As Rouge walked along the pathways of the Olympic complex, skimming over the list of sex acts she’d been given, she passed by an unfamiliar female hedgehog who was busy punching a tree for an unknown reason.
“Stupid fucking Eggman!” the hedgehog girl cried in frustration.
Rouge took a closer look. The girl had black fur that slicked back into quills, streaked with red. She was wearing the United Federation track uniform that seemed slightly too big on her. And she was shouting expletives that really, only one person had that kind of range.
“Shadow?” Rouge asked, stopping in her tracks.
The hedgehog turned towards her. “Oh, fuck, Rouge. Thank gaia it’s you.”
“Oh, wow,” she said, trying not to laugh. “I like your new look.”
“Fucking Eggman did this,” he muttered. “To everyone. All the guys at the opening ceremonies. Everyone’s a fucking chick now!”
“Why would he do that?” she asked.
“I guess he thinks girls won’t beat him in the games or something,” he replied.
Rouge scoffed. “Oh, come on. He’s fought me!”
“Yeah, whatever, girl power,” Shadow grumbled. “I tried to reach Gun HQ, and they said it’ll be at least a few days to turn me back to normal, can you believe this?”
She shrugged. “Sounds about right for them, really”
Shadow groaned and went back to punching the tree.
“You’re gonna damage your hands that way,” Rouge said, smiling. “So rather than breaking your fingers, go see Sugar, that masseuse you brought. She did a wonderful job on my wings, so go see her, she’ll help you with your hands, and your stress. Tell her I sent you, and ...put an order of ladyfingers, and maybe an eclair on my tab.”
“Fuck it,” Shadow said, examining his hand. “It’s not like this is getting me anywhere.”
“You won’t regret it,” Rouge promised, giving him a wink.
Sugar, meanwhile, was busy straightening up her massage parlor and preparing for her next client. Once she finished cleaning, she tucked her cock between her legs as best as she could to hold it out of the way as she tied a sarong around her waist. She didn’t want her cock ruining the flow of her skirt, and this was the best she could do till it went fully soft. After that, she brewed herself a mug of her special tea, the herbal supplement she used to ensure her cock could satisfy every client.
She headed out to the front of the parlor, tea in hand, right as a hedgehog girl entered. “Oh, hello there! How can I help ya?”
“Uh, Rouge sent me,” the hedgehog replied. “I guess I want a massage? And, er, ladyfingers? Dunno why she told me to order a pastry. She said it’s on her tab, anyways.”
Sugar gave her a soft smile. “No problem. Head on back and get undressed, cover yourself with the sheet. I’ll give you some privacy while ya get ready.”
Shadow just nodded, still a bit uncomfortable, as he headed into the back. He unzipped the jacket of his track suit, and took a moment to examine himself more clearly. He heard a phone ringing out in the front office, and Sugar answering it in a somewhat hushed voice. His attention went to his own strange body.
His breasts were big. Way too big. They looked like black fur covered balloons on his chest. But they were sensitive when he brushed his fingers over them, sending a heat coiling through his lower abdomen. His waist was smaller now, muscles in his body more lithe and lean. He really was a pretty, curvy girl--the problem was he wasn’t supposed to be.
He undressed down to his briefs, which felt looser on him. He knew what was lying beneath there, but he still was curious enough to move a hand between his legs and feel the absolute lack of familiar cock there. Instead, his fur parted to reveal smooth, soft lips, damp and feeling really, really nice to touch. He rubbed at those lips for a few moments longer, letting his eyes drift shut as he explored his new body and found what made him feel good--really really good. He dipped one finger between those new folds, and found himself so hot and wet inside, a pleasure that made his knees buckle and a groan escape his lips.
A knock came at the door suddenly, and Sugar called, “Everythin’ all right in there?”
“Yeah!” Shadow called back, withdrawing his hand quickly. “Just another second!”
Shadow left the briefs on and laid face down on the massage bed, pushing his face against the hole at the head of the bed. He reached for the sheet and used it to cover his ass.
Sugar knocked on the door a minute later before entering. The atmosphere of the room changed as soon as she walked in, the scent of fresh bread and sugar cookies immediately calming Shadow and making him want Sugar to just stay there, stay beside him. “Now, what kind of massage are you lookin’ for?” she asked.
