Chapter 16

	Kent, eyeing the little plastic container of whipped cream, couldn’t pretend any level of surprise that Laura had prepared some kind of adventure for the occasion.
	And that stuff’s cold, he thought, she mixed it up and put it back in the fridge.
	“Whipping cream?” Kent asked. “You don’t say.”
	“Whipped cream,” Laura corrected. “‘Whipping cream’ is what you call it before it’s whipped.”
	“I see,” Kent said. “And what plans do we have for this whipped cream?”
	Laura looked down at her body thoughtfully, her lips twisting in anticipation.
	She’s got a new idea, Kent realized as he watched a smile dawn brightly, slowly consuming her entire expression, or she’s coming up with a new idea.
	“Oh, yes,” Laura murmured, turning on Bailey. “Oh, yes.”
	“Oh... yes?” Bailey asked.
	Laura had already turned away and started moving across the kitchen, her target a vertical, three door cabinet in the corner.  She opened the highest cabinet and, standing up on her tiptoes, stretching every muscle from calf to thigh, reached for a small, translucent box on the top shelf.
	“What are we doing?” Bailey wondered.
	The box rattles with the din of plastic and metal parts settling inside as Laura set it on the table next to Bailey and withdrew a small, open-ended plastic cone and a soft, plastic bag.  She pushed the cone into the bag, which turned out to have a cone shape of its own.
	“A little decorating lesson for you, Bai,” Laura promised.
	She spooned two generous dollops of whipped cream into the plastic bag, pushing the thick liquid down into the tiny outlet of the plastic cone.
	I’ve seen cake decorating done before, Kent though, watching Laura handle the simple tool.  I think it’s called an ‘icing bag’, but I’m not sure.
	“Hold out your hand,” Laura directed Bailey.
	Taking her friend’s hand, Laura pointed the business end of the cone directly into Bailey’s palm and squeezed.   This created a small puddle of firmed up cream in Bailey’s hand.  As Laura pulled back, she gave one last squeeze.  This produced a nice peak in the middle of the dimpled circle.
	“Easy, right?” Laura asked.
	“Um, sure,” Bailey said, holding up her palm in confusion.
	“You just lick it up,” Laura told her.
	“Right,” Bailey nodded.
	Opening her mouth, Bailey lifted her palm and sucked the whole dollop of cream off her hand in one sudden gulp. 
	“You can do me, then?” Laura bubbled over with enthusiasm, offering the loaded icing bag.
	“Um,” Bailey took a deep breath, “I can try.”
	“My apron?” Laura turned her back on Bailey.
	“Should I practice first?” Bailey asked in worry.
	Laura shook her head. “Can’t do it wrong.  Just don’t, you know, jab me too hard.”
	Bailey set the icing bag down on the kitchen table to unlace Laura’s apron, leaving the waist ties in place but freeing her friend’s breasts.  Laura took a kitchen chair and turned it sideways, then sat on it with her elbows propped up on the table behind her, sticking her chest out.
	“Kent?” Laura asked. “You’ll probably have to move fast, before it melts.”
	“You don’t want a picture?” Kent asked.
	Laura’s eyes lit up, her gaze flicking back and forth between her friends, “A picture?”
	“Do both nipples, real quickly,” Kent explained, “Then take a picture.”
	That hit the mark.
	Bailey handed the icing bag back to Laura and fetched her phone again.  When Kent had it unlocked, he nodded to Bailey.
	“Ready?” Bailey confirmed.
	“Ready.”
	Laura leaned back on the table, took a deep breath and stuck her chest out, letting her breasts sprawl out over her ribs.  Her nipples, already cold from the mere hint of winter air in the small house, stood dark red and erect.
	This is going to hit so hard, Kent thought, carefully framing the picture. I guess it won’t hurt to take a few progress photos along the way.
	Bailey hesitated, positioning the cone over Laura’s right nipple.
	“It’s okay, Bai,” Laura said, “you can take a few tries.”
	Bailey nodded and pushed the cone so it just touched Laura’s areola above her nipple.
	“A little harder and then go,” Laura prompted.
	“Oka-ay,” Bailey nodded warily.
	She pushed the tip of the cone into her friend’s nipple, squeezed the bag gently and forced out a small amount of whipping cream, pulling back quickly.  When she finished, only about half of Laura’s areola lay covered, her nipple dressed on its stiff side.
