The morning in Lansdale started with a scream loud enough to put another crack in the Liberty Bell.. Birds flew out of trees, dogs howled in confusion, and all over the small town of  people glanced up from their coffees and breakfasts before shrugging and going back to their morning. Was this a scream of terror? No, it was a very happy wolf.
The source of the scream was Sugar Moon, a 25 year old wolf girl. She stood in her kitchen, her slim athletic frame at 4’10” still wearing just her pajamas, her C-cup breasts still freed from any kind of bra. Her toned but not muscular arms were bare in her tank top, and her short furry legs were clad in just a comfortable pair of booty shorts, pulled low enough to allow her long, fluffy tail room to move. She had white fur with soft blue undertones covering the whole of her body, mid back length brunette hair pulled back into a simple ponytail, a black hairband keeping the longer fringe off of her face, till she had time to style it, and violet eyes reading the letter that had made her scream.
“Dear Ms. Sugar Moon,
You are cordially invited to come to this year’s Olympic Village in Nuuk, Greenland. Your services as a masseuse are requested for the athletes. The Olympic association will cover all costs of your journey as well as a daily stipend for your services. 
You have been selected due to the high ratings and reviews of your massage parlor. We trust you will be able to help the athletes succeed and provide a wonderful experience for all guests at the Olympics. A massage parlor will be provided for you, as well as extra facilities for your Bakery.
Sincerely,
United Federation Olympic Association”
She couldn’t believe her little massage parlor got selected for something like this! But actually going would be more difficult...the letter included plane tickets and contact information for an agent from the Guardian Units of Nations. Someone named Shadow. Odd code name.
More importantly, the plane tickets were marked for only three days away. She had to get ready!
For the moment, though, Sugar had to put down the letter and get ready for work. She wore her favorite pink sundress with white stockings beneath and took time to tie her hair back into a French braid, with just a bit of fringe hanging over her forehead. She slipped on her shoes, simple brown leather sandals. Before she headed out the door, she took her pills for the day, swallowing them down without a second thought.
She drove to her massage parlor, aptly named Sugar Sweet. As she drove, she thought over the letter again. She never expected such an official offer, but even more than that, she never expected blatant acceptance of her Bakery. If she was going to be providing more than massages...well, she needed to think some more.
The place was just opening up for the first shift when she pulled into her parking spot, so the first two employees on shift and the morning manager were there already.
“Staff meeting today,” Sugar announced as she entered through the front door. “It’s important, so we’ll be doin’ it at shift change. Plan yer lunch around it.”
The three employees on duty nodded before going back to their individual duties to open up at the business. 
Sugar headed into her office and began making a list of what she’d need to pack if she decided to go. She wanted to travel to Greenland, of course, and the publicity she’d get from being one of the vendors for the Olympics would be huge--but she wasn’t going to make that final decision without talking to the employees who’d have to handle the massage parlor in her absence.
She would need to bring two weeks worth of clothes, plus extra in case she spilled her oils--she would need to package her massage oils to travel safely on the plane! Would the Olympic Village have laundry facilities? She would need to bring some books, some video games--oh, chargers! And the weird kind of outlets that Europe has…
A knock came at her office door. “Ms. Moon?” the morning manager, an anthro deer named Lia, asked. “I added the meeting to the booking schedule today, so we won’t have any last-minute interruptions. Two o’clock.”
“Thank you, Lia,” Sugar replied with a smile. “I don’t know what I’d do without ya.”
Lia grinned. “No problem. Everything’s all right, isn’t it?”
“Oh, yes, it’s good news,” Sugar replied. “Don’t worry about it and have a good day!”
Once Lia left, Sugar turned on her computer and spent her morning answering emails, brushing up the website, and moderating the Sugar Sweet Forum. She was proud of her parlor’s reputation, and a good part of that was because she was diligent in making sure every customer was satisfied, even after they left.
When two rolled around, her entire staff filed into her office. Lia, the evening manager Todd, a human, and the four masseuses they’d hired: Mellie, a chameleon girl, Asa, a human girl, Ferris, a raccoon man, and Rain, a raven girl. Sugar was proud of the diverse mix on her staff, and she knew her customers appreciated it as well.
“All right, y’all,” she started the meeting. Her tail was alert, her ears perked, her body language all business. “This morning I got a letter from the UF Olympics Association. I’ve been invited to be a masseuse for the athletes, and open up the Bakery in the Olympic Village. I’m thinkin’ I’m probably gonna go.” 
“Oh my gosh, that’s so exciting!” Asa cried, clasping her hands together. “Wait, is it all of us or just you?”
“Just me,” Sugar replied. “But I wanted to talk to y’all first so I ain’t leavin’ you high and dry. Think y’all can handle the parlor without me?”
“We’ll be fine,” Todd said. He was leaning against the wall, arms crossed over his chest. “You should go.”
“Wait a minute,” Mellie commented. She had one eye fixed on Sugar while the other darted around the room, looking at her colleagues. “What about the Bakery?”
“Oh, yeah, good point,” Rain said. Her tailfeathers twitched with her words. “Sugar, don’t you have clients?”
“I’ll be cancelling my appointments during that time,” Sugar answered coolly. “If any of ya want to fill in and provide those services, you’re welcome to--but I’m not goin’ to force anyone. It’s up to you, like it always is.”
Ferris’s nose twitched. “We’re allowed to only offer it to some people, right?”
“Of course,” Sugar replied with a firm nod. “But that’s all up to you. Anyways, that’s it. Meetin’ adjourned.”
The employees headed out of her office and back to their work, and Sugar went about the emails that she needed to handle. First, she filled her next couple of days with clients who requested her specifically, making sure she had just enough time to pack and find someone to watch her house for her.