“Whatever,” Shadow replied. “A relaxing one, so you pick. And fix up my hands, if you could.”
“I’m gonna get you started with some scented oils, then,” Sugar said after thinking for a moment. She grabbed a bottle and uncapped it, letting the scent of lavender drift through the small room. “So, what’s your name?”
“I'm not surprised you don’t recognize me,” he muttered. “I’m Shadow.”
She drizzled oil on his back and started to rub it in, but paused at his words. “The same Shadow that brought me here?”
“Yeah,” he replied. 
“I...thought you were a man,” she said, confusion clear in her voice.
“I was,” he responded. “That’s the problem.”
“What happened?” she asked, resuming the massage.
Shadow let out a long sigh before explaining.
**
Just after Rouge had left the opening ceremonies, the next country in the games was revealed.
“And finally, the representatives from Eggman Empire,” the announcer said.
Shadow raised an eyebrow. The Eggman Empire wasn’t a real place, and the only representative could be…
**
Shadow lost his train of thought suddenly as Sugar’s fingers found a knot in his lower back, and dug in to work it out. He let out a soft moan before continuing.
**
Dr. Eggman walked out into the arena, followed by a dozen or so robots. He was his usual rotund self, bald head and large red mustache on display. He wore a tracksuit version of his normal red coat, his hands gloved and his feet in boots. His introduction was met with boos and jeers from the crowd. He seemed unphased, and rolled up one sleeve to reveal an electronic control on his wrist. He pressed a button, and the music playing over the PA system went silent.
“You may as well just give me all the gold medals now,” he announced, his voice booming over the system, easily audible to everyone around. “With one little button here, I’ll make sure none of you are competition in these...games!”
The boos grew louder. Shadow smirked and laughed under his breath as he watched. What was the old fool up to now?
**
Sugar finished with that knot and found another tight spot on Shadow’s leg. He felt himself relaxing as he told the story. Her touch was good. He felt something stirring in him, a tingle in his pussy that made him stop talking long enough to groan. She’d believe that was just the massage, right?
**
Eggman pressed another button on his wrist, and one of the robots flew up high above him. A pink beam of light came out from its mechanical chest and swept across the arena, moving across everyone but Eggman himself.
Shadow flinched as the beam touched him, but didn’t feel anything different--at first. He glanced around the arena to find everyone else similarly unaffected.
But then, he felt a tingling in his chest and his groin. He looked down to find his chest swelling into breasts. His shirt stretched as they grew, as he felt his body shifting to accommodate the new weight on his chest. He reached a hand to his crotch with a sinking feeling and yeah, his dick was disappearing. It was still there, of course, but it felt like it was being turned around, pushed inside his body. There was no pain, but every second of this transformation was bizarre and strange and a lot to handle.He could feel his body slimming, his muscles shifting to provide his body mass in his chest and hips. His shoulders narrowed, his arms and legs became thinner--he still had his muscles, but they just felt...different.
**
As he spoke, Shadow became more aware of his muscles, and how his new body actually felt. Despite the lack of pain, this body hadn’t felt like his until Sugar worked her magic. She was working on his feet now, and they’d never felt so good.
**
The arena erupted into a chaotic mess. People screamed, ran from the stands.
Shadow pulled a phone from the pocket of his uniform track suit and called G.U.N. to inform them of the situation, and ask for a cure for his sudden case of…gender swap.
**
Sugar’s hands moved over his legs, one last pass, and her fingers briefly brushed against the sheet covering his ass. Shadow instinctively moved his hips--away from her touch, but grinding against the massage table below him. He paused his story to let the suddenly pleasant sensation pass.
**
“Have fun in the games, ladies!” Eggman cried before escaping amidst the pandemonium.
“You’re not hurt, right?” the agent on the phone asked Shadow. “You can handle being a woman till we get to the bottom of this. Just keep going through the games like normal.”
“Contact me as soon as you can fix this,” Shadow snarled before hanging up.
