Chapter 7

	Wearily, having surveyed everything his phone had to tell him to start his morning, Kent closed his messaging apps and prepared to get up for the day.  The time on his phone read half past seven, more than enough time to lazily began his Wednesday and -
	A light tapping echoed from his door.
	“Kent?” Bailey whispered. “You awake?”
	“Yeah.”
	She pushed the door open and entered, her eyes bleary and her night shirt just failing, from his low viewing angle, to cover the fact that she hadn’t worn any panties.
	A plaintive look on her face, Bailey closed the door behind her.
	“Can we fuck, please?” she walked over to the bed.
	“Um, yeah?”
	It didn’t take much to get him going in the morning, fresh wood propping his shorts.  He stood up and waved at the bed with one hand while he rubbed his eyes with the other
	“Bend over,” he rubbed his eyes. “I’ll do you from behind.”
	A frown took over her expression, “Why?”
	“So I can see how red your ass is.”
	That won her over instantly, Kent noticing how quickly she went from mild protest to enthusiastic approval.  He unwrapped a condom while she put her elbows down on his bed and angled her hips up in the air.  The site of her night shirt sliding up her body to uncover her cheeks kicked the last few missing percentage points into his erection.
	Squeeze the air out of the tip...
	Even in the dark room he could make out her shape, but he couldn’t really see her properly, a fact that didn’t escape Bailey’s attention.
	“Don’t you need... some light?” Bailey whispered..
	“Light?”
	“To see how red I am?”
	“You want me to see your little red cheeks?”
	Bailey murmured in the affirmative.
	Rolling the condom down, Kent flipped the light on to the lowest setting and moved over to Bailey, still waiting patiently with her ass in the air.
	“Can you see now?”
	“Oh, yeah,” Kent slid up to her, placing the tip of his erection against the wet slit between her lips. “You ready?”
	“Uh-huh.”
	Wow, Kent thought, sliding in his to his full length, there’s something to be said for this angle.
	“Whoa!” Bailey mewed. “All the way.”
	“Someone’s wet,” he pointed out, by way of compliment.
	“Soaking,” she agreed.
	Taking a hold of her hips, Kent withdrew almost to the tip and plunged in again.
	A guttural groan escaped Bailey’s throat.
	“Just hold it in deep,” Bailey begged as she started to grind.
	Kent, obligingly, grabbed her hips and pushed himself all the way in.
	“Oh!” she squeaked. “Touching something... in there...”
	He felt it, too, the tip of the condom tickling some sensitive spot at the end of the tunnel.
	“Right... there... Oh, god!”
	Her knees folding inward, Bailey started coming on his erection.
	It’s not the kind of angle I need to come, but I can hold it in her and keep it hard while she goes off.
	“Squeezing so hard, Bai,” he whispered.
	She only groaned in return, nearly collapsing off her feet.
	“God,” Kent goaded her, “I wish I could slap your ass even redder.”
	Bailey hissed at him.
	Kent pushed her again, bumping his pelvis into her cheeks.
	“Do it,” she said.
	“Do what?”
	“Just... just,” Bailey whispered. “Pull out, spank me and put it back in.”
	“You sure?”
	“Yesss,” she hissed again.
	God, I hope no one can hear this.  It’s really early in the morning.
	Careful of generating too much suction, he pulled his throbbing erection out of her pussy, bracing her with his left hand on the small of her back.
	Here goes.
	His cock waving in the air over her cheeks, Kent wound up and slapped the already pinkish side of Bailey’s right cheek with this open palm.  Using the same hand, he positioned his tip at her opening and slid himself back in.
	“Oh, yeah,” Bailey breathed. “You like that?”
	“Yeah.”
	“Will it make you come?” she prodded, rolling her hips.
	“Like?” Kent wondered, “if I do it again?”
	“Yeah.”
	“Definitely,” he told her.
	“Then do it,” Bailey’s voice turned firm and hard, as if she gritted her teeth. “Spank me until you come.”
