After a long, long GUN meeting, Rouge dragged Shadow to a small on-site clothing boutique to go shopping. The store was a small shop area set between two restaurants, racks of clothing stuffed in so there was little space for anyone to move. It seemed like the shop owners had hastily expanded the women’s section by shoving more racks of clothing inside. The result was a mishmash of styles and sizes grouped together in a chaotic mess, requiring a lot of searching for anything decent.
Rouge and Shadow stood close together as they browsed through the racks, offering everything from frilly dresses to sleek bodycon outfits. Shadow was already in a bad mood after the meeting.
“They really took over an hour just to tell us they don’t know anything new,” Shadow griped, shuffling clothes from one end of the rack to the other. “And now I’m stuck on the most boring shopping trip. I don’t even need this. I can fit into my old clothes.”
“All you have are guy clothes, and they really don’t fit with those new tits or ass of yours,” Rouge pointed out. “You need something you can feel pretty in. Isn’t this your first date … ever? Do you really want to not bother making a good impression on Sugar?”
“Remind me why I can’t just borrow one of your dresses again?” Shadow asked, looking over at her.
“Because you’re going to need your own wardrobe at some point,” Rouge replied, looking far too pleased with the idea of shopping so much. “Also, you’ve definitely said in the past that I wear too much pink, so we’re going to find something better suited for your tastes.”
“I guess that makes sense,” Shadow grumbled. She didn’t hate the pink as much as she used to –  somehow, seeing the world through a girl’s eyes was letting her appreciate the soft color a bit more. Still, there was no point in arguing with Rouge when a potential makeover was involved. She grabbed a handful of hangers, not paying attention to what was on them, and said, “These’ll do. Let’s go.”
“You’re going to get them without trying them on?” Rouge asked, raising an eyebrow. 
“Why bother?” Shadow asked, shrugging. “They’re clothes. They look like they’ll fit.”
“No, no, no,” Rouge said, laughing slightly. “Women’s sizing is notoriously confusing, you need to check that they fit first. Go grab a dressing room, I’ll get you some more options and some bras to try on. You look like you’re … 36DDD.”
“How the fuck can you tell?” Shadow asked, raising both eyebrows.
Rouge just gave a smirk before she pushed Shadow to the dressing rooms and went to get a few more options. She headed back to the racks and started looking through the various outfits. She picked out a couple of gothic inspired dresses, some punk shirts and jeans, and a few elegant black dresses. Then the bras – a few basic black full coverage, and a few lace demi cups or ones with fun patterns. She knew Shadow’s tastes fairly well, but she didn’t know if the change had made her want to branch out.
On her way back to the dressing room, she saw a ridiculously frilly pink cupcake of a dress, and added it to the pile. Might as well have some fun with her friend – Shadow’s face would be priceless.
Meanwhile, Shadow tried things on one at a time, making a face at nearly every one of them and tossing them out of the small changing area. She wanted to wear simple things, in simple colors, not deal with all these flower prints and unnecessary lace and sequins. For some reason, simple was hard to find even in an overcrowded boutique. 
Rouge returned to the dressing rooms to see a pile of clothing by the dressing room as Shadow muttered, “Nope … no way … this is just ridiculous …” A pair of yellow and brown plaid shorts flew over the top of the dressing room.
“Brought you more clothes,” Rouge called. “They should be your style.”
Shadow stuck a hand out of the changing room and took the hangers. Minutes later, a skirt and a shirt came sailing over the divider as Shadow rejected them, followed by her calling out, “Seriously? You can’t expect me to wear this shit.”
Rouge chuckled as she saw the cupcake dress hurled over the side. “Is there anything in there that you like?”
Shadow was quiet for a moment, but said, “Yeah. Just a couple things.”
“Well, that is a good start,” Rouge said. “Come out when you’re done, and we can buy them and move on. I’ll grab some options for shoes for you.”
“I have shoes!” Shadow cried, sounding more than a little exasperated. 
Rouge chuckled. “Oh, you really need a good pair of heels. Trust me. They make your legs look long, and definitely sexy. Besides, Sugar will like them. Everyone appreciates a good pair of legs.”