	“Hoo, cold!” Laura moaned. “Hoo.”
	She looked down and nodded in appreciation.
	“Pretty good for a first try,” she told Bailey. “Nice, shape and everything.  Just needs more.”
	Kent took a picture anyway, capturing both of Laura’s breasts, before moving in and taking an extreme close up of the decorated nipple.
	Laura smiled at this, holding that side of her chest prominent until she heard the camera app click.
	“You want this?” Laura asked him, chin ticking at her nipple.
	“Who else?” Kent wondered, then leaned over and, as Bailey had, vacuumed the small cone of cream from Laura’s tip, making sure his lips sank all the way in to touch the base of her nipple.
	“Ooh,” Laura let out a breath. She turned to her friend, “Alright, try again.”
	“You could do it better,” Bailey offered.
	“Not to myself,” Laura explained. “And not leaning back like this.”
	I took Bailey’s reticence for sexual discomfort, Kent thought, but the two of them just shaved each other.  It can’t be that.
	Bailey took a deep breath and frowned.
	“I don’t want to hurt you with this,” she explained to Laura, setting the tip of the nozzle against her breast again.
	“You did it right the first time,” Laura assured her with a soothing voice, “Just squeeze a little more out.”
	Her tongue lashing horizontally between her teeth, Bailey set to work, pushing into Laura’s breast and squeezing the whipped cream out in a large puddle just as Laura had before.  She pulled the bag back, releasing the pressure, and angled the nozzle down Laura’s breast to leave the spike of whipped cream centred.
	“Nice!” Kent complimented, seeing the symmetrical cone of cream.
	He swept in instantly and snapped a picture, as close as he dared.
	“Very good,” Laura agreed, “now the other one.”
	Her confidence vastly improved, Bailey shifted her position and went at Laura’s left nipple.  With a deft moved, she pushed the nozzle into Laura’s flesh, squeezed out the cream and pulled back, twisting this time to leave a swirled cone.
	“Neat,” Laura said.  “Also cold!  Kent!  Get your picture and lick it off!”
	Kent took several pictures, a couple straight on and a few more zoomed in, angled sideways so one creamed nipple stood in focus while the other lay blurry in the background.
	“Ee!” Laura complained. “Hurry, or I’m licking them clean myself.”
	Kent’s eyes bugged out, “You can do that?”
	“Um,” Laura’s face reddened. “I mean, probably, I don’t know.”
	Kent set the phone down and leaned over Laura, putting his hands on the kitchen table to support himself as he hovered over her right nipple.
	“It’s melting,” Laura moaned of the liquid sliding over her left breast.
	Kent opened his mouth, stuck out his tongue, and caught the bit of escaping cream.  He slide up her ribs to her breast, then opened wide to suck in whipped cream, nipple and an appreciable volume of her breast.  With hard suction, he pulled that mass into his mouth, her hardened nipple sliding along his tongue toward the back of his mouth.
	“Oooh,” Laura moaned, leaning back again. “Oh.”
	“The other one?” Kent asked.
	“Uh-huh.”
	“Can you really reach it yourself?” Kent prodded.
	Laura opened her eyes and looked down at Kent, then at her breast.
	Kent looked aside to Bailey, who smirked.
	“I – I can can try,” Laura said.
	Remaining in her leaned back position to prevent the whipped cream from sliding away, Laura used her right hand to lift her breast.  With her tongue daintily extended, she managed to stretch enough to let it touch the swirled tip of whipped cream before she pulled it back into her mouth.
	“See?” Laura said, blushing hard. “You finish it, though.”
	Kent smiled and plunged in, sucking up cream, nipple and breast as he had before.  Laura thrust her chest into his face, squishing the remains of the milky liquid all over his lips and up into his nose.
	When Kent pulled away, he had to wipe himself clean with his hand.
	Laura let out a moan of appreciation before standing up, her breasts still faintly sticky with cream.
	“It’s nice,” she sighed to Bailey. “You want me to do you?”
	“Me?” Bailey’s eyes opened.
	“No trial and error,” Laura promised. “I’ll do your boobs nice on the first try.”
	“Boobs?” Kent asked.
	Laura twitched and looked at him, then at Bailey, “Crap.  How do you want me?”
	“After,” Kent declared to Laura. “First see if Bailey wants some cream.”