	“Might take a few times,” he warned.
	“Just do it!”
	Kent pulled out of her again, slapped the same spot, and shoved himself back in.  Her juices flowed so freely now that it took no effort to fill her with all of his length.
	“Two,” Bailey groaned. “How long can you hold on?”
	“With this gorgeous red ass in front of me?”
	Kent pulled out, struck her cheek, and impaled her once more.
	“Three,” Bailey moaned. “Come on.”
	“Christ.”
	Her begging is what’s killing me.
	Kent drew out again, stepped slightly to the side, and swung low, striking the underside of her cheek, and stabbed forward again.
	“Four!”
	It turned out that four cycles put Kent to his limit.  He stuck his cock as far inside Bailey as he could and let his orgasm tear through his body.
	“Oh!” Bailey shrieked, a noise loud enough the landlords upstairs had to have heard it.
	But it’s no wonder she yelled, I can feel how her pussy is tightening around me as I’m blowing my load inside her.
	His erection had swelled to fill the tiny, shrinking space Bailey had tried to make for him, and it had to be stretching her with some discomfort.
	I’m trapped, though, now, he realized, with her entrance even tighter around the base of his cock than her insides around his tip.
	He felt more than heard Bailey breathing a sigh of relief as he started to flag and gently withdrew from her one final time.
	“Was that good?” she looked up at him blearily as she rolled over on the bed.
	“Yeah,” he acknowledged, gingerly discarding the condom.
	“You can’t spank me while you’re inside,” she said, turning away from him to make room.
	Kent curled up behind her, “But?”
	“But you can spank me and then stick it in.”
	She moaned softly in his embrace, her shirt tacky with sweat from their brief exertion.
	“Just rest a bit,” she promised, “Then shower and school...”
	“Right.”
	A short silence fell between them before Kent spoke.
	“Just woke up horny?” he asked.
	“Dreaming,” she said. “About that picture you took.”
	“Which one?”
	“Our butts,” Bailey said. “In the sunshine. I had this whole sequence of you taking pictures of us from all angles... getting everything just right.  Laura was really into it. She was, like... and then I woke up.”
	“I only have three pictures,” Kent reminded her.
	“Which ones?” Bailey murmured, her brain clearly stuck halfway between on and off. “Which ones did we give you?”
	“One naked one of you on my bed,” Kent ticked them off with his fingers tapping her chest. “One with my come on your ass and...”
	“One with your come on Laura’s tits,” Bailey completed his sentence. “Maybe we should sell your more.”
	“Maybe,” he groaned.
	“What would you like?” she wondered turning her head within his embrace to look back at him over her shoulder. “And would pictures count as punishment?”
	“Hm,” Kent breathed softly in her ear. “Maybe one with both of your asses together?”
	“With come?” Bailey added, then emphasized. “With come on both?”
	“Maybe,” Kent said.
	“Laura would not approve,” she told him judiciously.
	“Why not?”
	“Because with both of us facing away, you’d have to jerk yourself,” Bailey explained, “She insisted that I do it when you came on her.  It’s not your job, you see.  It’s ours.  You do us and we do you.”
	“Oh, really?”
	“Really,” Bailey said. “She literally criticized a porn star for negligence.”
	“Wow, okay,” Kent said. “So either she makes an exception or... hmm...”
	Bailey perked up, “Or what?”
	“Or we do one with your tits.”
	“My tits?”
	The English language really falls apart when you get to second person plurals.
	“Yours and Laura’s,” he said. “Together.”
	“You have enough semen for four breasts?” Bailey attempted to keep her voice doubtful, but she’d seen him come and couldn’t maintain sincerity through the whole question.
	“Watch me try,” Kent accepted the dare, closing his eyes, “If not, you just rub ‘em together to balance it out.”
	“Hah!” Bailey protested, but Kent started drifting off and couldn’t follow up.


	Unable to meet up with Laura until lunch, Bailey quietly munched on her sandwich as her friend approached.
	“How are you?” Bailey asked.