**
Shadow stopped abruptly as Sugar moved to work on his shoulders, putting her lower half just inches from his face. She smelled delicious, like baked goods, but there was a second scent to her now, a faint flowery musk. His mouth and his pussy drooled at the scent.
**
He took a moment to glance around the arena, seeing familiar and unfamiliar faces coping with their new bodies. Those two plumbers from Mushroom Kingdom sprouted breasts beneath their overalls, and that dragon thing with them had turned into a more human-looking woman, scales morphed into a black dress. He noticed Sonic and Knuckles both transforming into more feminine forms, Sonic looking shocked as Knuckles curiously poked his newfound tits.
Shadow pushed past a pair of either sisters or brothers, he couldn’t tell, and made his way out of the arena. He took a deep breath to calm himself, try to focus on the positives of his situation.
When that didn’t work, he punched a tree.
**
Shadow let out a deep breath as he finished telling his story, only then fully relaxed. Sugar was as good as Rouge had claimed.. “You’re...not bad at this massaging thing,” he said.
Sugar chuckled. “I’d hope so! You walked in here nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rockin’ chairs. Nice t’see you relaxin’, now.”
“It’s good,” Shadow said, his voice terse.
Sugar just smiled. “All right. Turn over, now, I’ll turn around so you can have privacy.”
Shadow rolled over on the bed, settling onto his back. He left his breasts exposed, but after about a half second, pulled the sheet up to cover himself. It just felt weird having them out like that. “Um. Okay.”
Sugar started her massage again, her fingers working on Shadow’s ears. He couldn’t help the soft moan that slipped out as she pressed against the base of one ear.
“Sorry,” he muttered.
“It happens,” Sugar replied, not stopping her work at all. Her ears twitched, though, and he could have sworn her tail gave a small wag.
Shadow shifted slightly on the table. He felt a stirring of something between his legs--similar to the feeling of getting hard, but just different enough he couldn’t place it. Just a slight pressure in the new, unfamiliar part of his body. It was similar to an itch, but instead of scratching, he just needed to be touched. Needed to have pressure against that place to feel relief.
Sugar moved to his hands next, spreading some sort of scented balm on them. It soothed the raw places where he’d punched the tree, and he sighed in relief. 
“So, why a tree?” she asked as she rubbed the balm into his skin.
“It was there,” he replied simply.
Sugar nodded. She gently set his hand down and asked, “So, did Rouge tell ya what exactly ladyfingers means?”
“No,” Shadow replied. His eyes were closed as he enjoyed her soft touch on his arm.
“How much do ya trust her?” Sugar asked. This was new territory for her--usually her customers knew exactly what they were ordering, and it was twice in one day.
“I trust her,” he said, his voice firm.
Sugar shrugged. “All right.”
She slipped her hands beneath the sheet, rubbing Shadow’s hips. He wasn’t expecting her to touch there, but it was relatively innocent still, and felt pretty good. So, he didn’t complain as she kept touching him.
“I need your underwear off for this, hon,” Sugar said softly, gently grabbing the garment and pulling it down. Shadow lifted his hips, letting her slide it off. He was still covered by the sheet, anyway. Nothing strange was going to happen, despite the wolf’s odd questions and the definite smell of wolf arousal in the air.
Her fingers slid inward, lower, until she was just brushing the seam of his pussy. He stiffened slightly--he wasn’t used to massages, but he was pretty sure this didn’t happen.
But still...her touch was soft, lightly petting him, creating that budding pressure he’d felt before. It took him a moment to recognize it as arousal, as a feeling of wetness pooling between his legs. 
“Just relax, honey,” Sugar cooed, as her other hand joined in touching him, and her fingers spread his folds apart. A waft of cool air hit something wet and exposed, and he felt a thrill of yes good through his body.
“What--what are you doing?” he asked, trying to keep his voice level. He met her eyes and found her pupils dilated, her tongue just softly lolling from her mouth as she panted. The room was cool, so what could be causing her to react like this?
“Giving you a ladyfingers,” Sugar replied, as if he was supposed to know what that meant. She slid one finger inside him, and Shadow moaned, hips unconsciously lifting off the bed. 