As Rouge went to get some shoes, Shadow considered what she had in front of her. It was some decent options, but was this enough for a wardrobe? She didn’t want Rouge to drag her back out to have to buy even more clothes. How long was she going to be a girl anyways? What happened when she got back to normal? Would she just get rid of the clothes or keep them for something stupid like being sentimental? She had no idea what might happen with Sugar when she was back to being a he, if Sugar would still want to date or what. Maybe she’d want a little reminder of what it was like to be a girl, with a girlfriend.
She shook her head and started grabbing the clothes that she actually wanted to get. If she was a girl for now, then Rouge was right, she wanted clothes that made her feel like herself.
She joined the line for the register as Rouge brought her a handful of extra items, some heels, pantyhose, and a couple of nice panties. At least the underwear she’d picked out wasn’t terrible, some nice lacy panties of various solid colors. She tried on a few pairs of shoes right there in line, luckily liking the second pair.
They left the store with Shadow owning three skirts, three shirts, two dresses, two bras, and a pair of nice strappy heels. She scowled as Rouge led her to the next stop on their shopping itinerary.
“I don’t need makeup,” she grumbled as they walked. “I can just keep borrowing yours.”
Rouge stopped in her tracks and raised an eyebrow at the hedgehog. “Shadow, we are literally black and white. Nothing looks good on both of us. Except maybe blue.”
Shadow still grumbled, but held onto a basket while Rouge tossed in a variety of creams and powders. She curiously looked at some of the products, reading them out loud. “Primer … toner … am I just a fucking printer now?”
“Don’t worry,” Rouge said. “I’ll help you learn how to apply all of it. Now, I just need to get some mascara for you, and we’ll be done.”
“Finally,” Shadow grumbled, rolling her eyes.
“And on to the salon for your quills,” Rouge continued, a teasing smile on her face.
“No,” Shadow said, taking a small step back. “No one touches my quills.”
“Just a little trim,” Rouge teased, reaching out to tug at one of the spiky quills. “Maybe some gel and hot curlers, a bit of dye …”
Shadow slapped her hand away. “You’re messing with me.”
“Of course I am, darling,” Rouge replied, laughing. “Seriously, though, you could be a little less … pointy.”
Rouge took Shadow to an on-site hairdresser, a small room with styling chairs set in neat rows and mirrors lining the walls. It was run by one of the contestants from the Kingdom of Acorn, Bunnie Rabbot. She was a busty blonde bunny, standing at 5’5 with green eyes, wearing a pink shirt, brown leather jacket, and purple shorts. Her outfit showed off that most of her legs, and one of her arms, were completely robotic. Her E-cup chest strained at the shirt, but the firm fabric held her in place as she went about her business. When she saw Shadow and Rouge, she smiled widely, having met the hedgehog and bat before.
“Welcome, y’all!” she cried, happily waving. “What brings ya ‘round here?”
“Shadow needs a new style,” Rouge replied with a bit of a smirk on her face.
“Come on in, hon, take a seat,” Bunnie said, waving Shadow to one of the styling chairs. “Now, how do ya want this done?”
“Exactly the same,” Shadow grumbled as she walked.
Rouge chuckled as she followed Shadow to the seat. “Similar vibe, but make her more feminine,” she directed. “Our girl’s got a date tonight.”
“Oh, how excitin’!” Bunnie said, standing behind Shadow’s chair and gently tugging at her quills. “I think we can work with ya here. Who’s the lucky gal?”
“That masseuse, Sugar,” Rouge said, as Shadow just crossed her arms over her chest and grumbled. “You should go for a massage if you’ve got the time, she does wonders.”
“Oh, I might just do that,” Bunnie replied. She grabbed a comb and a spray bottle of water, lightly misting Shadow’s quills before running her comb through them. “So, what’s this Sugar gal like?”
“Real sweetheart,” Rouge said, while Shadow just stared straight ahead and scowled. “She tamed this one, after all.”
“I am not tamed,” Shadow grumbled, scowling.
“Well, yer quills will be,” Bunnie replied. “Though it sounds like this gal would like ya no matter what.”
“Then why do I need a new style?” Shadow asked, rolling her eyes.
“‘Cause don’t ya wanna put in the effort fer yer lady?” Bunnie said. “I’m sure she’s gonna be dressin’ up for ya, why not do the same?”
Shadow just grumbled, crossing her arms in front of her chest.
“You know, I think you’d like Sugar,” Rouge commented. She perched herself in an empty chair nearby, crossing one leg over the other. “She’s a Southern girl like you.”
