Chapter 19

	Laura didn’t even wait until Kent’s bus reached home.
	By the time he met his parents, her count had already reached “2”.
	She really likes a sore ass, Kent thought.


	Stuffed full of food and lording over numerous gifts, Kent relaxed by the gas fireplace, surveying the snow falling outside in the faint glow of a distant streetlight.  In the distance, Christmas lights sparkled around neighbours’ trees and hanging from their eaves, changing colour and flashing over the snow covered scene.
	In his wallet, he held two hundred dollars in cash.  Fifty of that had come from his “auntie” and the rest from his parents and his grandmother.
	It’s enough I could buy something for both of them, Kent thought, Laura was even nice enough to tell me her cup size.
	He remembered that day well enough, the two of them hunting for lingerie for Bailey, Laura providing the correct measurements for her friend.
	Girls know that sort of thing about each other.
	And Laura had tapped her fist on her sternum, off-the-cuff, in that tone that smelled faintly of just-in-case-it-comes-up, “Thirty-four, C, if you’re wondering.”
	He decided he’d hit the mall, but not on Boxing Day.  He’d wait at least a day after that, make sure his parents weren’t around and he could just hop on over.
	They’d be okay if they caught me buying lingerie for someone, Kent thought, but I’m going to very obviously make purchases for two different someones, and that might weird them out.
	Kent laughed.
	Or dad might thump me on the back proudly.  You never really know with him.
	His parents constituted an odd bunch, just as irreligious as Laura’s family tended the opposite way, but they still loved themselves a good Christmas feast and gifts under the tree.  The carols were a mix of the secular and religious.
	Some old traditions, I suppose, to warm the heart.
	As Kent thought of things that warmed him up, he flipped up his phone as he often did when he felt confident in his privacy, and sorted through his gallery.
	Pictures of his come-splattered Christmas angels greeted him, their breasts or their butts covered in white goo.  He liked how he had at least one each of their solo shots and the ones with them together.
	After that, he had a whole list of pictures of their reddened cheeks, the pictures Bailey and Laura had offered him as a Christmas gift at the last minute.
	That will make the gifts I’m getting them much more justifiable, and no one will question where the money came from.


	Laura had managed two orgasms the day Kent had left, but her parents had returned and she’d busied herself with the preparations for Christmas dinner.  Her imagination started running away with her, and she started to feel her mother’s suspicious eyes on her whenever she sat down.  It forced her to take an uncomfortably abrupt attitude in taking her seat, to allay whatever bothered her mother.
	“You alright, dear?” she asked Laura repeatedly.
	“Fine, why?”
	“Hm.”
	There’s no way she could know.  How would she know?
	By the day after Kent’s departure, she could no longer ride on her chair to make herself come.  As gingerly as she made the attempt, her cheeks felt too sore.  She began using her fingers more, but even the feeling of her butt rubbing against the sheets as she squirmed toward orgasm started causing trouble.
	On the one cheek, the tingle makes me horny, but on the other cheek, it stings too much.
	After two orgasms on her back, she changed up her game, shed her night shirt, and put herself on all fours, sticking her ass up in the air.
	Ungainly, Laura thought, and I hope no one suddenly comes into the room, but the cool air on my cheeks is nice.
	She had found a new way to come.  Without panties on, she rubbed circles directly into the wetness of her lips, her fingertips stroking her clit and pushing toward her vagina.
	Remember when Kent stuck his tongue in there? she reminded herself.
	Laura pushed one finger gently into her tunnel and felt her vaginal entrance tighten around it.
	She moaned and made little circular motions to push her finger outward, the first knuckle stretching the muscle a little.
	When she finished, she prepared a text to Kent.
	“5F”.
	Before she hit send, Laura frowned.
	Sure, I used my fingers, but I never put one inside before, she thought, this feels different.
	“5F+” she amended it and hit ‘send’.
	Let him figure out what that means.


	By New Year’s Eve, Laura had hit “7” self-induced orgasms, but they had tapered off considerably following the burst after his departure.
	Kent estimated that her cheeks had healed by that point and her guilt had resumed.  He kept Bailey up to date, passing on a daily summary with the other random texts about Christmas and family.
	By the third of January, he knew he had to get off his lazy ass, escape his parents for an afternoon and keep his promise to buy something for the girls.
	Something nice to wear, he thought, not something to hit her butt with.
	It took three hours of searching, and he had to visit two different malls, but he found something just right for each of the girls.
	<Presents for you both> he texted them <to repay your generosity>


	Bailey knew what Kent meant by “generosity”.  She and Laura had given him multiple pictures of their bare, reddened asses as a gift, and he had since decided to buy them something in return.
	Probably not a striking implement, but you never know.
	She thought about the possibility of a whip or some fancy bondage toy in the offing, but put it out consideration.
	Something sexy to wear, she decided, and he got something for Laura, too, which is nice.  She might have to hide it from her mother, but she’ll have something of her own.
	Bailey worried briefly that Kent might not know the right sizes to buy, but shrugged that off as well.
	His problem, not mine.  The man’s a grown-up.
	Her fear, based on the relative value of spankings and clothing, lay in the fact that a few pictures of her ass didn’t come anywhere near what Kent probably intended to spend, even if he caught a few holiday sales.
	My ass is nice and pink again, Bailey shrugged, I suppose I could always offer some kind of special spanking, with some other toy.