	Kent thought back to the day when he and Bailey had started making out in the kitchen of their own basement apartment.  Bailey had lamented the lack of whipped cream available at the time and substituted ice water for her nipples.
	Seems like a good time to try, Kent thought.
	“What matters, Kent,” Laura explained patiently, “is if you’re still hungry.”
	“I am,” Kent nodded.
	“See?” Laura turned back to Bailey, holding up the icing bag, “he needs more.”
	“Well, if he’s still hungry,” Bailey rolled her eyes and turned her back on Laura.
	The back of Bailey’s bra so presented, Laura managed to unhook the strap without letting go of the icing bag.  Bailey shrugged off the bra and turned around, eyeing the bulging container of cream anxiously.
	Shivering in anticipation, Bailey sat down.
	“Looking pretty cold already, Bai,” Kent said, ticking his chin at her chest.
	Bailey didn’t even look down at her hardened nipples, and her voice quavered when she spoke through her gritted teeth, “It hasn’t even touched me and I can feel it anyway.”
	“I’ll be quick,” Laura said. “Promise.”
	Bailey sat down, as Laura had, leaning back with her elbows on the kitchen table, sticking her chest out as best she could.
	“Here it comes,” Laura leaned over while Bailey looked upwards and bit her lower lip.
	Damn her nipples are hard.
	“You ready, Kent?” Bailey asked.
	“I won’t lick it off until Laura does both of your tits,” Kent reminded her.
	“No,” Bailey opened her eyes briefly, “I mean for pictures.”
	“Oh, right!” Kent jumped, snatching up Bailey’s phone. “I can take some while she’s working, too.”
	Kent angled the phone across Bailey’s body, catching Laura’s topless body in the frame as well, her breasts swinging gently as she hovered over Bailey.
	“Are my... tits... in the picture?” Laura asked.
	“Yeah?” Kent phrased it as if he asked permission.
	Laura smirked and stuck her chest out.
	But I’ll make sure to get a few shots with just Bailey, Kent decided, no use forcing Bailey to compare her own breasts to Laura’s.
	On the other cheek, when he looked at the photo in front of him, with Bailey’s chest in the foreground and Laura on the far side in the background, foreshortening did a lot to help Bailey out.  But Bailey’s breasts sprawled across her chest, while Laura’s hung down.
	Laura just has the bigger pair.  Nothing I can do about that.
	Kent took a shot, catching Bailey’s nipple in some kind of automatic macro mode as Laura pressed the tip of her bag’s nozzle into her friend’s areola, taking the image just as the first bit of cream extruded.
	“Ha!” Bailey exhaled in cold shock.
	Laura hadn’t exaggerated her skill.  In a moment, she had smothered Bailey’s right nipple with cream, twisting the bag around to create a swirling, professional grade mountain of twisted white decoration.
	“How about that?” Laura congratulated herself, stepping back.
	“Nice,” Kent complimented, taking an angle that kept Laura’s efforts in the foreground, but showed Bailey’s bare nipple in the fuzzy background.
	“Do the other one,” Bailey fidgeted impatiently.
	How hard is Bailey’s nipple under that? Kent wondered, his erection hardening under his shorts.
	Laura leaned back in, jabbed Bailey gently again, and swirled another flower of whipped cream on her left nipple.
	Almost identical, Kent thought as he snapped more pictures.
	“Done yet?” Bailey winced, pulling her lips back off her teeth. “This is really cold, Kent.”
	But her elbows aren’t moving off the table, Kent noted, a lot of dedication, there.
	Thinking she’d suffered enough torment, and having plenty of pictures for her to peruse later, Kent set the phone down and took Bailey’s body in his hands.  He held her steady at the waist and immediately sucked up all the whipped cream from her right nipple, taking plenty of her breast into his mouth.
	Fuck, that nipple is hard.
	He sucked on the nipple, extending it along his tongue and swirling it around.
	Bailey moaned in appreciation.
	“But it hurts,” she complained. “The other one...”
	Leaving her right breast a bit messy, he moved and sucked the cream off the left, repeating his nipple pulling venture.  Bailey’s body finally relaxed in his arms, although she kept her chest pushed outward, into his mouth.  With the torturous chill gone, Kent took a little more time to enjoy the sensation of the hardened nub in his mouth, slathering his milk covered tongue all over it.
	He imagined Bailey might want to press his head into her breast even harder, but her position forced her to keep her elbows back.