	“A little sore,” Laura covered for a limp as she walked over and sat down.
	“The spankings?” Bailey lowered her voice.
	“The leg work,” Laura rolled her eyes, pulling her own lunch out of her backpack. “But also the spankings.”
	Bailey couldn’t see a good way to broach the subject.  She’d been killing herself with worry that her little rule-change might have looked like a rip-off to Laura, a cheap way to get out of the extra hard spankings Laura felt she deserved.
	“So are you okay with it?” Bailey asked.
	Laura looked around in confusion, “The workout?”
	“No,” Bailey also looked around, “Kent doing, you know, the punishment... thing to me last night.”
	“Oh!” Laura exclaimed, her expression flowing naturally into a bewildered surprise, “You sitting there all goopy?”
	Bailey hummed an urgent affirmative.
	“Yeah,” Laura shrugged and winced with a trace of disgust, “If you want to do that, sure. I don’t know that I’d want to be that stick for that long.  Must be hard to wash off.”
	Bailey nodded, assured by Laura’s offhand dismissal of the incident that the new substitution hadn’t broken the game for her.
	“Although,” Laura squeezed her eyes thoughtfully as she poured a thick stew from a tall Thermos into a cup.
	“What?”
	“From now on,” Laura said, “You should make it one extra set, or dollar or whatever, and you have to give a picture, too.”
	“Yeah?”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “He comes on us anyway.  And even if it’s for a while, it needs to be... more.  Two for your butt.  Three for your boobs.  But there’s a picture.”
	“There has to be a picture?”
	“Yeah!” Laura protested, “otherwise it’s no big deal.”
	“You should try,” Bailey leaned in, “having come getting cold on your nipples for five minutes.”
	“Maybe I will,” Laura taunted. “When my butt can’t take all the spankings some day.”
	Laura’s tone said she couldn’t imagine her cheeks ever reaching a point where five minutes of sticky, chilling semen seemed like a better deal, but Bailey smiled nonetheless, realizing that their deal, their game and their friendship remained intact.
	“Exams start next week,” Bailey frowned and bit into her sandwich.
	“That’ll cut down on the get-togethers,” Laura said. “We’ll have to make a schedule, I guess, and keep things quick.”
	“Whip on over for a quick spanking and leave?” Bailey said.
	“Whip over, yeah,” Laura’s eyes bulged, perhaps remembering Halloween, “when time permits.”
	“Can’t go without?”
	“Not for two whole weeks,” Laura admitted.
	“Fair enough,” Bailey said. “We’ll make a list of our exams and I’ll get one from Kent, too. We can see when all three of us have a break.”
	“Or need a break,” Laura admonished, adding with a shrug, “You gotta organize your spankings.”
	“We go away for Christmas, you know.”
	“I know,” Laura looked downcast and dug into her stew.


	Kent felt a twinge of anxiety as he sat down at his desk that Wednesday evening.  Admittedly, the kind and frequency of sex he had with Bailey really took the edge off his tension, but he still had a lot of work to do over the next two weeks.
	He vaguely sensed, as he looked over his schedule and began to lay out his plans for studying, the return of Bailey to the basement apartment.
	December 5 today.  My first exam is on the tenth and my last is on the twentieth.  I ought to put this all up on the white board.  Can’t afford to lose track of anything.
	“Kent?” she called out when she reached his door.
	“Yo?” he replied without facing her.
	“Oh, good,” she looked down at his computer screen over his shoulder, “your schedule.”
	Bailey pulled out her phone and started taking notes.
	“Um, yeah,” Kent waved at the spreadsheet. “What about it?”
	“Coordinating with you and Laura,” Bailey flashed the screen at him briefly. “You and I have a lot of exams the same.”
	“Right?”
	“Next week is going to suck,” Bailey admitted, “You and me both have Monday morning and all three of us have exams Wednesday and Thursday.”
	Kent nodded.
	“What if we got together here this Saturday?” Bailey asked. “That would give you and me all Sunday to study before Calc, right?”
