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      It was an exceptionally busy evening at South Island mall, even by holiday standards.  The throngs of enthusiastic shoppers were further swelled by ranks of tourists, happy just to be abroad and poking around for bargains away from winter’s grip.  Cheerful streams of humans and Mobians pushed, plied and excused their way amongst one another from store to store, while at the mall’s cavernous center, a handsome silver hedgehog bravely worked his shift as a mall Santa.  He sat and waved happily with kids of all stripes, listening to their breathlessly worded wish lists  and even levitating a few lucky Santa-seekers for photos.  Clad in form-fitting yet gaudy elfin clothing, Blaze stood boredly nearby, the princess having gamely taken on the humdrum task of collecting the souvenir photograph fees and passing the finished prints out to excited parents.  The dinner hour saw many of the shoppers make way for the food court, chain restaurants and nearby movie theaters, producing a brief but merciful lull in Santa traffic.  Silver stood and stretched his limbs before giving his fiery princess a loving kiss on the cheek.  

       “Whew!  I’ll never really understand Christmas,” smiled Silver, rubbing his back and stretching his neck side to side as the cotton-ball tip of his hat comically bumped his nose.  “But the little ones certainly seem to enjoy it.  And the adults, too!  There is so much activity, so much positive energy coming from everyone.  Surely you feel it too?”

       “One moment, dear.”  Blaze rolled her eyes as she stuffed another set of photos into a red and green envelope and handed it to a departing mother with three children, the small family thanking her and chattering brightly amongst themselves.  “It is a simple peasant holiday, inspired by an ancient spiritual leader who espoused a most basic set of morals, married to various arcane, self-indulgent rituals celebrating the solstice.  It is…”  Blaze twirled her claw for a moment, thinking as the pointy elfin hat tickled her nose.  She blew it out of the way.  “Impressive, if unimaginative.  And the pressure to shop or eat to great excess seems exploitative.”

       “Aww,” pouted Silver, leaning in to nuzzle Blaze's nose, bringing forth a little smile.  “That does not sound very much in keeping with the spirit of it, sweet one.  Everyone seems to be going crazy to [i]some[/i] extent. It is contagious.  The children who come to see me, they love it with all their hearts.  Oh!  Hey!”  The silver hedgehog’s eyes brightened as he pointed to the front of a EggThreads, a nearby menswear store.  “Look, there’s Sonic and Tails!”  Silver cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled.  “Sonic!  You two had better come over to visit Santa when you’re done!  Unless you desire lumps of coal this year!”  Silver laughed heartily as Blaze waved and winked.

       His ears perking, Sonic looked around through the throngs as he pulled Tails behind, the pair clad in their usual red and white shoes and white gloves but with the added measure of thick holiday scarves to help stave off the cold.  The fox boy heard Silver too, smiling brightly and waving from the storefront as Sonic smiled and yelled back through the crowd.  “Hey, Silver!  Nice outfit!  And your helper is super hot, looking good, you two!  Me and Tails will be  over after bit!  We just need to grab couple things!”

       “Sure thing guys, happy shopping!” waved Silver back, smiling as more children and parents began to snake their way  into the line to see he and Blaze.  “We’re here ’til nine!”  Blaze waved again before turning back to her camera, her dour demeanor lifting at the sight of Sonic and Tails waving back and ducking hand-in-hand into the store.  “What a cute couple, eh, Blaze?  Speaking of cute, look at all these kids!  Back to work for us.”  Silver seamlessly slipped back into character as an adorable pink Mobian cocker spaniel girl approached with a big, timid grin.  “Ho, ho, ho!”  Silver sat on his gilded sleigh and patted his knee as the bright-eyed girl bounded into his lap.  “Merry Christmas, my dear!  And what is your name?”

       “It’s Nonii, Santa!” beamed the girl, who proceeded to kiss his cheek and breathlessly relate her wishes as ‘Santa’ Silver held her, nodding and listening attentively.  Blaze smiled wryly and readied her camera for a portrait as still more children and parents joined the line.

       Meanwhile, the interior of EggThreads, though busy, was considerably quieter than the hive of activity in the mall itself.  “Ugh, these crowds,” muttered Sonic, hands on hips as he peered to see where the various departments were located.  “I couldn’t run away even if I wanted to.  Are we even in the right place?  I don’t see sweaters here, just dumb ol’ suits and slacks.”