	The spanking games had definitively changed her brain forever.  Every time she encountered a new kitchen implement or the belt on a new piece of clothing, she would start picturing how Kent might use it on her.
	He would tie up my wrists with that, she might think, and that ping pong paddle my brother got for Christmas...
	She considered sending him a picture of herself, elf hat and underwear, her face hidden somehow, but she’d left the transparent lingerie in their basement apartment and nothing she had with her would do the trick.
	I’ll come up with something.
	At least it took her focus off of Laura’s troubles.
	Not ‘troubles’ precisely, she thought, but she’s pushing forward, harder and harder.  It’s only a matter of time now, especially after that last admission at breakfast.
	Laura had wondered if having sex really constituted a big deal.
	Can my friendship survive Laura and Kent having sex? Bailey wondered. Can it survive if I say ‘no’ to them having sex?  Kent would probably accept a hard ‘no’, but Laura?
	Bailey tried not to think about it.


	The sixth of January, 2019, rolled around.
	Laura read Kent’s text message announcing his departure from home.
	I have until eight o’clock, at least.
	Step one, obviously, involved a private moment in the shower, carefully shaving her vulva to the precise width Kent had requested.  Laura ran her fingers over the smoothed portions of her skin, satisfied that Kent would approve.
	With the water rushing over her, she felt the familiar tingle.
	Kent is coming, she told the tingle, he’ll take care of.  We already have enough spankings coming to us.
	But the thought of the impending spankings pushed harder.  Laura put one foot up on the edge of the shower basin and plunged her fingers into her lips.  The middle finger of her right hand, now well acquainted with her needs, slid smoothly into her vagina, just to the first knuckle.
	Slides in so-o-o easily.
	Laura stroked her clit with the her left hand, fitting her fingers under the palm of her right hand.  When she needed a little extra tingle, she pulled her hands away and let the spray of water from the shower head dance over her lips.
	That feels perfect.
	She unmounted the shower head and used her left hand to spray water between her lips, angling her right hand so the middle finger could still penetrate without blocking the flow of water.
	Oh, this is new.
	It drove her crazy, but didn’t make her come.  Instead, it kept her right on the edge of orgasm, as she contracted her muscles around her finger.  When she couldn’t take any more, Laura pushed the handle of the shower head against her vulva, humping against as she would her favourite chair.
	Her body convulsed as it finally relieved all the pressure she’d generated, forcing her to double over as every muscle from her knees up to her ribs contracted in ecstasy.
	When she finished, she gently withdrew her finger, washing it off carefully.
	<8W> she would later text to Kent.
	

	Laura shivered when Bailey let her into the apartment.
	“You okay?” Bailey asked, locking the door behind her.
	It had looked like chills at first, but Bailey quickly came to a new diagnosis as Laura huffed out a cold breath and took in the warm air.
	That’s anxiety that has her crazy.
	Laura nodded and removed her jacket as she led Bailey down the stairs.
	“What do you think he got us?” Laura wondered. “A fancy whip or something weird?”
	Where has Laura’s mind been all this time? Bailey thought.
	“What do you think?” Bailey asked.
	“I don’t know,” Laura whined. “Could be a whip.  We’d have to let him use it at least once, wouldn’t we?  Or maybe a special kind of belt?  Or a funny looking paddle.”
	“My brother got a ping pong paddle for Christmas,” Bailey pointed out. “How’d you like to be ‘paddled’ for real?”
	Laura squeaked as she took off her boots and they headed to Bailey’s bedroom.
	“You’ve been busy,” Bailey waved her phone in Laura’s direction.
	“What?”
	“Kent keeps me up to date,” she said. “You and I have 16 dollars to pay off, now?”
	“Yeah, sorry,” Laura shrugged.
	Bailey grimaced.
	“We can always do, you know, one of the other things,” Laura offered. “if the spankings are too much.”
	“You really want to lick each other’s nipples again?” Bailey raised an eyebrow.
	“Well,” Laura gulped. “I would do the spankings.  I meant that you could, you know, do the licking if you wanted to cut down on the butt stuff.”
	Bailey let the phrase “butt stuff” slide by without comment while she thought about Laura’s offer.
	“What do you think Kent would pay?” Bailey narrowed her eyes. “For that?”
	“We already know-”
	“I mean if, you know, I did the licking while he spanked you?” Bailey cut in.
	“Oh!” Laura pulled back. “I don’t know.”
	“Or for a picture,” Bailey thought out loud, “But no-”
	“A picture of us licking each other’s boobs?” Laura said. “Our faces would be in it!”
	“Exactly,” Bailey sighed. “Oh well.”
	“At least spankings count double when you’re having sex,” Laura pointed out. “So that’s in our favour.  I’ll just have to be naked to do it best.”
	Bailey nodded and looked at the clock.
	At least another hour.
	

	Kent tried to maintain an illusion of casual, savoir-faire, but it only held until he reached the bottom of the stairs and he saw Laura poke her head out of Bailey’s bedroom door.
	“It’s Kent!” she announced, presumably to Bailey.
	Laura ran over and called out, “Happy New Year!” before leaping to embrace Kent and plant a kiss on his cheek.
	“Happy New Year,” Kent smiled and returned the embrace.
	Bailey followed close behind, took her hug second and touched her forehead to his.
	“Happy New Year,” she said, a little more calmly but with a knowing smile before she planted a soft, brief kiss on his lips.
	We don’t usually greet each other that way,  Kent thought, Bailey missed me, too.