Sugar licked her lips as she touched him. He was definitely all female like this, a soft, warm, and wet pussy beneath her hand. Her cock dripped precum as she imagined sheathing herself inside him, making him feel comfortable with his new pussy by stretching him out, making him realize what this body was good for. She shifted her legs slightly, hoping that she wasn’t staining her sarong.
Her finger pumped in and out of him in a lazy motion, and Shadow reached to grip the sides of the bed to control himself. The scent of arousal in the air spiked, making his pussy clench around her fingers. Then she brushed her fingertip over something that had him letting out a strained, “Nnngh--!”
“Pretty nice havin’ a pretty pussy, don’t ya think?” Sugar murmured. “More sensitive, more fun t’play with…”
She pushed a second, then a third finger into him. His pussy stretched to accommodate the digits, a mildly pleasant burn like a muscle stretch, making him feel...complete. Like he was meant to having something inside him.
Her thumb rubbed against her folds, parting them till the pad just rubbed against some spot that had Shadow lifting his hips up to meet her touch.
“Ya do make a pretty girl, darlin’,” Sugar said, working her fingers against him. “So responsive. Are ya gonna make some pretty noises fer me?” Her cock throbbed at the idea of making him moan and squirm for her. She could still picture him as a large, muscular man who completely dwarfed her small frame, so seeing him come apart as a pretty girl, thanks to her power, was a head rush. She wanted to claim him, dominate him--but she was going to take things at his pace and make sure he was comfortable. If she did a good enough job, he’d be back anyways.
“Fuck!” Shadow cried, writhing against the bed. Her fingers were too much and not enough at the same time, and he found his hips rocking as he tried to get away before pulling back and grinding against her. She kept her hand moving at the same rhythm, the room filled with a soft squelch as his pussy dripped and opened for her.
“That’s a girl,” Sugar cooed. “It’s okay to come, darlin’. Relax and enjoy it.”
He didn’t have a choice but to enjoy it. His body responded for him. He could feel his pussy clenching around her fingers, try to pull her touch in deeper, as his eyes rolled back and he groaned again. 
She passed her thumb over that spot again, and everything broke. His body quivered, shook, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over him, his world reduced to the euphoric sensation.
“Fuck,” he groaned, sitting up when reality started entering his mind again. “Fuck, didn’t know girls came like that.” 
“Y only want one?” Sugar asked. “Honey, lay back down. Gals don’t have to wait to come again, y’know.”
Shadow hesitated, but laid back, legs spread open wide.
Sugar’s fingertip circled that one spot, what he now recognized was probably his clit. She rubbed against it while her other hand stroked against his folds, not quite entering him but feeling so, so good...that pressure between his legs built up again, making him breathe sharply as he went from totally satisfied to more need more in just a second.
Sugar pushed a finger inside him, and he came again, as earth-shattering and mind-breaking as the first time. The smell of his arousal flooded the room, but her fingers didn’t stop. She worked him up yet again, skilled fingers pushing his body up and over that edge.
Another one. And another. Sugar’s fingers were a blur on his clit as she rubbed him, fucked him with her hand, her moans rising in pitch along Shadow’s. 
Shadow moaned and practically screamed, his legs thrashing as he was forced to cum again and again. The world around him seemed to fade out into nothing--all that was left was pleasure.
Sugar couldn’t help herself. Once Shadow was gone, lost in his mind with the pleasure, she reached under her sarong with her other hand and stroked her cock, giving herself some much needed relief. Her smell nearly overpowered his, and she noticed that each time she stroked herself, Shadow became wetter, and moaned. 
She wondered if she could make him cum just by jacking herself off. Let her scent flood his senses until he was so sensitive that just rubbing his own thighs together would make him cum again, and again, and Sugar could just watch that beautiful show.
Not this time, she decided, resigning her own fantasies to the back of her mind. This time was about her client, and the alluring way he writhed and gushed through his orgasms.
When Shadow came back to himself again, he noticed the sheet over him was soaked wet around his crotch. Sugar removed it and tossed it into a laundry hamper nearby before beginning to lick her fingers clean. 
“Ya taste pretty damn good,” she commented. “Wanna try? Ya might not have this opportunity for too long.”
Shadow hesitated, but nodded. “Might as well.”
