Chapter 13

	“You girls all settled in?” Mrs. Anderson called down the hallway.
	Bailey looked over at Laura and whispered, “Your mom’s still here?”
	“Leaving soon,” Laura promised, then raised her voice, “Yeah, mom, we’re good.”
	“I am so glad,” Laura’s mother said, coming out of the washroom, “that Laura has a friend to stay over.  I don’t like her home alone.”
	Laura’s mother wore a business style, ankle length black skirt, stiff with its insulating thickness, and a red sweater over a white button down blouse.  She looked the picture of a women headed to church around Christmas time.
	Bailey smiled, “No problem, Mrs. Anderson.”
	The older woman smiled charitably down at Bailey, seated side by side with her daughter at the kitchen table.
	“Are you glad to be done with exams?”
	While Mrs. Anderson shrugged on her winter clothes, she peppered Bailey with numerous school-related questions, all of which Bailey handled with the practised patience of childhood.
	“Well, I hope you two have a good time tonight,” Laura’s mother gave them both a curt nod.  “I’m going to pick up your father from work and head over to the retreat.”
	“Have fun, mom,” Laura sang out.
	“Be careful, dears,” she replied and finally saw herself out, locking the door behind her.
	“Whoo,” Bailey whispered. “Should we start moving furniture?”
	“Give her a few minutes,” Laura warned, “she might have forgotten something.”
	Bailey checked the clock on the oven, “Five past seven.  We have lots of time.”


	Kent received the text message from Laura at 7:30, letting him know her parents had safely vacated.
	Knew that already.
	Taking a deep breath, satisfied with both his suitcase packed for the ride home the next day and his overnight bag for the evening with Laura and Bailey, he headed out into the cold December night.
	Looks like they needed preparation time, Kent thought, Laura’s mother must have left at seven or so, which means they’ve been doing something for the past half hour.
	Part of him expected the two girls to answer the door wearing aprons or something strange like that, but he hoped not.  He got a lot of personal mileage out of watching them undress each other, dress each other, or swap clothing.
	Crunching through the snow, he also considered Laura’s count, which had reached an absurd nineteen orgasms.  If Kent imagined, and he easily could, Laura finding her way to a couple more orgasms – by his hand or tongue – that would put them up at something like twenty five.
	We have a day and a half, he reminded himself, but even completely naked, that’s 75 spankings for each of them.
	Laura, he remembered, had fully embraced the option of using her body for ejaculation target practice, which could lighten her ass spanking payments considerably, but it still came out to a lot and he could only come so many times.
	Friday night, Saturday morning and afternoon, Kent thought, and then I need time to clean up and catch a bus.
	As he approached Laura’s house, he wondered if the preparations that had occupied them might serve as a way to count out some of the spankings.
	I’ll be open to offers, he resolved, but negotiate firmly.
	He came up the walk, noting the tiny slivers of warm light spilling through the windows out onto the dark, snowy lawn, that scant minimum of light leaking as it did around the edges of the closed curtains in the living room and kitchen.
	They plan for privacy, obviously, on a clear night like this.  Don’t want to show their red asses off to the neighbours walking by.
	Kent knocked on the door, which instantly opened before him, wafting warm air into his face.
	“Come in, come in,” Bailey rushed him, closing the door against the cold the moment he slipped over the threshold. “You’re already late, Doctor.”
	“I came as-” Kent stammered defensively, then stalled.
	Doctor?
	Bailey took his bag and coat and he quickly took in what she had chosen to wear.  He raised an eyebrow at the knee length, white skirt he’d never seen before, accompanied by a simple white blouse.
	No bra, huh? Kent noticed Bailey’s nipples perking up through the blouse, courtesy of the blast of cold air he’d brought with him.
	Catching his gaze, Bailey looked down and smirked.
	“Later,” she mouthed to him silently.
	She accessorized her outfit, now that the door had closed, with a white headband to which she’d attached a sheet of curved paper sporting a red cross.
	Okay, then.  I’m the Doctor and Bailey’s the... nurse?  Play along.  Play along.
	“Mrs. Jensen is waiting in your office,” Bailey said.
	She hastily fastened the last bit of her uniform, a name tag that read ‘Nurse Kerwin’, in place over her left breast.
	I can play this game, Kent swore.  It’s all just lightning fast improvisation, which makes it no different from any other night with these two.
	“Thank you, Nurse... Kerwin,” Kent replied, looking around the room but not seeing Laura in evidence.
	She’s ‘Kerwin’, Laura is ‘Jensen’.  No problem.
	Bailey took a long, white shirt off the coat rack and held it out for Kent.  Threading his arms through the sleeves, he realized it made him look the part of a doctor a little better.  He could only spare one glance at the living room, where the girls had set up a strange arrangement of chairs and cushions in front of the television, before Bailey whisked him away down the hall toward Laura’s bedroom.
