Princess Daisy of Sarasaland had been to the Olympics every two years since she was old enough to compete in the games. The petite brunette princess had fun with some of the games, sometimes, but most years she just felt like she was there to fill out a roster. It was rare that Sarasaland ever earned a medal. So, Daisy was on the lookout this year for something to be different. She wandered through the stands of the first event, the skiing, and watched the crowds more than the event. She saw the same people she’d seen every single year. True, things were a little different in that they were all women now, but come on, that was still very clearly Mario and Luigi in the stands. Their personality didn’t change because they lost their dicks.
Boring. It was all so boring. She looked around the arena, trying to find something different or unusual. She glanced towards the athlete’s box, the glass structure happening to catch her eye, and saw someone new. Shadow the Hedgehog was there, same edgy prick as always, but he – she – had a new girl on her lap. A white wolf with what looked like a rather impressive penis jutting from between her legs. Deep red cock slipping out of a furry sheath, balls hanging down as Shadow’s hand stroked the shaft … this was probably the only dick in the entire Olympics, and Shadow was just flaunting the girl who had it. Not fair, even if they didn’t know they were being watched.
Daisy headed to the entrance of the athlete’s box, keeping an eye on the display the whole time. She was mesmerized as Shadow’s hand pumped the wolf girl’s cock, as the girl’s shaft throbbed and – oh, she came, a massive load splashing onto the glass panel in front of them. That was quite a sight to see, and Daisy smiled before picking up her speed, heading quickly to the door before opening it, entering the box from the back.
Shadow froze as the wolf wiped cum off the glass, her sheath still on full display for the princes to see, before turning to glance at Daisy. The girl smiled at her, a sheepish grin and tail between her legs as she said, “We, uh, we were just, uh …”
Daisy held up a hand to stop her rambling. Oh, she knew exactly what they were just doing. And that show had her so, so wet between her legs.
Sugar wasn’t exactly ashamed to be caught with her cock out – nudity was common in her line of work – but she was a bit embarrassed to be caught having sex somewhere so public. She’d naively assumed the glass was mirrored on the outside, but something about that woman’s smirk told her otherwise.
The woman entered the room fully and shut the door behind her. She was tall, about 5’11, wearing a yellow gown that was tight over her DD-cup breasts. She was very pretty, with soft waves of brown hair and bright blue eyes, but what drew Sugar’s eye was the golden crown perched on her head. Sugar had just gotten herself caught by royalty. Shit.
“You know, most people here want to watch the athletes, not an impromptu porn show,” she said, still smirking. “I think I’m the only one who noticed anything, though. Lucky you.”
“That ain’t one-way glass, is it?” Sugar asked weakly, her ears drooping.
The princess shook her head. “I’m afraid not.”
Shadow huffed as she took a seat again, not even looking towards her. “So, why were you even looking in the first place?”
“Lucky glance,” she answered honestly, an amused smile on her face. “But then I saw a pretty girl with a pretty good looking cock, and I wanted to see more.”
“Oh! Well, all right then,” Sugar said. She readjusted her sarong to stay closed, regaining some decency. 
“But on the other hand, I suppose I could say something,” Daisy murmured, bringing a hand to her chin as she mocked thinking. “In fact, I think maybe I deserve something for staying silent.”
Sugar frowned. ”I don’t know what I can offer. I ain’t got the kinda funds needed to pay off a princess.”
Daisy giggled. “Oh, no, no, don’t worry about that. I’m one of the good guys! I would never blackmail you. And please, call me Daisy.”
“Well then, what do you want, Miss Daisy?” Sugar asked, crossing her arms over her chest. “To be perfectly frank, ya just saw me with ma bits out, so there ain’t a need to be coy now.”
Daisy laughed. “Fair enough! I just want some relief.” She took a step closer to Sugar, rolling her eyes as she gestured with her hands while speaking. “Olympics are always so busy and stressful, so many people to see and sports to play and things to do, but this time there’s even more stress because of Eggman’s whole feminizing plan making everyone panic, so I haven’t been able to take care of myself in … a while.”
Sugar breathed a sigh of relief, her tail falling down as she relaxed. “Yeah. Of course. Do ya got time fer an appointment?”
“Appointment?” Daisy asked, before her expression brightened with understanding. “Oh! You’re the wolf that does the massages with the –”
“Yeah, that’s me,” Sugar interrupted, her head tilting to the side slightly. “I thought you knew that.”
Daisy shrugged. “Not really. I just knew you were a wolfgirl with a dick. That was enough to catch my interest … and I’m all worked up from your little show, you know?”
“Oh, are ya?” Sugar asked, smiling.
“Well …” Daisy murmured, reaching behind herself and undoing her dress. The garment fell to the ground, revealing her thick thighs and plump, grabbable hips, framed by a set of orange lacy lingerie. “I don’t suppose you’d mind giving me a bit of a … sample of your services?”
Sugar glanced back at Shadow, who just chuckled as she watched the exchange. “Hey, do what you want,” she said with a shrug. “I’ll just watch.”
Sugar nodded and looked around the small room, figuring the best place to take care of the princess without being caught by someone else. The back of the room was probably better … “Why doncha just lean up against that wall there?” she suggested, nodding to a spot by the snack tables. “I’m gonna make ya feel real good.”
Daisy smiled before moving to the back of the room and spreading her legs apart as she leaned against the wall. Sugar knelt in front of her, getting a good view of her white satin panties covered in orange lace with a damp spot already forming.
She glanced up at Daisy and commented, “If anyone walked in right now, they would see ya like this.”
“I know,” Daisy replied, a sly smirk on her face. “I like the risk, though.”
Sugar smiled and nodded before she hooked a finger around the princess’s panties and tugged them aside. She took a moment to admire the pussy she saw, soft pink skin with a well-kept patch of hair above her folds. Daisy was already very wet, enough that Sugar could see her slick beading and glistening on her lower lips. She leaned forward to kiss those folds, softly, just enough to tease.
Daisy’s breath hitched just at the slight contact, and her legs quivered. Sugar grabbed her hips to hold her in place as she smirked against her skin, already inhaling the heady scent of her arousal. She could almost drown in the princess’s need, she was so ready, so wet and needy and wanting. So Sugar kept her movements light, teasing as she licked a soft line along her slit with just the tip of her tongue.