His arousal, still warm on her fur, was musky and tangy, strange but recognizably him. He smacked his tongue a little bit, nose wrinkling at the flavor. “So, um--that was a ladyfingers?”
“Yep,” Sugar replied. “I guess Rouge thought ya deserved t’get to know your new body better.”
“Well, I’m definitely relaxed now,” he muttered. He rolled his shoulders, feeling how light they were now. “So, thanks.”
“My pleasure, hon,” Sugar said. “Now, Rouge called earlier, when you were gettin’ undressed. She requested an eclair for ya as well.”
Shadow frowned and shook his head.
“Means a blowjob, honey,” she replied. “With me receivin’.”
“Doesn’t that usually require a dick?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.
“It does,” she said bluntly. “And watchin’ you fall apart like that got me all worked up, so would ya like to see it?”
Shadow blinked, dumbfounded. He was silent for a moment before saying, “Yeah. Go ahead.”
Sugar undid the sarong around her waist and revealed her cock, hard and unsheathed. The ever-present smell of her scent suddenly became ten times as powerful, nearly making Shadow drunk on the smell alone. He should have been utterly satisfied, but he felt his pussy suddenly dripping and needy again, just from the smell. His body wanted that cock in him, even if his mind was still processing.
Inwardly, Shadow thought, “Holy shit that bitch breaker is bigger than mine! Rouge is paying for me to suck on that?” But to Sugar, all he did was open his eyes incredibly wide. 
“Glad yer impressed,” Sugar replied. “I ain’t gonna force it on ya, but if you’re interested...go for it.”
Shadow sat up slowly, and then stood up from the massage bed, letting the sheet fall to the floor and displaying his nude body. He smirked as Sugar’s cock twitched. “Get on the table.”
“Sure thing, darlin’,” Sugar replied, sitting on the massage bed. Shadow rested a hand on her shoulder and forcefully pushed her back before grabbing her legs and pulling her so her butt rested right on the edge.
“Stay,” he muttered, before pulling over a chair and making himself comfortable, sitting between her legs. “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it my way.”
Sugar chuckled. “Ya ain’t gonna hear me complain.”
He gripped the base of her cock through her sheath, and she moaned, hips lifting up slightly as her cock swelled and pulsed in his grasp.
“God that’s good,” she moaned, pushing up her hips to meet his touch.
“Stay,” he repeated through gritted teeth, pushing her down by her hips. “Don’t move.”
Sugar let herself settle down, and tried not to twitch as Shadow’s fingers slid over her shaft, feather-light touches over every inch of it. Her knot slipped out of her sheath, and he touched that just so lightly as well.
Shadow moved close enough she could feel his breath on her cock, and then he licked just the tip before lowering his head and taking her cock in his mouth. She tasted musky, salty, like skin with something else behind it. The pressure between his legs returned. He moved his tongue around her as he sank lower, his lips barely reaching a quarter down her cock.
He bobbed his head just a little bit before moving his tongue more, then more, faster and faster up and down her length, as best as he could reach. It was a sloppy, inexperienced blowjob, but it was nice. Shadow took her cock into his mouth like it was the most delicious thing he’d ever tasted, like if he wasn’t sucking on her shaft, he’d die. The eagerness meant he didn’t hold back from slobbering around her, drool dripping warm against her cock.
“Fuck, that’s good,” Sugar murmured. She wanted to hold his head down, thrust into his mouth, but she kept still and kept up the encouragement. “Keep goin’, just like that…”
Each bob of his head pushed Shadow’s mouth further onto Sugar’s cock. He groaned in lust and frustration as he tried to force his throat to open up more, take more cock into his mouth. It wasn’t as fast as he’d like, but he was slowly taking in inch after inch after inch. Sugar resisted the urge to hold his head down and fuck his throat. She wanted to use his mouth like a toy, fuck him till she knotted his throat...but that was probably a bad idea for his first blowjob.
He slipped back, giving his throat a rest as he teased the tip of her cock with his tongue. He made up the difference by pumping his hand along her length, an agonizingly slow pace. His fingers brushed against her knot, but didn’t really touch it--just enough to tease her. His tongue lapped at the head of her cock, along the small slit, each swipe drinking more of her salty, tangy precum down his throat.