She emailed the G.U.N. agent, letting him know she’d definitely be going to the Olympics. She emailed the parlor’s marketing email list, just a heads up that she’d be gone, but her staff would be happy to take care of them.
And finally, she posted a message on her forum.
Hey y’all, if you had an appointment with me, and didn't get a reschedule email, I'm gonna have to cancel your appointment and reschedule altogether. Our office will gladly handle that for you, like always.
I’m heading  to the Olympics to help with the athletes and it's a wonderful  opportunity that I really want to take. As a result, we will also be suspending some of Sugar Sweet's services, but as always, ask your regular masseuse about our current offers.
So if you want something from the Bakery, let us know as soon as possible!"
Love y’all! ~Sugar
She was busy up until the day she left for Greenland. Massages, packing, making sure she got some sleep once in a while. At 4 AM on the day she was scheduled to leave, she woke up to the sound of someone knocking on her door.
Sugar quickly threw on a tank top and shorts before answering the door. She slept in the nude, but that was no excuse for answering her door stark naked.
An anthro hedgehog man, towering above Sugar at just over five feet, stared down at her with piercing red eyes. He had black fur covering his body that pulled into quills behind his head, red highlights in his quills and on his arms. He wore a formal military uniform, medals dotting his chest.
“You Sugar?” he asked gruffly.
“You bet,” she replied with a smile. “You must be Shadow.”
“Are you ready?” he asked, crossing his arms over his chest and not returning the smile.
“I can be,” she responded, glad that she’d packed everything the night before. “Let me change and grab my bags. I’ll be back faster than a jackrabbit during heat crossin’ a field.”
“You don’t need to change,” he said. “You’re decent, and we’re on a schedule. Get your bags and let’s go.”
Sugar grabbed her packed bags and followed Shadow out to the SUV he drove. The hedgehog was quiet for the entirety of the drive to the airport, and Sugar fell back asleep without realizing it, waking only when she felt the car stop.
“We’re taking off from terminal D,” he said. “Customs and everything have been handled for you, I’m just going to need to go through your bags to make sure you’re not smuggling.”
“Er...all right,” she replied. “I don’t think I’m smugglin’ anything.”
He walked to the trunk and unzipped her bags, unpacking everything she brought and checking it over. She winced as her carefully packed suitcases turned into disarray, but didn’t interrupt the agent at his work.
“What are these drugs?” he asked, holding up a pill bottle and a tin of tea. 
“They ain’t drugs, they’re herbal supplementals,” Sugar replied, a little annoyed. “All natural. An’ personal!”
“Then you won’t mind if I test them,” Shadow said. He took the pills and the tea up to the front of the SUV, where he deposited a sample of each into a little tray on the dashboard. A moment later, the car beeped and flashed a green light. “All right, you’re clean for any banned substances.”
“I coulda told you that,” Sugar muttered.
Shadow said nothing as he continued searching, pulling out bottles of massage oils, Sugar’s favorite lingerie, and boxes of condoms.
“You’re clear,” he said when he was done. “Repack and we’ll get going.”
“Ya couldn’t give me a hand?” she muttered as she put her things back in their proper place.
Shadow watched her silently for a moment before he did start repacking her other bag, folding her clothes before putting them back in place.
“Thank you,” Sugar said, hefting her bags out of the trunk. “Now what?”
“Now we get on the plane,” Shadow replied. “Charter jet, so you’ll be sharing with some other locals who are vendors for the games.”
“Oh, that sounds fun!” she said, smiling. “I can’t wait to meet ‘em all!”
Shadow, again, said nothing as he led Sugar onto the plane, and took the seat beside her. She brought just a small carryon bag, and left most of her luggage to the handlers outside the plane.
She watched the other passengers as they boarded--a mix of humans and anthros, each one with a G.U.N. agent at their side. Most of them seemed half asleep due to the early hour, but Sugar was too excited to sleep any more.
“So, how long have ya been an agent?” she asked Shadow, eager to strike up a conversation as the plane took off.
“A while,” he responded.
“Is it any fun?” she asked, half leaning on the armrest and pushing into his space.
“It’s great,” he said, his voice monotone. “Unless I get assigned something like babysitting.”
Sugar pouted and crossed her arms petulantly as she rested against her seat, her ears laid flat against her head. “I’m just tryin’ t’be friendly…”
“I don’t need friends,” Shadow said. He flicked on the TV on the seat in front of him. 
“Everyone needs friends,” she said. 
“I don’t,” he replied tersely. “Look, my job is to make sure you get to the Olympic Village safely. That’s it. Read a book or something if you’re bored.”
Sugar sighed, and pulled a well-worn book from her bag. At least she could get invested in her favorite sci-fi story for a while.
Hours passed as she was lost in her book before she felt the plane beginning to descend. Then, she was glued to the window as she took in the sights beneath her. Giant ice-covered mountains and miles of tundra stretched out beneath the plane, dotted by the lights of tiny houses.
Shadow shuttled Sugar off the plane when they landed and kept her moving quickly through the airport, gathering her bags for her and walking at such a fast pace she had to nearly sprint to keep up. They headed to a waiting shuttle just outside the airport.
Shadow still didn’t say much, but that was fine--Sugar was watching the city as they drove. The city was much smaller than she expected--after a few minutes of driving past big, modern buildings, she was passing by colorful wooden houses and buildings that looked older than anything in Philly. It was a surreal experience, being in a whole other country--she could recognize the buildings as houses and churches, but it was all so different from what she knew at the same time.
The Olympic Village was all new construction, stark white buildings that looked right out of some fancy architecture magazine. Each one would house the athletes, with the lower floors reserved for doctors, restaurants, convenience stores, and massage parlors like Sugar’s. She’d be living in the back room of her parlor, so she never had to travel far at all.