She pressed forward, parting Daisy’s folds and listening to the princess already panting with desire. A small flick of her tongue up, and Daisy came just from that, her slick gushing against Sugar’s mouth.
Sugar pulled back to look up at the princess, leaning against the wall and smiling with a broad, dazed grin. Cute. But Sugar really hadn’t done enough to prove herself, let alone enough to buy Daisy’s silence. So, just as Daisy’s breathing started to even back to normal, Sugar dove her head forward, pressing her snout into Daisy’s pussy and licking, slurping, sucking at her. 
Daisy cried out, one hand grabbing onto Sugar’s hair and pulling her close as she used her tongue to explore the royal pussy. Her legs shook, and she couldn’t stop moaning as Sugar’s tongue licked a spot deep and wonderful inside her.
Shadow watched idly, her hand in her pants, rubbing at her own pussy. She knew it probably wasn’t normal to watch your girlfriend eat out someone else, but Sugar wasn’t a normal girlfriend. Besides, damn, this was hot. Maybe sharing Sugar wouldn’t be such a bad idea. She could imagine this going even further, Sugar pushing Daisy on the ground and mounting her, pushing her cock into the princess and fucking her wildly. She knew just how amazing that cock was, and she wanted to see Daisy screaming from that pleasure. She crooked her fingers inside herself as she imagined the sexy scene, imagined Daisy’s flat stomach bulging with the girth of Sugar’s cock inside. How much would her belly bulge once Sugar came and released that massive load inside her, flooded her womb? Daisy would be reduced to nothing but a puddle, a just a brainless mess that craved cock. And the thought of royalty on her knees and begging for more of Sugar’s cock once she was addicted made Shadow finger herself hard, easily working herself to an orgasm as she just imagined what could happen.
Sugar’s nose rubbed up against Daisy’s clit as the musky sweet scent and flavor of her arousal flooded Sugar’s senses, making her cock begin poking out of its sheath as her body responded to the call of a needy pussy. She grabbed Daisy’s leg, helping the princess hook her leg over her shoulder and expose herself even more to Sugar’s eager tongue. Sugar’s arms were still holding Daisy up by her hips, keeping her upright as she licked and sucked.
Daisy cried out in pleasure as she came again, and this just spurred Sugar to fuck her with her tongue, plunging it in and out and against her sensitive spots over and over, and Daisy’s third orgasm followed almost immediately. Her body convulsed, pussy pulsing against Sugar’s lips, and she arched her back off the wall as her leg around Sugar’s shoulder tightened.
Sugar pulled back slowly, enjoying collecting the last bits of her orgasm on her tongue. She pressed another soft kiss to the princess’s folds before gently readjusting her panties. She helped Daisy to stand up, giving her a wide grin. “So, how’d ya enjoy yer sample?”
“Oh, that was wonderful,” Daisy murmured, panting hard. “Oh, wow. Just … just give me a moment to get dressed, and I’ll let you two be.”
“Well, yer an athlete too, ain’t ya?” Sugar asked, smiling softly. “Why doncha stay?”
“I might,” Daisy replied as she grabbed her dress again. “Oh, but I would like an actual massage, too … nine tomorrow morning?”
“Not a problem,” Sugar replied with a smile, ears perked up, pulling a small appointment book and a ballpoint pen from a pocket in her sarong. She clicked open the pen and scribbled down the appointment at nine, grateful that the slot was already free. “Okay, yer all set.”
“Thank you,” Daisy said as she put on her dress. She took a seat in the back of the box. “Looks like the next event is starting.”
A speaker in the athlete’s box crackled to life suddenly. “Attention. The freestyle skiing event is about to begin,” a pleasant female voice said.
Shadow drew her hand out of her pants and smiled at Sugar. “Wanna watch this? Eggman’s definitely going to make an ass of himself.”
“Sounds fun,” Sugar replied, moving to sit beside Shadow, her tail curling to the side.
Eggman was definitely not the most experienced skier on the hill, pointing his skis inward and shuffling forward, looking like an elephant running on ice. He made it down the hill with a run time of three minutes.
Shadow chuckled. “Wow. He was faster than I thought he might be.”
“Well, that was slightly better than his time in yer event,” Sugar commented, eliciting a chuckle from Shadow and a giggle from Daisy.
Amy was next, and in comparison, she practically flew down the hill. She slid down and crossed the finish line in just under thirty seconds, smashing Eggman’s time. 
The rotund villain tried to stamp his feet with his skis still attached, and ended up falling flat on his back. His lackey robots let him away from the slopes as the two rabbits, the organic one named Cream and the half robotic one named Bunnie, according to the announcer, took their turns. They got two minutes forty-five and one minute, respectively.
Amy had by far the best score, and was awarded the gold medal. Bunnie took silver, Cream bronze, and Eggman didn’t even return for the awards.
“Good for her,” Shadow murmured, a small nod.
“Who, Amy?” Sugar asked, turning to Shadow. 
“Yeah,” Shadow responded tersely, still watching the athletes and not looking directly at Sugar.
“Oh, I didn’t know y’all were friends,” Sugar said. “And yeah! Good fer her.”
“I’ve worked with her,” Shadow corrected, now turning to Sugar. “Not exactly friends. How do you know her, though?”
“I ran into her this mornin’,” Sugar replied with a smile. “She’s a sweet gal. We talked some about the parlor and the Bakery over breakfast.”
Shadow nodded. “Small world.”
Sugar smiled. “Well, I should go and see her. She did ask about gettin’ a regular massage, and I’m bettin’ she could use one right ‘bout now.” She stood from her seat before asking, ”So, Shadow, ya mind walking with me?”
“Sure,” Shadow replied, also standing. “But I can’t stick around for too long. I’ve got other events to train for, and I need to check in with GUN.”
“No problem,” Sugar replied with a soft smile, her tail lazily wagging behind her.
The two left the athlete’s box, Sugar giving a wave goodbye to Daisy.
“I’ll see you tomorrow,” the princess said with a wink, to which Sugar just smiled.
As she walked with Shadow, she asked, “So. What’d ya think of Daisy?”
“I don’t usually get along with royalty,” Shadow admitted. 
“Oh, why not?” Sugar asked, head tilting to one side.
“Politicians and government in general aren’t really my kind of people,” she said, crossing her arms over her chest.
“Wait,”Sugar said, a puzzled look coming over her face. “Don’t ya work for a government organization?”
