pouted, adding, “If you have time.”
	Kent turned to see the ten tick marks on the board and looked back at the girls, “I have some time.”
	Laura raised her hips up, making a tent of the bed sheet.
	“How many is it?” she asked. “Through the sheet?”
	“Depends,” Kent gulped, watching as Bailey lifted her cheeks to line up with Laura’s. “What are you wearing underneath?”
	Laura didn’t answer, but diverted her eyes toward his dresser where a neat pile of clothing lay.  One pair of jeans neatly folded on top of a pair of khaki pants caught his eye.
	“Just panties under the blanket,” Kent narrated, “But I’d be spanking you through a sheet.”
	“A very, very thin sheet,” Bailey pointed out, wiggling her hips suggestively.
	Kent walked over and laid his right hand on Laura’s nearest cheek, gripping it through the fabric.  He tested out Bailey’s cheek, which she tensed at his touch.
	Show off.
	“It’s ten if you wear pants,” Kent pointed out, “even those really thin leggings.”
	“Come on,” Bailey pleaded, “It’s really thin. Eight?”
	“Nine,” Kent said, “just because it’s a neat idea, alright?”
	With twin sighs, they nodded, acceding to his offer.
	“Why am I spanking you, Laura?” Kent asked.
	“Oh!” Laura said, startled.  She began babbling, “Yes, I’ve been a very bad girl.  I made myself come so many times.  With my fingers and the rolling pin and my chair.”
	Laura could barely contain herself in her eagerness to get started.
	“Right,” Kent said, steadying her backside by placing his left hand on the small of her back and his right on her cheek.
	She had not, he noticed, made any special requests about the location of his spankings, so Kent determined that he would use both of her cheeks, but still try to focus on the lower parts.  That would, he surmised, sting for long enough to keep her self-pleasure going for a couple more days.
	That math is simple, he thought, the longer the sting lasts, the more orgasms she’ll have, the more I can spank the two of them next time.
	Laura pushed her cheeks back into his hand and locked her hips.
	Perfect.
	He swung back and struck.
	“One!” she announced with relief.
	Without any hint of his intention, keeping his left hand on Laura, Kent swung out, reached and slapped Bailey’s left cheek.
	“Whoa!” Bailey squeaked out in surprise. “Um. Two!”
	Keep ‘em guessing.  That’s my game.
	“Kent?” Bailey interrupted.
	“Yes?” Kent asked, as if he intended to pause, but struck Laura’s right cheek anyway.
	“Three,” Laura replied, also surprised.
	“Little request,” Bailey asked.
	“Uh-huh,” Kent paused, his hand hovering over her cheeks.
	“I want them spread around,” Bailey said slowly. “Nice and even.”
	Their eyes met, the look in hers imploring him to accept her deal.
	But it’s a strange deal.  She’s making it a ‘favour’ for me to do what I did last time, at no charge.  Why?
	“In exchange?” Kent asked. “An extra spanking or-”
	“I’ll spank myself,” Bailey said, a little too quickly.  A pause and a gulp, “Just like Laura did.”
	“Bare ass?” Kent clarified.
	Bailey lowered her eyes and nodded.
	“Say it,” Kent demanded.
	A gulp, and Bailey replied, “Bare ass.”
	Kent nodded and slapped her right cheek.
	“Four!”
	To keep the game going, Kent concentrated all of Laura’s spankings on the lower part of her cheeks while spreading Bailey’s around.
	That’s what I was going to do anyway, though, Kent thought. But, whatever. I’ll make it a ‘favour’.
	He finished up, laying his last swat on Bailey’s ass, and she called out, “Eighteen!”
	“That blanket was, like, zero protection,” Laura complained, her hands reaching over the blanket to rub her cheeks. “Bare butts next.”
	“Did she say ‘butt’?” Bailey asked.
	“Oh!” Laura groaned.
	“I’ll take care of that later, when your panties are off,” Kent said, making his voice firm. “Let’s get on with your next sets.”
	“Right,” Laura said. “I should do mine up on the stool.”
	“True,” Kent said. “We kinda skipped that.”
	Laura slipped out from under the other covers, revealing her bare legs first, followed by the reddened, lower parts of her ass and finally... an athletically shaped pair of dark blue panties.
	“Are those Bailey’s panties?” Kent asked.
	Laura looked over her shoulder and nodded before she bent over to pull the stool out from under the bed and climbed up on it, promptly putting her hands on her knees.
	“We switched when Bailey got home.”
	“You put on the pairs of underwear you were wearing all morning?” Kent asked.
	“Yup,” Bailey muttered.
	“Five more,” Laura told Kent cheerily.