Shadow led her to her parlor. “This is you. If you see me around during the games, don’t say hi.”
“Wait!” she said. “What if I've got questions? An’ what am I doin’ ‘bout food? Am I able to watch the games?”
He sighed. “Email me questions, you’re covered to get what you want at the stores and restaurants here, and I don’t care what you do. I’ll see you when it’s time to bring you home.”
“One last thing,” she said, smiling as she reached out to grab his arm, stopping him from turning around. “Do you want a massage ‘fore you go?”
“No,” he replied, turning and walking away. He closed the door of her apartment behind him.
Sugar yawned as soon as she was alone, surprising herself. Maybe she should have slept on the plane…not to mention she was still in her pajamas!
She unpacked her bags and grabbed her sleep mask, intending to settle in for a short nap, just to refresh herself. She flopped onto the bed and was out within minutes.
When she woke, it was mid-afternoon and she was hungry. She dressed herself in a halter-neck yellow sundress, leaving her legs bare and slipping her leather sandals back on her feet as she considered her options.
She was craving cookies, and her little apartment had all the baking space she needed. She just hadn’t thought to bring any baking supplies--maybe the convenience store would have those? And a sandwich, so she wouldn’t be eating just cookies. 
“Hej!” the shopkeeper greeted her, a blonde human woman with a warm smile.
“Uh...hello,” Sugar replied with a bashful smile. She’d picked up a few phrases in Danish, but she wasn’t going to be an expert in just a couple of days.
“English?” the woman asked, her accent thick. “Ja, ja! Mine is not perfect, but I help!”
“Okay, thank you,” Sugar replied. “Do y’all have any bakin’ supplies?”
The woman pointed her to a section at the back of the store where Sugar found basic baking supplies--measuring cups, pans, butter, flour, sugar, and so on. She grabbed a handbasket from the front of the aisle and filled it up before heading back to the counter, nabbing a sandwich from the open fridge on the way.
“Athlete?” the woman asked.
“No, masseuse,” Sugar replied. “The UF hired me, said I should be covered?”
The woman nodded. “Sign your name here, please?” She held out a pad of paper and a pen.
Sugar quickly scribbled in her name as the clerk rang up her purchases. She took back the pad and wrote the total down before giving Sugar a nod. “Thank you!”
“Thank you, ma’am!” Sugar replied, waving behind her as she walked out.
“Hav en god dag!” the woman called as Sugar left the store.
She ate her sandwich as she headed back to her temporary home. There was already a pre-made sign outside her building, advertising Sugar Sweet Massage Parlor in the same stark Helvetica font all the signs in the Olympic Village used, so all she needed to do was wait for people to wander in.
It was strange to do everything by herself. She’d never considered any part of the work of running her parlor to be ‘beneath’ her, but with her employees, she never was alone while making schedules or printing up the list of different types of massages she offered. Idly, she thought about her employees back home and wondered how they were doing. 
They’d probably love being here.
Distantly, Sugar heard the fanfare of the Olympics opening ceremony. Any minute now, she’d be swarmed by athletes needing their muscles loosened up.
If she wanted those cookies, she needed to move fast! She headed into the back room to start baking, flicking her tail lazily behind her.
Sugar used to offer actual pastries to her clients, when she was running out of the back room of her parents’ bakery. But when she’d opened up her own business space, it didn’t come with the industrial ovens that she was used to. It didn’t stop her from baking at home and often offering a cookie or a croissant to her clients and employees, though.
Meanwhile, at the opening ceremonies, Shadow found himself marching alongside another G.U.N. agent, Rouge the Bat. The busty bat rolled her shoulder, wincing, as the two followed behind a flag for the United Federation. 
“Problem?” Shadow asked.
“Had to fold my wings back during the whole flight,” Rouge muttered in response. “Got a knot in my back now.”
“Who were you stuck babysitting?” he asked.
“Some chefs from Sarasaland,” she replied. “Not sure why we got stuck with this.”
“Because obviously, a masseuse and a hot dog vendor are more important than preparing for the games,” he said sarcastically.
“Wait, masseuse?” she asked, her ears perking up. “Where are they located? I really could use some help with this…”
“Building 7,” Shadow replied. “Right on the bottom. Didn’t get the name, didn’t care.”
“Oh, good, that’s my building,” Rouge muttered. “Cover for me, please. I have a massage to get to.”
She slipped away from the group, leaving opening ceremonies behind, sneaking out of the arena while everyone else was distracted with the pomp and circumstance of the ceremony.
However, Rouge wasn’t in the habit of going anywhere new without knowing all she could about it, and a tiny massage parlor deserved nothing less than the same diligence. She was glad she’d thought to bring her laptop with her to Greenland, and she headed right to her room to grab it. 
The room she’d been assigned as bare-bones, no frills, no decorations beyond a single mass-produced painting hanging on the wall. It was just the necessities she needed to compete in the games and communicate with home. She sat cross-legged on her twin bed as she opened up the computer and got to work.
She checked out the official Olympics website, finding the official site of the massage parlor. It looked perfectly fine, normal, average--so why had a small-town massage parlor like this been invited to the Olympics? Something felt off about the site, though. It was too average. On a hunch, she looked deeper into the site’s code, and found a tiny, concealed link to a password-required forum.
Whoever had set this site up was good. The password wasn’t easy to hack--but she was Rouge, one of the best spies in the world. She could handle it. She set up a program to break into the website, and within a few minutes had complete access to the forum, including deleted posts.
100/10, Totally Going Back
Best massage I’ve ever had! I thought this was just about the Bakery but my back feels GREAT!