Sugar’s cock twitched as Shadow’s fingers brushed her knot. She let out short, sharp gasps with each little touch, eyes fluttering closed when a brush lingered.
He pushed forward again, determination etched on his face, as he tried to take more of her cock into his throat. He flattened his tongue on the bottom of his mouth, opened his jaw as wide as he could, and held his breath as he pushed forward in short, halting motions. Then, he gagged on her cock, only managing to move a little less than halfway down, and fuck that felt so good, Sugar couldn’t help but reach for his head.
He was definitely pushing himself past what his limit should be. If he was going to give this wolf a blowjob, it was going to be the best damn blowjob that anyone had received, ever. Shadow didn’t half-ass anything! So he pushed himself to the point where he had to hold his breath as her cock cut off his air. The light-headed feeling increased his own arousal to the point where her cock moving into his throat felt just as good as her fingers in his pussy.
Shadow lifted his head up, eyes wide, and narrowed his eyes at Sugar, roughly grabbing her hands and slamming them down to the sides of the massage bed, keeping her pinned beneath his grasp. “Told you not to move.”
“Y-yeah,” Sugar acknowledged, before she gasped as he sucked her cock again, dragging his tongue along the underside as he bobbed his head, taking nearly half of her length into his mouth before coughing and slipping back out to just the tip.
Sugar whimpered, straining against his hands. Since he wasn’t touching her cock with his fingers, he made up for that by twirling his tongue around her shaft, moving so fast that he seemed to cover her all at once, hot and wet and ever changing pressure against her full length.
He moved one hand to her cock, rubbing the base, his hand clumsily brushing against her knot as he stroked her cock into his mouth. His fingers touched with varying pressure, sometimes slow, soft, exploring her length, and sometimes firmly rubbing her. He knew how to work a cock on himself, at least, and he tried his best to transfer those techniques to her cock. 
Sugar thought it was almost cute how clumsy he was. But the more important thing was he was trying, he was enjoying her cock, and she was definitely enjoying it. This wasn’t about her pleasure--her job right now was to make her client comfortable. And from the way he groaned and practically worshipped her cock, she was succeeding.
Her fingers flexed, her eyes rolled back in her head as she suddenly, without much warning, reached her orgasm, knot suddenly swelling against Shadow’s hand as Sugar’s release rushed through her.
But right as she hit that peak, Shadow’s warm wet wonderful mouth was gone. He pulled back entirely as the first spurt of cum left her, letting it just shoot from her cock as her knot tied her to nothing again. His hands kept hers pinned down, so she wasn’t even able to touch herself, stroke the rest of her release out.
“I gotta thank Rouge,” Shadow commented, smirking as Sugar twitched and squirmed under his touch. “This really is relaxing. Don’t think I’m quite ready to taste anyone’s cum yet, though, and watching you wriggle is fun.”
He let go of Sugar’s hands once her cock had stopped spurting, once she gave up and stopped fighting the pin. He stood and grabbed his clothes, getting redressed without so much as looking at Sugar. He could still smell musk and arousal in the air, still felt a welcome pressure between his legs. He couldn’t help but turn back and plant a kiss to the tip of Sugar’s cum-covered cock, noting that her cum was thicker and smelled a hell of a lot better than his ever had..
The touch made Sugar groan and shoot out another spurt of cum, landing on Shadow’s cheek. He wiped it away with his hand, which he then unthinkingly wiped on his pants.
“Hey,” he said, his voice low as he glanced up to meet Sugar’s eyes. “Can you, uh--you’re gonna get a lot of people here, right?”
“I sure hope so,” she replied as she slowly sat up.
“If anyone mentions anything about Eggman or his plan--can you let me know?” he asked. “You should have my number already.”
Sugar smiled. “I think I can do that for ya, no problem. Let me know if ya need any more comfort in your new body.”
Shadow broke into a smile. “Yeah. I’ll do that.”
He walked out of the massage parlor, feeling relaxed and more comfortable in his skin. He missed his normal body, but he didn’t hate this one either. Sugar’s thorough exploration of his female form definitely helped.