	Bailey, still under the blanket, turned on her side to face Kent, one hip jutting upwards to cut a pleasant profile under his thin, light blue bed sheet.
	I kinda like watching them exchange underwear, Kent thought, squeezing Laura’s cheek experimentally as he looked for the best spot, but the thought of them here, in my bedroom, doing the switch ahead of time is okay, too.
	Together with Bailey’s self-spanking offer, Kent felt himself hardening up.
	Laura looked over her shoulder, tightened up her cheeks and looked at Kent, “Well?  Get on with it.”
	Knowing he had enough spankings to even things up later, Kent decided to pick on Laura’s left side.  Holding her steady so she wouldn’t fall off the stool, he wound up and gave her five rapid-fire slaps to the lowest part of her cheek.
	Not expecting a sustained assault, Laura started her counting late.
	“Nineteen... Twenty... Oh!”
	Kent had already delivered all five spankings, but continued his strikes.
	“Twenty one, twenty two, twenty three!” Laura shouted in protest, as Kent sneaked in three additional spankings.
	“Count faster next time,” Kent admonished.
	Laura stepped off the stool, rubbing her cheek and waving Bailey into place.
	“I was going to go bare ass,” Bailey said, sliding out of the covers to reveal the front of her friend’s black underwear, “but I feel like you want to spank me in Laura’s panties.”
	“I do,” Kent smirked, “I truly do.”
	Bailey sighed, “Taking an extra spanking just for you.”
	Kent smiled as Bailey mounted the stool and presented her cheeks to him.
	Just as with Laura, Kent went into immediate rapid fire mode, but spread the spankings all over Bailey’s left cheek.  Bailey, prepared, counted out her spankings immediately.
	“Twenty eight!” she called out, immediately after Kent’s fifth slap.
	Bailey, however, stayed on the platform.
	“Is it my turn?” Laura asked.


	Bailey turned and looked at Laura, giving her a little glare that said, ‘wait a moment’.
	What is she doing now? Laura gave Bailey a confused look.
	Bailey raised her eyebrows back at Laura and put on a, ‘let me show you something’ look.
	“Kent?” Bailey said, “I should do my two extras?”
	“Right,” he agreed.
	Laura’s eyes widened and she nodded her understanding.
	Bailey stepped off the stool and put her left hand on the bed to brace herself, arching her back.
	“You promised me a bare ass?” Kent prodded her.
	Laura looked over in a panic, a look Bailey also shared.
	That wrecks our other plan, Laura realized, we have to be careful here.
	“Laura,” Bailey winced gingerly, “just push them down far enough?”
	Laura nodded, a worried look on her face.  Bailey clamped her thighs tightly together while waiting for her friend to stand up.
	I don’t really want to look, but I have to look, Laura thought. Just so Kent doesn’t see the wrong parts of her before we’re ready.
	Laura stood directly behind Bailey, letting Kent have his view from off to the side, and pulled her black panties down off Bailey’s cheeks.
	At least she’s clenching her muscles, Laura mentally thanked Bailey, so I can’t see up her butt.  But that means she squeezed some fabric in there which I have to... unh... unthread.
	The fabric came free and Laura pushed it down, the waistband out of the way but, thankfully still covering any part of her friend’s vulva which might be revealed in this position by a full underwear removal.
	“Rea-dy!” Laura sang out, stepping aside and sitting on the bed.
	“Alright,” Bailey said, raising her right arm in the air.
	Laura caught an absolute look of childish glee on Kent’s face, and a penetrating smirk on Bailey’s.
	The arm swung down and the palm cracked loud and clear against Bailey’s cheek.
	Here comes the pause while we wait, Laura thought.
	Laura jerked in surprise when Bailey spoke instead.
	“Did I spank my ass hard enough?” she asked.
	Kent, also startled, twitched in his seat, “Yes, you did.”
	“Twenty nine,” Bailey said, raising her arm high again.
	She swung down again, hitting the outside of her cheek, but the sound didn’t come through nearly as loud.
	“Was that spanking hard enough?” she asked Kent.
	“No,” Kent replied.
	It’s a setup, Laura realized, twisting her lips, not doing it properly the second time.
	“Oh,” Bailey sounded disappointed in herself, “Please show me how hard it should be.”
	She said ‘please’.  God, so that’s so perfect.
	Kent stood up, his pants clearly bulging with an erection he couldn’t adjust, and laid his hand on the outside of Bailey’s cheek, exactly where she’d struck herself.
	He wound up and walloped her, hard and loud.
	“Ooh!” Bailey’s cry did not look dramatized.
	She raised her arm and slapped her cheek on the same spot, much harder.