Re: 100/10, Totally Going Back
Right?? Sugar’s hands are literally magic
Re: 100/10, Totally Going Back
I didn’t even KNOW my back was hurting till Sugar worked out this nasty knot and holy shit my body just feels so much lighter now. She also showed me some stretches to make sure that I don’t hurt my back at work anymore. I’m still going back all the time, but it’s nice to not hurt between visits! Except for the waiting.
Favorite Pastry?
Maybe a little niche but I love the abanico
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Eclair alllll the way!
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Wait what’s an abanico?
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Flaky pastry dipped in chocolate. ;) lol I’ll DM you, it’s one of Sugar’s best!
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Message Deleted by Moderator
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Cream filled donut. Absolute perfection.
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Lightly processed cannoli. Trust me it adds something WOW
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Message Deleted by Moderator
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Probably just me but I love the pudding with a lemon splash. Sugar is super professional, doesn’t judge no matter what you ask for. The worst she’ll do is just say no but she won’t make you feel bad about it!
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Message Deleted by Moderator
Re: Favorite Pastry?
Message Deleted by Moderator
Mod Announcement
Remember to use OFFICIAL names when talking about the Bakery or your message WILL be deleted!
Working With Anthros?
Hey can Sugar do good massages for those of us with wings and tails?
Re: Working With Anthros?
Yeah!!! She’s a wolf herself and she has some anthros on staff, they’re all trained to handle all species.
Re: Working With Anthros?
Sugar’s tail is so fluffy it’s hot as hell
Re: Working With Anthros?
Have you tried the beaver tail yet?
Can women visit the Bakery?
Hey, I’m super interested in a massage from Sugar, but are her services just for men?
Re: Can women visit the Bakery?
Yeah! Ask for a Taiyaki!
Re: Can women visit the Bakery?
Message Deleted by Moderator
Rouge wondered what this Taiyaki was, and her back shot another zing of pain through her. She really did need a massage. Might as well satisfy her curiosity at the same time.
Meanwhile, Sugar put out a tray of fresh-baked cookies for any customers. She was impatient. Yeah, everyone was at opening ceremonies most likely, but she was here and she wanted to get to work! The parlor and the Bakery were open for business!
Just before Sugar gave up and left the parlor to go unpack, someone did walk in. A bat woman, about a foot taller than Sugar, with tan skin and white fur. She was dressed in a modified tracksuit that let her dark purple wings, about as large as her torso, comfortably rest behind her, and her large bat ears twitched at any slight sound. Her body was all curves, large bust, large hips, and small waist--even her tail was just a small curve from her backside. It had been a while since Sugar massaged anyone with wings, but she was relatively sure she could still handle it.
“Welcome!” Sugar said in her best customer service voice. “What can I do for ya?”
“I’ll take a deep tissue massage, I've got this knot under my left wing that just won’t go away” the bat replied in a low, breathy voice, a slight smile on her lips. “Are you free right now?” Her eyes seemed almost hungry as her gaze swept over the shorter wolf.
“Sure am,” Sugar replied. She swept out an arm to gesture to the private massage room through a nearby door. “Go ’head in there and get yourself comfortable. Clothes off, an’ there’s a sheet for you to cover yourself. I’ll be there in just a sec, gotta finish this first.”
The bat nodded, and headed through the door. Past there, she found a room lit only by candles, the scent of flowers and cedarwood in the air. The only sounds were soft meditative instrumental music coming from a small bluetooth speaker. It was definitely a nice little massage area, about what Rouge would expect. Still, she was far more interested in uncovering all its secrets than just enjoying a massage, even if she really could use one. She removed her tracksuit and placed it on a chair at the edge of the room before lying down on her stomach on the massage table and using the towel placed on the table to cover her bare rear.
Sugar walked into the back room, then, seeing Rouge already lying down, with her eyes closed. It was common for her clients to fall asleep during their massages, and Sugar never minded. 
“Talk as much as you like, or fall asleep if you want,” Sugar directed. “I’ll get that knot out for ya regardless, and you can just relax.” she said, loosening up her fingers before interlocking them turning her palms outward and extending her arms to stretch them.
“I can do that,” Rouge replied, her voice a little tight as her face was pressed into the headrest of the table.
Sugar rubbed some body oil on her hands and started pressing her touch into the bat’s bare back, directly onto her furless skin. The bat’s fur stopped just below her neck, leaving the rest of her body as bare as a human’s. Sugar had different oils for firs and skin, each designed to make the recipient feel relaxed and comfy.
“Mmm,” the bat groaned. “That does feel nice.”
“Let me know if you need me to go harder or softer,” Sugar said. Her fingers slid across the bat’s skin, gentle pressure as she felt for knots in her muscles.
“Will do,” the bat replied. “My name is Rouge, by the way. Usually that comes before someone’s got their hands all over me.”
“I’m Sugar,” she said with a smile. “You probably figured from the sign, though.”
“Fitting name,” Rouge replied. “Since you’re sweet and all.”
“Thank you,” Sugar said simply, glad that Rouge couldn’t see the blush that crossed her cheeks. She’d heard that line many times, but it sounded nice coming from a beautiful woman. “All right, I’m gonna press a little harder now.”
She pushed into a knot just beneath Rouge’s right wing, pressure forced into it until she felt the muscle relaxing and softening beneath her fingers. 
Rouge moaned, her wings reflexively stretching out to their full span for just a moment before folding back in on themselves. “Oh...oh, wow. I feel like I should have taken you to dinner first. I’m sorry if I make some...sounds, this just feels good.”
Sugar chuckled. “Don’t fret ‘bout it. Moan all you like, it’s normal.” She took a deep breath as she continued, trying to quell her reaction. She wanted to make this woman moan. She wanted to hear what Rouge sounded like when she fell apart. But her wants came second to her duty, which was making the bat comfortable.