“Long story,” Shadow said. “But, anyways, watching you eat her out was pretty hot.”
“Oh? Go on,” Sugar said smiling widely.
“Well, she was getting all riled up and I know your dick is great, so it was hot watching you make her into a mess,” Shadow replied. “I liked watching your skills.”
Sugar smiled at her. “Well, I liked you watchin’. But I’m a mite disappointed our time got cut short.”
“Yeah,” Shadow muttered, glancing at her. “Would be nice to go longer.”
“So let’s spend more time together,” Sugar replied with a sunny smile. “How about we grab dinner tonight, go on a real date?”
Shadow was silent for a moment, grabbing and opening the locker room door, neither of them noticing Amy sitting on a bench in the room. “I … yeah, that sounds really nice.”
“Then I will pick you up at eight,” Sugar said, leaning close to kiss her cheek.
“Cool,” Shadow said, turning her head quickly to press a kiss to Sugar’s lips. “I’m staying at  apartment N-4.”
Amy beamed at the two. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to overhear, but – you’re dating? That’s so nice!”
“Howdy,” Sugar said, smiling at her. “Yeah, we’re datin’, it’s true.”
“Oh, that’s so great for you!” Amy replied, grinning. “Shadow, I never thought you’d find a girlfriend!”
“Yeah, seemed as likely as Sonic dating you, didn’t it?” Shadow snapped, making Amy frown.
“Be nice,” Sugar admonished gently. “Amy, congrats on the win.”
“Thanks!” Amy said with a bright smile. “Oh, and Shadow, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean you couldn’t get a girlfriend, I just thought you never wanted one.”
Shadow shrugged. “Didn’t before.”
“So, um, can I ask how it works?” Amy asked. “Sugar, isn’t your business all about, um …”
Sugar chuckled. “I ain’t closin’ my Bakery. It is my job, after all.”
“Well, I was hoping to get just a normal massage, anyways,” Amy said with a sheepish grin. “If that’s okay?”
“Hon, ya already asked that earlier today,” Sugar reminded her. “That’s what I’m here fer. Come on, the organizers had told me that there should be a portable massage table ‘round here somewhere … I just gotta find it.”
She headed deeper into the locker room with Shadow and Amy following. Shadow curiously opened a supply closet, and then called out, “This it?”
“That’s it,” Sugar confirmed, grinning at her girlfriend as she pulled a folding massage table out of the closet. She set it up quickly before gesturing for Amy to lie down.
The pink hedgehog laid down on her stomach, relaxing as Sugar began to rub her back. “Mmm, that is so good. So, Shadow, how’ve you been?”
“Fine,” Shadow said with a shrug. “Won my event.”
“Congrats!” Amy replied, smiling widely. “Who were your opponents?”
“Boo, Eggman, Cosmo,” Shadow replied, ticking them off on her fingers as she spoke. “Not really competition.”
Amy chuckled. “Yeah, I suppose not. Too bad you and Sonic aren’t in a race, that would be something to see.”
“They won’t let us compete in the foot races,” Shadow grumbled, rolling her eyes. “Something about not wanting to cause an international incident.”
“Well, sure,” Amy replied, groaning suddenly as Sugar worked out a kink in her lower back. “If you two raced, what’s the point of anyone else trying?”
Shadow just grunted in reply, crossing her arms over her chest.
“So …” Amy said, trying to continue her conversation. “I noticed you’re a girl now.”
Shadow glanced down at her chest, breasts pushed up by the position of her arms. “Congratulations, you have eyes.”
“I just mean, how are you handling that?” Amy asked. “Is GUN trying to fix it?”
“They’re handling it,” Shadow replied. “And I’m handling it fine.”
“I suppose you are,” Amy replied. “You did get a girlfriend out of the deal.” She gasped suddenly as Sugar pressed hard on a knot on her thigh. “Girlfriend with maaaaaagic hands.”
Shadow cracked a small smile. “Yeah. She is pretty great.”
Sugar glanced at her and smiled softly, ears perked up.
“Lucky you, snapping her up,” Amy murmured, her words slurring slightly as she gave over to being fully relaxed.
“Oh, that does remind me, Shadow, hon,” Sugar said, her hands working down Amy’s leg. “A girl was askin’ me out on a date earlier.”
“What’d you say?” Shadow asked, furrowing her brow.
“Well, honestly, I didn’t know what to say,” Sugar replied with a small shrug. “I mean, I’m datin’ you.”
Shadow smiled slightly, relaxing a bit, before asking, “So, who was it that asked you, anyways?”
“Oh, this cute lil’ badger girl, called herself Sticks,” Sugar said, smiling as she thought of the girl she’d met earlier that day.
“Oh, Sticks!” Amy piped up. “She’s a friend, she’s really nice. A little crazy, though.”
Shadow nodded. “I know her. If you want to date her, that’s fine.”
“Are ya sure?” Sugar asked, her ears folded back against her head. “I mean, we never talked about this before, I don’t want t’hurt you.””
Shadow gave a shrug. “We just talked about you fucking Knuckles, and then you ate out Daisy right in front of me. If I had a problem with you being with other people, you think I’d be okay with all that? Just go out with Sticks.”
“You do know fuckin’ and datin’ are different, right?” Sugar asked with an unsure smile. “Look, I ain’t tryin’ to doubt ya, but I want to make sure ya really understand what you want.”
“Whatever,” Shadow mumbled. “I don’t know. Maybe?”
“Well, I’ll let ya think about it,” Sugar replied, ears perking back up. “There’ll be no other datin’ fer me unless I get a solid yes from you.” Shadow smiled slightly at that.
“Aww, you two are adorable,” Amy cooed, the sound turning into a moan as Sugar worked on her arm.
Shadow shrugged. “I should get going, anyways. Training to do. I’ll see you later, Sugar.”
“Alright,” Sugar replied, pausing the massage to give Shadow a quick peck on the lips. “I’ll see ya.”
Shadow nodded and headed out of the locker room. Just outside the door stood Rouge, whose expression turned to a smiling smirk when she saw the hedgehog. “I was wondering what was keeping you,” she said. “Your event ended a while ago, didn’t it?”
“Yeah, well, I’m free now,” Shadow said. “Let’s get that meeting over with so I have time to train.”
“Relax,” Rouge replied, walking with Shadow towards the exit. “You don’t have any other events today, you’ll have plenty of time to train. Unless you have some other plans?”