	“Was that a better spanking?” Bailey asked hopefully.
	“Yes.”
	“Thirty,” she said with relief and stood up, keeping her body facing away from Kent.
	Okay, Laura nodded to Bailey, point to you for improving that part of the game.
	“Panties off?” Bailey asked.
	Laura nodded and moved behind Bailey again.  With her friend standing up, she could pull off the borrowed black underwear without revealing their little surprise.  Once she laid the panties aside on the dresser, she turned her back to Kent and let Bailey pull off the blue panties.  Carefully guarding each other during this exchange, they finally stood cheek to cheek.
	They shared one last glance and with an ‘are you ready?’ nod, they turned and faced Kent, just as they’d planned, thighs together.
	Kent’s reaction was everything Laura had hoped.  His eyes went wide and mouth formed a voiceless ‘oh’.  After a deep inhalation, he finally found words.
	“Ni-ice,” he breathed.
	He knelt before them to look at their partially shaved vulvas.
	“Is it the right width?” Laura prodded, shivering at his close gaze.  She hesitated a little before adding. “You should check.”
	Kent held out his two fingers and pressed them gently to her skin.
	“It looks perfect,” Kent said.
	“It looks like I’m completely shaved when you cover my hair with your fingers,” Laura giggled. “Mine aren’t as big.”
	Kent switched to Bailey’s vulva, testing her the same way and making her shiver as he grazed the trimmed hairs.
	“You like it?” Bailey goaded him. “You’re looking awful closely.”
	“It’s even better than I thought,” Kent admitted, backing away a little.
	“Still don’t want me to shave it all?” Laura asked.
	Kent looked thoughtful, but shook his head. “No, this is perfect. Can-”
	Laura saw Kent stop himself.  She would have gone to the washroom and shaved the rest off right then if he’d asked, but he seemed to honestly prefer her like this.
	“What is it?” she asked.
	Does he want us to shave differently?  He wants to ask us something, I can see it.
	Kent’s eyes darted back and forth from one naked strip of hair to the other.  He gulped.
	“Come on,” Laura prodded, “Tell us.  What is it?”
	“Can I -”, Kent paused again, “Can I see it from behind?”
	Laura giggled and looked at Bailey, both of them amazed at the way their matching shaving pattern had affected him.
	“Sure,” Bailey laughed and shrugged.
	Together, they turned around and bent over his bed, arching their backs.
	“Can you see?” Laura goaded Kent again.
	“Spread a little?” he requested.
	Laura’s right leg had to go behind Bailey’s left as they parted their thighs for him, but Laura made sure her right cheek didn’t block his view of Bailey’s trimmed hair.
	“That’s -” Kent took another breath, “that’s really nice.  I like it.”
	He nodded again, inhaling deeply, “I really like it.”
	“Well?” Bailey said, “Do some spankings already.”
	“Right,” Kent replied, clearly flustered.
	Laura looked over at Bailey and the two of them shared a shocked look.
	‘Wow,’ Laura mouthed at Bailey.
	‘I know,’ Bailey mouthed back.
	Neither of them had expected a little bit of trimming to affect him that much.	


	Kent surveyed the cheeks in front of him.
	The targeting for Laura’s cheeks followed naturally from the previous set.  Bailey, however, presented a bit more of a problem due to her self spankings.
	It’s only four, though, he reminded himself, I’ll do the right side now and balance it out later.

	“Bai?” he asked. “When did you shave?”
	“Just now,” Bailey admitted. “Before you got home.”
	Kent stepped back, taking another look at their thin strips of hair.
	“You two match perfectly,” he complimented them.
	“Well,” Bailey sighed, “Laura had already done hers, so...”
	“So?” Kent asked.
	“So,” Laura put in, “she saw mine we made hers match.”
	We made hers match...
	Kent imagined the two of them, in the washroom, looking at each other and getting it exactly right.
	“We?” Kent asked.  “Like you shaved her?”
	“No,” Bailey said instantly, “but I looked at hers while I did mine.”
	“Wow, okay.”
	“Next time,” Bailey whispered, “we should let him watch.”
	Laura giggled.
	Okay, they know they got me with this one, Kent thought, but that’s okay, since their ‘victory’ as they took it was just something they did for me.
	He moved in closer.
	“Four more for both of you,” he announced.
	“Eight more,” Bailey said. “We’ll do two at once.”
	She straightened her legs, putting her thighs together, as Laura did the same.
	Too bad, Kent thought, this does let me get at both of Bailey’s cheeks, but I can’t see her hair as well.
	Laura, likewise, straightened, placing her legs – and cheeks – next to Bailey’s instead of overlapping
	“Sure,” Kent said. “Eight each.”