       “It’s the right store, I promise,” smiled Tails, taking Sonic’s hand and leading the hedgehog towards the rear, where the browsers mercifully thinned out.  “There, see?”  The fox boy pointed for the squinting hedgehog.  “Rear left corner, same as last year.  We don’t have to stay long.  But a lot of people chipped in for the gift card and I really think we owe it to them.”

       “But I hate sweaters,” whined Sonic, his eyes drawing to perturbed slits as Tails dragged him to the the racks laden with colorful garments.  “So hot and itchy.  You don’t even need one, fuzzy-butt.  And sometimes I wonder if they just make them ugly on purpose.”  

       “That’s up for debate,” chuckled the young fox, peering around the racks and settling on a particular line of holiday-themed woolen sweaters.  “And it’s just once a year.  I think they’re kinda cool, actually.”  The fox began to avidly search the racks for Sonic’s size as well as his own as the hedgehog rummaged halfheartedly at another rack.  A passing store clerk approached and smiled.

       “Hi guys!  Happy holidays from EggThreads,” smiled the chipper young fox.  “Can I help you find anything specific?”

       “We’re here for sweaters, I think we’re good,” offered Tails, smiling back with his big, blue eyes.  “There’s sure a lot to choose from, thanks!”

       “Out pleasure sir, lots of nice ones here, yes.  I have a couple myself,” grinned the fox, nodding as he turned to help other customers.  “My name’s Gambalt, just holler at me or our manager Senshion over there if you need help, all right?”

       “Got any sweaters that aren’t ugly?” muttered Sonic, causing the departing clerk to snicker as Tails scowled.

       “Sonic!” huffed the fox, his eye suddenly catching something.  “Oh!  Here we go, that’s that one I saw.”  Standing on tiptoes, Tails pulled a thick blue sweater from the rack and turned, holding it up against Sonic.  “Perfect.  Here, hold this.”  On a roll, the fox quickly spied a bright orange sweater for himself, one festooned with little red and green biplanes chasing one another in a festive woolen dogfight.  “Oh boy, jackpot!” he chimed, removing the hangar and his scarf before pulling the sweater over himself.  Tails turned around and smiled, his arms outstretched.  “There!  What do you think, Sonic?”    

       Looking over Tails, Sonic’s sour expression lightened into a smile as his handsome young fox turned and modeled for him.  “It’s really cute, Tails.  Truly.  You’re probably the only guy in the world who could make that sweater look cool, hehe.  I think you should get it.”  

       “Thank you, Sonic,” blushed he fox, beaming at the hedgehog and winking before carefully removing the sweater and folding it over his arm, his orange bangs and twin tails poofing slightly with static.  “Wow, might need to buy some static spray, though.  I don’t want to make my own lighting!”

       Sonic chuckled and carefully inspected his own selection, the hedgehog impressed by the sweater's softness and its bright, cheerful pattern of winged red running shoes.  “Hey…” he smiled.  “You know?  You’re right, Tails!  These might not be half bad.  For the holidays, anyway.  This one kinda suits me.  But I still get final say, okay?  Clothes just aren't my thing.” 

       “Go try it on at least,” chuckled Tails, shoving Sonic into a nearby open changing room and shutting the door behind.  Tails talked through the narrow ventilation slats in the door.  “We should wear these for our holiday card or parties if nothing else.  It's not like we paid for them anyway, just give it a chance.”

       Safe inside the booth, Sonic faced the dress mirror and held up the sweater to his chest.  “Hey there, sexy,” he winked at himself, removing his scarf as Tails stood sentry, idly flipping through his cell phone.  Carefully checking the tags to see which side was the front, Sonic poked his arms into the sleeves and popped the garment over his head.  As the sweater slipped halfway down over, Sonic felt his quills catch on the collar and, worse, an unnoticed pin poke into the back of his neck.  He tried to pull the sweater off again, but this merely confirmed his fears that he was stuck, in more ways than one.  “Grrmmfff!” he winced, his voice partially muffled by wool as he froze, his arms awkwardly trapped over his head.  “Umm...”  Sonic tried tugging the garment downwards again, but sure enough, the sharp, needling pain came again from the collar area.  “AAaahh!!” yelped Sonic, freezing in place.  “Hey... hey Tails?” he called, hoping the fox had not wandered off to browse.

       “What’s wrong, Sonic?” chimed Tails from outside the booth, the fox boy putting his phone away in his sock and leaning to listen through the thin, shutter-like door.