	What sort of doctor am I playing here? Kent wondered.  Are either of them gynecology fetishists?
	Kent could, just barely, imagine Laura wanting him to ‘examine’ her genitals more closely, but he didn’t see the two of them as wanting to participate in that together.
	Would Bailey really want to watch me splaying Laura’s lips and looking inside her?  There can’t be that many women who get sexually excited by those appointments.
	Bailey grabbed a clipboard she’d left in the hallway and handed it to Kent
	“Mrs. Jensen is having a little trouble, she says,” Bailey intoned, waving Kent into Laura’s bedroom, clearly appointed as the ‘office’ for today’s play. “She came to us for help.”
	“I see,” Kent nodded, entering Laura’s bedroom.
	The girls had optimized the small space for the purpose, shoving Laura’s bed in one corner and putting the desk in the middle of the remaining space.  Laura’s rolling desk chair sat waiting on the far side of the desk, while Laura herself sat on the near side, her back to the door.  She hunched over a bit.
	“Good evening, Mrs. Jensen,” Kent improvised, playing along until he found out what kind of doctor he was.
	“He-hello, Doctor Truewright,” she stammered back, her eyes on the floor.
	At least I know my name now, Kent thought, taking his assigned chair.  Truewright, Kerwin, Jensen.  Cool.
	“I’ve never been to a spank-o-practor before,” Laura said, her eyes cast down.
	Bailey came up beside Kent and tapped a framed diploma on the wall, “We prefer the term ‘Professional Spanking Therapist’.”
	They made a diploma, Kent held back a laugh, admiring the effort one of them had put into it.
	One of the girls had inscribed ‘Professional Spanking Therapist’ in a calligraphic font, along with ‘Dr. Kent Truewright’ and a date from several years ago.  He’d have to ask later why the diploma had come from McGill.
	“Now, now, Nurse Kerwin,” Kent replied. “If Mrs. Jensen is more comfortable with ‘spankopractor’, that’s fine.”
	“Yes, Doctor,” Bailey replied with a bit of a huff.
	They put a lot of work into this, Kent realized, I’d better do it right for them.
	Kent looked down at the clipboard, which the girls had probably intended as his cue.  The first field read, “Problem:”.
	“So, Mrs. Jensen,” Kent spoke softly. “What sort of problem has brought to seek Spanking Therapy?”
	I hope everyone can hear the capital letters I put on that.
	“A friend of mine said it worked for her,” Laura kept her eyes down, which probably helped avoid the laughing fits, “and I have this terrible problem getting distracted when I study.”
	“Ah, trouble with your exams?” Kent asked, his eyes roving down the page in front of him.
	The girls had made several columns, highlighting the various benefits of Spanking Therapy.  His eyes moving across the page from left to right, Kent read the headers:  Lack of Focus; Insomnia; Laziness; Over spending; Selfishness.
	Laura, Kent stopped and mentally corrected himself, Mrs. Jensen... suffers from a lack of focus, clearly.
	Kent perused the list of checkboxes in the column.
	“When you’re studying, Mrs. Jensen,” Kent went on. “What sorts of things distract you the most?”
	Laura shrugged, “It’s hard to say.”
	“Your cell phone, for instance?” Kent asked.
	“Definitely!” she looked up and met his eyes.
	Kent ticked off a box.
	“Text messages and videos alike?”
	“Mostly text messages.”
	“What about food?” Kent asked. “Do you let your attention wander to fix yourself a snack?”
	“Sometimes,” Laura tilted her head.
	Kent ticked a box, unsure of what the girls really wanted him to do here, but playing along.
	Mrs. Jensen, it also turned out, found her attention easily swayed by the sound of anyone playing music.
	Kent checked off the boxes and moved down to the next section on his clipboard.
	“My best recommendation is that you make two half hour visits every week,” Kent explained, taking his cues from what they’d printed out for him. “For the next four weeks.”
	We’ll probably pretend some time has passed and Laura can return ‘next week’ for her appointment.
	“Nurse Kerwin can help you schedule-”
	“Four weeks?” Laura whined, looking up suddenly. “I have exams now.  Isn’t there something you can do immediately?”
	“Ma’am,” Bailey pleaded. “It takes us time to set up a programme for you, something tailored for your specific needs, to gently steer you around to better behaviour.  Each session, in your case, we would examine which of your distractions is most bothersome and focus on that.”
	“You don’t understand,” Laura pleaded.  “I need this for the exams I have this week.  I can’t focus and my friend said you could help.”
	A bit of silence here indicated that Kent should step in.