Shadow frowned and admitted, “I have a date tonight. With Sugar.”
”Oh?” Rouge asked with a smile. “And what time is that?”
“Eight,” Shadow replied, narrowing her eyes. “Why?”
“Oh, that’ll give you plenty of time to get ready,” Rouge replied. “Don’t worry. I’ll help.”
“You know, just because I’m a girl now, doesn’t mean I’m your doll,” Shadow muttered.
“I know,” Rouge replied with a calm smile. “But don’t you want to impress your girlfriend?”
Shadow sighed. “Fine. I’ll buy a dress or something. That’s the best you’re going to get.”
“Oh, we’ll see,” Rouge said, smiling widely. “You know I have a way of getting what I want.”
Shadow just rolled her eyes. “Let’s get to the meeting.”
Back in the locker room, Sugar was finishing up Amy’s massage, just working out the last bit of soreness from her legs.
“Oh, thank you,” Amy murmured with a satisfied sigh. “I feel so much better now!”
“Anytime, hon,” Sugar said with a smile, hovering her hands near Amy as the hedgehog sat up. Sometimes, a good massage could make her clients a bit dizzy, and she didn’t want the girl to fall. “Now, I want ya to come into the parlor sometime for a real in-depth massage. You are carryin’ a lot of stress, a lot more than I can get out right here.”
Amy wrinkled her nose. “Um, are you offering the, uh, other stuff? Because I don’t know if I really should.”
“Just cause I’m offerin’ doesn’t mean ya have to take me up on it,” Sugar replied, laughing. “I really do mean you have a lot of stress, and I want to take good care of ya.” 
“Oh!” Amy replied, blushing. “I suppose I can come by later this week.”
“And, if ya are interested in the other stuff,” Sugar murmured, leaning closer. “Look, I’ll leave it all up to you, but I wouldn’t mind havin’ some fun with a cutie like you.” She tucked a stray quill away from Amy’s face, stroking her cheek softly.
“I … I’ll think about it,” Amy said, blushing harder.
Sugar nodded at her with a smile as she packed up the temporary table. As Amy changed back into her normal clothing, Sugar left the locker room, heading to her parlor for a few afternoon appointments.
She entered the parlor and took care of pressing business first – transferring her note about Daisy’s appointment to her main schedule, and choosing a restaurant for her date that night. She grabbed the handy book of on-site restaurants the Olympics had provided her with, starting to glance through them to figure out which one sounded perfect.
Did Shadow like Soleannan food? Or Sarasan or Delfinian or Apotosian? There were so many options, which all sounded delicious, but she had to find the perfect restaurant. She wanted one that was nice and fancy, but not too fancy. Shadow didn’t seem the dressup type. But silence was important, or at least a quiet enough atmosphere that they could talk easily without yelling. Sugar wanted to get to know Shadow, find out if she did like any other kinds of food, along with so much more about her.
She flipped to the United Federation section of the book, looking for things that were familiar. She liked trying all sorts of different foods, but at least with a UF-style place, she’d be able to figure out the atmosphere. Not burritos, the beans might be an issue later. Not burgers, that just didn’t seem classy enough for a date. Not pizza, the only pizza joint seemed to be a family-style restaurant for the athletes who’d brought their kids along, not ideal for talking … nothing looked good! But then, she turned the page and saw the name of a rather nice steakhouse, a chain she recognized from back home, the perfect spot to enjoy a quiet dinner with a partner. She quickly called the restaurant to make a reservation.
Her next appointment was apparently for a Boo. Interesting. She’d never dealt with Boos before, but she had heard of the ghostly creatures haunting the Mushroom Kingdom. They could be corporeal, sometimes, but they didn’t have much in the way of muscles – or skin, for that matter. But this Boo had requested a Ladyfingers and an Eclair. Either she was very confused by the idea of the Bakery, or Sugar was very wrong about Boo anatomy. Embarrassing, really, for someone who knew anatomy as well as she did.
She set out her oils in the massage area and set jasmine and lavender in the diffuser, letting the relaxing scents fill the air, before she headed back to the front to wait for her client.
The door opened right on time, but no one seemed to be there. Sugar waited for just a moment before calling, “Hello?”
“E-excuse me,” a voice suddenly said, small, shy, feminine, and coming from directly in front of Sugar – but no one was there. 
“Uh, hey there,” Sugar replied to the voice unsurely, ears pulled back slightly. “Are you my next appointment?”
“I – yes,” the voice said. “Can you please show me where the massage will take place?”
“I can do that,” Sugar said, standing from her seat at the desk. “I’m sorry, though, I don’t think I got yer name.”
“Please, just call me Booette,” the voice said. 
“Well, it is lovely to meet ya, Miss Booette,” Sugar said as she opened the door to the back room, holding it open for a few moments until she saw a small dent on the massage table’s cushion, as if someone was sitting there. She followed the invisible person into the room before shutting the door behind her.
“T’be honest, I ain’t sure how to massage an invisible client,” Sugar said, walking around the table to get some almond oil to start. “So, if my hands go anywhere you don’t like, or if ya just ain’t comfortable, let me know, all right?”
“Well, um, you can see me,” Booette said softly. There was a rustle of fabric, and a young woman appeared sitting on the edge of the table, wearing a thick black strip of cloth over her eyes. Sugar could still see the table through her body, but her client was visible now.
Booette was curvaceous and beautiful, with DDD breasts that strained at her pure white dress that flowed over her flat stomach. Her hair was shockingly white, and her skin was so pale, reminding Sugar that this girl was, in fact, a ghost. She smiled slightly, and her tongue peeked out from between her lips, pale pink and lovely.
“I can’t know that you’re looking at me,” Booette explained, her hands twisting together with nerves. “I panic and then I disappear. But I really want this, so, um, please don’t tell me that you’re looking at me? Even if you’re lying.”
Sugar smiled. “I’ll keep my eyes closed, hon,” she said, the lie feeling a bit wrong on her tongue, but understandable. This wasn’t the first eccentric client she’d had. “Now, can ya get undressed and lie down fer me? We’ll get started.”
Booette nodded before standing and undoing her dress. Her feet didn’t quite touch the floor as she floated there, and her dress seemed to melt into a pile of nothing once it left her body. Her bra and panties followed, and Sugar enjoyed the sight of her ivory pale skin all over her, soft and begging to be marked with kisses and hickies and cum. Even her pussy was pale, just a wisp of pink between her folds.