	She could use one hand, I suppose, he thought, but she wants to keep her chest thrust out.
	With a sigh, Kent pulled away from Bailey’s breast and wiped his chin on the back of his hand.
	“Those were some milky tits,” he complimented the topless girls.
	Bailey closed her eyes softly, regaining her composure.  After a few deep breaths, she reached for her bra.
	“Wipe off, first?” Laura offered. “We’re both pretty sticky.”
	A tea towel, soaked in warm water, sufficed for the purpose.  Laura softly rubbed it on her breasts, cleaning off the sticky remains of the cream, before rinsing it out and handing it to Bailey.
	Sighing in relief at the first touch of the warm cloth, Bailey cleaned off her own breasts before handing the towel to Kent, who wiped his face down.
	“Don’t want to ruin my nice new bra,” Bailey said to Laura, “Thanks.”
	Laura hung up the towel on a rack while Bailey retrieved her phone and flipped through the pictures.
	“Oh!”, she said, “I like this one.  Look, Laur.”
	Bailey’s creamed nipple sat in the foreground, with Laura’s dangling breasts out of focus behind it.  Laura’s eyes lit when she saw it.
	“How does he take such good pictures?” Laura wondered and looked up at Kent, “Everything I’ve ever taken is just looks pale and boring.”
	“Good subject matter,” Kent said, “Good lighting?”
	Laura shook her head dubiously as Bailey flipped through to one of the last pictures, her cream covered breasts all by themselves.
	“That one,” she called out decisively.  “Well done, Kent.”
	“You’re... welcome?” Kent replied.
	She looked up, meeting his eyes, “You can have that one free.”
	Bailey flipped back through the pictures again.
	“Bai?” he asked.
	“Yeah,” she replied absently.
	“Did the cold cream really hurt?” Kent asked, keeping his voice casual.
	Laura caught the hint, however, her eyes darting up to meet Kent’s before she turned them cautiously on Bailey.
	“Oh, yeah,” Bailey remained focused on the pictures. “More like ‘stinging’ to be honest.”
	“Really?” Laura prodded.
	Maybe Laura’s less sensitive, Kent thought, or bigger boobs give her more insulation.
	“Definitely,” Bailey didn’t look up.
	When no one said anything more, Bailey paused and looked up.
	“Wait,” Bailey drawled out, looking back and forth between them. “You are not going to start smacking my tits-”
	“I don’t want to slap your tits,” Kent turned his eyes to ceiling, then became thoughtful, holding his hands in the air, palms open and shaking back and forth, “although a nice jiggle-”
	“Focus, Kent,” Laura interrupted him before turning on Bailey. “What about making them really cold?  For, like, a while.”
	Bailey looked back and forth between them again, taking a moment to think.
	“Instead of spankings?” Bailey asked.
	Kent nodded.
	“What do you mean by ‘really cold’?” she asked Laura.
	“Like, um,” Laura trailed off, took a deep breath, “Like, ice cube cold.”
	Bailey bit both of her lips and shivered.
	“Maybe,” she said, a great deal of doubt in her voice. “But my ass is still okay for spankings.  For now.  I guess.”
	Well, it’s an option, Kent thought, watching Bailey stand and hand her bra to Laura, and Bailey might need an option other than spankings and getting my come on her.
	Laura shook off Bailey’s bra and laid it aside, holding up the icing bag.
	Bailey raised her eyebrows, “My tits have had enough.”
	Laura’s eyes made a darting motion Kent didn’t catch, but it made Bailey’s eyes go wide.  In a moment, the two girls grabbed Kent by the arms and pushed him into the kitchen chair.  Laura, still topless, knelt in front of him while Bailey fished his erection out of his shorts, bringing it boldly out into the kitchen air.
	“Wow, he’s hard,” Bailey said, stroking him and getting his penis pointed straight up, foreskin retracted.
	Laura nodded and set the nozzle of the icing bag against the side of his tip, where the edge of his swollen, mushroom head met the shaft.  She squeezed and created a swirling mountain of whipped cream with a perfect point at the top.  The cold shock did nothing to deter Kent’s arousal level, especially when he knew what had to come next.
	Smiling nervously, Laura handed the icing bag to Bailey and placed her hands on Kent’s thighs.  Her mouth yawned open and, with a last flickering glance to meet Kent’s eyes, focused on her task, inhaling all of the whipped cream and the head of his cock in one go.