Bunnie chuckled as she ran Shadow’s quills through her fingers, pulling them this way and that to test out different styles. “I might have the accent, hon, but I ain’t from the UF. You know that.”
“Still, she’s very nice, and very pretty,” Rouge said, leaning close conspiratorially.
Bunnie shook her head, laughing. “Are ya really tryin’ to talk up Shadow’s date to me?”
“Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” Rouge replied. “Just suggesting that you might want to go for a massage. Order one of her Bakery specials.”
Bunnie paused. “Wait, is she the wolf that does the sex massages?”
“Yep,” Shadow grunted. “She’s damn good at it, too.”
“Well, color me interested, then,” Bunnie said, her nose twitching slightly. “If yer all right with that, Shadow, hon.”
“I don’t care,” Shadow muttered, shrugging. “It’s her job.”
Bunnie smiled. “Anyways, how about curls? I think ya’d look mighty pretty that way.”
“Just don’t cut them,” Shadow said sharply.
“I promise,” Bunnie replied. She worked quickly, combing out the quills and misting them with some warm water to relax them. She brushed through them and ran her fingers through the tresses, shaking them slightly to get a bit more volume. A light spritz of a relaxing formula on the tips calmed the spiky ends. Soon, Shadow’s quills were hanging in loose long curls around her shoulders.
“No one will take me seriously like this,” she complained to Rouge. “I don’t look like I could kill anyone.”
“Well, then that gives you the element of surprise, doesn’t it?” Rouge asked. “Why do you think I put so much effort into my appearance?”
“Because you like looking good?” Shadow asked, raising an eyebrow.
“You do look mighty nice, Miss Rouge,” Bunnie chimed in.
“Well, yes, you’re both right, I like the feeling of looking amazing, but also because people underestimate a fabulous woman,” Rouge replied, gesturing to herself as an example. “If you didn’t know me, would you believe I could hold my own in a fight against you?”
Shadow was silent for a long moment before responding, “Yeah, that’s … fair. I never thought about it like that.”
“Being underestimated has its perks,” Rouge said. “Now, let’s go get you ready for that date. Bye now, Bunnie.”
“Have a good time, y’all, and Shadow, let me take another crack at yer quills when yer ready for a trim,” Bunnie said. She gave the two a cheery wave as they left.
As Shadow and Rouge walked to the apartments, Shadow was uncharacteristically silent. It was perfectly normal for her to be silent, of course, but Rouge could tell from the expression on her face that this was anxiety and nerves instead of her typical brooding.
Rouge reached out and gently laid a hand on her friend’s shoulder. “Sugar won’t know what hit her when she sees you. All of that ultimate lifeform confidence plus looking hot as hell? She’s going to love you.”
Shadow replied with a grunt, but her silence for the rest of the walk was much more comfortable.
Once the two were back at Shadow’s apartment, Rouge handed Shadow the bag of clothing and said simply, “Go pick out your outfit for tonight, and go change.”
Shadow set the bag aside and stripped off her hoodie. She had no need to be modest – Rouge had seen her naked before, even as a girl.
“So, have you thought about what happens after the Olympics?” Rouge asked as she laid out the makeup they’d gotten.
Shadow shrugged. “Not really. Go back home. Wait for GUN to give me another assignment or someone to try and fuck up the world.”
“What about with Sugar?” Rouge asked, glancing over. “Going to stay dating her?”
“I guess,” Shadow said. “If she wants to, anyways. I’m not exactly a stay in one place kind of guy – girl – you know? She’d get bored waiting around for me.”
“Sure,” Rouge said sarcastically. “The girl who runs an erotic massage parlor is going to be bored because her life would be nothing without you.”
“Well, yeah, she’ll be fine for sex,” Shadow said as she picked out clothes to wear for her date. “She’s hot, she’ll have a hundred people lining up for her. But I mean when she’s not working.”
Rouge watched Shadow carefully and asked, “But are you sure that you don’t mind her having sex with other people?”
“Nah, it’s pretty hot,” Shadow said as she tried to get dressed. “Goddamn, how do you put on tights? These are cool and all, but they’re smaller than pants are.”
Rouge chuckled and showed Shadow how to scrunch the fabric up before rolling it on. “Have you considered Sugar dating other people?”
“Oh, yeah, she asked me about that,” Shadow replied, the silence heavy in the air before she finally answered. “I think it’s fine, as long as she’s not dating an asshole like Eggman or some stuck up prick like Sonic.”