She lay on the bed, face down, and Sugar swept some hair back from her shoulders.
Booette’s skin was cool, but not uncomfortably cold to touch, as if she’d been standing in a refrigerator just moments before. Sugar warmed her body by running her hands over her skin before pressing harder and working on the muscles within. This wasn’t how she expected a Boo to get a massage, but she at least knew what she was doing now.
The ghostly girl moaned with pleasure occasionally, but made no other sound. This was fine – Sugar liked to let her clients set the mood for the massage, and if Booette wanted silence to relax, Sugar could be quiet.
She lightly ran her hands over Booette’s ass, making the girl’s breath hitch for a moment before she paid attention to massaging her glutes. She did want to grab that ass, bury her cock in the plump cheeks and make the shy girl scream. She wanted to squeeze those cheeks around her cock before plunging into her asshole, making that ass jiggle as she fucked hard until she filled up the Boo’s curvy body with her cum … but she had a job to do.
“Turn over, please,” Sugar directed, and as Booette moved, she could see shimmering white slick on the inside of her thigh. She smirked slightly, proud of herself as she saw the evidence of the ghost girl’s arousal. Sugar was going to make her a boneless, relaxed mess with her hands before any of the fun started – and then make her a gooey puddle.
But for now, she kept herself quiet and worked on the front of Booette’s body, rubbing everywhere but her pussy. The girl whimpered, her hips rising up slightly – not bucking, but floating from the bed to try and meet Sugar’s hands. She gasped and wriggled slightly, clearly affected by the massage.
Once she was satisfied that every single inch of the ghostly girl was rubbed and relaxed, Sugar let her hand drift between her legs and softly explored her lower lips.
“Wait!” Booette said suddenly.
Sugar paused her touches. “Yeah?”
“I … I want to see you,” she said. “Can, um … can you wear the blindfold instead?”
“Of course, that ain’t a problem,” Sugar agreed, smiling. She reached to the blindfold around Booette’s face, untying it easily. She watched her eyes flutter open, noting their striking red color, before the ghostly girl turned invisible once more. Sugar quickly tied the blindfold around her head and said, “Okay, now I can’t see a thing. I might need ya to guide me a lil’ bit.”
“Okay, thank you,” Booette murmured. Sugar suddenly felt a cold hand around her wrist, and her hand was led back to the soft pussy she’d been touching, the folds slightly more parted now and much damper. Sugar could smell more arousal now, a lovely tang in the air that had her nose twitching. She could nearly taste the musky tang from the Boo’s pussy as she felt dewy slick dripping onto her fingers. This wasn’t the first time Sugar had been blindfolded on the job, but it was the first time she’d been blind while apparently taking the lead.

Once Booette had her hand at her pussy, she stopped moving, just waiting and breathing hard for Sugar to continue. So, Sugar rubbed her fingers along the wet slit, listening for a soft, breathy moan before pushing forward, discovering just where she could sink her fingers into the girl.
She found a small nub that had Booette groaning, and circled her finger around it a few times before trailing back to her soaked entrance. She pushed one, two fingers inside her, making the ghost moan loudly, pussy clenching around her hand. Cold hands were back on her wrist, keeping her hand in place as she felt her fingers glide against hot, wet pussy walls.
Sugar was slow and careful with her movements. She usually relied on her eyes, watching for minute changes in expression or body language to know if she was doing well. But now, she listened, ears perked up at the way Booette breathed, nose twitching as she smelled when her arousal spiked. She could feel the girl quivering around her hand already.
The hands around her arm clutched harder as the pussy around her fingers clamped tight with Booette’s orgasm. The scent in the air grew stronger, and Booette’s moans grew louder, as she gushed and pulsed around Sugar’s fingers, her hips bucking into her orgasm. Sugar began to pull her hand away, slowly, but the ghostly girl guided her to her mouth, warm tongue wrapping around Sugar’s fingers and cleaning them.
Sugar groaned as she felt her cock hard beneath her sarong, already slipped out of its sheath. “Damn, I wish I could see yer face,” she murmured.
Booette giggled, an ethereal sound, before she stood and placed her hands on Sugar’s shoulders, guiding her to sit on the table. “It’s your turn now,” she murmured.
“I am all yers,” Sugar replied. She felt hands at her sarong, opening the slit and exposing her cock. Then those ghostly hands wrapped around her cock, stroking her slowly, fingers pressed against her so nicely.
“I know it’s a little cold,” Booette murmured. “But don’t worry. I’ll fix that.”
Next thing Sugar knew, a warm mouth covered her cock head, a tongue wrapping around her. The mouth lowered, taking her inch after inch after inch, and that long tongue that all Boos had kept coiling around her, covering her so much. Sugar moaned as the tongue kept moving. Without being able to see, she had no idea just how long this Boo’s tongue was, so she was content to just lean back and let Booette take care of her, enjoying the surprise of how many times her tongue wrapped and coiled around her shaft.
She felt cool lips press against her knot. Booette wasn’t gagging at all, just taking her cock in her throat with ease. Those lips grazed her knot, driving her absolutely crazy, making her want to slam into that warm wet throat and fuck the ghosts’s face. But before she could do anything, Booette began moving, bobbing her head along Sugar’s entire length.
“Oh, fuck!” Sugar cried. She felt hands on her hips, keeping her pinned down as Booette stroked her cock with her throat, the passage tightening around her rhythmically. It felt so good, warmth and tightness all around her cock, a soft tongue moving around her unpredictably, making Sugar groan with pleasure. She whimpered and bucked fruitlessly against the hands holding her, feeling herself go mad as she couldn’t move.
But then Booette moved one hand from her hip and caressed her knot, soft, cool fingers exploring swollen, sensitive skin. And then, without warning, she squeezed.
“Fuckin’ – oh, fuck!” Sugar cried. Her orgasm slammed into her like a truck, the sensation on her knot making her balls spill themselves nearly instantly. Her toes curled as she came and shot load after load down Booette’s throat. She could feel the ghost’s hands still squeezing, as if she was trying to milk Sugar’s cum directly from her knot. Each squeeze felt like a pull directly from her balls, draining her more and more.
She reached out blindly, fingers curling in soft hair, unseen head pressed against her cock. She could feel the throat clench, swallowing massive loads, as she rode out her long orgasm.