“So, how long have you been massaging people?” Rouge asked as she really felt herself relaxing.
“Since high school,” Sugar replied. “Started with givin’ my friends neck rubs when we were studyin’ for finals. I barely got enough studyin’ done for myself, but I aced anatomy! From there, I went on to learnin’ ‘bout the bodies of humans and anthros and how to help people. It’s nice.”
“You bake as well, right?” Rouge asked. “I noticed the cookies out there.”
“My folks are bakers,” Sugar said. “And I like keepin’ my hands busy. Kneadin’ dough is a lot like kneadin’ muscles, you know, so I bake a lot of breads ‘n’ pastries to keep my skills up ‘tween clients.”
“Is that way they named you Sugar?” Rouge asked, making Sugar blush and smile. 
“Sure is,” she replied with a wink.
“I’d love to try one of your pastries,” Rouge murmured, her eyes slipping closed as Sugar’s fingers worked out a particularly tough knot on her back.
Sugar just chuckled. “We’ll see, honey.” She figured the bat didn’t know what she was really asking for.
She continued with her massage, working out the knots in the bat’s back, her touch gliding lower and lower, her fingertips just barely skimming the curve of Rouge’s ass. She then focused on the bat’s wings, fingers gliding over the leathery membranes and working knots out of the slim muscles in the structures.
“All right,” she said softly. “Turn over. I’ll turn around, give you some privacy. Up t’you if you want to cover your chest or not, I’ll only touch what’s uncovered. But to make sure those knots get out of your wings, getting the areas around your chest is a must.”
“Maybe I should leave it all uncovered,” Rouge said teasingly.
Sugar turned around, shutting her eyes as she willed herself to stay professional. 
Behind her eyes, she saw the bat spread out bare on her table, squirming as Sugar’s hands covered her and traced over her skin. She imagined kissing and touching Rouge all over, teasing her body, discovering her sweet spots, making her lose her composer and beg for everything Sugar could g--
“All right,” Rouge said, breaking through Sugar’s fantasy. “I’m ready.”
Sugar turned around and went back to the massage, noting that the bat had left her large breasts completely bare. She was a professional, though, and she started her work at Rouge’s shoulders, carefully rubbing and loosening her muscles.
Rouge’s eyes drifted closed, and she let out a satisfied hum at the feeling.
Sugar carefully rubbed the muscles in one arm, then the other, pressing hard on the muscles till they relaxed like butter melting under her grasp. She moved her hands to Rouge’s chest, just above her breasts, pressing hard to work on her knots. Her touch was very careful to circle around Rouge’s breasts, focusing on the muscles. She was a masseuse, not a lover. 
Rouge shifted slightly on the table. Her breasts ached, even though the massage felt good. Sugar’s hands on her chest but not quite touching her breasts was torture. She needed more, needed her breasts groped and loved, her body caressed and stroked with care. She needed Sugar’s hands lower, touching her like a lover.
Sugar smiled as she noticed Rouge’s reaction. Her client was an exceptional beauty, and she was glad that her skilled touch could evoke arousal in her. Rouge was lightly blushing, her breaths were shortened, and she rubbed her thighs together--Sugar knew exactly what was happening. She didn’t want to tease her client too badly. She finished massaging her chest and moved down to Rouge’s legs, professional and calm. She could see the bat relaxing as the knots in her legs were softened and pushed away. Arousal always came secondary to the pure relief of loose muscles. Sugar wanted to tease the bat a little more. She’d seen women walk into her parlor with confidence like hers before, and she enjoyed turning them into moaning messes with just her hands. It was a point of pride, really, making beautiful women into her toy.
Just as she loved the feeling of a tight, knotted muscle loosening beneath her fingers, she loved the heady rush of watching a client’s mind untwist and unravel as she relaxed them to cotton-headed enjoyment. The way a pretty woman’s face would go from tight to calm to practically drooling as she worked on them gave her a feeling of power that she adored.
But she wasn’t doing that here. She was at the Olympics for massages, nothing more unless they placed an order.
“All right,” she said, gently setting down Rouge’s leg. She reached for a towel to wipe excess oil off her hands. “You’re all done.”
“That was lovely,” Rouge replied. She sat up, not caring that her breasts were still fully on display. “But I did read some interesting things on the internet about your little shop...I’d like to request a taiyaki, if you don’t mind.”
Sugar raised an eyebrow as she walked towards the door and locked it. “Do ya know what that is?”
“I don’t, no,” Rouge admitted. “I found a forum referencing the Bakery. It did mention a female client should request the taiyaki, though… and I did see other items like an abanico, cannoli  or donut.”
“Hon,” Sugar said bluntly, “it’s a sex thing. The Bakery is all about happy endin’s. I ain’t gonna do that t’you without ya understandin’ it.”
“Then, tell me what a taiyaki is,” Rouge said bluntly.
Sugar smiled, and her tail wagged lazily behind her. “It means that I get the privilege of tastin’ that pretty little pussy of yours and make ya cum all over my face.”
The temperature in the room seemed to rise by a few degrees as a sharp smell of arousal rose from both women.
Rouge smirked and pulled the towel aside, letting it fall to the floor, displaying her bare pussy. She had no fur covering her there, so her lower lips were clearly visible between her slightly spread legs. “I want to experience all your spa has to offer.”
Sugar grinned, her fangs visible in her smile. “If ya say so…”
She stood at the end of the table and gently grabbed Rouge’s hips, pulling her down so her ass was right at the edge. The bat’s wings fluttered at the sudden movement, but she settled herself, long bare legs resting on either side of the wolf.
Sugar’s touch moved to her thighs, caressing her skin, exploring every inch that was usually hidden by clothing, as the wolf knelt before her. “You’re very soft,” she commented.