“Oh, be nice, you’re Sonic’s friend,” Rouge said, laughing when Shadow responded by flipping her off.
“I guess … Sonic isn’t the worst she could do. So, whatever, she can do what she wants,” Shadow said. “Even dating people.”
Rouge nodded slowly. “You know, you don’t sound like you care that much about her.”
“Of course I fucking care,” Shadow snarled. “Sugar’s … one of the kindest people I’ve met since … in a long time. If I didn’t care about her, I wouldn’t go to this effort of dressing up for her, would I?”
“No, I don’t think you would,” Rouge replied. “But that's because I KNOW you. I’ve had years to understand how and when you care, But does Sugar know that?”
Shadow scowled as she took a seat on the bed, putting on her new heels. “Maybe not.” She had to consider this – she didn’t really know Sugar all that well. They’d just met, and yeah, Sugar was sweet and said things that made Shadow really feel good, but … maybe she couldn’t expect Sugar to know that putting in an effort was the same as showing she cared.
Not like she would be bringing flowers or anything. That was just sappy nonsense.
“I’ll talk to Sugar,” Shadow said after a long pause. “It’ll be fine.”
“All right, then,” Rouge replied, picking up a makeup brush. “Time to make you look awesome.”
She applied far too many products to Shadow’s face, but Shadow just sat there and let it happen. She felt smothered by the creams and powders on her face, covering up anything that was actually her, but she was patient. This would be worth it for Sugar.
“Okay,” Rouge said after a few minutes. “Go take a look at yourself.”
Shadow nodded and headed to the floor-length mirror the small apartment had. Her eyes widened as she saw the girl reflected there.
Her feet were clad in black strappy heels with blue fishnet tights covering her legs. She wore a tight black skirt, just a hint of flat belly showing above it, and above that, her breasts were squeezed into a pushup bra and a black and blue corset style tank top. The effect was a valley of cleavage, which did look pretty damn nice. Her lips were painted black, her eyelids a shimmery red, and her quills were in a relaxed style, hanging loosely over her shoulders.
She looked cute and feminine, but also very much Shadow. She could have totally kicked Eggman’s ass looking like this, but she could also go on a very nice date.
She turned to look at herself from different angles, and smiled. “I look good.”
“Oh, you do,” Rouge agreed, moving over to stand behind her. “Going to have a long night with Sugar again?”
Shadow shook her head. “Kinda worn out from yesterday.”
“Damn,” Rouge said with a laugh. “One little wolf got you that tired?”
“Hey, you try being knotted all night long,” Shadow shot back. “Also, I didn’t even have a pussy till yesterday.” She wasn’t really prepared for how much dick Sugar really had, but she wasn’t going to admit that weakness to Rouge.
“That’s fair,” Rouge replied, turning her attention to the makeup to put it away. After a moment, she asked, “So, do you mind if I visit Sugar after your date, then?”
“I told you, I don’t care who she fucks,” Shadow said with a shrug. When Rouge didn’t reply, she glanced over at her friend. “Oh. Whatever. Visit her if you want to. Better you than Sonic.”
Rouge smiled, moving to put a hand on Shadow’s shoulder. “Don’t worry. I've only known Sugar a couple of days, but it's clear that she has a big heart, and I can see how much she cares about you. You didn't see the way she was all smiles this morning telling me that you agreed to be her girlfriend. I’m sure that no matter who has space in her heart, part of it will always be for you."
Shadow shrugged off her shoulder, but smiled. “She’ll be here soon. You should go.”
“I see how it is,” Rouge said, grinning. “Use me for my makeover skills, then kick me out.”
“Yeah,” Shadow replied, still smiling. “I’m the worst. Now go.”
Rouge chuckled, but left the apartment, waving on her way out. As she walked, she noticed Sugar, dressed up and on her way. The wolf was wearing a fancy blue halter dress with layered ruffles around the skirt, an open back, and a cute bow at the center of her waist in front. She looked adorable. Rouge stepped into the shadows and watched as Sugar passed by obliviously, stepping into a flower shop. She took in the wolf’s appearance and how she’d dolled up for the date. She knew Shadow would appreciate the sight, and she enjoyed the view for herself in that moment. 