	“Good idea.”
	“I checked on Carson,” she said, “Artsie guys don’t have a lot of exams, but he has this crazy musical test thing for three hours that night, so we should have the whole place to ourselves, at least for a little while.”
	Kent felt a strange sense of admiration for Bailey, putting this much effort into organizing things for all three of them.
	“This is really important to you two?” Kent noted. “Even now.”
	“Laura,” Bailey continued fiddling with her schedule, “will just die without her spankings.”
	Kent thought about this for a moment.
	“Saturday,” he said, “means a lot of interest on those spankings you both owe me.”
	Bailey paused, a bare twitch as her eyes widened, before her features softened.
	“I’m sure it’s fine.”
	“And it’s fine with Laura?” Kent asked. “Neither of you can be sure what I’ll have you do.”
	That gave Bailey a serious pause.
	“I thought you would just do those proxy spankings again.”
	“Proxy?”
	Bailey shook herself, “The special ones, I mean.”
	“You call them ‘proxy’ spankings?” Kent refused to ignore the point, wondering if she had a name for everything.
	“Yeah,” Bailey shrugged it off, “the word ‘special’ seemed too vague. And since it felt as if one of us was standing in for the other...”
	“One of your asses is a proxy for the other, true,” Kent tried out the sound on his tongue. “But anyway, that aside, how much can Laura masturbate in just four nights anyway?”
	Bailey finished her schedule and turned to lean her butt against Kent’s desk at his right side.
	“I don’t know,” she said. “We just take her word for it.”
	“Hm,” Kent said. “I don’t think she’d lie.”
	“She takes the punishment aspect seriously,” Bailey nodded.
	Kent thought a bit more and then pulled out his own phone.
	<u there?> he sent to Laura.
	<yo> she sent back almost instantly.
	<alone?> he asked, Bailey watching over his shoulder
	<lol what u want?>
	Kent thought about this, then smiled at Bailey.
	<Bai asks what panties u wearing?>
	Bailey snorted a laugh next to him.
	<black ones>
	“Tell her to prove it,” Bailey giggled, “see if she’ll do it.”
	<can u show me?>
	Long pause, while Kent and Bailey looked at each other, wondering if Laura took so long to reply because she was taking a picture.
	<lol wut>
	<kidding> Kent wrote <wanted to make a new rule>
	<no wait> Laura wrote back, her message overlapping with Kent’s.
	Kent and Bailey waited, wondering what might come over the phone next.
	Laura did not send, alas, a picture of her own panty-clad body, but instead a picture of her black, thong panties, hanging from the index finger of her left hand.
	<there> Laura’s triumphant text came across with, five simple letters which Kent somehow imagined showed a tongue sticking out in defiance.
	The phone chimed again.
	<Now bai’s turn>
	“Huh?” Kent wondered aloud and started typing a query.
	“Ugh, fair enough,” Bailey said.
	“What?”
	But Bailey had already unbuttoned her jeans, saying, “She’s daring me to do the same thing.”
	“Oh!” Kent shook his head, only now realizing how the tit-for-tat between the girls always led to this sort of contest.
	Halfway out of her jeans, Bailey paused.
	“You know what?” she peered at Kent.
	“What?”
	“Just take a pic like this,” she told him, “But zoom way in so you can’t see anything but, you know-” she pointed both index fingers at her crotch “-my panties.”
	Kent held his phone a bare hand’s breadth away from Bailey’s white, slightly transparent underwear and snapped a pic.  Bailey kept her thighs clenched together the whole time, making a nice geometry of her triangle.
	“Like that?” he asked, showing her.
	“Send it,” Bailey smirked.
	Laura took only a moment to digest this.
	<hah!!!> she wrote back.
	Bailey smirked, pulling her pants back up, and rebuttoned them while Kent typed.
	<new rule for u Laura> he said.
	<do i have to do it?> Laura replied.
	<u decide. i think u will like it.>
	<kk>
	<u count all the times you come by yrself> Kent told her, hitting send.