	Her lips made it all the way around the head, catching its back edge in one warm, wet glorious sweep, the size of it forcing its way onto her tongue.  Laura had to gulp twice to swallow the cream, what with his erection taking up so much space in her mouth.  Whipped cream leaked around her lips as her tongue swirled around his head.
	Gagging suddenly, her eyes went wide and she pulled back, disconnecting herself.
	Panting, she sat back on her heels, heedless of the bit of whipping cream that dripped off her lips and down her chin.
	“Mouth thing,” Bailey whispered. “Do him again for me?”
	Laura finally wiped her chin and regained her composure.  She stood up, so Bailey could kneel at Kent’s feet, and worked her magic from Kent’s side.  Feeling like he could take some liberty at this point, Kent gripped one of her swinging breasts in his hand as she repeated her swirling, decorative technique on his penis.
	Bailey, still holding the length of his shaft in her hand, stroked it slowly as she opened her mouth and sucked the biggest part of the mountain of cream.  She then took her time licking her way around the head of his shaft, teasing the entire ridge, before opening her mouth wide again.  Her tongue pushed against the under side and she impaled herself much more deeply on his erection than Laura had.
	More practice, obviously, Kent thought, but Laura’s effort was still impressive.
	Kent inhaled softly, not wanting to come just yet.
	But why not? He wondered.  Bailey’s jerking and sucking.  I’ve never come in her mouth, though, and she probably wouldn’t accept that as payment for Laura’s sins.  Too much like prostitution.
	Bailey slid her mouth off his cock.
	“Mouth thing,” Laura repeated.
	“You own a little more of your body now?” Kent asked.
	“Mine to do with as I please,” Laura reminded him.  She smiled, watching Bailey work her jaw, “And it pleases me to use it to please you.”
	“I believe,” Bailey said, “You owe a spanking.”
	“I do?” Laura asked.
	“For saying ‘boobs’,” Kent reminded her.
	“Oh, right,” Laura sighed and turned to Bailey, “you still want Kent to do it?  Or do you want to do it now?”
	“What?” Bailey asked, still on her knees.
	“You like spanking her,” Kent pointed out. “You could do it.”
	Bailey twisted her lips anxiously.
	She’s thinking about it, Kent realized.
	Laura turned her back on Bailey and wiggled her reddened cheeks in her friend’s direction.
	“How about this?” Bailey tore her eyes away from Laura’s body. “Since Kent caught you, he spanks you.”
	“New rule?” Kent asked.
	“New rule,” Bailey confirmed. “If it’s okay with you both.”
	“Does that work for you, too?” Laura asked.
	“Me?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah,” Laura said. “Whoever catches you blaspheming gets to spank you.”
	“I didn’t know you liked spanking me that much,” Bailey folded her arms under her breasts.
	“I don’t,” Laura shrugged, giving her breasts a little jiggle, “But rules have to be fair.”
	“Fine, then,” Bailey jerked a nod and Kent wondered if she only torqued her body so hard to try to compete with Laura’s breast motion.
	“That means that this time,” Kent clarified, “I spank Laura.  But, Bai, you still position her.”
	Bailey smiled so darkly that Laura stepped back.
	“Oka-ay,” Laura said warily.
	With Kent still in the chair, his erection poking out of his shorts, Bailey took Laura by the shoulders and turned her to face away from Kent.
	“Spread your legs and sit on his lap,” Bailey said.
	Laura, naked but for the apron covering her crotch, looked back over her shoulder.
	“Um, where does his... cock... go?” Laura asked.
	“Just push it back,” Bailey said, “And sit.”
	Squatting over Kent’s lap, Laura settled her reddened rear on Kent’s thighs, his erection nestling between her cheeks to point up into the small of her back.
	“I can’t spank her like this,” Kent pointed out.
	“Not like this,” Bailey’s tone grew sarcastic before she added, “Laur, lean over and put your hands on the floor.”
	Kent felt Laura twitch in his lap.
	“Lean... over?”
	“Uh-huh,” Bailey smiled.
	While Laura thought that over, Bailey took a second chair from the little kitchen table and dragged it over to the fridge.  She turned it backwards and draped her arms over that back.  The gap between the seat and the back of the chair let Kent have a good look through her transparent panties, although he couldn’t see her naked breasts.