Finally, Booette moved away. Sugar felt the silky strands of hair slip between her fingers, and needed a moment to breathe before asking, “Can I take this blindfold off now?”
“Just a moment,” Booette replied. Sugar heard the rustle of clothing, the sound of a dress being put back on, before, “Okay.”
Sugar removed the blindfold. She caught a glimpse of a fully clothed Booette for just a moment before the girl disappeared into thin air, taking the blindfold from Sugar’s hand with her.
Sugar smiled at the direction she’d seen the girl. “Ya know, you are a real beauty. It’s a mighty shame no one else gets to see ya.”
“O-oh!” Booette cried, clearly flustered. “I, well, … thank you. I’m glad you got to see me.”
“So am I,” Sugar replied. “Anyways, can I get ya somethin’ else before you go? I do have some actual baked goods up front.” She gestured towards the front to emphasize her point.
Booette giggled. “No thank you. I need to go back to my area now. I feel much better, though.”
Sugar’s smile softened. “Come back any time, all right? I’ll make sure yer all nice and relaxed again. And,” she added with a teasing glint in her eye, “I’d like to sample a few of yer assets as well. Maybe really work out the tension in those glutes.”
“Okay,” Booette said softly. The door opened, and after a few moments, Sugar was relatively certain she was alone.
She started cleaning up the parlor, setting new sheets on the massage table and switching out scents and oils for fresh ones. She finished with a few minutes to spare, so she headed out to the front to check her schedule and remind herself who was coming next.
The name in her schedule was Sonic. Why was that ringing a bell? Knuckles and Amy had mentioned her, hadn’t they? And Shadow seemed to know her too … but still, Sugar couldn’t shake the feeling that she’d heard about a Sonic before. She wracked her brain, trying to place the name, when a blue hedgehog walked through the door. And then, Sugar just felt silly – even she could recognize the hero that had saved the world a number of times. She made sure to smile, not letting her face betray her momentary confusion.
Sonic wasn’t quite what Sugar had expected, but she was beautiful. An hourglass figure, E cup breasts straining at a white tank top, and wide, grabbable hips squeezed into a tight red skirt. Her legs were long and toned, the figure of a runner. Her bright blue quills hung long over her shoulders like soft locks of hair, and her eyes were an enchanting shade of green.
Sugar checked the schedule again, noting that Sonic had ordered a Strudel and a Taiyaki. Oh, this was going to be fun, her tail was already wagging.
“Howdy, you must be Sonic,” she said, letting the hedgehog nod to confirm. She stood and opened the door to the back. “Right this way. How’re ya feelin’ today?”
“I’m pretty good,” Sonic replied with a grin as she headed into the back of the parlor. “Watched the games earlier, now I’m looking forward to the massage. How’s this work?”
“Well, first you strip, then lie down, then I rub ya till yer all nice and relaxed,” Sugar replied with a smile. “It should be a pretty dang good experience.”
Sonic nodded and stripped out of her clothes, standing stark naked before Sugar. She hopped up onto the table and lay on her back. “And then the sex stuff, right?”
“Yes, after you’re all nice and relaxed,” Sugar said. She drizzled some argan oil, good for the muscles, onto Sonic’s back before beginning to rub it in, enjoying as the hedgehog visibly relaxed. “It’s called a happy ending for a reason.”
“Fair enough,” Sonic replied. “I would like to relax. There’s a lot going on, you know? Between the Olympics, and being a girl, and Eggman being here …”
“It’s good to slow down once in a while,” Sugar said. She moved her hands to Sonic’s lower back. “I have heard of ya. You’re fast. But ya can’t go fast all the time, right?”
“Hey, if I didn’t slow down once in a while, would I even be here?” Sonic asked with a grin. “I do like to relax.”
“I see,” Sugar said, nodding slowly. “So, how’s the massage treatin’ ya so far?”
“I like the oil,” Sonic murmured. “And your hands are nice.”
“I’m glad yer enjoyin’ it,” Sugar murmured, smiling. “I’ll put a little more focus on yer legs, too. You run a lot, right?”
“That’s how I’m so fast,” Sonic replied with a grin. “But, thanks. That’ll help.”
Sugar worked her hands down Sonic’s back, skimming over her glutes before working on her legs. She massaged Sonic’s left leg first, working out the knots in her thigh, putting some force behind her movements to make sure they reached the muscle. The muscles in her legs were definitely hard from years of work, and Sugar was sure the poor girl had never had a massage on them before. She focused on the muscles, making them loose and much more pliant.
“So, hey, you’re dating Shadow, right?” Sonic asked after a bit to break the silence.
“Now, how’d you hear about that?” Sugar asked with a chuckle. “Is this a smaller world than I thought?”
“Oh, Amy told me,” Sonic replied. “We’re friends, so …”
“Ah, that makes sense,” Sugar said, her hands working on a knot in Sonic’s thigh. “Yes, I am datin’ Shadow. She’s such a sweet gal.”
“Really?” Sonic asked. “I’ve run into Shadow a bunch of times and sweet is not how I’d describe him. More like … prickly. And not just in a normal hedgehog way.”
“Yeah, she is that too,” Sugar agreed, her hands moving down to Sonic’s calf. “She’s got a tough surface, but she’s a real sweetheart underneath.”
“Always knew he had a big heart,” Sonic said, chuckling. “Although, wait, you keep saying she. Is Shadow a girl now too?”
“Well, pretty much everyone is, now hon,” Sugar replied. Her fingers found a knot to work out, and Sonic moaned softly. “I wouldn't be surprised t’hear I’m the only one left here with a dick now.”
“Yeah, I thought that was the case from your special menu,” Sonic said. “So, how’d you get to keep yours?”
“Simple, I wasn’t in the arena,” Sugar said. She wondered, idly, how the feminization had affected other dickgirls. She knew they weren’t rare, but they weren’t common, either, and they were all still girls. Would the process have changed how they look, or how they are, or both?
“Oh, that makes sense,” Sonic replied, suddenly groaning loudly as Sugar’s hands moved to her foot, pressure on the arch lancing pleasure through her body. “Oh … oh wow that's good.”
Sugar chuckled. “Hon, this is just a regular foot rub. It’s barely a massage. You don’t get these a lot, do you?”