	He immediately added, <send me a text every time, just a number>
	<So I send 1, then 2, then 3???> Laura needed clarification.
	<yeah.  so we all know what you and bai are in for>
	<im already at 50 or something>
	Bailey snorted out loud again.
	<no no> Kent sent, not wanting a misunderstanding.
	<just start over every time you come here.  only count since last time.>
	A long pause then, as Laura mulled this over.
	“Do you think she’ll do it?” Bailey asked. “It might seem a little creepy. Like you’re watching her.”
	“Yeah,” Kent agreed. “It’s unfortunate I can’t see her face and gauge her reactions.”
	Still, nothing came over the phone.
	“Should we call-?” Bailey started to ask, but Kent’s phone chimed again. “What did she say?”
	They looked down at the phone.
	<1> Laura had written.
	It chimed again, <2>.
	And again, <3>.
	Kent, judiciously, waited to see if Laura had anything else to report.
	<3 already? u were here Monday>
	“That was just two days ago!” Bailey exclaimed.
	Laura replied with an ASCII smiling face.
	<parents were out when I got home today> Laura added, as if that explained everything
	“Could be pretty heavy by Saturday,” Kent pointed out to Bailey.
	“Then I’ll get nakeder sooner,” Bailey had set her eyes to permanently bulged mode. “And find something else to do on top of spankings.”
	<so, u want me 2 txt u even in middle of the night?> Laura asked.
	<def> Kent smiled, imagining the shame Laura would feel reporting her transgressions. <I can mute if you get carried away>
	<kk> Laura said.
	<have to go help mom now>
	With that sign-off, Kent closed the app.
	“I think we can safely agree this worked for her,” Kent said.
	Bailey nodded, “But that’s going to be a lot of spankings by week’s end.”
	“I think it’s a function of how sore her butt is,” Kent explained, “Between the leg work and the low spankings, she probably feels well punished, and that permits her more masturbating – in her mind.”
	Bailey nodded and exhaled upwards into her hair, acquiescing to his analysis but not Laura’s ‘logic’.
	“Oh,” Kent said, flipping through his gallery, “I should delete the pic.  You didn’t owe me that one.”
	“No!” Bailey urgently reached out a hand to stop him.
	Kent’s raised eyebrows greeted her as he reminded her, “It wouldn’t be fair to give it to me for nothing.”
	“I’ll trade it,” Bailey said, her voice falsely calm. “For something later.”
	“Oh?” Kent prodded, realizing something else lurked under Bailey’s reaction.
	“It’s a nice pic,” she said, defensively. “Don’t want to lose it. And there’s no way to know it’s me, right?”
	“I see,” Kent peered at her.
	“Besides,” Bailey told him, turning around, “that’s a lot of proxy spankings I’m going to owe.”
	“Right,” Kent replied doubtfully as Bailey turned down the hallway.


	By the time Bailey returned to her room after dinner, her phone had chimed several times, and a string of messages from Laura awaited her.
	Deciding they had too much to merely text about, Bailey went to a voice call.
	“Hey,” Laura said, “thanks for the crotch picture.”
	“You’re welcome.”
	“I’m a little worried,” Laura said.
	“About what?” Bailey tried to keep the alarm out of her voice.
	Has the whole ‘reporting’ thing upset her? Did she not want to go along with it and we just pushed her?
	“Well, I’m -” Laura paused “-having a lot of orgasms. Is it going to be too much for you?”
	Bailey tried to hold a laugh in, but it forced itself out as an undignified choking sound.
	“That is what worries you?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah, what else is there?”
	“Reporting your orgasms to Kent,” Bailey pointed out.
	“Meh,” Laura, in Bailey’s imagination, made a dismissive wave in the air, “that’s nothing. I’d tell him anyway. He’s in charge, right? Of, you know, my sins.”
	“Oka-ay,” Bailey agreed.
	“Anyway,” Laura said. “I’m more worried about you.”