	That made it easier, from Kent’s point of view, to give Bailey the evened out, all-red ass cheeks she wanted.  He started striking immediately, alternating between the palest parts of Bailey’s ass to the lowest parts of Laura’s, giving each what she wanted in turn.
	They counted, keeping up easily with the gaps in timing as he moved back and forth between their cheeks.
	The last spanking fell on Laura’s left cheek, hard and low.
	“Forty six,” Laura declared with satisfaction, and turned to Bailey, “You ready for your last ones?”
	Bailey nodded, “My top?”
	They stood, facing each other, and Laura pulled Bailey’s shirt over her head.  Completely naked then, Bailey turned to face Kent, sat on the bed, and rolled back, pulling her legs up as she did so.  Kent watched Bailey’s little breasts sprawl gently over her ribs.
	“Last three, Kent,” she said.
	Kent stood between Bailey’s legs and pushed them apart.
	Bailey smirked, letting him look down between her thighs.
	“You really like it, don’t you?” she asked.
	Kent could only nod before stepping a little to the side and laying his hand on her exposed left cheek.
	“Here they come,” he said.
	Three hard slaps followed, spread around as much of Bailey’s cheek as she had given him access to.
	“Forty seven, forty eight, forty nine,” Bailey winced, panting.
	She nodded at her crotch.
	Kent raised his eyebrows.
	“Your tongue?” she breathed out, desperate.
	“Don’t you owe me three more spankings?” he asked.
	“You’ll get them,” Bailey promised. “Don’t worry.”
	Kent smiled and knelt at her feet.
	“Now you get a really close look,” Bailey whispered.  She closed her eyes as his mouth pressed against her lips. “Close to my pussy as you want.”
	Kent hummed in appreciation as his tongue parted her lips, found her clitoris, and started moving.
	“Oh, Jesus Christ!” Bailey hissed out. “This is going to be so fast.”
	Kent had learned, from the last time he’d made her come, that this declaration did not indicate a need for speed on his part.  He found the rhythm, kept Bailey’s thighs apart, and made his gentle circles around her clit.
	When Bailey started thrusting her hips into his face, enveloping his chin with the entrance to her vagina, he maintained that pace.  When she grabbed the back of his head and pushed him down harder, he held on stronger, even as she suffocated him with her vulva.
	“Gah!” she screamed. “God damn!”
	Her muscles pulsed around his chin and her entire body locked up, clenching his head between her thighs.  Unable to reach her clitoris any longer, Kent stopped even pretending his tongue wiggled counted at this point.
	An eternity later, Bailey’s muscles relaxed and Kent escape to take a deep, ragged breath.
	Someday, she’ll murder me like this.
	Laura, oddly enough had moved over to Kent’s right side, bent over the bed.
	She thought Bailey might need her, but I guess not.
	Breathing slowly, Bailey sat up and nodded to Kent.
	“Good,” she muttered, “really good.”
	Laura turned around, facing Kent.
	“My last set?” Laura asked.
	“How you want it?”
	Laura bit her lips, looking down, and Kent waited.
	“You liked it?” she asked. “Spanking Bailey like that?”
	“Spread out and on her back?” Kent asked. “Yeah.”
	“Okay,” Laura jerked a nervous nod. “But I’ll keep my shirt on until after.”
	Kent shrugged, “Sure.”
	Laura rolled on her back and, without any input from Kent, grabbed the backs of her knees and spread them.  The contortion, he noted, pushed her shirt up far enough that he could see the underside of her sprawling breasts, uncontained by any bra.
	“A nice red seat,” Kent said, running his fingers along the angry flesh at the bottom of her cheeks.
	“That’s what I like,” Laura said.
	The two cheeks looked equal to Kent, so he moved farther aside and starting laying down his spankings, alternating between both sides.
	“Fifty!  Fifty one!  Fifty two!  Fifty three!” Laura called out joyfully.
	She kept her legs spread though.
	“Feel better?” Kent asked, standing over her.
	“Almost,” she said. “Kent?”
	“Uh-huh?” Kent prodded, waiting for her to ask.
	“You like my, um, shaving job?”
	Bailey reached under Laura and pulled her shirt up her back.  Laura assisted in this by shifting position, rolling her shoulders from one side to the other, until Bailey could take the shirt entirely off.  Laura, now fully nude, grabbed her knees again.	
	“Would you like to, you know...” Laura gulped, “... look closer?”
	Kent smiled, reaching out with both hands to tease at Laura’s thin strip of hair.
	“I’d even like to look...” Kent pushed Laura’s lips apart gently, “inside.”