	They gave Kent barely enough space to shed his boots and reach his bedroom so he could unload his suitcase.
	“You seem excited,” Kent observed of Laura.
	Laura bounced on her toes, looking back and forth between Bailey and Kent.
	“Go ahead,” Bailey rolled her eyes, “You’re dying to show him.”
	Laura unbuckled her belt, popped the button on her black dress pants and unzipped them.  A moment later, she pushed them and her panties down to expose herself to Kent.
	“Did I do it right?” she asked hopefully.
	Kent knelt down and looked closely at her vulva.  One finger traced down the left side and back up the right.
	“Perfect,” he told her, standing back up. “Well done.”
	“And look!” Laura said, turning around to show him her bare cheeks, “All nice and pink again.  Ready to start over!”
	“We were going to head out to grab a fresh bottle of whiskey,” Bailey said, “but you’d better spank her before we go or she’s going to explode.”
	Kent looked at Laura, her eyes alight as she looked over her shoulder at him, then down at her exposed cheeks.
	“Are we starting?” she asked.
	“Up on the stool,” Kent waved her into position, “Tell us what a bad girl you’ve been.”
	“Right!” Laura exclaimed.
	Without pulling her pants up, she bent over and retrieved the stool from under the bed and immediately climbed on it, taking her favourite position with her hands on her knees.
	“Lemme see,” she said thoughtfully. “I made myself come eight times.  That’s how bad I’ve been.”
	“Right,” Kent prodded.
	“Twice on my chair,” Laura continued, “And the other times with my fingers.  One of them was in the shower and four of them, well...”
	“I was wondering what the ‘plus’ sign meant?” Kent trailed off suggestively.
	Laura blushed.
	“I know you want to tell me,” Kent pointed out, “or you wouldn’t have put all of the pluses in the text messages.”
	“I put my finger-” Laura stammered, “you know... inside.”
	Bailey’s eyebrows rose as her eyes and Kent’s met.
	“How far in?” Kent asked.
	“Just a little,” Laura pressed her lips together.
	“The phrase you’re searching for,” Bailey explained, “Is ‘just the tip’.”
	“Haha,” Laura choked.
	“Alright,” Kent said. “We all agree you’ve been very bad and need to be spanked.”
	He walked over to the whiteboard, wiped clean the upper corner, and wrote “$16” there.
	“For now,” he told Laura, “you need to make a few marks.  And pull up your pants.  I have an idea.”
	“How many should we do?” Laura asked Bailey.
	Laura pulled up her pants, fixing the zipper, button and belt, as she started past him across the room.
	Kent interrupted, “Just decide how much you want to pay off before we go for a walk.  We’ll do the rest when we get back.”
	“I get to decide how sore my butt will be while we’re walking, is that it?” Laura taunted him, walking toward the board.
	Kent didn’t even blink.  With her left cheek in range, his right arm swept out and caught her by surprise, a sharp snap off her pants.
	“Ass,” he corrected her.
	Laura gulped, her eyes wide, and said simply, “One.”
	She breathed deeply and took the marker from the white board, making four marks in her section.
	“Good,” Kent gave her a nod of approval, “Back up on the stool.”
	“You’re giving me forty spankings with my pants on?” Laura asked in surprise.
	Though phrased as a question, she didn’t offer any argument, but merely stepped up on the stool and stuck her ass out at him, hands on her knees.
	“Not me,” Kent said, “We.”
	“What?” Bailey asked.
	“She likes doubles, right?” Kent asked. “We’ll take one cheek each. You want the left or the right?”
	Bailey frowned, looking at Kent, then at Laura’s stretched out dress pants.
	“Counter offer,” Bailey said.
	Kent paused and looked at her.  Laura, still in position, looked over her shoulder.
	Bailey walked over to the board and made one tick mark.
	“Okay?” Kent trailed off, waiting patiently.
	“Do ten on Laura,” Bailey pointed at her friend’s waiting rear, then pointed at her own, “Then ten on me.”
	“I see,” Kent said.
	“Then I’ll share the last thirty with you,” Bailey said.
	“Deal,” Kent turned on Laura. “You ready?”
	“Oh, yes,” Laura turned to face away from, wiggling slightly in anticipation, “I’ve been ready for hours.”
	“No lies detected,” Bailey chimed in.
	Kent lined up on Laura’s left cheek and, without further ceremony, let her have it.  Deciding that the night was young and he had a lot of spankings to work her over with, he spread her first round of spankings around judiciously, covering as much real estate as he could.
	Laura sighed in evident relief and patiently counted from “two” to “eleven”.
	“Ah,” Laura heaved with relief and straightened her body.  As she stepped off the platform, she added, “Thank you, Kent.”
	“Uh-huh,” Kent nodded and Bailey stepped up on the platform.
	“We’re doing all of this with pants on?” Bailey asked.
	“A special request,” Kent explained, “In the name of ‘progress’, we’ll say.”
	When the girls raised their eyebrows, Kent sighed.
	“It’ll make sense in a few minutes,” he promised, “trust me for that long?”
	Bailey shrugged and turned her back on him, putting her hands on her knees.
	“I’m ready,” she said.
	As Kent had with Laura, he delivered ten spankings, all over both of Bailey’s cheeks.  Laura, watching from the bed, sat on her hands, her legs twitching anxiously so she bounced along with every slap delivered to her friend’s rear.