	“We can help,” Kent put in, unsure of where to go but trying to feed off Bailey’s clues. “Of course.  But it might be difficult for us to set something up.  It will be... generic, if you know I mean.”
	“And possibly dangerous,” Bailey added judiciously, folding her arms. “We don’t even know which of these distractions needs the most correction.  What if the Doctor spanks you very hard for things that barely harm your academic performance?”
	“That’s – that’s fine,” Laura stammered. “I need this.  Urgently.”
	Bailey frowned down at Laura, who turned her eyes away.
	They’re both trying hard not to laugh, Kent realized.  I think I need to step in here again.
	“Nurse?” he said softly, beckoning Bailey closer for a whispered conversation.
	She leaned over obediently.
	“I think we could set up something to help Mrs. Jensen, could we not?” Kent insisted. “We have no other appointments?”
	“End of the day,” Bailey rolled her eyes. “You’re paying my overtime?”
	“Of course.”
	“We need to warn her,” Bailey sighed, pointing at the clipboard and making a flipping motion.
	“Right.”
	Bailey stood up, still imperiously folding her arms and glaring down at Laura, while Kent flipped to the second sheet, which listed a set of questions.
	“You understand that Professional Spanking Therapy is intentionally painful to provide the therapeutic result you desire?” Kent asked Laura.
	“Yes, Doctor.”
	“You understand that being spanked may leave temporary discoloration in your skin?”
	“Yes, Doctor.”
	“You understand that there may be continued discomfort for some time after the therapy?  Depending on the severity, it can last several days.”
	“Yes, Doctor.”
	Kent checked the appropriate boxes.
	Bailey put an extra huff of drama in her sigh and said, “Come along, then.  I’ll take you to the Theatre and set you up.”
	Bailey managed to put a capital ‘T’ on Theatre when she said it, Kent thought with admiration.
	As she dragged Laura out, she waved for Kent to follow her.  It gave Kent his first look at Laura’s outfit.  Unlike Bailey, she didn’t have to dress for a part, and wore a simple pair of tight black dress pants and a simple black shirt.
	Pretty sure she’s working the push-up bra from Halloween, though, Kent thought.
	Bailey led them back to the living room and their complicated set up of chairs, cushions and tables arranged in front of the television.
	“This is the Spanking Therapy Theatre,” Bailey announced to ‘Mrs. Jensen’, but really to Kent.  “Or simply, ‘The Theatre’.”
	“I see,” Laura stepped forward hesitantly. “So I... ?”
	While Bailey lined Laura up, Kent surveyed the living room.  They had placed Laura’s laptop on a hip high table in front of the television.  Laura, currently getting bent over the table at Bailey’s behest, would be able to see the giant television screen just above her laptop.
	Next to the laptop, using some kind of dashboard mount, they’d set up Laura’s cell phone.  The girls had hooked up the television screen, via a long cable, to Bailey’s laptop, set at a separate table off to the side.
	“This is where he spanks me?” Laura asked.
	“Yes,” Bailey said, stepping back and laying a judicious pair of eyes on Laura’s rear. “Dr Truewright?”
	“Yes, Nurse Kerwin?”
	“Do you think she’s up high enough?”
	Kent knew the answer, but walked over to stand behind Laura and took a token swipe in the air over her upturned backside.
	“She could use a few inches,” Kent declared.
	Bailey slid out a small exercise step that looked and smelled freshly washed.
	Must have dug that out of the basement somewhere and shined it up, Kent thought, no telling how dirty it was or all the things we’re going to use it for.
	“Step up on here, Mrs. Jensen,” Bailey sang out. “There we go.”
	Laura mounted the little step, perching her cheeks higher in the air, and arched her back dramatically.
	“Is that good enough?” she asked, putting a shake in her voice.
	Kent kept his voice firm and clinical, “Magnificent, Mrs. Jensen.”
	I still, however, need a hint as to how we begin.
	Bailey took up the clipboard and flipped to a third page, containing two large ovals, side by side and stretched to be longer vertically than horizontally.
	“Now, Mrs. Jensen,” she said, “This is a little calibration we normally do during the consultation anyway, but we’ll have to do as part of your first treatment, since you’re in such a hurry.”
	“Oka-ay,” Laura’s voice shook, her cheeks trembling a little inside the tight black pants. “What do you do?”
	“The Doctor will spank you in several different places,” Bailey explained, “He’ll use a medium amount of force and you tell me, on a scale of one to ten, how much you feel it.”
	Bailey held up the clip board and pointed to the highest part of the left oval.
	A medium amount of force, Kent thought, so I suppose these won’t count towards Laura’s orgasmically required punishments?  Ah, well, here goes.
	“Are you ready, Mrs. Jensen?” Kent tried to put a clinical detachment into his voice.