“Only when you get to know me,” Rouge replied with a wink.
Sugar smiled. Her touch moved to the bat’s inner thighs, and then to her pussy, fingers so gently playing at her lower lips, before she leaned forward and kissed her folds softly. She darted out her tongue and licked her lightly, just barely, testing how wet she already was.
“You can do better than that, can’t you?” Rouge teased.
“Honey, I’m just gettin’ warmed up,” Sugar replied. She glanced up so her eyes met Rouge’s for just a second before diving back between her legs.
Rouge groaned, leaning back to lie on the bed as Sugar worked her magic.
Sugar licked and kissed along her folds, not quite parting open her pussy, just driving her mad with anticipation as she laved her tongue along every inch she could reach.
“Nnngh...much better,” Rouge murmured. “You still can do better, though, can’t you?”
Her muzzle was pressed up against Rouge’s pussy, her nose breathing in her scent. She was musky, sweet, a tang of something like cinnamon or some other spice. Sugar’s mouth was watering already as she prepared to taste her client’s arousal.
“Fuck me already,” Rouge groaned, her composure slipping slightly in frustration. “Don’t be a tease.”
Sugar smirked against Rouge’s pussy. Her licks became slightly sloppier, more forceful as she rooted her nose against Rouge’s clit, her tongue fully extending and pushing inside the bat’s pussy.
“Oh, fuck, that’s more like it,” Rouge moaned, hips lifting up slightly and pressing against Sugar’s muzzle. The angle of her tongue changed slightly, and Rouge felt herself twitching against the wolf’s skilled mouth, already on the edge of her orgasm. No one else had managed to lick her quite as deep before, or as forcefully, and it was wonderful. “Keep going just like that.”
Sugar curled her tongue inside her pussy, using the muscle to explore every part of her before drawing out and thrusting in again, hard. She wiggled her nose, letting her base instincts take over as she breathed in the scent of her arousal and lapped at her pussy like a thirsty animal. Her ears twitched as she heard Rouge’s moans increase, rise in pitch, as she almost came--and then Sugar was back to slowly licking just the outside of her folds.
“You bitch,” Rouge groaned, though there was no heat behind the words. Her legs closed slightly, trapping Sugar’s head between her thighs. The wolf’s ears lay flat as she smiled against her pussy, and gave her a soft kiss on the sensitive skin.
“Don’t want ya poppin’ off too early,” she murmured. “You deserve your money’s worth.”
“Fuck, just make me come,” Rouge growled, locking her legs together behind Sugar’s head, ankles crossed as they dangled against her back. “I need it.”
Sugar dove back in, tongue pushing inside her pussy, muzzle rubbing up against her clit. She increased the speed of her tongue, flicking in and out and around everywhere that made Rouge moan until she felt the bat’s walls flutter and tasted her gushing against her tongue.
She kept her tongue moving until Rouge’s moans died down, her body lying sated against the massage table. Sugar pulled back and licked her lips clean. “Satisfied?”
“Very,” Rouge replied, her voice almost slurring from the force of her orgasm.
“And would ya like any other...services today?” Sugar asked. “Normally, clients hafta order them all at once, but I also give some leeway to that if I enjoy a particular person’s company.”
“I didn’t see too many online,” Rouge said with a wry smile. She sat up, stretching out her shoulders and her wings, letting her breasts bounce with each slight movement. “But I do have a question, actually.  What other sweets do you offer? Are they all different kinds of pastries?”
“Oh, all kinds,” Sugar replied. “Ya interested in more?”
“Absolutely,” Rouge replied, her voice almost a purr. “This time, though, maybe you should be the one on the receiving end...if you’re okay with wearing fewer clothes.”
“Not a problem,” Sugar replied as she reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the ground, leaving her in a deep blue bra and a bulging panty set. She pulled the panties off next, revealing her large leaking cock, and hefty hanging balls between her legs.
“Oh, my,” Rouge murmured, her wings fluttering slightly at the sight. “That is...not what I expected. How did you hide that thing?”
“VERY well-designed panties,” Sugar replied with a wink as she stroked her cock, letting it grow to its full length of twelve inches. It was a girthy four inches in width, almost too much for Sugar to hold in her small hand. The tip was pointed, deep bright red, veiny, and weeping precum, and the sheath behind it bulged as it constrained her knot. Heavy balls, around two and a half inches in breadth, hung beneath, covered with the same soft fur as her sheath. With each small stroke of her hand, her cock grew, until her knot peeked out, an extra inch around her shaft.
“That’s...have you always had a dick?” Rouge asked, blushing after the words left her mouth.
“Since I was born,” Sugar said proudly. “And fer the record, I’ve always been a girl, too.”
“I can see why your bakery is so popular,” Rouge mused. “How big is that monster?”
“About a foot or so, and about 4 in girth?” Sugar replied. “Been a while since I measured.”
“And it...works?” Rouge asked. “It’s not like a hyena thing? A pseudo-penis?”
Sugar chuckled as she cupped her balls. “I assure you, these ain’t just for show. Want to find out fer yourself?”
“Oh, yes,” Rouge said, her eyes wide for a moment before she composed herself into her usual confident smirk. “Well, I was going to just eat you out, but...I suppose there’s something else I could do instead. Let me just get on my knees here.”
Sugar pulled a spare pillow from beneath the table and set it in front of her, letting Rouge kneel in comfort.
She drizzled some oil on top of the bat’s breasts, letting her rub it in and make her chest slippery. Rouge pushed together her breasts and leaned forward, jutting out her chest as an inviting tunnel for Sugar’s cock. 
“Come on, don’t you want to fuck me?” Rouge asked with a smirk.