	“Oh,” Laura sighed and closed her eyes.
	“It’s very pretty,” Kent said, “all flush and open.  So neatly kept.”
	Laura moaned, pushing her head back.
	Pretty sure I’m supposed to lick her now, Kent thought, but I should make her say it.
	He breathed gently over her exposed genitals.
	“What would you like?”
	Laura moaned. “Like... Like for Bailey.”
	“You want me to lick you?”
	“Yes, yes, yes,” she hissed back.
	Kent took a few experimental swipes and teases, all around her lips and her clitoris, the wetness of his tongue meeting the fluids leaking from her insides.  Laura moaned gently, but didn’t make a truly approving sound until he touched her entrance.  He spread her a little farther, just enough that she opened to him like a tiny, soft funnel.
	When he ran his tongue around it in a circle, Laura let out a true, loud moan.
	Swirling around, he pushed his tongue slowly inward.
	Above him, her breasts beckoned, and Kent knew Laura needed them squeezed.
	But if I take my hands away, her lips will close, Kent worried.  But maybe it’s okay if get my tongue in first.
	He pushed inward, setting the tip of his tongue well inside Laura’s tunnel, and slowly relaxed his hands to let her puffy labia close around his mouth.  His fingers, wet and warm, slid under her spanking reddened cheeks, around her hips from underneath, over her stomach and up to her breasts.  Laura took a deep breath, pushing her breasts out into his grip and her hips down into his face.
	That’s the ticket.
	“Oh,” Laura moaned softly.
	“Mm-hm,” Kent mumbled around a mouthful of her genitals.
	Kent pushed his lips down over his upper teeth, as Laura seemed to want to grind into his face and he didn’t want her to catch her clitoris on the edge of his incisors.
	The tongue, however, kept working swirling circles into her vagina.
	How deep does she want this? Kent wondered, I remember hearing women complain that some men think they’re ‘digging to China’.  I always thought that I’d never meet anyone who actually liked it.
	Mentally, Kent shrugged and continued boring into Laura.
	The teeth will hurt after, though, he realized, as Laura mashed herself against his face.  But, whatever.
	He squeezed her breasts, forcing the nipples to bulge.  Thumbs and forefingers found those and pinched.  Laura moaned, humped his face hard, and Kent twisted her nipples as far as his grip could take them.
	From his position, Kent couldn’t apply that much torque, but the little he managed finally did the trick for Laura. Her back arched and her vaginal muscles squeezed his tongue outwards, pulsing as she let out a growling moan and partially corrected his overbite.  Kent held on, using her breasts to keep himself in place against the pressure from her thighs trying to twist his head off.
	Strong neck muscles, Kent thought.  Everyone talks about big erections, but no one ever talks about how strong your neck muscles have to be to please a girl.
	Laura’s orgasm relented, her thighs relaxing even as her vagina pulsed erratically against Kent’s tongue.
	“Wo-o-o-w,” Laura breathed out slowly. “Who-o-o-oa.”
	“Good stuff?” Bailey asked, lying on her side, facing Laura while still in a half dreamy state herself.
	“Yeah,” Laura still had a tense grip on the back of her knees, holding herself spread.  The backs of her thighs had turned red, with little white areas around where her fingers had sunk into her flesh.
	Kent gently let go of her breasts, which sported similar marks where he’d had to hang on for dear life while Laura had thrust against his mouth.  Working his jaw, he stood up.
	“How is he still clothed?” Bailey noticed.
	Laura’s eyes widened and she sat up.
	“Whoa!” she cried out as Kent had to catch her. “Little light headed.”
	“Easy,” Kent said, slowly working his jaw and rotating his neck to loosen up his muscles.
	“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Laura asserted. “Let’s get him undressed.”
	“Sure,” Bailey agreed, demonstrating her recovery by standing up.
	Bailey moving around behind Kent and took his shirt off while Laura, sitting on the edge of the bed, undid his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and slid them off.
	From behind, Bailey pulled the waist band of his boxer shorts outward to carefully get over his erection and release it.  The shorts hit the floor, but before they did, Laura grabbed his erection and lifted it up, then leaned forward from her seat, curving her back hard, and kissed the tip of it.  A string of clear pre-come stretched for just a moment from her lips the slit of his erection.
	“Nice,” Bailey complimented her.
	Laura sat back up and looked at Bailey.
	“I owe three more sets though, now,” Laura explained, stroking Kent’s penis casually.
	“Yeah,” Bailey nodded. “And?”
	Laura looked up at Kent, doe-eyed.
	“Yes?” Kent waited patiently, even as his erection hardened in her grip.
	Laura, adorably, gulped.