	“Yes,” Laura squeaked out.
	Kent raised his hand, calibrated his swing for a good, bracing slap, and brought it down on the highest part of Laura’s left cheek.
	“Ooh!” she cried out.
	“One to ten?” Bailey asked.
	“Oh, right,” Laura said. “Hm.  A four?”
	Bailey scribbled a four in the top of the oval, then pointed to the centre of the oval.  Kent lined up and smacked Laura’s ass, dead centre on the left cheek, trying to match his force from before.
	“Six,” she replied.
	The outside of her cheek went next.
	“Six,” Laura repeated.
	Bailey pointed to the lowest part of the oval and Kent lined up low and inside.  When he struck, Laura jumped.
	“Nine,” she whispered.
	They repeated the procedure on Laura’s right cheek, drawing the exact same numerical responses, except for the low spot nearest her vulva.
	“Eight,” Laura said for that spot.
	Bailey wrote in the ‘8’ on her little sheet and then circled the ‘9’ on the left cheek and tapped it pointedly while eye-balling Kent.  He nodded his understanding.
	“Alright, Mrs. Jensen,” Bailey said. “We’ll start the therapy now.  Understand that we would normally wait several days before your first session-”
	“But I’m a hurry,” Laura protested.
	“Exactly,” Bailey lowered her voice and tapped, “So we’re doing this with little preparation.”
	Bailey bent over next to Laura, her skirt sliding up her rear, and tapped the laptop in front of her friend-slash-patient.
	“This program here will start asking you simple arithmetical questions,” Bailey explained, stretching her spine a little farther to force the skirt higher. “You should be able to answer them if you stay focused.”
	“Okay,” Laura wiggled in anticipation, the black dress pants creating a notable contrast to Bailey’s white skirt and the bit of her white panties becoming visible.
	“If you fail to answer one in time,” Bailey explained, “Or you make a mistake, it will make a buzzing sound.”
	Bailey turned to look at Kent. “Dr. Truewright will then spank you immediately.”
	“Oh!” Laura exclaimed. “I’m not that good at math.”
	“That’s why you need to focus,” Bailey admonished.
	Laura inhaled deeply, “Alright.”
	Bailey stood and stepped back to confer with Kent.
	“Doctor,” she said, a worried look in her eyes.
	“Nurse?”
	“Normally, we’d take some time to figure out which of her distractions is worse,” Bailey explained. “And you’d spank her harder when she falls for that particular one.”
	“But this time?” Kent jerked his head at Laura’s perched rear.
	“You’re just going to have to go full force for all of them,” Bailey shrugged. “Since we’re in such a hurry.”
	“I agree, Nurse,” Kent nodded. “Are we ready?”
	“It’s important to understand something,” Bailey said. “Mrs. Jensen?”
	“Yes?”
	“You will be spanked for giving in to any distraction,” Bailey kept her voice firm, channelling perhaps some librarian she knew from elementary school.
	Bailey flipped a sheet on the clipboard and showed it to Kent.
	‘Spanking Therapy Principles’ it read.
	‘Section 1’ contained a point form list of acts marked ‘Immediate Spankings Required’ which included making errors on the test, allowing time-outs on the test questions, turning one’s head due to a distraction, commenting on a distraction or removing one’s hands from the keyboard.
	Kent nodded, thankful for the cue.
	Bailey bent over once more and began the program on the little laptop in front of Laura, then stood to straighten her skirt before sitting down at the other laptop.
	The program didn’t look complicated, but Kent applauded the effort that had gone into the setup.  The first question gave Laura about two seconds, the time shown by a screen-wide green bar that slowly shrank, turned red and eventually disappeared.  Laura, however, managed to figure out nine times nine before the time ran out.
	That seems a little easy, but we’re playing here, Kent thought, stepping up behind Laura and gently laying his hand on the lowest part of her left ass cheek.
	The first few questions came in easily, until Bailey pressed a key on her keyboard and caused a picture of a kitten to appear on the television screen.  Laura looked up, away from her own laptop and, since he had prepared for this, Kent lashed out and struck her cheek with his normal punishment-level force.
	“Oh!” Laura yelped.
	In front of Laura, the laptop buzzed as the timer ran out.  Kent struck again.
	“Eep!” Laura squeaked, returning to focus on the next question.
	I see how this goes, Kent thought, I’m hoping we all intended two spankings for that.  One for looking away and one for failing the question.
	Laura got the next question correct, but failed the one after.
	Two digit multiplication?  Bailey and I might have pulled that off in time, but...
	Kent wound up and slapped Laura again, in the exact same spot.
	Bailey it seemed, took notes, counting the number of spankings.