Sugar just nodded in reply. The wolf rested one hand on her head, idly massaging the base of her ears, as she slipped her cock beneath the bat’s large breasts and thrust up between the soft mounds. The oil let her slide against her skin easily, though her cock faced some resistance sliding back, dragging against Rouge’s soft, warm skin. 
“So nice,” Sugar murmured, her hips moving rapidly as she fucked between Rouge’s breasts, the oil-slick tunnel she made with her body. The bat’s hands were moving over her own breasts, teasing her nipples as she squeezed herself, pressing her breasts rhythmically to change up the pressure on Sugar’s cock.
Rouge turned her head down, mouth slightly open, so that the tip of Sugar’s cock just brushed against her lips and her curious tongue with each thrust. She gave small licks to the very tip before lowering her head further and sucking on the cockhead, letting it hammer into her mouth with the pace of Sugar’s fucking. 
Sugar gripped the fur at the back of Rouge’s head, mindful of her ears, as she kept moving, so close to cumming...and Rouge stopped.
“On the table,” Rouge directed. “On your back. Time for me to take care of you.”
“This is revenge fer teasin’ you earlier, ain’t it?” Sugar grumbled as she got up on the table, lying on her back with her dick pointed up in the air.
“Oh, definitely,” Rouge replied, before kneeling ofer the wolf and caressing her cock with her breasts again. “Now just relax…”
She was agonizingly slow, and Sugar couldn’t help but buck her hips up against her touch. 
“Patience,” Rouge admonished, before bending her head down and pressing out her tongue, soft licks against her cockhead before she extended the muscle further, coiling it warm and wet around Sugar’s cock. She fucked her with her breasts at a slightly different pace than her tongue, two warring sensations that made Sugar throw her head back and howl in ecstasy.
Sugar groaned and gripped at the sides of the table, something to grab onto, as she reached her peak, as more and more slightly thicker cockmeat slipped out and started to swell, the large knot knocking aside the bat’s large breasts. Rouge’s hands pushed her breasts together, a little extra pressure on the wolf’s swelling knot, the bulb at the base of her cock pumping up to a full five inches in diameter as her cock spurted out cum.
Sugar’s cum flooded Rouge’s mouth, and the bat’s eyes widened as she gulped down all of it, much more than any other partner she’d had give her before. Luckily, Sugar’s cum was as sweet as her name.
“Oh, damn, that’s good,” Sugar murmured. 
Rouge smirked, and licked her lips as she stepped back. “Thought you deserved to be the one squirming for a little bit. Although...I’m not sure you were squirming enough.”
“I was sure squirmin’ plenty,” Sugar said. 
“Mmhmm,” Rouge replied, clearly not believing her. She stroked her hand along Sugar’s shaft, giving a quick squeeze to her knot. “This is impressive, by the way. It’s so rare for me to be this intimate with a canine...but this seems like an especially big one.”
“Oh, it’s just a hair above average,” Sugar said, hips twitching as Rouge kept stroking her, teasing her. Every little touch felt like electric shocks against her skin. “It’s not--not that impressive.”
“Oh, I disagree,” Rouge replied. “I’m sure that if something this big stretched me out...I can’t even imagine the heights of pleasure I’d feel.”
Sugar’s eyes shut for a moment and she whimpered as she imagined stretching out the bat, bending her over the massage table, her dick twitching and putting another glob of cum onto Rouge’s chest.
“Perhaps I should order that next time,” Rouge murmured. “Fuck, this monster would be hitting right up against my womb, wouldn’t it? You’d fill me so well with all that cum…”
“That service is a peach pie,” Sugar murmured, opening her eyes to watch Rouge’s hands on her cock.
“Mm, I’ve already had a taste of your...peaches and cream,” Rouge said. “Of course I’ll be back for another. I could ride you, stay on your massive cock until I decide I’m done.”
Sugar whimpered. Her eyes widened, her ears lay flat, her cock twitched, and yes she wanted that.
“Don’t you want to stretch open my little pussy?” Rouge asked. “Or any other hole? Just fuck me and ruin me and claim me...it would be so much fun.”
“A-and--th-the titjob, it’s a flan,” Sugar said, abruptly changing the subject so Rouge would stop touching her sensitive cock. “In case you ever wanted t’order one.”
Rouge raised an eyebrow, hand falling to her side. “I thought I just did.”
“Heck no, that was so damn good I wouldn’t dream of chargin’ you for it,” Sugar replied.
Rouge smiled, an almost feral look on her face. “Then let me officially order a flan. Sit up and enjoy the ride.”
Sugar nodded, an unexpected whimper escaping her throat. She’d pay to have those tits wrapped around her cock again, so she wasn’t going to deny the bat. Her cock throbbed at the idea and dripped another gob of cum, which splattered on the floor. “You can have anything you want, darlin’.”
Rouge stood at the edge of the massage bed as Sugar slowly sat up, her still hard cock bobbing slightly. 
Sugar hissed under her breath when Rouge’s hands were back on her cock, slipping along the saliva and cum covered shaft.
“Sensitive?” Rouge asked, glancing to meet her eyes.
“God, yes,” Sugar replied, biting her lip before nodding.
“Good,” Rouge replied with a grin, before pressing her chest forward and catching Sugar’s sensitive cock between her breasts. She slid her breasts along her shaft, hands on the outside of her mounds, pressing them together with Sugar’s cock trapped inside.
Sugar did squirm, then, her body shaking as she rested her weight on her hands and thrust up against Rouge, moaning softly.
“Stay,” Rouge ordered, and there was no room for argument in the bat’s voice. 
Sugar immediately planted her ass back down on the bed, her tail curled around her, and gripped the sides as she kept still, swayed by the bat’s authoritative demeanor.