	“My, um, tits?” she squeaked out.
	“They’re very nice tits, yes,” Kent replied, let his voice hiss a little.
	“You want to come on them?” Laura offered.
	“Do I get a picture?” Kent asked.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura nodded.
	“Alright, then.”
	Bailey snatched up a pillow as Laura slipped down to the floor.
	We’ve done this before, Kent thought, watching Bailey slide the stool out and mount the pillow on it so Laura could kneel.
	Thus positioned, Bailey slipped around behind Kent while Laura squeezed her breasts together.
	I need to shake this up a little.  We’ve already done this.


	Despite his obviously urgent desire to empty his balls out all over Laura’s chest, Bailey watched Kent hold back patiently, taking a deep breath.  Gently, Kent took her left hand in his and pulled her around the side of his body.
	He doesn’t want me to jerk him? Bailey thought. Is he going to do it himself?  Laura will be incensed if he does that again.
	“Huh?” Bailey wondered aloud, as Kent guided her to sit on the bed behind Laura.  She had to squeeze past her friend, spreading her legs around Laura’s back.
	Kent focused on Laura, still waiting on her knees.
	“You’re going to make me come?” he asked her.
	Laura nodded vigorously, taking his erection in both hands, one under his testicles, the other along the length of his shaft.
	“Where?”
	“On my tits,” she squeaked out.
	“Good,” Kent said, then looked at Bailey.
	‘What?’ she mouthed
	Laura, laser focused on Kent’s erection, ignored them.
	Kent nodded at Laura’s chest, where she’d pointed his erection.
	Bailey shrugged her confusion.
	He’s trying to pass a secret message, Bailey thought, so Laura’s surprised.
	‘Squeeze,’ he mouthed urgently.
	Bailey tilted her head in confusion.
	“Ugh!” Laura said, completely aware of their silent conversation. “He wants you to squeeze my tits.”
	Bailey rolled her eyes, made her own grunt of irritation, and reached around Laura’s body, intending to cup her friend’s breasts.  The moment her fingers touched the soft flesh, however, a shiver went through her body.  Pulling the fingers back, she used her palms to compress Laura’s breasts until they touched, forming a nice cleavage.
	“Like this?” she asked Kent.
	“A little tighter,” Kent said.
	“Don’t let any get away,” Laura admonished.
	Bailey rolled her eyes harder, but squished Laura’s breasts together, feeling her body wanting to be dainty about it.
	Kent smiled at the tableaux.
	Laura took this for her signal to start jerking in earnest.  The fingers of her left hand, underneath his balls, pressed and pulsed against the base of his shaft.
	“Oh,” he groaned in appreciation.
	“That’s it,” Laura soothed. “Let it all out.”
	She’s doing a good job, Bailey admitted to herself, but it’s making her boobs... jiggle... in my hands.
	“Uh-huh.”
	“I’ve been a bad girl,” she said. “Show me how bad I’ve been.”
	Bailey knew she had to hold on just a little longer.  Kent could come any second, but the feeling of Laura’s breasts, all soft and liquid in her grip, felt awkward.
	“Ke-ent?” Bailey said suddenly. “I still owe through three spankings.”
	His thoughts interrupted, Kent looked up at her.
	“Should I spank myself now?” she simpered, not yet releasing Laura’s breasts.
	“You did promise,” Kent pointed out.
	Bailey finally relaxed her death grip and hopped over to Kent’s right side, bending over the bed.
	Laura maintained her gentle rhythm, not wanting to push Kent’s orgasm right away.
	“Ready?” Bailey asked.
	“Hell, yeah.”
	She raised her hand and slapped her right cheek, good and hard, dead centre while trying to use not just her palms but her fingertips as well.  It hurt her cheek but also, most beneficially, numbed the entire surface of her hand.
	“Was that hard enough?” she asked.
	“Yes.”
	“Fifty four,” Bailey said, and immediately raised her left hand, cracking it down quickly on her left cheek.
	Need to finish these before I can feel my fingertips again.
	“Was that a hard enough spanking?”
	“No,” Kent said.
	Bailey had done that on purpose and Kent, hard as Laura had him, played the game.
	“Show me how hard it should be,” she whined at him.
	Kent brought his hand up high and struck downward on her raised cheek, a smarting, stunning blow to her flesh.
	“Ooh!” she protested.
	He’s done playing, I guess, Bailey thought, I better stop fucking around.
	She brought her left hand down, much harder, fingertips and all, to strike her cheek.
	“Is that better?” she asked.
	“Yes.”
	“Fifty five,” Bailey added, switching back to her right hand.
	Do I dare?  Does he need to come any harder than he’s already going to?