       “Yo, little help??” panted Sonic softly, trying to tug himself free and finding the neck hole would not go in either direction now, his quills preventing it from sliding up while the rogue pin dug in the opposite direction.  “There’s a needle in this stupid thing!”

       Alarmed, Tails looked around to make sure no one was watching before quickly ducking into the booth and pulling the door shut, the fox mildly dismayed there wasn’t a lock.  Turning to assist his helpless hedgehog, the fox boy cocked a skeptical eye.  “What the… hold still,” whispered the fox, checking to see where Sonic was stuck.  “You were supposed to just try it on, Sonic.  Not get trapped!  How did you even manage this?”  The fox gently tugged at the rear of the sweater’s neck, hoping to locate the offending pin.

       “Ow!” Sonic muffled his voice as best he could as Tails’ nimble fingers felt for the pin and isolated the sweater’s collar.  “Hrr, just pull it out, okay?”

       “That’s an interesting suggestion,” snickered Tails, the fox boy squinting as he finally glimpsed the head of  the pin in the sweater’s tag.  The fox quickly extracted the pin and stuck it unceremoniously into the fabric walls of the booth.  “There, silly,” he snickered under his breath, easing to his knees and helping Sonic pull the garment down the remainder of his the way, the hedgehog’s head popping free at last.

       “Jeez, that smarted!” chuckled Sonic, wiping away a small tear as the sweater finally assumed its proper fit.  
       “Shhh!”  Tails' ears flattened as he placed a finger on his lips, glaring up.
       “Oh right,” whispered Sonic, standing still with this arms held outward as the fox smoothed out the sweater and checked its fit.  “You owe me though, Tails.  This was [i]your[i/] idea.”  Sonic looked down and smiled at the kneeling fox.  “Won’t lie, though.  It IS kinda cool looking.  For a dorky holiday sweater, anyway.”  

      Tails nodded approvingly.  “I knew this was the one for you Sonic,” he whispered, tilting his head and smiling up at his partner.  “Just put up with it for a few days and then we can set it aside in the closet until next year, I promise.”  

       “Fair enough.  It's really comfy, actually.  Minus the pin, hehe.”  Now properly be-sweatered, Sonic cast a satisfied grin at himself in the mirror, his lips curling mischievously as he noticed the provocative placement of himself versus the kneeling fox.  Before Tails could stand up, Sonic slowly pushed his hips forward towards the fox's face.  “So Tails,” he whispered, slowly swaying his hips,, “Since I was a good boy and tried on clothes, you think maybe I could get a special treat?” 

       The fox boy’s brow furrowed, cocking an eye as Sonic’s crotch bumped his black button nose.  “G-- get something?”  Tails peered up at the blushing hedgehog, who grinned suggestively as he folded his arms over his head, his sizable blue organ stirring to life inches from the fox's face.
       “Nobody can see us in here,” smiled sonic, blushing as he bit his lower lip.  “And I can't walk outside all hard like this.  Whaddya think... got time for a quickie?”  
       The young fox was appalled, struggling to keep his voice down in the booth as customers and staff milled around outside mere inches away.  “You—you can’t be serious!  Now?  Here??”  Tails’ face suddenly flushed with red as Sonic gyrated his hips, snickering as his large, blue hedgehog cock continued to grow vigorously, the idea of secretly playing in public now crossing both their minds.  Thinking for a moment, the fox took a deep, nervous breath as he silently watched the hedgehog's penis grow and throb, his hand slowly reaching up for it as he cocked an ear at the door, trying to hear whether anyone was lingering close by as holiday music droned mindlessly on over the PA system.

       Sonic licked his lips, nodding excitedly as he neared full hardness.  Their hearts pounded as he coaxed the blushing, reluctant fox.  “Aww, c’mon Tails...  please?  I always wanted to do this.  Help me take the edge off, it won’t take long, I promise…”  Sonic let out soft moan, tiny beads of  sweat building on his brow with the anticipation as his fox bashfully but surely gripped the base of the cock, which throbbed upward at the touch.

       Tails slowly stroked Sonic’s thick rod, contemplating the risk and the silky foreskin sliding back and forth.  Sonic was warm and heavy in his hand, the fox breathing heavily as his own erection arose between his thighs.  Neatly framed by the new sweater, the hedgehog was even sexier in his now bottomless state.  The fox boy grinned and shook his head before looking up with mischievous blue eyes.  “You're so bad sometimes,” he whispered, sliding closer.  “Fine, I’ll do it.  For you.  But… but you gotta do me extra good when we get home.  Deal?”