	That makes sense, Kent thought, Given our role play here, Laura can’t really be counting them out.
	Laura answered three more questions successfully before, in some manner Kent didn’t see, Bailey caused Laura’s phone to chime.  The moment Laura looked over, Kent spanked her again, causing her to get flustered and blow two more arithmetic questions.
	Kent cracked out two more blistering spankings before Laura could recover her composure and answer one properly again.
	‘14 x 7’ appeared on the screen and Laura’s head jerked back in what appeared to Kent to be honest frustration.  As the time ticked down, Laura managed to type ‘98’ but didn’t hit ‘enter’ fast enough and drew another spanking.
	Back on track for a bit, Kent’s hand got a break, gently resting against Laura’s rear.  Underneath the table, Bailey crinkled a bag of potato chips, causing Laura to jerk her head.
	Another spanking cracked off Laura’s rear.
	“Ow!”
	She managed, however, to get the question right.
	Bailey then started playing a music video on the television screen.  This successfully distracted Laura for several seconds.  Kent gave her one spanking for looking away from her ‘work’ and three more for failing to answer the next questions promptly.
	The music video disappeared and Bailey started popping up more kitten pictures.  Laura, playing her part as the patient, appeared to increase her focus and ignore the distracting kittens.  She made a few more mistakes, racking up some harsh slaps on her rear, but only gave in to one more chime from her phone and never to the crinkling of snack containers.
	The arithmetic program came to its automatic end after five minutes.
	“You may stand and stretch, Mrs. Jensen,” Bailey said. “Section 1 is complete.”
	Laura stood, but left her hips sticking out a bit while she rubbed the sore spot Kent had created.
	“Ooh, it stings,” she moaned.
	“That is how Spanking Therapy works, Mrs. Jensen,” Bailey explained. “The immediate reinforcement against bad behaviour will discourage repeats.”
	Laura nodded and turned around.
	“Please sit down, Mrs. Jensen,” Bailey gestured to the couch as she handed Kent the clipboard again and pointed to ‘Section 2’.
	Kent scanned through it quickly as Laura had took her seat and Bailey handed her a separate sheet of paper with a few lines of text on it.


	This part, Bailey thought, did not come from any my stories.  Laura added it herself.
	Bailey had nurtured wildly competing emotions about her friend’s contribution.  On the one cheek, this whole thing had come from Bailey’s imagination and she had serious ownership issues that railed against any alterations in her fantasy.  On the other cheek, she didn’t want Laura to feel put out by the role playing.
	She deserves to feel a part of it, too, Bailey reiterated in her mind, and this lets her have some creative control.
	“What’s this?” Laura asked.
	“You’re to read it aloud before we go on,” Bailey declared.
	“Oh!” Laura’s eyes swept over the text again. “Oh.”
	They waited, standing over her while she took a deep breath.
	“Whenever you’re ready,” Bailey said.
	Laura nodded and gulped.
	“I deserve to be spanked,” Laura said and took another long inhale.
	“My behaviour has been unhealthy,” she read out. “I am easily distracted and the best thing to do is to spank me to humiliate me until I learn my lesson.”
	Out of the corner of her eye, Bailey caught Kent inhaling sharply and turning his hips to adjust his crotch.
	“I accept my spankings,” Laura continued. “And deserve more for my errors until I learn to stop making them.”
	She laid the paper down and looked up at Bailey and Kent.
	“More?” she asked worriedly.
	Bailey nodded and turned to Kent who, cued by the sheet in front of him, looked down at Laura.
	“There are two parts to this form of therapy,” Kent explained. “First, we give you immediate spankings, correcting for bad behaviour the exact moment it happens.”
	“I see,” Laura said, looking down.
	“That gives you a deep, visceral response,” Kent went on, ad libbing completely apart from any dialog they’d given him. “So you have a strong association between allowing yourself to be distracted and the pain of being spanked.”
	Laura looked up with wide eyes at the same time Bailey gave Kent a look of surprise.
	He’s improvising really well off the little bit of information we gave him, she thought. Is he always this good at making stuff up on the spot?
	“But, afterwards, modern Spanking Therapy has shown that a repeat of the spankings is very helpful in reminding patients that there are long term consequences to their misbehaviour.”
	“Oh,” Laura replied, looking down at the sheet, “That’s why I had to read this?”
	“Correct,” said Bailey. “If you’ll take the position again?”
	Laura eyed Kent’s right hand before shakily standing up.
	“Okay,” she said, moving over to the platform, stepping on it and bending over. “So you’re going to spank me again?”
	“Twenty more times,” Bailey told her, “To match exactly the number of your mistakes from before.”
	“Okay,” Laura said.
	Bailey pulled Kent aside and, in a low voice, spoke to him.