“Only one who ever offers is Amy,” Sonic replied. “She’s a good friend, but if I start saying yes to that, she’s gonna think it means something different.”
“Well, right now it’s my job to relax ya,” Sugar said firmly. “So just let me work out all these knots ya got here.”
Sonic groaned and fell quiet as Sugar kept going, finishing up with one foot before working on massaging the other leg and foot. She stayed silent as well, the hiss of the aromatherapy machine the only sound beside Sonic’s breathing, until Sugar said quietly, “All right, now, turn over.”
“So,” Sonic said as she turned, “Do you just give sexy massages to anyone?”
“Not anyone,” Sugar corrected, working on one of Sonic’s arms. “I’ll massage most people, but when it comes to the Bakery, I usually keep that to special clients who know the codewords. But here, it seems like no one can keep their mouth shut, so I’m gonna have t’be selective.”
“So you mean, if I wasn’t pretty, I wouldn’t get the sex stuff?” Sonic asked with a small pout.
“It ain’t like that,” Sugar said, shaking her head. “I use the massage to get to know people. If yer a jerk, if yer rude or demeanin’, then you ain’t gettin’ a Bakery special. I’ll give a refund, of course, if they’ve already paid, but I’m the only one who decides who gets to touch me. Don’t matter what I do for a livin’.”
“Yeah, that makes sense,” Sonic said. “So, how did Shadow make the cut?”
Sugar just chuckled as she worked on Sonic’s other arm. “I told ya, Shadow’s sweet. I got a way of readin’ people, don’t matter what front they put up.”
“Oh, really?” Sonic asked, lifting her head up. “So … what do you read about me?”
“You’re confident,” Sugar said with a smile. “But a bit too confident. I’m bettin’ yer friends rely on you way more than you rely on them.”
 Sonic was silent for a long moment before chuckling and saying as she lowered her head again, “Damn. That’s, uh, pretty close to right. Almost uncomfortably close. How’d you get all that from a massage?”
“Ya got a lot of stress carried all over yer body, I can feel it in nearly every muscle, Means ya take on a lot of pressures,” Sugar replied, pressing on a tense muscle in Sonic’s arm for emphasis. “And I talked to yer friends earlier, uh, Amy and Knuckles, they mentioned you overslept, didn’t seem like an abnormal thing. Sounds like ya work yerself tired quite a bit.” She pushed harder on that muscle, smiling to herself as she felt the tension melt away. “Plus I just get some from talkin’ to ya, hearin’ all the things you think are all on yer shoulders.” She moved to Sonic’s shoulders, rubbing out the knots there from the weight the hedgehog carried. “It ain’t magic, I just understand people. Anyways, how’s the pressure of that massage? Good fer ya?”
“Yeah, pretty good,” Sonic replied. “I can take a little more pressure, though. I’m pretty used to getting punched.”
Sugar rubbed hard against Sonic’s shoulders. “Any way you can avoid that?”
“Not really,” Sonic replied. “Between Eggman, Chaos, Metal, Starline … a lot of people are trying to destroy or rule the world, and I’ve got to stop them.”
Sugar chuckled. “Ya know, the more I hear about these supervillains, the more I think they just ain’t thinkin’ through their plans. Look at Eggman. You ain’t slower now just ‘cause yer a girl, right?”
Sonic laughed. “Definitely not. The boobs kinda hurt if I run too long, though.”
“Well, that can happen, but I’ll help,” Sugar said. She moved her hands to work on Sonic’s chest, but paused before touching her to explain, “Now, I’m gonna work out tension in your chest. It is gonna feel like I’m just gropin’ ya, but I swear, this is normal.”
Sonic nodded, and Sugar settled her hands on her breasts, fingers stretching out to find the muscle beneath the soft, plush mounds. She could feel the hedgehog’s nipples pebbling beneath her palms. Oh, she wanted to simply squeeze and enjoy the soft mounds, maybe squeeze her knot between them as her cock rested on Sonic’s face, but she was professional. Her fingers dug into the pectoral muscles, working out all the stiffness and soreness that came with large breasts.
“Oh, that’s fucking good,” Sonic groaned. “That’s … I didn’t realize just how sore girls could get. I owe Amy so many apologies.”
“A good bra can help ya with that soreness,” Sugar replied. “I think some of the boutiques here are offerin’ a bigger selection of ‘em, due to the circumstances, so check those out. That thing ya came in here wearin’ is kinda flimsy. Anyways, let me finish up relaxing ya, and then we can move on to the fun stuff.”
“So I pass your selection?” Sonic asked with a teasing grin.
“You do,” Sugar confirmed, smiling at her. She pressed her hands against her breasts again, and then moved to work lower, the front of Sonic’s hips. 
She worked down, a brief massage to the front of Sonic’s thighs and another quick foot rub before she stepped back and wiped the excess oil off her hands. “All set. Now, how do ya want me?”
“Can you lie down?” Sonic asked with a grin as she sat up. “I was sort of hoping to ride your face. Oral as a girl is new for me, so I want the full experience.”
“That would include fuckin’ ya,” Sugar pointed out, her ears flicked back as she had a teasing tone in her voice.
Sonic smiled sheepishly. “Okay, maybe not the full experience. Not today.”
“No problem,” Sugar replied. Sonic hopped off the massage table so Sugar could lay down. “I’ll just have to show ya how great the experience is, so that you’ll be beggin’ me to fuck ya next time.”
Sonic chuckled, but nodded, before getting back onto the table, kneeling straddling over Sugar’s face. She leaned forward, pushing aside Sugar’s sarong to where her cock was already jutting out from its sheath, rubbing her thumb along the tip.
She’d obviously seen a dick before, since she’d had her own, but she hadn’t seen one like Sugar’s. She wasn’t used to seeing a cock look so bright red and pointed at the end, or so thick and throbbing. As she stroked it, it just got bigger and bigger, slick from the sheath and looking almost like a cherry popsicle, perfect to suck on. She wanted to suck on it. She wanted to know what it felt like inside her, filling her new hole.
“Damn,” she murmured as she stroked Sugar, coaxing her further out of the sheath. “This is a really nice cock.”
“Glad you like it, hon,” Sugar murmured before lifting her head and pressing a kiss to Sonic’s pussy.
Sonic kept stroking Sugar, and in return, Sugar licked a long stripe across her pussy, letting the scent of her arousal flood her nose. Her mouth watered as she pressed out her tongue, lapping up the slick that collected on Sonic’s folds.