	“Twenty one,” Bailey counted out
	“Me again?” Laura asked, bouncing out of her seat, and making for the stool.

	“Just bend over the bed and brace yourself,” Kent told her, “I don’t want you falling off.”
	“I won’t fall off!” Laura protested. “I’ll be fine up there.”
	“You’re sure?”
	“We haven’t started drinking yet,” Laura pointed out. “No worries!”
	Bailey and Kent shared a glance.  Kent’s look said, “wow” and Bailey’s said something about Laura’s need to be the centre of attention.
	“Bai?” Kent asked.
	“Yeah?”
	“I want a nice pink glow, all over, right?” Kent admonished.
	“All over,” Bailey gave her agreement.
	Kent watched Bailey set her hand on Laura’s left cheek and felt a twitch inside him.
	This is the only thing I was worried about losing, Kent thought, I knew they were both up for spankings.  I knew they’d be horny.  I was worried, after all that nipple licking, that they might be hesitant to touch each other again.
	Admittedly, Kent saw some hesitation in Bailey’s touch, but he calculated that once she got to spanking her friend, she’d remember how much that turned her on and Kent could then have a go at the rest of the games.
	I should have realized Bailey needed to be spanked first, though, before asking her to spank Laura, Kent thought. A little dumb on my part to forget that step.
	Kent put this down to spending more than a week away from them and losing touch slightly.  Squeezing Laura’s right cheek, he decided that they’d all gotten over their mutual absences quickly enough.
	“Ready?” he asked Bailey.
	“Together?” she clarified.
	Kent nodded and wound up.  Their hands came down, striking Laura with only a slight delay between them.
	“Twenty two and three,” Laura chirped out.
	Another double spanking, and their slaps came in almost perfectly synchronized.
	“Twenty four and five.”
	By the third go-round, they had the timing perfect.  Laura squeaked excitedly, swaying on the platform.
	“Twenty six, seven.”
	The timing held, as long as neither of them slowed down or sped up.
	“Twenty eight, nine.”
	As the double spankings went on, Kent and Bailey varied their angles, striking high, low, inside and outside.  It kept Laura, literally, on her toes, never knowing which way the two of them would push her.
	At, “Forty four, five”, Laura developed a slight wobble.
	The next two strikes, by some coincidence, both came in low, hitting so near Laura’s vulva and so near each other’s hands that Kent and Bailey’s fingertips overlapped.  Laura, propelled forward, lurched off the platform.
	“Whoa!” Laura protested, forced to step down and catch herself on the bed. “Thirty six and seven!”
	A consummate professional, she immediately braced herself with both hands against the mattress and stuck her hips out.  Kent and Bailey, not missing a beat, delivered two more spankings to each of Laura’s cheeks.
	“Forty eight, Forty nine,” Laura replied. “Fifty and... fifty one!”
	She turned to look at them, her face red as she puffed out air.
	“How you feel?” Kent asked.
	Laura waved a hand in front of her face to fan herself, “Better.  My goodness.”
	After closing her eyes and taking a breath, Laura spared a glance for Bailey, “How about you?”
	“What about me?” Bailey wondered.
	“Do you?” Laura taunted, walking over to Bailey and poking her in the sternum, “...still like spanking me?”
	Bailey wilted a little in embarrassment, but gave Laura a nod.
	“What’s that?” Laura asked.
	“Yes,” Bailey rolled her eyes. “I still like spanking you.”
	“Good,” Laura gave a sharp nod. “Now we can go for that little walk?”
	“First,” Kent said, “You should each make a mark on the board.”
	“A... mark?” Bailey asked.
	“The streets are empty right now,” Kent explained, “Lots of quiet spots through the park, too.”
	Bailey and Laura shared a look again.
	“You want to spank us outside?” Bailey asked.
	Laura took a sharp breath, her eyes going brighter.
	Kent nodded.
	“That’s why I wanted your pants on,” he explained. “It’s less fun to spank you in pants after spanking you bare.  And this way, I’ll have ten chances at each of your asses while we’re out walking.”
	Bailey tilted her head thoughtfully and gave Kent a smirk.
	“Fair enough,” she said.


	Really, Bailey thought, I’m glad to get as many spankings done over my pants as possible.  It took me two days to heal last time, and I had to get a lot of come all over me on top of that.  This way, we’ll have knocked seven dollars off the total before we even get to bare butts.
	She made a mark on the board, and Laura followed suit immediately.
	“So,” Laura said, “You’ll just spank us any time you feel like it?  Or do we get a warning?”
	Bailey looked at Kent, wondering the same thing.
	Is this like that day at Thanksgiving, or what?  Because I got a little deal last time in exchange for the element of surprise.
	“Let’s say,” Kent drawled. “That the moment you see an opportunity, you stick your ass out a bit and I’ll take that for the ‘go’ signal.”
	Laura thought about this and said, “That sounds fair.  You, Bai?”
	“Fair to me,” Bailey agreed.
	They spent a moment in the hallway, getting their boots and jackets on.  Before they mounted the stairway, Laura looked over her shoulder and paused, then stuck her butt out in Kent’s direction.  Bailey, standing next to her, followed suit.	
	Kent whacked them both, hard enough to feel it through the fabric.
	“Fifty two,” Laura said.
	“Fifty three,” Bailey added.
	Fully dressed, the three of them ascended the stairs.
	“So, Laura,” Kent began, and paused theatrically as they exited into the cold January darkness.
	“Uh-huh,” Laura replied warily.