	With a deep breath, she brought her right hand down, very gently, a light ‘thwap’ issued from the point of contact.
	“Oh,” she moaned. “That wasn’t a hard enough spanking, was it?”
	“It-” Kent paused for a breath, “It was not.”
	“I’m so bad at this,” Bailey whispered in mock shame, “Please show me how.”
	Kent wound up and smacked her right cheek hard enough to move her body.  Bailey sucked in a breath.
	I hope you appreciate this, she beamed at him, but you did make both of us come so hard.
	She raised her right hand one more time and dealt her cheek a medium strength slap.
	“Was that better?” she asked hopefully.
	“Better,” he admitted.
	“But... not enough?”
	Kent looked ready to explode, sweat dotting his forehead as he tried to hold himself back.
	He shook his head but couldn’t make a word.
	“Show me again,” Bailey said, tightening up her cheeks in preparation.
	The blow that came down upon her showed no concern for reasonable application of force.  She’d taunted him beyond his point of control and, for once, Kent had lost himself outside the game.
	“Oh, Christ!” Bailey protested, knowing her ass would sting for at least a day after this.
	She raised her hand and, fresh on the numbness from Kent’s spanking, dealt herself a harsh blow.
	“Was that hard enough?” she pleaded.
	“Yes,” Kent hissed back.
	“Fifty five.”
	Kent grunted and Bailey, seeing the expression on his face, spun around and curved her body around Laura’s back, swiftly scooping up her friend’s breasts and squeezing them together for a target.  Laura jerked as fiercely as she could, still poking Kent underneath in pulses.
	The numbness in Bailey’s fingertips, as she’d hoped, made it easier to squeeze Laura’s breasts without inducing queasiness.  The rest happened so quickly, Bailey barely had time to think about it.
	Kent grunted, held back as long as he could, and then blasted a line of semen, left to right, across the top of Laura’s breasts, her cleavage and Bailey’s thumbs.  Laura didn’t stop, a seasoned professional now, playing out strip after strip of semen across each nipple, every bit of her upturned breasts and spraying a few drops up as far her neck.  Bailey’s thumbs, clenched as they were into Laura’s breasts, also received a glistening coat.
	A hilarious squeak issued forth when Laura’s manic jerking caused a droplet of come to hit the underside of her chin.
	But, note, she didn’t stop, Bailey smirked, maintaining her death grip.
	Kent relaxed finally, though Laura continued a kind of milking motion, pulling Kent close to force the last drops of semen out over her thoroughly coated breasts.
	“Can I let go now?” Bailey pleaded.
	Kent shook himself and tried to focus his eyes.
	“Uh,” he moaned. “Let me get one pic first.”
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“One pic with your hands still there?” he asked, turning his eyes to Laura and back to Bailey.
	“Sure,” Bailey replied as Laura said, “okay.”
	“My phone is set up already,” Bailey nodded to her jeans.  She hadn’t been sure, when they’d started this afternoon, how things would go.
	She had to tell Kent her PIN, which didn’t seem a big deal, she could always change it, but he unlocked the phone and zoomed in on Laura’s come splattered chest.
	“Another picture, another piece of my soul,” Laura sang out.
	“How does it make you feel?” Kent asked, changing the angle to something lower and closer, probably to capture the dots of his semen on her neck.
	“Owned,” she said, “or maybe free.  I don’t know.”
	“Free?” Bailey asked. “How does it make you free?”
	“It’s my body,” Laura shrugged, puffing out her chest as Kent changed angles, “if it’s mine to give away like this, then it must be mine in the first place, right?”
	Bailey considered this arcane bit of philosophy.
	“Who owned it before?” Bailey asked.
	“My parents?” Laura offered, “or maybe the church?  I don’t know.  But it’s like giving part of me to Kent means I also own it.  I have an inexhaustible supply of nudity to give him, but only if I claim it for myself first.”
	Kent smirked, taking another picture from extremely close to Laura’s right nipple.
	“Is that even in focus?” Laura asked, inhaling to push her breast closer to the lens.
	“Macro mode,” Kent said, showing her the picture with her nearest glistening nipple in focus while the farther one looked fuzzy in the background.
	“Neat,” Laura said.
	That is pretty cool, actually, Bailey agreed.
	“Do the spankings make you feel free, too?” Kent asked. “You seem to have a – what did you call it? - an ‘inexhaustible supply’ of ass for me to spank.”
	Laura pursed her lips in thought, but declined to answer.
	“Okay,” Kent said, waving Laura towards his desk. “Five minutes in the chair.”
	Bailey released Laura’s breasts, finally, and held up her hands.  Her thumbs and the back of her knuckles were coated in semen.