Sugar was glad that she’d packed a date dress on a whim. She didn’t wear underwear beneath, figuring it would have been just getting in the way. She picked out a small bouquet at the flower shop, and after paying for them, went on her way to Shadow’s apartment.
She knocked on Shadow’s door at eight pm. The hedgehog opened it, and Sugar had to take a moment to compose herself as she let her gaze rake over her. Her girlfriend was hot. “Ya look damn good,” she managed to say.
“I know,” Shadow replied with a smirk, glancing over Sugar. She paired the look with black strappy heels, pale pink lipstick, and a little silver eyeshadow. Her brown hair was down, hanging in loose waves over her shoulders. “You look pretty damn good yourself.” 
“Thank you,” Sugar replied, blushing lightly. She held out the flowers. “These are for you.”
“Uh, thanks,” Shadow said, her smirk melting into a sincere smile. “I’m just gonna put these over here for now. They’re … they’re really nice.”
Sugar smiled, tail lazily wagging, and held out her hand. “So, shall we?”
Shadow took her hand, but didn’t hold onto it for long. It felt weird, a little too intimate for a first date – even despite what they’d done the night before.Instead she hooked her arm around Sugar’s and they walked, Shadow hanging off of Sugar’s arm.
The two headed along the walkways crossing the area as they headed to the restaurant Sugar had chosen.
“So, where are we going?” Shadow asked, glancing around.
“UF style steakhouse,” Sugar replied. “Nothin’ too fancy, just somewhere we can sit an’ talk for a while, get to know each other better.”
Shadow nodded. “I could go for some meat.”
“Well, if that’s all ya want, we can just head back to my place now,” Sugar said, giving a knowing grin.
Shadow chuckled. “I mean I want a meal.”
“Honey, we both know I’m a whole damn meal,” Sugar said with a wink.
Shadow just laughed, shaking her head. “Let’s just get there and enjoy the food.”
They walked together, across the last courtyard to the restaurant, a nice place with tablecloths and fresh bread on every table. A waiter brought them their menus and a wine list before giving them time to decide.
“What do ya want?” Sugar asked as she looked over the menu. “I’m thinkin’ … prime rib and mashed potatoes.”
Shadow raised an eyebrow. She didn’t have a lot of experience going out to eat with girls, but that didn’t seem right. Rouge always complained about eating fatty foods, and from what he knew of Amy, she was even worse about it. “Shouldn’t you be watching your figure and eating a salad?” she asked.
“Shouldn’t you be mindin’ yer own business?” Sugar asked, raising an eyebrow of her own.
Shadow chuckled. “Hey, all the girls I know are concerned about their weight. Not trying to imply anything.”
Sugar just smiled. “Some girls are more concerned ‘bout that stuff than others. ‘Sides, you’ve seen what I do all day, I need hearty meals to keep it up.”
”I guess that makes sense,” Shadow replied, looking back at her menu.
“‘Sides, I have a fast metabolism, so I’d be lucky to put on a few pounds.” Sugar added, and then asked “So, what do ya want to eat?”
“Well since I don’t have to worry about watching weight,” Shadow shrugged. “A T-bone sounds pretty good. Maybe some vegetables.”
The waiter came and took their order, and Sugar asked for a bottle of house red on the side. As they waited for the food, she leaned onto her elbows on the table and said, “So, I want to get to know ya better. Tell me everythin’ about you.”
Shadow shook her head, though she smiled. “A lot of that is classified.”
“Well, it can’t all be,” she replied. “Come on, just tell me somethin’ ya like.”
“I don’t like anything,” Shadow said stubbornly. 
“No hobbies?” Sugar pried, leaning closer. “Nothin’?”
“I like silence,” Shadow said, one hand idly twisting her napkin in her lap. “If I’ve got free time, I … I meditate. Focus on what’s important. I don’t like when people I care about get hurt. So I also take time to make sure I’m prepared to protect them.”
“That’s sweet,” Sugar said, a soft smile on her face. “It’s really nice that ya care.”
“What about you?” Shadow asked, looking at Sugar. “What do you like?”
“Oh, I’m a girly girl,” Sugar replied. “I like pretty clothes and makeup and dressin’ up nice. I know it seems silly to some, but I enjoy takin’ the time to care for myself and feel good in my own skin.”
“Well … you are pretty,” Shadow said, smiling
“Thank you,” Sugar replied with a soft blush, her ears flattening.