Sugar, meanwhile, brewed herself another cup of her tea. Her clients focused on their own pleasure most of the time, so having her cock milked without a knot twice in a day was a lot, even for her. Without the tea to increase her energy and cum production...she’d be wrung dry after just one go. 
As she brewed the tea, she cleaned up her parlor, taking care to wash away the cum before anyone else showed up. Even if her bakery services ended up more popular than her massages, no one wanted to smell stale cum when they tried to relax.
She also took a moment to print out a few copies of the bakery menu, stowed in a safe place for future clients. She knew word about her services would get out quickly enough.
Shadow walked away from the parlor, intent on heading to his apartment. He was more relaxed now, so he planned to check in with G.U.N. and then book some training time for his event the next day.
Many of the athletes and visitors for the games were hanging out in the common areas between the olympic village buildings. Shadow paid them no mind, until he rounded a corner and saw Rouge stretched out on a patch of grass, enjoying the sun.
“Hey, Shadow,” she greeted him when she saw him. Her lips curved into a sly smile. “Did you enjoy your massage?”
Shadow scowled, his plans for the rest of the afternoon replaced with anger at his friend. “Fuck you,” he said, his voice maybe louder than he expected. A couple of people glanced over, but didn’t seem to pay them any mind.
“Oh, you didn’t?” Rouge asked. “I thought it might help you enjoy your new...assets. And is that cum I see on your pants?”
“No,” Shadow lied. “And you could have told me what I was getting into!”
Rouge chuckled. “Where would be the fun in that?”
“Would’ve been nice to know what I was getting before she started finger fucking me!” Shadow shot back, his voice rising in volume.
“Careful now,” Rouge said. “You don’t want to let everyone know about her Bakery, do you? She might not have time for your return visit if you do…”
“Shut up,” Shadow grumbled, taking a seat on the grass beside her. “You’re annoying when you’re right.”
“You appreciate me, it’s okay to admit it,” Rouge teased, affectionately leaning her head on his shoulder.
“There’s a bakery around here?” a voice asked. Rouge glanced up to see a very curvy woman with blonde hair in a shoulder-length layered bob, wearing a yellow sweater and black leggings. A yellow crown-shaped hat rested on her head, looking like it was...folded from paper?
“Sort of,” she replied vaguely. “Who are you?”
“My name’s Olivia!” the woman replied. “I’m from the Origami Kingdom!”
“How nice,” Rouge said. “Anyways, yes, I’m sure there’s a bakery somewhere.”
“What about the one you were talking about?” Olivia asked, bouncing up and down on her heels. “I heard her say something about fucking!”
“I’m out,” Shadow said, abruptly standing. “Have fun with this one, Rouge.”
Rouge rolled her eyes before glancing back at the woman. “Just...go check out Sugar Sweet Massages. Over at building 7. Ask her about the Bakery.”
“Thanks!” Olivia said. “You’re Rouge, right? I’ll tell her you sent me!”
“Wonderful,” Rouge muttered as Olivia darted off. 
She practically skipped along the path, stopping to say hello to everyone she met.
“Did you know the massage parlor in building 7 has a bakery in it?” she asked a glamorous rabbit woman. She looked like she could enjoy a cookie!
The woman tossed her long blonde braid behind her shoulder. “Darling, do I look like I eat baked goods?”
Olivia glanced up and down her body, her figure hidden by the voluminous skirt of her dress. “Yes?” Why else would she have talked to her?
The woman gave a humph and turned away, and Olivia walked on until she noticed the next friendly-looking person.
“I’m going to get a cookie!” she informed a bewildered looking cyborg chinchilla. 
“Um, okay?” the chinchilla replied, but Olivia was already gone.
Olivia walked on until she noticed someone else who looked interesting and friendly.
“I hear there’s some kinda sex bakery in building 7!” she told a purple-skinned, pink-haired ghost woman. She looked like she could use a good fuck.
“Oh my!” the woman replied. She tugged her hat low over her brow, but not low enough to disguise the blush on her otherworldly cheeks.
After the conversation, Olivia found herself in front of a simple sign on the first floor of Building 7: Sugar Sweet Massage Parlor.