She pushed her tongue out further, pressing it into Sonic’s pussy, swirling around her. Her nose rubbed against her, pressed between her pussy and her ass, as her lips teased her entrance and her clit.
Meanwhile, Sonic was busy with Sugar’s cock, fingers wrapping around her and coaxing her further out of her sheath. She pressed a finger to the tip, following a bead of precum that dripped down her shaft to the edge of the sheath. Sonic grinned and began stroking earnestly, until the knot came out from the sheath, and then – she gave it a light squeeze. Sugar gasped suddenly, tongue pressing further into Sonic’s pussy, and the hedgehog grinned, repeating the motion to make Sugar do that again. She ran her fingers over the knot with light, quick touches, teasing Sugar enough to make her whimper, and then squeezed tight again.
Sugar responded with her tongue deeper into Sonic’s pussy, practically fucking her with it. She moved her tongue quickly, picking up the pace as she hoped Sonic might stroke her cock a little faster. She kept going until the hedgehog was trembling and needy, then pulled back suddenly to lick and suck at her clit instead.
Sonic groaned and came, letting go of her restraint so her hands moved faster on Sugar’s cock, making Sugar gasp.
“Hey, hon?” Sugar asked, pulling her face away from Sonic’s pussy. “Would ya mind usin’ some lotion or somethin’? There’s some on the counter right there.”
“Um, sure?” Sonic said, stopping abruptly. “What’s wrong?”
“It’s a lotta friction if yer gonna go that fast,” Sugar replied. Her ears were flat against her head, showing her displeasure.
“Yeah, sorry, no problem,” Sonic replied with a sheepish grin. She probably should’ve known that. Normal people couldn’t keep up with her speed, so best not to try it out on someone’s most sensitive parts. She was grateful that Sugar had been nice about it – and that she had the lotion handy.
Sonic reached over for the lotion, squirting some onto her hands before going back to stroking Sugar. She found that the sensation of cock in her hands with the lotion was so different. Her hands glided along the skin so easily, letting her experience the whole length against her hands with each motion. She slid her palms along her cock, trailed her fingers down to squeeze her knot, a wonderful sensation that had Sugar groaning into Sonic’s pussy. Oh, nice, that was a good reaction. She repeated it, curious what Sugar would do.
Sugar groaned with pleasure. She could feel slick hands on her cock, could feel the warmth of Sonic’s pussy around her tongue, and just kept moving, kept tongue-fucking the hedgehog and moaning against her, swirling her tongue over her clit again and again through another shaking orgasm.
Sonic’s fingers flicked against Sugar’s knot as her warm, soft hands glided over her cock, the slick path aided by the lotion Sonic used. She moaned and shuddered through another orgasm over Sugar’s mouth, but her hands never stopped moving, never stopped stroking and squeezing Sugar’s cock. She was determined to make this wolf girl cum, since she paid for the experience of jacking off a dickgirl’s cock and all, and Sugar was proving better than her by bringing Sonic herself to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. As much as Sonic enjoyed cumming so much – she had a competitive streak that wasn’t going to let Sugar win. Sonic moved her hands back to Sugar’s knot, just stroking that bit and leaving the rest of her cock alone until she could see it twitching with desire. Then, she let her hands stroke the full length, from knot to tip, watching precum bead out of the tip.
Sugar had to really focus on the pussy before her to make sure she was doing a good job. She was tempted to just let Sonic do her thing as she moaned in pleasure, but she wasn’t going to leave a client – especially not one this cute – unsatisfied with any part of her performance. She kept licking, sucking, lapping up the juices that flowed from Sonic’s pussy, all while Sonic’s hands kept working her dick.
Sonic’s hands stuttered on Sugar’s cock as she came again. Multiple orgasms were a new and wonderful sensation for her, and she found herself losing a little more of her mind each time she came. Paying less and less attention to Sugar’s reactions as her pussy clenched around her tongue, seeking even more stimulation.
Sugar bucked up her hips, slowly fucking Sonic’s hands. The hedgehog might have been distracted, but her hands were still soft and she kept gripping so nicely around her knot. Just a few more thrusts until – Sugar came, her cum spurting over Sonic’s fingers as she moaned and bucked her hips.
Sonic slowly pulled back her hands, and shifted off of Sugar’s face. She hopped off the table as she held up her cum-covered hands. “Can I, uh, get a towel or something?”
“Sure, hold on just a tic,” Sugar replied as she sat up. She stood and grabbed a small hand towel from a cupboard, handing it to Sonic.
“That was really fun,” Sonic said with a grin as she cleaned off her hands. “Your dick is … it’s really fun to touch. I was just thinking I was getting you off because you were getting me off, but I enjoyed that way more than I expected.”
“I’m glad you liked it,” Sugar replied, adjusting her skirt so it sat normally on her hips. “So, how are ya handlin’ bein’ a girl?”
“Pretty good, I think,” Sonic replied with a shrug. “I mean, it doesn’t feel that different. I don’t have a dick now, but the sex is pretty good, and I’m still me, so, whatever.”
“That’s nice,” Sugar said, smiling. “I wish everyone could be like that, but also, I get that losin’ a part of ya would be mighty distressin’. I’d hate to lose my cock.”
“Well, I wasn’t doing much with it anyways,” Sonic said, shrugging. “I’m just not much of a relationship guy.”
“And that’s fine,” Sugar replied. She leaned back against the counter, looking at Sonic before continuing, “It’s still a part of you, ain’t it?”
Sonic was quiet for a moment, crossing her arms over her chest as she thought. “I guess it was? It’s not something I used all that much. Now, if Eggman had taken my legs, I’d be pissed. Either way, though, I’m gonna win the games and beat him up.”
Sugar chuckled. “Well, if yer interested in more relaxin’ or more sex, you’re welcome back any time. I really wouldn’t mind seein’ more of ya on my table.” She leaned a little closer. “Either way, you can rely on me for relaxation of any kind.”
Sonic smiled as she grabbed her clothes and got dressed again. “Yeah, I probably will come back. But hey, I’m gonna head out now, get some practice in before my first event tomorrow. See you around!”
She was gone in a blur, and Sugar set to tidying up the parlor before her next appointment arrived. She had no more Bakery clients scheduled, so all she had to do was focus on working out knots and stress until it was time to close up and meet up with Shadow.