	Bailey noticed how, in the cold, quiet air, Kent pitched his voice low.
	“Using your fingers now?” he asked.
	“Yes,” Laura blinked, looking away from both of them.
	Their feet crunched through the light, hard coating of snow as they walked.
	“Before,” Kent pointed out, “it was easier to just rub up against the chair.”
	“The chair,” Laura explained carefully, “feels more like, well, like you.”
	“His penis,” Bailey clarified.
	“Yes,” Laura said, “his penis.”
	They couldn’t see Laura’s face inside her hooded winter jacket, but Bailey could hear her friend’s blush somehow.
	“How deep do you finger yourself?” Kent prodded.
	His voice, to Bailey’s ear, sounded keen and level.
	He’s not teasing her, Bailey thought, it’s not like he’s trying to make her feel worse.
	She’d considered the possibility, at first, that Kent wanted some angle where he could increase Laura’s guilt, maybe make her feel worse for the orgasms caused by self-penetration.
	That’s not what he’s doing, though.
	“Just a little,” Laura said.
	“You said that before,” Kent said. “How far is a little?”
	“Um,” Laura looked around uncomfortably.
	“Show me,” Kent said.
	“What?” Laura asked.  “Out here?”
	Kent rolled his eyes.
	“Take off your glove,” he said, “and put your finger in your mouth.”
	“Oh,” Laura stopped mid-step and turned to face both Bailey and Kent.
	She slipped off her black, woolen mitten and held her right hand up in front of her face.  After looking up and down the street in embarrassment, she put her middle against her lower lip.
	Laura twisted her lips a little, then pressed them together into a tight ‘o’.  Her middle finger curved itself over, the tip pushing between her lips and sliding in to the first knuckle.
	“Just that far?” Kent asked.
	Laura nodded, still holding the hooked finger in her mouth.  Realizing suddenly that she had no reason to continue her demonstration, she pulled it out quickly and replaced her mitten.
	“That’s all it takes,” Laura shrugged.
	Bailey held back all expression from her face at Laura’s demonstration, but wondered secretly if Kent would find a way to make Laura do that again, once they got safely back to the apartment.
	It’ll be the other pair of lips, though, Bailey thought, wondering how she’d feel about being in the room with that happening.  Meh, Kent will get us in the mood, and we’ll do crazy shit.  We always do.
	The moment Laura turned to start walking again, she froze and stuck her hips out in Kent’s direction.
	“Two quick ones,” she said.
	“What?” Kent asked.
	“C’mon,” Laura demanded, “I earned it, doing that for you.”
	“Oh, right.”
	Kent slipped the glove off his right hand and gave Laura two smacks, one on each cheek.
	“Fifty four and five,” Laura replied, a note of satisfaction in her voice.
	“How’s it feel?” Kent asked, slipping his fingers back into the warm depths of his glove.
	“My ass?”
	“Uh-huh,” Kent continued walking, drawing the girls after him with Laura on his left and Bailey on his right. “It’s been over a week without a single spanking.”
	Laura thought about this for a while.
	“It’s funny,” she said. “When I don’t see you for that long, it’s start to feel strange, almost absurd.”
	“I hear that,” Bailey agreed.
	“But then,” Laura went on, walking well in front of them and turning around to walk backwards, “the strangeness just makes it seem crazier and kinkier.  The longer I go without it, the more ridiculous it seems and then...”
	Laura trailed off and Bailey tried to decide if she should make the obvious conclusion.  They slipped between two rows of bushes that led into the small park.
	“... the hornier you get thinking about it?” Bailey prodded.
	“Yeah,” Laura let out a breath, pausing and looking around.  She looked pointedly at Bailey, “You do some.”
	“Now?” Bailey looked around.
	“Now,” Laura replied, her voice assuring Bailey of safety.
	“Alright, alright,” Bailey walked over to Laura and put her hands on her friend’s shoulders.  Sticking her hips out toward Kent, she said, “Give me four, then.”
	“Four?” he asked.
	“Really quick ones,” she admonished.
	In front of Bailey, their faces only a handspan apart, Laura bit her lower lip excitedly.
	Kent’s hand squeezed her cheek, bare fingers sinking through denim into flesh, before he started slapping her, two shots on the left and two on the right, the force of his strike compounded by the coldness in the air.
	“Fifty six, seven, eight and nine,” Bailey sang out.
	“It hurts more in the cold, doesn’t it?” Laura asked.
	“A little, yeah.”
	“At least you’re not doing them bare,” Kent pointed out judiciously.
	Bailey took her hands off Laura’s shoulders and they began walking again, entering the park properly.
	“And we totally appreciate that,” Laura replied. “It’s like, twenty below zero out here.”
	“Did she just use Celsius?” Bailey asked Kent.
	“I think she did,” Kent answered, sarcasm evident. “But it’s probably close to negative twenty Fahrenheit, too.”
	“Negative twenty is stupid cold on anyone’s scale,” Laura pouted.
	The wind picked up as they crossed the park, making conversation difficult.  They counted themselves fortunate when crossed through the small stand of trees in middle of the park, sheltering them both from the wind and from the gaze of any fellow crazy humans out for a walk.
	“More!” Laura announced. “Bailey’s ahead of me. Two more.”
	Kent slipped off his glove again and gave Laura two solid whacks on her left cheek.
	“Sixty and sixty one!” Laura announced triumphantly.  “You, Bai?”