“So,” Shadow continued, “How did you get started with your line of business? Erotic massages and pastries?”
“The pastries was easy,” Sugar said, shrugging. “I’ve been bakin’ ever since I can remember. My parents owned a bakery, after all. Moon Cakes and Pastries, best bakery in Lansdale. I always loved playin’ with the different kinds of doughs and icin’s.” She smiled as she started to get lost in memories. “I skipped right over the Easy Bake Oven stage and started learnin’ how to handle an industrial oven at age … four, I reckon.”
“That’s pretty young,” Shadow said, concern on her face. “Didn’t get burned too bad?”
“A few times, when I was a kid, but nothin’ scarrin’,” Sugar replied. “Anyways, that’s what started my love of bakin’, and I always really loved sharin’ food with people and seeing the smiles on their faces. So I decided when I was really young that no matter what I did as a grownup, I’d be serving fresh pastries to everyone.”
“Well, that explains that,” Shadow said with a slight nod. “And how’d the massaging start?”
“Well, started back in high school,” Sugar replied. “I’d give my friends simple shoulder rubs when they got stressed, and it made me feel good to make them feel better. So, when time came for college, I decided to go into medicine. Help make even more people feel good, y’know?”
“Yeah, that makes sense,” Shadow said, interjecting just enough to show her interest, though her eyes were wide and she was leaning towards Sugar with rapt attention.
“Problem was, doctorin’ just weren’t right for me. When I went to grad school and did some internin’ at a hospital, I met an otter woman named Ms. Oceana,” Sugar said, her voice taking a somber tone. “She was delightful, exactly the kind of person I imagined goin’ into medicine to meet. Sweet, funny, and she became friends with all the doctors and nurses at the hospital, jokin’ with them and givin’ them gifts.” She paused, needing a moment before continuing, “She was in pain, but she always thanked everyone for helping her. She was at the hospital after a bad car accident, and spent weeks in recovery as her bones healed, then multiple long stays afterwards for surgeries to fix a broken hand, a displaced vertebra, things like that.”
Sugar was silent for a long moment until Shadow asked, “So what happened?”
“I was visitin’ her, bringin’ her dinner for the night,” Sugar replied, her voice small. “She asked me to sit with her a bit while she ate, and she suddenly grabbed her arm and fell over. I did all I could, but it was too strong a stroke, there wasn’t any hope.” She stared down at her plate, reliving the moment. “The last thing she’d said was that she forgave the other driver.”
“I’m sorry,” Shadow murmured, reaching one hand across the table.
“Even at the end, she was just so kind. Not someone who deserved to die. And nothin’ I did even made a difference. And everyone I talked to just shrugged it off, told me that it happens, told me if I wanted to be in medicine, I’d have to get used to losin’ people. So, I quit medicine,” Sugar said as she squeezed Shadow’s hand. “I couldn’t be in a career that made me helpless even after I did everythin’ I could, and heartless when what I did didn’t matter. I know that callousness is just how they cope with having to lose so many, but it ain’t for me. I couldn’t make myself stop carin’, I couldn’t distance myself from the patients, so I left the internship, left the program.”
“How’d you end up in massage, then?” Shadow asked, quickly changing the subject.
“Well, I didn’t quit completely, just dropped out of the internship and the premed program,” Sugar replied. “I switched to anatomy for my master’s instead.”
The food arrived, interrupting her story. The two stopped talking long enough to try the food.
“This is better than a steak made in Greenland has any right to be,” Shadow commented around a full mouth.
Sugar nodded. “The prime rib is fantastic. So are the potatoes. Want a bite?”
Shadow hesitated, seeing the potatoes piled on Sugar’s fork, but leaned forward to take a bite anyways. “Yeah, that’s good. Have some of my vegetables if you want any.”
“Thanks, hon,” Sugar said, spearing a carrot on her fork.
“So, how’d your family take you dropping out?” Shadow asked, looking back up at Sugar.
“Oh, that wasn’t a problem,” Sugar replied. “My parents have always been supportive. Besides, I was still studyin’ somethin’, which is all they really wanted fer me.”
Shadow nodded. “Okay, but how do they feel about you offering erotic massage now?”
Sugar chuckled. “Patience, hon! I’ll get to that. Anyways, I kept on studyin’ till I got my doctorate, and then it was time to try and open up a business.”