       “Deal,” nodded Sonic gleefully, the hedgehog pushing his slips slightly forward and as Tails leaned in and opened his mouth, taking in the hedgehog’s healthy, hard blue pole and sucking it as quietly as he could.  “Ohhhhh….” moaned Sonic, his cock surging to full, leaking hardness as he felt Tails’ lips and long, pink tongue curl wetly around him.  “Now [i]that[/i] the giving spirit.  Oh, Tails...”

       Closing his lovely blue eyes, Tails slipped his hand down over his belly and took hold of his own erection, slowly stroking his slightly smaller, curved cock as his head bobbed up and down over Sonic’s tasty pole, the pair starting to lose themselves in the moment within the tiny, secret retail oasis as groups of unsuspecting shoppers and staff happily milled and chatted and folded inventory mere feet away.  Slipping his hand underneath the hedgehog’s sweater, Tails found and pinched Sonic’s nipple, tugging and rolling the erect male nub underneath the soft woolen garment as his mouth worked and swallowed Sonic’s cock more eagerly, his own jutting up cutely between his soft orange thighs. Taking a moment to rub Sonic's cock all over his warm, soft face, Tails let out a long, hot breath as he looked up at his lover, wondering how it was always so easy to be convinced to play in the most unlikely places.  Not especially needing an answer, the fox boy slipped his lips down, wetly sucking Sonic’s large, velvety balls as they slowly began to draw up into this body.  “NNNnnnfff…” moaned Sonic softly, his hands caressing the fox boy's head and ears softly as he yielded to his pleasuring mouth, the fox suckling once more.  “Just like that… uhhhnn….”  Sonic huffed and looked down at the kneeling, fellating fox with no small measure of satisfaction.  “You love doing this, don’t you... [i]naughty[/i] fox… you’re gonna let me come in your mouth too, aren’t ya?  Yeah...”

       Just then, a sudden loud knock jolted the distracted pair instantly from their oral reveries.  Tails froze, motionless with Sonic’s leaking cock buried deep in his throat as the hedgehog’s heart flew up into his own.  “Are you all right in there, sir?” came the voice, from the clerk who had greeted them earlier.

       “Uh!  J-just fine, um…  G-gambalt, was it?” stuttered Sonic awkwardly, carefully resuming his gentle but urgent thrusts into the fox’s mouth as Tails silently cupped and tugged his tightening orbs.  “I’m fine… almost done, really.  G-great sweaters!  Be out in a bit, hehe!”

       “No worries, take all the time you need, sir.  Incidentally, if you buy two or more sweaters it's forty percent off tonight!” smiled the clerk, nodding as his pink feline boss motioned him to come over and help her assist a large family of bowtie-seeking rowlets. "Oh!  Right away, Ms. Sen!"

       “Thuh… that’s a guh… a g-good deal,” panted Sonic, his legs starting to go weak as Tails stroked and sucked faster still, the fox leaking himself as he tugged his curved fox-cock.  “This one’s really nice, I… uh…”  Sonic’s eyes shut further to tiny slits as a powerful pull began to build deep in his loins.  “Glad we… cuh-- CAME here!”  Sonic’s entire body tensed and shivered with waves of pleasure, from the base of his shaky legs through his bucking hips, taut tummy and heaving chest, the hedgehog gripping the whimpering fox’s feather-soft cheeks as he shoved his cock down Tails’ tight throat and unleashed one forceful jet of hot, creamy cum after another, vanishing as the fox swallowed each.  The tasty, pulsating climax and the full realization of just what they were doing pushed Tails over the edge, the fox fapping furiously as the last of Sonic’s seed coated his tongue.  Tails allowed himself a low, loving, stifled moan against the hedgehog’s emptied cock as his own began to spurt and spray, his thinner load splashing wetly across his thighs and onto Sonic’s legs.  The hedgehog and fox alike saw stars as their climaxes peaked and gradually ebbed, Sonic huffing gratefully as he felt his attentive boyfriend carefully squeeze out and suckle away the last his seed.  Sonic's athletic legs trembled as he caught his breath, the fox kissing his cockhead and smiling.  “Ssssweet mother Chaos,” he hissed, leaning shakily down to kiss Tails wetly.  “Oh, babe… that was so dang hot... and awesome!  You’re the bestest fox, thank you, hehe."  Sonic offered his hands to Tails.