	“We’re halfway,” Bailey gave a shrug. “I’ll save the rest for the trip home.”
	“Your ass,” Laura pointed out.
	Upon exiting the sheltered centre of the park, the wind bit in again and they trudge in silence to the park’s far end where the liquor store waited.
	“No drinking from the bottle on the way home tonight,” Bailey said as they entered the store. “Just grab our whiskey and go.”
	She marched off immediately, knowing which aisle she needed.


	Laura took off her mitts and blew on her hands.
	“You don’t need anything?” she asked Kent.
	“No,” he told her, “I’m good.  You?”
	“Got my Irish Cream,” Laura replied.  “I don’t go through it like you guys do.”
	“Had a good Christmas, then?” Kent asked.
	Laura eyed him suspiciously.
	“A little boring,” she said. “We left a big family back in Utah, so all we can do here is meet a few people from that weird church my parents go to.”
	“Not quite the same?”
	Laura shook her head, “The family sends presents, and we send them some, too.  But half the family doesn’t get along with us anymore and it’s still not the same as getting together.”
	“Get anything good?”
	“Nothing you’d like,” Laura laughed. “Nothing sexy.”
	“I did get something for you,” Kent admitted. “You and Bailey.”
	“Really?” Laura’s eyes lit up, then narrowed, “Like what?”
	“You’ll see,” Kent said, “I would have given it to you already, but you were in such a hurry.”
	Laura looked concerned.
	She’s probably wondering whether it’s something I want to slap her ass with or not.
	Kent smiled, having no need to give any hints.
	Bailey, in the meantime, had found her bottle of whiskey and checked it out.
	“Let’s get out of here,” she chided them.
	“Did you know Kent got us presents?” Laura said. “I didn’t get him anything.”
	Kent pushed the door open and ushered them out.
	“Yes, you did,” Kent said.
	“What?” Laura asked.
	Out in the cold, they could speak freely once more.
	“Those pictures of our asses,” Bailey said. “Remember?”
	“Oh, sure,” Laura’s voice carried a lot of doubt, “but that’s not much.”
	“That depends on what I got you, doesn’t it?” Kent asked.  “Besides, I’m giving a gift.  It’s not a gift if you have to worry about what it’s worth.”
	“What is a picture of two very red asses worth, anyway?” Bailey sang out.
	“Truth,” Laura replied and shrugged.
	They exited the parking lot and started down the street.
	“Kent?” Bailey asked, sidling up on his right side.
	“Yeah?”
	“Quick one, right now.”
	“Now?” Kent looked around.
	“Yeah,” Bailey insisted. “While I’m walking.  Just do it.”
	“Alright.”
	He gave another furtive glance to make sure no one could see them through any store windows, waited until they passed between buildings, and faded back half a step behind Bailey.
	A loud snap echoed through air.
	“Sixty two,” Bailey called out enthusiastically.
	“My turn, my turn,” Laura called out, bumping Bailey out of the way.
	Kent’s hand cracked out again.
	“Sixty three,” she sang out.
	Kent sheathed his hand inside his winter glove again and they marched on.
	“Four more left each,” Bailey pointed out.
	“The park,” Laura declared firmly. “Not that I don’t mind getting spanked on a wide open city street, but...”
	Bailey smirked, her chortle of delight audible even through her winter get-up.
	They passed through the entrance to the park and made their way along the little path until it winded its way into the secret stand of trees.
	“We’re safe here,” Bailey noted.
	“And out of the wind,” Laura sighed theatrically. “Ugh, couldn’t you have bought your whiskey when it was warm?”
	Bailey shrugged.
	“Okay,” Laura said. “Last outdoor spankings.”
	“Four in a row?” Kent asked.
	Laura looked around and Kent caught a glint in her eye.
	“You wanted us covered for this set right?” Laura asked him.
	“Ye-es,” he drawled out.
	“But that was because you didn’t want to do any bare ones, then go back to clothed again, right?” Laura asked.
	“Sure,” Kent confirmed. “That’s the basic idea.  Pants-on is boring once I’ve slapped your bare ass.”
	“But if I did two bare ones now, that’d be okay?” Laura said.  She bit her lip before adding, “If I promise they’re all bare from now on?”
	Kent’s eyes narrowed on Laura and he moved closer to her, until their noses almost touched.
	“If you promise,” he said slowly. “Out loud.”
	Laura smiled.
	“I promise,” she said, “All of my spankings for the rest of the night will be on my bare ass.  Is that what you wanted to hear?”
	Kent nodded and backed away.
	Bailey, for her part, looked around, flitting back up the path to make sure no one approached.
	Getting the high sign from her friend, Laura shed her mitts and handed them to Kent.
	“I hope my fingers don’t freeze,” she said. “It’d be embarrassing if I couldn’t do my pants up.”
	Kent watched Laura undo her belt, then the button on her pants.  She fumbled with the tiny zipper, but her hands, mostly covered by the long sleeves of her parka, stayed warm enough to work properly.  With the zipper all the way down, she turned her back to Kent and pushed her pants down past her cheeks.
	Her panties, black and neatly curved, made a sharp contrast to the pale skin, glowing as they reflected the cold, blue-tinted light from the nearest lamp post.
	“Ready!” she said. “And I’m cold, hurry up!”
	Kent placed his bare hand against Laura’s warm cheek.
	“The longer I wait,” he pointed out, “the colder it gets and the more it stings.”