	“Me?!”
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “What if I have four or five more orgasms.  Do you really want to take half those spankings?”
	We spend all our time worrying about Laura, and here she is-
	Bailey shook her head clear, reminding herself that Laura needed an answer.
	“I’ll be fine,” Bailey said. “If I have to make him come on me and give him pictures, or whatever.”
	“That’s tru-ue,” Laura drawled out, a little hesitant.
	“No, really,” Bailey said. “I can always get naked, or do... something.  There’ll be a way. There’s always a way.”
	“When are we getting together, anyway?” Laura asked. “You got his schedule?”
	“Yeah!” Bailey exclaimed. “Carson’s out this Saturday.  Our last chance before exams.  After that, it’s solid exams for the whole week and it’ll be harder to find time.”
	“Saturday,” Laura sighed. “Alright. I hope I don’t come too many times by then.”
	“Remember,” Bailey sang out. “We owe him, too.”
	“Ri-ight!” Laura’s voice lilted. “I owe him six and you owe him eight.  By Saturday, those will be... um.”
	“If he follows his rule from before,” Bailey said. “Those are already naked spankings today, paddlings tomorrow, naked paddlings on Friday and...”
	“’Special’ spankings on Saturday,” Laura said. “I can take six of those, I guess.”
	“Right.”
	“Unless he picks something else,” Laura pointed out. “He can do that.”
	Bailey inhaled deeply through her nose, wondering.
	“I don’t know,” Bailey said. “Once we make a rule, we make a rule, right?”
	“True,” Laura agreed, “I guess we’ll be spanking each other again.”
	“Yay.”
	Laura laughed, “Alright, I have work to do.  Later.”
	“Later.”
	Bailey hit the red icon and laid down her disconnected phone.
	Saturday, she thought, eight special spankings and god only knew how many of Laura’s orgasms her ass would be punished for.  Wish I could cut that down a little.


	With classes winding down in the final week before exams, both Kent and Bailey had Thursday afternoon off from their labs.
	Kent didn’t expect any spanking to happen that afternoon, as the sun slanted through the high window of his basement apartment, but Bailey sauntered into his room anyway, her hands coyly behind her back.  The aura of a The Innocent School Girl drifted in a haze around her, despite the lack of kilt and knee high socks.
	Things have changed, he noted. I used to just assume that she wanted spankings when she came in like this. Now I have to wonder if it might be sex instead.
	“Hey, Kent,” Bailey said.
	“Bai.”
	“You know those eight spankings I owe you?”
	“I do indeed,” Kent said. “But they were spankings – on your bare ass.  But yesterday, they turned into...?”
	His voice trailed off with the exaggerated tone of a teacher illustrating an example a student.
	“Naked spankings,” Bailey turned her eyes down and added, “And today, they’re paddlings on my bare ass.”
	“Right.”
	From behind her back, she pulled out the spatula and handed it to him, then got down to the business of undoing her pants.  Bailey had moved so quickly, Kent didn’t get a word in until her jeans hit the floor.
	“Is Laura okay with it?” Kent asked.
	“I-um,” Bailey stammered, her thumbs already pulling her white panties down over her hips. “I don’t know.”
	Bailey pulled her panties back up, checked the hallway, and went to fetch her phone from her bedroom.  When she returned, she already had the phone open and sat next to Kent on his bed.
	<Alright if I do some now? So Saturday not so hard for me?>
	They waited for Laura to write back.
	“Good thing you remembered,” Bailey said.
	“I thought it might be weird if only Laura had special, er, ‘proxy’ spankings left,” Kent shrugged.
	His brain had twitched hard, seeing Bailey stand in the doorway and make that offer.  He remembered when Laura had lied to him, waving her phone in the air to trick him into thinking that Bailey had permitted her to come to him, alone, and take Bailey’s spankings.
	That started a nightmare of conflict between them, Kent shivered, but it did lead to Laura spanking Bailey, so it wasn’t the end of the world.