       “I won’t lie, that was fun,” giggled Tails under his breath, the young fox taking Sonic’s hands and shakily standing up.  “You’re naughty, though.  And don’t forget our deal, you gotta do me when we get home tonight.  AND you gotta get that sweater, too.”

       “Oh, I’ll do more than that, hehe.”  Sonic smiled mischievously and leaned in, kissing Tails deeply again as he caressed the flushed, panting fox boy’s head with one hand and squeezed his firm, orange, perky buttocks with the other.  “In fact, if you wanna turn around... I could fulfill part of that bargain right now.”

       Tails’ eyes went wide, the flushed fox giggling under his breath as he turned around and hoisted his namesakes, the fox boy purposefully teasing Sonic’s flagging cock up and down with his buns as his lover blushed and giggled.  “I’m not saying no.  But I’d rather you had time to recharge and get those big blue nuts nice and full again,” whispered Tails, winking back at  Sonic over his shoulder.  “Besides, that clerk's gonna get suspicious.  Let’s just get the sweaters.  Later tonight we’ll play chili dog and fox buns.  Okay?”

       “Hehe, okay, sexy stuff,” winked Sonic, unaware his voice was carrying again as he took Tails by the hips and playfully humped his rump.  “You’re the best, my foxiest of foxes.  And I actually LIKE this sweater now.  But hey, before we go, I should see if they have any undershirts in my siz--”

       The changing room door, which wasn’t substantial to begin with, suddenly swung open and banged against the wall.  The small, private compartment suddenly flooded with light as the hedgehog and fox froze in surprise, shaft-to-butt and now being stared at by a dozen confused shoppers, Gambalt, Senshion and, not least of which, the very person who had opened the door:  Silver, who grinned as he stood in his Santa Claus getup, his feline paramour Blaze snickering as she folded her arms.  “Hay guys!” beamed Silver, his face lighting up.  “THERE you are.  What took you so long?  Sorry to intrude, but like, our shift is over now, so did you still want to go out for eggnog or coffee or something?”  Silver glanced lower down at the couple and blushed, suddenly realizing the fitting room had been used for more personal needs.

       “Looks like Sonic’s in a giving mood,” snickered Blaze, tilting her head and winking at Tails, whose face flooded with redness, his ears folding flat as he backed up bashfully against Sonic and pulled one of his tails over his crotch.  “I’ll be out by the fake sled,” she grinned, thumbing at the entrance.  “You guys can meet us there, assuming you’re done.”  Blaze laughed, turning away as Silver raised a hand and opened his mouth to comment, but the stunned Santa was pulled away by the snickering princess.  “I’m gonna want details, you hear me you two!?"

       Blushing beet red, Sonic grinned sheepishly at the scowling, grinning manager as he continued to use Tail's rump to conceal his crotch. "Uh... you see, the thing is ma'am, were just--"

       "About to PAY for those nice sweaters?" snickered Senshion sternly, crossing her arms and tapping a foot.  "While not leaving any stains in my booth, my store, or on my merch?  Ever again?”
       Tails helplessly curled his hands against his chest, the fox boy practically in tears.  “We-- we're so, so sorry ma'am!  Please, [i]please[/i] don't call mall security!”
       “Pfff,” guffawed Senshion, rolling her eyes.  “They're probably fapping to the footage right now.  You're off the hook.  THIS time.  Gambalt, will you ring them up?  I think they've learned their lesson.”  The graceful manager smirked and turned to help other customers, some of whom were snapping cell phone pictures.

       "Uh, sure, I'll help them!" intervened Gambalt cheerfully, the blushing but cheerful fox swooping in and picking up Tails’ scarf and sweater and folded them neatly over his forearm before smiling at Sonic.  Tails turned around and hid his beet red face in his hands against Sonic’s chest as the hedgehog comforted him and shrugged sheepishly at the clerk.  “Hey, still forty percent off guys!” smiled Gambalt, winking at Sonic.  “I’ll go ahead get this bagged up sir, you can wear your sweater out.  Maybe pull it down a little, haha!  See you at the counter.”  The fox clerk winked at the couple before shutting the door, sparing them from gawking browsers. “Nothing to see here, folks.  Just another shift in holiday retail.  Shoo, shoo!”  