	Laura, meanwhile, hesitated.
	“I’m going to fall over,” Laura protested.
	Bailey started to say something, but Kent stopped her.
	“I’ll hold you up until you get your arms get on the ground,” he promised, reached his arms around her body, crossing them at her ribs, and cupping her breasts in his hands.
	“Oh!” Laura jumped, her cheeks sliding and jerking against his erection.
	With that guarantee of support, Laura loosened up her hips and started leaning over.  Kent quickly realized his knees lay in the way of her stomach and spread his legs, too, to make room.  Leaning over with her, squeezing her breasts tightly, he let her down until her hands could reach the floor.
	“Okay,” Laura grunted. “This is really uncomfortable, Bai.”
	“It’s just for one spanking,” Bailey reminded her.
	“Right,” Laura said, before sniffing suddenly, “Kent?”
	“Mm?”
	“I-” Laura stammered and stopped, looking over her back and trying to squeeze her cheeks together.
	Bailey smiled and started laughing.
	“Feeling a little exposed?” Bailey asked.
	Laura inhaled deeply through her nose, “Yes.  Can he see... um?”
	“Everything,” Kent said.
	“Like... both?”
	“Both?” Kent asked.
	“Both of my... y’know,” Laura trailed off, unwilling to say the word as she attempted to squeeze her cheeks together.
	“Yes,” Kent confirmed.
	“Hurry up, then,” Laura insisted, still grunting with the effort of maintaining the awkward position.
	Kent patted Laura’s right cheek with his right hand, giving Bailey a little salute of a nod.
	She definitely scored a point on Laura here, Kent thought, but does she realize what kind of retribution this might cause when it comes back around?
	Laura twisted in discomfort, so Kent squeezed her cheek, forcing stillness upon her as she prepared herself, tensing as best she could in the awkward position.
	It keeps her muscles pretty taut.
	He wound up and struck her right cheek on the thickest part he could hit from the angles she offered, shaking her muscles all the way down her thighs to her knees, jiggling her cheeks against his erection.
	“One hundred,” Laura grunted, sitting back up, “and one.”
	She lowered her eyes on Bailey as she stood up.  Bailey shrugged innocently under her gaze.
	“My bra?” Bailey asked.
	“Fix my apron first,” Laura demanded, turning her back on her friend.
	Kent watched as Bailey acquiesced, pulling up the front of Laura’s apron to cover her breasts and tying the knot around the back of her neck.  Both girls turned around and Laura, with a very brisk motion, restored Bailey’s transparent bra to its proper place.
	“Ow,” Bailey protested as Laura yanked the straps back into place.
	“Now,” Laura turned to Kent, still sitting in his chair, “it’s time for a cupcake.”
	Kent moved to adjust his erection, still poking out his shorts.
	“No, wait!” Laura insisted.
	She threw the warm, wet towel at Bailey.
	“Huh?” Bailey asked.
	“Clean him off?” Laura asked. “While I’m doing the cupcakes.”
	“Mm,” Bailey nodded in realization.  She looked at Kent as she knelt down and gently applied the towel to his erection, whispering, “Someone doesn’t wants to taste stale milk on your cock.”
	That means they’re both thinking of doing more oral in the near future, Kent thought.
	The combination of this realization of their intentions and the warmth of the towel hit Kent just right, hardening him in Bailey’s gentle grip.  When she finished cleaning the sticky remains of the milk off him, she leaned over and gently kissed his tip.
	“That’s really swelling up,” she noted, casting her voice for Laura’s attention.
	Laura looked over from her decorating efforts and her eyes widened, “Is he about to pop?”
	“Yeah,” Kent nodded, exhaling a long breath. “But I can wait a bit yet.’
	How long has it been? he wondered.  Am I charged up enough to give them a good load? Assuming, of course, that they want another picture, I want to get a good one.
	“Good,” Laura sighed and ticked her chin at his erection.
	This turned out, for Bailey, to serve as a signal that she should put Kent’s erection back inside his shorts.
	Still pretty obvious, Kent thought, eyeing the bulge in his shorts.
	Laura presented them each with a cupcake on one of her parents’ fine china plates.  Each cupcake had swirl of whipping cream atop it, covered with red and green sprinkles of glittering crystallized sugar.
	“It’s Christmas, coming up,” Laura said, taking her own cupcake.
	“Yeah, where is your tree?” Bailey asked.