	Regardless, the association between secret deals and the girls spanking each other had made Kent consider the potential problems.
	Instead of writing back, Bailey’s phone buzzed, showing Laura’s number.  Bailey answered on speaker so they could both listen.
	“Hey,” Laura said slowly. “What are you doing?”
	“You’re on ‘speaker’, Laura,” Kent warned.
	“I’m worried eight of those, um, special ones, might be too much on Saturday,” Bailey said.
	“Oh,” Laura paused.
	Kent heard a lot in the pause and he looked over at Bailey to make sure she saw it, too.
	We’re calling to check on her, right? Kent thought, So you must be listening.
	“I can’t, um, can’t come over right now,” Laura said. “I have to start dinner for my mom.”
	“Is she home?” Kent put in.
	“Not yet, but soon.”
	“Laur-” Bailey started
	“Bai-” Laura began.
	“Go ahead,” Bailey said.
	“Can you like, leave two of them?” Laura asked. “Don’t do them all?”
	“I... sure,” Bailey said, “You know, I don’t even have to do them.  I could just-”
	“No, wait,” Laura muttered, her breathing pattern changing.
	Kent mouthed to Bailey, “She’s moving.”
	“Bai,” Laura said. “Are you in his room now?”
	“Yeah.”
	Laura’s breath stuttered over the phone.
	“Are you, you know, bare yet?” Laura asked.
	“I’m in my, panties, but,” Bailey paused, stood up, and pushed her panties down, “My panties are off now.”
	Since she faced Kent, he could now see the entire, naked lower half of Bailey’s body, but she ignored him as she listened on the phone.
	“Can I listen?” Laura said. “while he spanks you?”
	“While I paddle her,” Kent reminded Laura as he stood up and took the silicone spatula. “How you want ‘em, Bai?”
	Spurred to action as if by a cattle prod, Bailey leaned over the bed and arced her hips up toward Kent.  She held the phone in her hand so she could keep talking to Laura.
	“You okay, Laura?” Bailey’s voice sounded confused by the raspy sounds coming from Laura.
	“Yeah,” Laura breathed out in a sudden exhalation, “Good.”
	“Laura,” Kent said. “I think Bailey will do six paddles, alright?”
	Bailey looked over her shoulder at Kent with a raised eyebrow.
	Keeping his voice to the same theatrically loud tone, “Save two for Saturday?”
	Bailey looked at her phone, back at Kent, then nodded.
	To the phone, Bailey said, “That sounds right.”
	“Laura?” Kent asked.
	“Yes,” she hissed back.
	“I’m going to put all six paddles on the one cheek,” he said, “but I need you to help out.”
	“H-how?” she stammered.
	“First, tell me which cheek I should do,” Kent said. “They’re both equally red right now.”
	“Do the r-right,” Laura said.
	“You tell me when to do it, okay?” Kent said. “Bailey’s already bent over the bed, waiting.  Just count from one to six, at whatever pace you like.”
	Bailey turned to look at Kent again, a sincerely baffled expression on her face.  Kent rolled his eyes but couldn’t tell her anything with her phone on speaker mode.  He gestured for her to mute the call, but she shrugged him off.
	“Okay,” Laura said. “You’re ready?”
	“Ye-es,” Bailey and Kent sang back in unison.
	“One,” Laura called out.
	Kent pulled back and let the spatula soar, striking low and hard.
	“Ooh,” Bailey complained, “One.”
	“Could you hear it?” Kent asked.
	“Yes,” Laura’s voice had gone soft. “Two.”
	Kent cracked the spatula off Bailey’s cheek again, aiming only a tiny bit higher, hoping to get a nice, localized redness.
	“Two,” Bailey said.
	“Three,” Laura instructed.
	Kent shifted his aim a little to the right and slapped out again.
	“Three,” Bailey said. “You can hear all of these?”
	“Yeah, no... worries,” Laura breathed.
	A long pause ensued, where they could only hear Laura’s breathing.
	Suddenly, she spat out, “Four, five.”