	“If she’s really in a hurry, Doctor” Bailey winced, “it would be more effective on bare skin.”
	“Nurse,” Kent admonished in a whisper, “This is her first appointment.”
	“I know,” Bailey sucked in air, “But she seems to want instant results.”
	“True,” Kent tilted his head in acknowledgement.
	He then turned to Laura and raised his voice, “Mrs. Jensen?”
	“Yes?”
	“There is an... alternate modality,” he said carefully. “It’s more effective, but we don’t usually use it on our new patients on their first treatment.”
	“I need this to work fast, Doctor,” Laura protested.
	“It has been shown to be more effective,” Kent went on, “if the spankings are delivered on bare flesh.”
	“Oh!” Laura said.
	“It’s not mandatory, but-”
	“Well,” Laura interrupted, “Is it more effective though?  Really?”
	“It definitely is,” Kent reassured her and, clearly improvising as rapidly as he could, “I could show you numerous studies-”
	“Okay, fine,” Laura said, rising to a standing position to unbuckle her belt.
	She became instantly frustrated, doing a good impression of someone whose hands shook from anxiety.
	“Oh,” Laura moaned. “I can’t do it.  Could Nurse Kerwin-?”
	“Of course, dear,” Bailey stepped in and undid Laura’s belt and the button on her pants.  “Bend over now.”
	Laura, with her pants loosened but still in place, bent over the laptop again.  Only when she had resumed the position did Bailey slide the pants off over her friend’s pale cheeks, revealing a completely bare ass.
	“You didn’t wear underwear today?” Bailey observed with admiration in her voice.
	I went with ‘underwear’ instead of ‘panties’, Bailey thought, that sounded more professional, didn’t it?
	“My friend told me that the less I wear, the better it works,” Laura said defensively. “Isn’t that right?”
	“Your friend was very right,” Bailey told her.  “Are you ready?”
	“Yes,” Laura said.
	“There will be twenty spankings,” Bailey reminded her.
	Laura nodded.
	“All of them-” Bailey eyed Kent as she gently patted her friend’s naked right cheek this time, “-will go right here.”
	Sniffing the air, Laura raised her hips up higher.
	“Tell us that you deserve these spankings,” Bailey said. “And the doctor will begin.  I will count  them off.”
	Taking a deep breath, Laura steadied herself and said, “I deserve these twenty spankings for my bad behaviour.”
	Kent, visibly distressed by the erection trapped in his pants, took up a position behind Laura.
	We pulled this off really well, Bailey thought, better than I expected, but that’s because I’d forgotten that Kent would add things.
	Adjusting his penis one last time, Kent tapped Laura’s right cheek, low where he intended to deliver all twenty spankings.
	I really want to take care of that erection for him, Bailey thought, but we need to wait.
	Kent wound up and gave Laura her first spanking, a stinging blow that made her jump.
	He’s sticking with the harsh punishment level that Laura wanted.
	“One,” Bailey counted.
	Kent continued pounding away at Laura’s most sensitive spot, low on that cheek next to her vulva, and Bailey continued the count.
	Sometimes, there’s a call for creativity, Bailey said. And sometimes it’s nice to just watch him hammer away at Laura’s ass.
	Sitting down in her borrowed white skirt, Bailey clenched her thighs together, knowing Kent would get to her turn in time, and meanwhile enjoyed watching him slap away at Laura.
	Mm, look how she’s tightening her muscles up so she feels it even more.
	“Ten,” Bailey called out.
	Kent paused and moved back away from Laura, surveying her exposed cheeks.
	“Nurse?” he asked.
	“Yes, Doctor,” she replied promptly, not sure what Kent had planned.
	“Would you examine Mrs. Jensen’s cheeks?”
	“Is there a problem, Doctor?” Bailey asked, leaning closer to Laura.
	“If you’ll look closely,” Kent pointed out. “You’ll see that the spankings on Mrs. Jensen’s bare flesh have made her right cheek just as red as the left.”
	“Oh, yes,” Bailey agreed, seeing the angry redness on either side of her friend’s exposed vulva.
	“Mrs. Jensen,” Kent said.
	“Yes, Doctor?” Laura replied, gasping for breath.
	“With your consent,” he said. “I will deliver the rest of your therapy with both hands at once, striking both of your cheeks.”
	“Will that -” Laura stammered authentically, in Bailey’s opinion, “Will that work better?”
	“Oh, quite,” Kent assured her. “The stinging will be harsher and reinforce the lesson better.”
	“Okay, Doctor.”
	Kent had to kneel behind Laura on the floor to get his hands into position to slap the lowest part of her ass.  Bailey supposed the only other reasonable position was somehow reverse his body and kneel over top of her hips, but they hadn’t provided him a place for that.