	“We’ll get it when my parents get back,” Laura explained. “We usually get it later than most people so it lasts through to January.  But they went on that retreat this weekend, so I guess we’re waiting a bit longer.”
	Kent bit into his cupcake, warm and soft, tasting the whipping cream, the sugary sprinkles and the fresh sweet bread of the cake itself.
	“This is good,” he said around a mouthful.
	“Thank you,” Laura cooed back to him, taking a bite of her and getting a bit of red sprinkle on the end of her nose.
	The change in subject matter relaxed his erection a little, taking away the throbbing edge of impending orgasm for the moment, and Kent tried to adjust the direction of his thoughts farther away from the sexual festivities towards the non-sexual ones.
	“You do a Christmas tree, though?” Kent asked.
	“Oh yeah,” Laura said. “My parents always cut down a fresh one every year back in Utah.  Here, we mostly get them pre-wrapped.”
	We’re talking about Christmas trees, Kent thought, I’m here with two nearly naked girls, eating cupcakes and discussing traditions.
	“You okay, Kent?” Bailey asked.
	“Yeah, yeah,” Kent nodded blearily.
	“I think we got him too hard,” he heard Laura say.


	Bailey looked over at Laura and saw deep concern in her eyes.
	She’s really worried about Kent, Bailey thought, and her gaze drifted down to the erection tenting his shorts.  Poor guy, trying to talk about Christmas after sucking whipped cream off our boobs.
	Bailey felt a chill go through her chest, thinking about that, as the shiver went all the way down her spine.
	Oh, it tingles down there now, too.
	Laura’s eyes met hers and she tilted her head in sad recognition.
	“You really want to, don’t you?” Laura winced.
	“Want to?” Bailey wondered, confused.
	Laura nodded at Kent’s crotch.
	“I-”
	“Come on,” Laura said, turning to Kent and grabbing him by both hands so she could pull him to his feet.
	Surprised, Kent stood up, then winced as his erection adjusted itself inside his shorts.
	“What are we doing?” Kent asked.
	“Bedroom,” Laura said. “I think you and Bailey, um...”
	“Um?” Bailey asked.
	Laura’s eyes widened as if she wanted Bailey to figure out the rest of the sentence, as if the conclusion ought to occur to Bailey obviously.
	“I think you two need each other?” Laura rolled her eyes.  She looked down at Kent’s erection, “Like, really badly.”
	“Oh?” Bailey’s eyes went wide and she took Kent’s right hand so the two of them could lead Kent down the hallway, “Are you sure?  I didn’t think you wanted us to do it in front of you?”
	“I think this is more important,” Laura said, excluding Kent from the conversation.
	“If he comes inside me,” Bailey lowered her voice, “We can’t really get any discounts.”
	“Are you worried about your skinny little ass?” Laura laughed.
	She’s laughing, but she’s more anxious about us having sex in front of her than I am, Bailey noticed.  And what does it mean that she’s willing to let us?  Is this the next step towards her wanting to have sex with Kent?
	“We still owe twelve dollars,” Bailey pointed out.
	“O-oh,” Laura replied sarcastically, “And you wanted to save a few bucks by getting come all over us again?”
	Bailey smirked, having no answer, and led Kent into Laura’s bedroom.
	“Well, don’t worry, friend,” Laura promised softly, “My ass can take extra ones if it has to.”
	Kent took a deep breath and stood leaning with the back of his thighs on the edge of Laura’s bed.  Bailey carefully removed his shorts, his erection leaping out at her as she did so.
	I want that, Bailey realized, I didn’t know how bad I was holding myself back until Laura made the offer, but I really want it inside me.
	“You did bring a condom?” Bailey asked Kent suddenly.
	“In my jacket pocket,” Kent nodded.
	“Laur?” Bailey asked. “Can you get it?”
	Laura dashed out of the room and Bailey turned on Kent.
	“Are you okay with this?” she whispered.
	“Totally,” Kent heaved a shortened sigh of relief. “Totally.  You?”
	Bailey nodded, unable to catch her breath either, “I just wonder what Laura is thinking.”
	“Probably doesn’t want to feel like she’s in our way,” Kent said.
	“Maybe, or-”
	Before Bailey could finish her thought, Laura returned, joyfully waving the small purple square in her hand.
	“You guys ready?” Laura’s eyes lit up as she asked.

	