	Kent heard that urgency and gave Bailey two more loud slaps with the spatula, focusing on enlarging the reddened punishment area already struck.
	“Ow!” Bailey protested. “Four and five.”
	Laura’s breath came in little spurts now.
	“Six?” she begged.
	Kent lashed out with the final blow, eliciting a grunt of protest from Bailey.  Focusing all six paddles in the same area – if not the exact same piece of her ass – created a pain she hadn’t prepared for.
	“Six,” Bailey added through her teeth.
	“Oh!” Laura moaned, a pathetic whine of desperation. “Bai...”
	“Laura?” Bailey’s tone suggested she still hadn’t clued in, in Kent’s opinion.
	“Bai?”
	“Yeah?”
	“Can you... can you do the last two... please?” Laura begged.
	Bailey shrugged, turning back to Kent, mouthing, “That’s what I wanted, anyway.”
	She nodded her head at her cheek and turned away from Kent.
	“Call them out,” Bailey said.
	“Oh, thank... you,” Laura gasped, caught her breath, and sang out, “Se-ven.”
	Kent lashed out again, good and hard, catching a spot on the outside of Bailey’s cheek, just outside the ground zero of redness he’d already created there.
	“Seven,” Bailey winced through her teeth. “One more, Laur.”
	“I – I – I know...” Laura moaned.
	Her voice continued stammering, trying to find a single word.
	Finally, she cried out through the phone, “Eight!”
	Kent swung, striking Bailey’s ass hard with spatula, dead centre on the patch of redness, the echo sounding off his walls, out the doorway and down the hallways of the little apartment.
	“Eight!” Bailey shouted in protest, kneeling on the ground to take the stretch out of her legs. “Wow.”
	From the other end of the connection, they heard only Laura shuddering attempts to breathe.
	“Oh,” Laura sighed. “Oh.”
	“Laura?” Kent called out softly, kneeling next to Bailey so they could both listen.
	“Yeah,” Laura’s voice came through soft. “I, um. Thanks, Bai.”
	“You’re welcome?” Bailey still, unbelievably to Kent, sounded confused as to why her friend had thanked her.
	A moment later, Kent’s phone chimed at him, a strange chime with a rising series of notes. Bailey thought she recognized it but couldn’t place it.
	“Was that your phone, Kent?” Laura asked.
	“You heard that?” Kent replied. “Yeah.”
	“You made a special ring tone for me?”
	“For your texts,” Kent said. “It’s from Pac-man.”
	Kent showed the phone to Bailey, where Laura’s text message had popped up.
	<5> it said.
	Bailey’s eyes bugged out, as she only then realized what had happened.
	“Laura, you were...?” Bailey started.
	I admit that getting paddled can be pretty self absorbing, Kent glared at her before rolling his eyes, but you really should have realized your friend was pleasuring herself, there.
	“Huh?” Laura prodded, as if she hadn’t heard.
	Recovering quickly, Bailey continued, “You were using your chair, were you?”
	“No,” Laura admitted, her voice ragged, “I’m in the kitchen. Used the rolling pin.”
	A short pause, then, “Oh, dear.”
	“What’s wrong?” Kent asked.
	“Flour all over my pants,” Laura said. “I need to change before mom gets home.”
	“And wash the rolling pin?” Kent advised.
	“Yeah, yeah,” Laura sounded panicked, “Gotta go. Bye, guys!”
	The connection shut down and Bailey looked over at Kent.
	“She used my ass,” Bailey frowned in shock. “She used my paddlings to get herself off.”
	“She’s growing,” Kent said.
	“And you knew from the beginning?” Bailey’s eyes widened farther.
	“That’s why I had her count them off, yeah,” Kent nodded. “Thought it was obvious what was happening.”
	Bailey shook her head to clear it and fiddled with her phone, putting Laura’s drama aside for the moment.
	Handing the phone to Kent, she jerked her head toward her butt and said, “Get me a picture?”
	“Sure.”

	