	“Ke-ent,” she whined. “Someone’ll see us.”
	“That’s not likely,” Kent pointed out, his tone conversational, “Just us out here.  And your cheeks look really nice in this light.”
	“Ke-ent!”
	“Still clear, Bai?!” Kent called down the path.
	Bailey flashed him a thumbs up.
	“How does it feel, Laur?” Kent asked. “Your ass out in the cold, waiting for spankings.”
	Laura shivered, a chill that owed less than half its energy to the weather as the anxiety.
	“Naked.”
	“Beautifully naked,” Kent said, “White and pale in the snow.”
	Laura moaned, “Ple-ease.”
	“Waiting,” Kent drawled on. “Begging.”
	“Please, please,” Laura whispered. “Please do it already.”
	I’ve probably milked this for all its worth.
	Kent lashed out, giving Laura two swats on the uncovered portion of each cheek.
	“Ooh!” Laura cried out in surprise.
	I might have caught her unaware, but she got those pants up fast.
	Laura fiddled quickly with zipper and button, taking more time with her belt.
	“Such a jerk,” she whispered, getting the belt laced properly. “Sixty four and five.”
	Bailey came down the path, having heard the spankings.
	“Still clear?” Kent asked.
	“No one coming that way,” Bailey confirmed.
	Through the evergreen branches, they could see well enough ahead on the path that they didn’t need a lookout in that direction.  But back the way they’d come had a curve and thick undergrowth they couldn’t see through.
	“I’ll go check,” Laura said, then paused, “unless you’re not doing them bare.”
	“Of course I’ll do them bare,” Bailey frowned.
	I know this game, Kent thought, no way will Bailey let herself get upstaged.
	Bailey walked up to Kent, her eyes level with his, “And I promise to do all the rest of my spankings bare, too.”
	As Laura had, Bailey removed her gloves and handed them over to Kent.  She popped the button on her jeans, unzipped them and pushed her pants down.  Underneath, she wore the transparent green panties he’d given her so long ago.
	“You gonna stare at my ass now?” she asked, leaning over and putting her hands on her knees.
	“It looks really nice,” Kent complimented her, “Pale white skin.  Light freckling.  And the green goes really nice with the all the foliage.”
	“Uh-huh.”
	“Don’t you think, Laur?” Kent called out down the path.
	“What’s that?” Laura called back.
	“The green,” Kent said. “It matches with the trees.”
	“Um,” Laura looked out into the park and then back, “Yeah, I guess so.”
	“Kent,” Bailey growled impatiently.
	“Cold?”
	“Ye-es.”
	He smirked, but knew he couldn’t get as much of a thrill for Bailey as he’d managed for Laura.  He swept his hand back and delivered to Bailey’s cheeks a pair of loud, echoing slaps, right on the seam of her panties.
	Bailey sucked in air, leaving her cheeks exposed for a cold second, before pulling her jeans up.
	“Sixty six and seven,” Bailey said, casually re-fastening her button.
	“Let’s get back,” Laura rushed over to them. “I need to warm up.”
	Kent reached out and grabbed her cheek, “Cold back here?”
	“Very!” she said, sidling up to him. “Br-r!”
	Not quite snuggled together, they kept their bodies very close as they braced against the wind and trudge back to Kent and Bailey’s apartment.


	“Hoo!” Laura moaned as the first blast of warm air rushed out to greet them.
	Oh, thank god, she thought, I can get my clothes off in comfort.
	She and Bailey entered the apartment first, kicking snow off their boots.  Kent, entering last, locked the door behind them.
	“Still no Carson?” Bailey wondered.
	“He told me his bus gets in at like midnight or something,” Kent pointed out. “We have some time.”
	“Come on, come on,” Laura started shedding her clothes as she urged the others on, “I wanna see what he got us.”
	Kent laughed.
	“It’s in my suitcase,” he said, pushing them ahead of him.
	When they entered the room, Kent immediately fixed the white board, erasing all previous marks and replacing them with a single “$9” and the empty boxes for the girls to make their marks.
	Kent then went to his suitcase and pulled out two brand-named bags and handed them, one each, to Laura and Bailey.  He then sat on the bed with a satisfied smile on his face.
	“Open them now?” Laura asked, taking the sparkling, pink bag that Kent held out.
	“Please.”
	Bailey waited patiently, tucking behind her back her white bag decorated with swirling black whorls and stars.
	No one has ever bought me lingerie before! Laura felt her entire body tingle as she dove in and pulled out a neatly folded square of tissue paper.  It’s so light!
	Even through the tissue paper, she could feel the subtle curve of underwire.
	There’s a bra in here, she decided, and there must be panties.  Must be!  But what do they look like.
	She sat down on Kent’s chair and, with a little pull, she undid the pink sticker that held the tissue paper wrapping against itself.  With a deep breath, she pulled back the layers and found herself looking at a mass of soft, semi-transparent, black cloth.
	A bra and folded up panties, Laura inhaled, see through and frail.
	Laura held up the bra first and felt a chill go through.
	“You’ll see-” she choked a moment, gulped, and went on, “You’ll see right through this.”
	“Uh-huh,” Kent smiled. “You like it?”
	Laura looked up and couldn’t help herself.  She could feel how wide her eyes had gone.
	“Can I put it on now?” Laura asked.
	“Let me open mine,” Bailey interrupted with a scolding tone.