	This’ll work though, Bailey thought, and Kent knows how much Laura likes her doubles.
	The first double spanking landed, square on the two tiny red spots on Laura’s cheeks.
	“Eleven, twelve,” Bailey called out gleefully.
	She watched with slowly growing enthusiasm as Laura moaned her way through Kent’s punishment, counting out the numbers and feeling the growing warmth in her thighs.  At the beginning, Bailey dimly recalled, seeing her friend displayed like this had made her uncomfortable.  But, as events had proceeded, at some point, Bailey had lost that discomfort.  She’d started imagining herself in Laura’s position, suitably exposed to Kent’s eyes, and no longer cared how much of Laura she saw.
	Even her vulva seems pretty, Bailey thought, I wonder if Kent has noticed yet what Laura hasn’t done.
	Bailey, in sympathy with Laura, hadn’t done that thing either.  Watching Kent, with his deep focus on getting the spankings just right, she figured he hadn’t noticed.
	You can’t see Laura’s vulva too clearly from here, so maybe it’s not obvious.
	Kent reached the end of the ‘therapy’ and Bailey called out, “Nineteen and Twenty.  Well done, Mrs. Jensen.”
	Laura stood up, leaving her cheeks exposed, and attempted to get her pants back on.  Bailey, knowing this for a ploy to follow Kent’s rule about having them dress and undress each other, stepped in immediately and pulled her friend’s pants up, doing up the button and zipper, but not bothering with the belt.
	“How do you feel, Mrs. Jensen?” Bailey asked.
	“Stings,” she said, rubbing herself through her pants.
	“As it must, I’m afraid,” Kent pointed out.
	“Come with me, now,” Bailey told her. “We’ll settle the business end of things and set up your next appointment.”
	“Next appointment?” Laura asked with trepidation as Bailey led her out of the ‘Theatre’.
	“Twice a week for a month should do it,” Bailey said. “Don’t quit or you’ll lose everything you gained today.
	“O-okay,” Laura said.
	That turned out to be Laura’s limit for the day, because she burst out laughing.
	“Ow, my ass!” she called out, falling on the couch in a fit of giggles.
	“That was really well done,” Kent complimented them, eliciting wide eyed attention from Laura.
	“Did you really think so?” she asked.
	“Yes.”
	“It was one of Bailey’s stories,” Laura said, looking back to Bailey with glowing eyes. “I just made a few changes so we could actually act it out.”
	“She did a lot,” Bailey felt it necessary to put in.
	“Bailey’s stories?” Kent prodded, emphasizing the plural. “Can I see-”
	“No,” Bailey said instantly.  Recovering, she added sheepishly, “We might want to act another one out and it needs to be a surprise.”
	Kent nodded in acknowledgement, adjusting himself again.
	Poor guy, Bailey thought, all scrunched up in there.
	Without further ado, she walked over to Kent, undid his pants and dropped them on the floor.  Kent let out a huge sigh of relief as his erection sprang outwards.  Bailey pushed him on the couch next to Laura and unleashed his penis through the fly of his boxers.  As she sat down and took his shaft in hand, she nodded at Laura, directing her friend to stroke his testicles.
	“That feels better, doesn’t it?” Bailey soothed into his ear.
	“Yeah,” Kent nodded, leaning back.
	He’s good and buttered up, now, Bailey thought, just like we planned.  It’s a good time to ask for favours.
	With her left hand on his erection, Bailey reached under the couch and withdrew the white board.  With Kent slouching a little, and his erection so stiff that it pointed up his belly, she found room to lay the white board on his lap.
	“Now,” Bailey firmed up her voice. “You did give Laura forty good spankings right?”
	“Right,” Laura said. “Twenty over top of my pants.  Twenty on my bare ass.”
	“That’s two sets and five sets,” Kent agreed.
	“But nineteen orgasms,” Laura pointed out. “Makes for thirty eight sets.”
	Laura, with her right hand free, wrote ‘38’ at the top of the blank white board.
	“So we’re already down to thirty-one,” Bailey said, which made Laura put a line through the ‘38’ and write ‘31’ down underneath it.  “But... um.”
	She paused, letting Kent think about it.
	“But,” Kent’s voice softened as she squeezed him. “You think you should get a little credit for this-” he waved his hand around the living room, “-this amazing set up.  It’s worth more than just the price Laura paid with her ass.”
	“Yes,” Bailey confirmed, stroking him. “Exactly.”
	Laura laid the marker down on the white board, leaving it there for Kent.
	“It would have been better to negotiate in advance,” Kent said, then tilted his head, “but how can you negotiate a surprise?”
	“Yeah,” Laura said, gripping his balls a little more tightly.