	“What do I do with this?” she asked.
	Laura stood and faced Bailey, looking at her friend’s hands, then at her own body.
	“Wipe it here,” Laura said, indicating the underside of her breasts, then raised her arms to wait.
	Gingerly, Bailey brushed the backs of her hands off on Laura’s clean and generous underboob.  Laura then sat down on Kent’s chair, arms still raised, letting the semen drip down her body.
	“It is cold,” Laura said.
	“I can see that,” Kent agreed, meaning the stiffness of Laura’s nipples.
	“And it slithers,” Laura added, making Bailey giggle. “You can take more pictures, right?”
	“Right,” Kent said.
	It’s a gift, Bailey thought, she’s giving him more and more of her body to prove that it’s hers to give.  How far will that go?  How far will it need to go?  At least the shaving thing makes more sense now.  She was giving that, too.
	“Now,” Kent said. “I asked you a question.”
	“Hm?” Laura asked.
	“Do the spankings make you feel more free, the way the pictures do?”
	Bailey wanted to hear Laura’s answer, too.
	“I’m not sure,” Laura turned her head aside. “The spankings always make me feel punished, like I’ve paid my due for bad behaviour.  As long as I’ve been spanked, I – I guess I feel free to enjoy my body more.”
	She paused and Kent, still taking pictures, waited for her to continue.
	“But it’s not the same,” Laura said. “I mean, I’m still giving myself – my body – but I feel like I’m obliged to pay for my sins.  It’s not the same as this, as – as letting you take these pictures.”
	“Same ‘inexhaustible supply’ though,” Kent pointed out.
	Laura laughed, “It’s true, you can spank me forever and I’ll always have more to spank.  If not today, then tomorrow or the day after.  In the same way, I can wash myself so I’ll never run out of body for you to come on.”
	Laura finally shrugged, “I feel better after all this, mostly.”
	“Mostly?” Bailey asked.
	Laura rolled her eyes and looked at the ceiling, “There’s some, um, leftovers.”
	“I hadn’t noticed,” Kent said.
	“Okay, first of all,” Laura pointed out, “I said ‘butt’ once and Bailey blasphemed three times.”
	“Oh, right,” Bailey sighed.
	“We’re kind of done for today, though,” Kent said.
	“Yeah,” Laura said, “We’ll just have to owe you for those when you come over on Friday.”
	“Right now,” Kent said, “you owe me one bare ass spanking for that.”
	Laura nodded, “But Bailey did all her swearing while naked, so she owes three naked spankings.”
	Bailey rolled her eyes, but nodded.
	Laura’s bare ass spanking today will transmute to a naked paddling by Friday, Bailey realized, my already-naked spankings will turn into three of those special spankings.  Well, probably.  With all of Laura’s house at his disposal, there’s no telling what Kent will come up with.
	“There’s something else?” Kent prodded.
	Laura’s semen covered chest heaved with concern, and she nodded.
	“The way you made me come,” she said, looking down, “it was really good and -”
	They waited patiently for Laura to finish.
	“A lot more invasive, if you know what I mean,” Laura said.
	“So?” Kent drawled.
	Laura looked up at him, “It feels better, but also worse, you see?”
	“How much worse?” Kent asked.
	“Like, an extra set of spankings,” Laura firmed up.
	“Making yourself come is two sets,” Kent clarified, “Grinding on my cock is three and my tongue is four?”
	Laura nodded.
	“So you also owe me a set of naked spankings, is that it?” Kent said.
	“Exactly!” Laura’s whole body jerked in agreement, forcing his semen to slide down her chest and belly, toward her strip of pubic hair.
	Her thighs, tightly together, would prevent the semen from reaching farther and staining his chair.
	“Time’s almost up,” Kent said. “Let me get one more pic, with my come all down your belly.”
	Laura stretched her arms high, narrowing her stomach, and let Kent have his last picture.
	“Was my, um, hair in that one?” Laura.
	“No,” Kent said. “Wouldn’t do that without asking.”
	“Oh, okay.”
	“Did you want it to be?” Kent asked.
	“Maybe next time,” Laura replied.
	Damn right, Bailey thought, make him pay extra for that.  You shaved and everything.
	A short pause while the last few seconds of Laura’s exhibition finished.
	“You two were at fourteen sets when we started,” Kent said, “And you paid off five.”
	“Nine still owing, then,” Laura said, standing up with great care, her hands and arms well away from her body. “I’ll start counting at ten.”
	“Right,” Kent agreed.
	“And I need a shower before I go home,” Laura said.
	“Clean towel in the top drawer,” Kent offered.
	“Thanks.”