	Thus admonished, Laura lowered her bra back into the wrapping paper and simpered off to sit on the edge of the bed next to Kent.  As Bailey took her place on the chair, Laura leaned over and kissed Kent on the cheek.
	“Thank you, Kent.”
	“Merry Christmas,” he said, his eyes glowing as they met hers before turning back to Bailey.
	Bailey had already removed her wrapping tissue paper, a giant square of white, and now drew out from it a white bundle of fabric.
	Kent didn’t go with green this time, and he was smart enough not to try red with Bailey’s complexion, Laura observed happily, Good for him.
	“Wow,” Bailey lifted the single piece out of the bag.
	A teddy, Laura thought, and it has a hard underwire in it, too, so it’ll push her boobs up, but not cover them.
	Laura had hoped for a moment that Kent had bought them matching outfits but she realized the wisdom in not doing so.
	For one thing, he would have made us open them at the same time, Laura realized, but this is better.
	“Let’s put them on,” Laura insisted to Bailey.
	“Right,” Bailey agreed, standing and starting to unbutton her pants.
	“Not here,” Laura almost squeaked in protest and grabbed Bailey’s hand.  She turned to Kent as they left, adding, “We’ll be right back.”
	It seemed like they hit Bailey’s room and had the door closed before Laura even took a breath.
	“My goodness,” Laura said, “Look at this!”
	“You’re happy?” Bailey smiled back at her.
	“Oh, yeah!” she felt her voice crack. “I think I’ve always wanted to get something sexy as a gift.”
	Laura blinked several times, feeling a strange heat in her face.
	“Breathe, Laur,” Bailey said, looking concerned as she grabbed Laura’s shoulders. “Steady.  Deep breath.  You’re somehow holding your breath and hyperventilating.”
	“What?” Laura stammered, shaking her head. “Okay, I’m okay.”
	“You’re sure?” Bailey asked. “Don’t fall over.”
	“I won’t,” Laura said, feeling her blood returning to her brain. “Let’s get changed already.”
	The busied themselves removing pants and panties.  Bailey, gifted with a one piece teddy, had to get completely naked before she could start getting dressed again.
	She’s got cute little boobs, Laura thought, she shouldn’t be embarrassed.
	She watched Bailey slide the teddy on, saw how the cut went really high above her friend’s bony hips.
	“Good thing you shaved a bit,” Laura commented.
	“Yeah,” Bailey noted, looking down at her crotch, “a little bit of vulva showing there.”
	Laura, realizing she stood bottomless next to Bailey, pulled out the panties Kent had bought her.
	“I didn’t even look at these before,” she said, holding them up, “it’s a thong.”
	“You have a thong already,” Bailey pointed out.
	“That one’s curved at the top,” Laura said. “This one is just a thread up my butt.”
	With a gulp, Laura leaned over and put it on.  The thin fabric tucked itself right up between her cheeks.
	I’ll just deal with it and hopefully I get used to it, she thought, deciding firmly that nothing could get in the way of her enjoyment this gift.
	In front, the fabric ran to a dark kind of translucency, with an honest-to-god diamond shaped hole right at the top of her pubic hair.
	“Neat little window,” Bailey commented, pulling her teddy up over her breasts as she mounted the spaghetti shoulder straps.
	“It’s cute,” Laura defended, then stepped back to look at Bailey. “So is yours.”
	Panels of smooth fabric covered Bailey’s stomach and wrapped around her sides, and the underwire under her breasts pushed them upward but-
	“My nipples are out,” Bailey gave a half-stunned frown. “Wow.”
	“By design, I imagine,” Laura commented, shimmying out of her sweater and shirt all at once. “It’s nice little number.”
	“Yeah,” Bailey agreed. “Let’s see how yours looks.”
	Laura unhooked her plain, black bra and set it aside on Bailey’s desk, luxuriating in the temporary freedom of complete lack of breast confinement.
	This one is going to be even less comfortable, she thought, but I will be on edge of asphyxiation before I take it off.
	It went on tight, just as she imagined, squeezing her breasts but not hurting them.
	“Give Kent credit,” Laura said as she fastened the hooks on the back, “he remembered my size.”
	She turned to look at her herself in Bailey’s mirror.
	“Well,” Laura said. “My nipples might be covered, technically, but he’ll be able to see them just as well as yours.”
	“And your underwear’s see-though, too,” Bailey said.
	“So he’ll always know I shaved right,” Laura confirmed, “but he can’t see your crotch.”
	“True,” Bailey agreed, “but I’m not the one he made a rule about.”
	Laura smirked and put her black t-shirt back on, ignoring the sweater.
	“I will need to leave this here,” Laura waved generally at her underwear, “no way this shows up in my laundry.”
	“Right.”
	Laura turned in the mirror to look at her back.
	“You know,” she said, “My butt is completely bare,”
	“True story,” Bailey rolled her eyes.
	“But I’m technically wearing panties, right?” Laura asked.
	Bailey’s eyes widened, eyeing her friend’s reflection, “Yeah, so I guess it would be five spankings for a dollar?”
	“I guess so,” Laura tilted her head side to side, examining her cheeks.
	“In fact,” Bailey’s voice lilted into a bit of a taunt, “you might as well just take them off and save yourself a spanking.”
	Laura inhaled, twitching her cheeks side to side.
	“No,” she said.
	Bailey pulled her shirt on over her head and looked at Laura.
	“Laur?” she asked. “Should we put our pants back on?”
	Laura smiled back at her, knowing the right answer already.