	Kent thought about this, eyes closed, while they worked his erection over.
	“Still,” he thought. “How are you planning to split the rest of the spankings?”
	Bailey squeezed his cock, and told him, “I was planning on doing seven, to catch up with Laura.  Then we’ll split the rest, one way or another.”
	Satisfied, Kent nodded before continuing.
	“Laura?” Kent asked. “What part of this, besides the spankings, made you feel punished?”
	Laura inhaled, pausing in her massage before answering.
	Alright, Laura, Bailey thought.  He’s asking you to really put on a show here.
	“The part where I begged for those spankings,” Laura cooed in his ear. “Begged you do it in a hurry.  How I took my pants off because I needed to be punished so hard.  Admitted how bad I was.  Especially when I read those lines about how I deserved it.”
	“She wrote those herself,” Bailey felt it necessary to put in. “They weren’t in my story.  That’s all Laura.”
	“Ah,” Kent inhaled deeply, controlling himself as comprehension dawned. “For the most part, though, this was your effort, Bai?  The creative part?”
	Bailey looked at Laura and Laura nodded, replying, “About three quarters, yeah.”
	“Alright,” Kent inhaled, preparing to render judgment. “I feel like Bailey put in four sets of spankings into her effort to create this whole therapy idea.  So she can take those for herself.”
	“For Laura,” he turned to his right, “I can see... three sets for her sheer acting ability, the way she got into her role and the way she begged for all the spankings she clearly deserved.”
	Kent put a line through the ‘31’ and wrote ‘24’ below it.
	Bailey and Laura shared a look and looked back at Kent.
	That was a little more credit than I thought we’d get, Bailey said. Laura, too.  Should we say-?
	“Kent,” Laura admonished, “that’s a little too much.”
	“Is it?” he asked.
	“I won’t feel good if we don’t do it right,” she admitted sheepishly.
	“I don’t know, Laura,” Bailey said. “He already wrote it on the white board.  I don’t think we can change that.”
	“But how about we do something a little extra to make it fair?” Laura offered.
	She took her hands off Kent’s testicles and grabbed Bailey’s hand, forcing her to stand up.
	What are we doing?  Bailey wondered.
	

	Kent watched as Laura and Bailey turned their backs on him to whisper to each other.  Quick nodding followed, and then it looked as if Laura started counting off beats, bobbing her head and waving her finger in the air.
	What are they planning? Kent wondered.
	Shortly, the two of them bent over the desk where Bailey had set her laptop.  They arched their backs and, with their left hands, braced themselves on the desk while their right hands went to their asses.
	Quietly, he heard Laura counting off, watching her and Bailey synchronize the slow twitching of their legs to match Laura’s beat.
	Laura whispered, “One, two, three, four, five.”
	This they immediately followed up with raised hands and began spankings their own right cheeks, both girls calling out in unison, “One. Two. Three. Four. Five!”
	They synchronized again, hips bobbing, as they switched hands, Laura whispering out the count.  When she reached “five” again, they started spanking their left cheeks.
	“Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten!”
	Standing up, Laura turned and nodded, satisfied.
	“Now!” she declared. “That’s fair.”
	“True story,” Kent agreed, his erection throbbing. “We should start using marks on the white board now?”
	“Don’t want to lose track,” Bailey said, her eyes widening. “There are a lot of spankings tonight.”
	“And tomorrow!” Laura put in.
	“She likes her morning spankings,” Bailey put in.
	“We never get a chance, otherwise!” Laura protested.
	I feel like she has a lot of plans, Kent thought.
	Laura and Bailey shared a look, as if seeking permission from each other to proceed.
	“Kent,” Laura looked up at the ceiling and twisted her bare feet into the carpet. “I’m afraid I was a little short on time.”
	“You were?” he asked, prodding her to go on with whatever she alluded to.
	“Yes, look,” Laura said.
	Bailey came up behind Laura, undid the button on her friend’s pants, and pushed them down slowly, until they cleared her crotch.  Kent saw the thin line of pubic hair Laura had preserved, and a triangle of stubble around it.
	“I didn’t have time to shave,” Laura said sadly. “Sorry.”
	“Oh, dear,” Kent said.
	“Me, neither,” Bailey admitted, not pushing the drama nearly so hard as she lifted her skirt.
	Laura reached over and used one finger to push Bailey’s panties down in a ‘vee’, just far enough to demonstrate this.
	Well, Kent thought, taking note of his own prominent erection, everyone’s got their junk out now.
	“Would it be worth something to... watch us?” Laura asked, looking down at her crotch.
	“Shave yourselves?” Kent asked. “I supp-”
	“Shave each other,” Bailey cut in.
	“Oh!” Kent felt his erection twitch. “Oh, yes.”