“Good girl,” Rouge purred before moving again. She bent down slightly, squeezing Sugar’s knot between her breasts, smiling as the wolf cried out in surprised pleasure, a stream of cum spurting from her cock. “My, you’re making quite a mess, aren’t you? Would’ve thought the great masseuse Sugar would have a little more control.”
“Ya never--hahhh--never fucked someone with a knot before?” Sugar asked, her hands gripping the table tight as she tried to keep her composure. “I can go for--’nother hour or so…, sp-specially if ya keep milkin’ my knot like tha--ahh!”
“It’s not polite to talk about past lovers,” Rouge teased, another squeeze around Sugar’s knot that had the wolf throwing her head back and crying out in pleasure. 
Her cum coated Rouge’s breasts, her hands, as she kept moving her breasts and squeezing. Her breasts became nearly as white as her fur as thick layers of cum dripped over them.
“Still sensitive?” Rouge asked, and Sugar whimpered as she nodded. “Well, I suppose I could show you mercy...but you could also make so much more of a mess of me.”
Another squeeze to her knot as Rouge’s lips covered the tip of her cock, and Sugar released a torrent of cum, flooding the bat’s mouth and dripping from her lips back onto her breasts.
Rouge gave the tip of her still-leaking cock one last small kiss before pulling away with a smirk. Sugar relaxed back onto the massage bed, panting in pleasure as her cock kept cumming, ignored by both women.
“Damn,” Rouge murmured. “Are you even real? How can you cum that much?”
“Special tea and pills,” Sugar replied. “All natural, of course. Everythin’ bout me is totally real.”
“Tits and all?” Rouge asked in surprise. At Sugar’s confirming hum, she asked, “Then...do you mind if I touch them?”
“They’re a little...painted at the moment, but I don’t mind,” Sugar replied, moaning softly as Rouge curiously caressed and squeezed her breasts.
She was so soft, her breasts plump handful in Rouge’s hands. The jiggling flesh moved and responded to her touch just as Rouge’s own breasts would do, confirming that they were, indeed, real. Rouge couldn’t help but lean forward and flick her tongue against one nipple before dropping the breasts and turning away, getting a moan out of the wolf.
“So, I’m going to be here for a while,” Rouge said, casually grabbing a tossed aside towel and cleaning off her breasts. She wiped the drying cum from her chest, gently rubbing at some spots to make sure they were clean before letting the towel fall into the pool of cum on the floor. “Any chance I can get your full sweets menu?”
“Yeah,” Sugar replied, sitting up. She stepped to the side of the room, cum still leaking from her cock, and rummaged through a cabinet, grabbing a notepad and pen. “I’ll just write it down for ya.”
“Wonderful,” Rouge replied. She reached for her discarded clothes and began putting them back on. 
Sugar had to take a few minutes--the list was much longer than Rouge had expected it to be. She tore the paper off the pad and held it out ro the bat. “Don't’ go sharin’ this unless ya trust the person one hundred percent. This ain’t somethin’ I do for everyone.”
“Of course. And, how much do I owe you?” Rouge asked.
“It’ll be ‘bout hundred-thirty. Prices are on that sheet,” Sugar said.

“Cheaper than I expected,” Rouge said, raising an eyebrow before looking down at the list.
$100 - Parfait - Sugar’s Choice
$75 - Peach Pie - Get fucked by Sugar
$70 - Donut - Get ass fucked by Sugar
$85 - Éclair - Blow Sugar
$95 - Cannoli - Get Blown by Sugar
$60 - Bearclaw - Give Sugar a footjob
$70 - Abanico - Get a footjob from Sugar
$65 - Croissants - Get a hand job from Sugar
$75 - Strudel - Give Sugar a hand job
$55 - Taiyaki - Get Eaten Out by Sugar
$75 - Mud Pie - Get Rimmed by Sugar
$70 - Mooncake - Rim Sugar
$55 - Ladyfingers - Get Fingered by Sugar
$90 - Bismark - Get hot dogged by Sugar
$60 - Macaron - Hot dog Sugar
$55 - Sugar Cookie - Get a thigh job from Sugar
$80 - Pâte à Choux  - Give Sugar a thigh job
$75 - Flan - Give Sugar a tit job
$60 - Pudding - Get a titjob from Sugar
$90 - Beaver Tail - Get a Tailjob from Sugar
$70 - Churro - Give Sugar a Tailjob
$80 - Hamantash - Get an Earjob from Sugar
$65 - Palmier - Give Sugar an Earjob
Extras and Options
$5 - Icing Glaze - Cum Outside
$15 - Cream FIlled - Cum Inside
$5 - Fully Processed - Condom
$5 - Lightly Processed - Break the Condom
$10 - Raw Sugar - Raw (Default)
$10 to $25 - For Here - Get Bondage
$15 to $30 - To Go - Sugar Gets Bondage
$15 - Pretzel - Get Knotted
$30 - Lemon Drizzle - Get Peed On by Sugar
$30 - Lemon Splash - Pee On Sugar

“It’d be damn near free if I could get away with it!” Sugar replied. “But fer some reason, people just ain’t trustin’ of cheap sex. And y’know, I think you might be my new favorite customer, especially with the milkin’ ya just gave me. My only customer here fer the moment, but I like ya.”
“You’re definitely my favorite masseuse now,” Rouge said. Now fully dressed, she gave Sugar a soft kiss on the cheek before heading out to the front.
“If you’ve got a spare minutes, mind puttin’ a review on my site?” Sugar asked. “I wrote down the info on the back of the menu--but I’m pretty sure ya already know about it.”
“Of course,” the bat promised with a sultry wink.
Rejuvenated, the bat decided to head back to the stadium and watch the events that would be happening. She actually felt relaxed, physically and mentally. That was a great massage.
And a great orgasm from a wonderful new toy.