“Hold on, doctorate?” Shadow asked, eyebrows raised.
Sugar nodded. “Dr. Sugar Moon, PhD. I can’t cure cancer, but I can give a damn good massage to any creature that comes my way and I still have enough knowledge to be useful with first aid or field medicine, if necessary. So, as I was sayin’, I opened up an appointment-only parlor in the back of my parents’ bakery while I worked on getting the space and business license for myself.”
“So … your parents know what you do,” Shadow said. “And I’m guessing that shared space is why you offer pastries?”
“That’s right,” Sugar confirmed. “They don’t mind, as long as I’m happy and as long as I’m doin’ well. They worried at first, sure, but after a couple of self-defense lessons, they relaxed. Unfortunately, while givin’ private sexy massages might be legal, turns out doing it out the back of another business ain’t. So I got shut down by the city – but just in time for me to buy my own place. Opened up Sugar Sweet Massages, and never regretted a moment.”
“Interesting,” Shadow said, taking another bite of food, “but that doesn’t really explain why you started with the sex part.”
“Oh, that’s simple,” Sugar replied. “I like havin’ sex.”
Shadow chuckled. “You know, I expected some kind of tragic backstory to put you in sex work.”
“Nah, I just wanna fuck,” Sugar said, smiling wider. “So, enough about me, how’d ya get yer career? How does a hedgehog wake up and decide to work for GUN?”
Shadow’s smile fell as she stabbed at her steak with her fork. “It’s … a long story.”
Sugar nodded. “Ya don’t got to tell me anything ya don’t want to. I just wanted to know more about ya.”
“Well, you can blame Rouge,” Shadow said. “For … mostly everything.”
“Includin’ ya coming to my parlor yesterday, huh?” Sugar asked. “I’ll be sure to give her my thanks.” She reached out across the table, her hand laying flat, palm up. A moment later, Shadow placed her hand on top, gently squeezing as she smiled again.
“I can tell you some of the unclassified stories,” Shadow offered tentatively.
Sugar smiled brightly. “Please! I want to know more about ya.”
As the two kept eating, Shadow told her stories.
“So, we’re on this giant metal dragon, Knuckles is freaking out about the Master Emerald, and I decide it’s not worth having a plan, so I start ripping off its wings,” Shadow said, gesturing with her fork as she spoke.
Sugar nodded. “And that made ya win?”
“Well, no,” Shadow admitted. “Sonic did that, by annoying the hell out of Metal till he fucked up. But I definitely made that dragon weaker.”
“I bet the celebration afterward was fantastic,” Sugar said.
“Wouldn’t know,” Shadow replied. “I left before that.”
Sugar frowned. “Ain’t they yer friends?”
“I don’t have friends,” Shadow said. “I have people I’d trust in a fight, and that’s it.”
“What about Rouge?” Sugar asked. “Ya  seem to be fond of her.”
“Well, she’s different,” Shadow said. After a moment, she added in a quieter voice, “You’re different too.”
Sugar smiled softly. “And what makes us different?”
“I don’t think you’re annoying,” Shadow said, looking directly at her. “And … I care about what happens to you. That you’re happy.”
Sugar grinned. “Yer a sweet one, ya know that?”
“Don’t tell anyone,” Shadow replied. “It’s weird. I don’t get annoyed talking to you, and I care what you think. I don’t know how to feel like that.”
“That’s what bein’ in a relationship means,” Sugar said. “I care about what ya think too, and honestly, it’s weird for me to be catchin’ feelin’s this fast. But I’m going with it because I like you.”
Shadow gave her a soft smile. “I like you too.”
“Anyways, wanna hear about the time I hired a girl while givin’ her a massage?” Sugar asked, changing the subject swiftly before Shadow could retreat into her shell.
Shadow chuckled. “Sure.”
“Well, I was still pretty new to the business, and all the ins and outs of schedulin’ and management were hard for me,” Sugar said. “I had one employee, Todd, who was really just there to make sure I was safe when night fell, given the nature of the business. Anyways, in walks this deer girl named Lia, a really cute doe. I don’t even think to check my appointment book before I start givin’ her a massage.”
“What’s the problem with that?” Shadow asked.
“I was about halfway through when my next scheduled customer walks in,” Sugar explained. “He was hoppin’ mad, said he had been waitin’ twenty minutes and no one was even at the front desk, asked what kind of business I was runnin’. I was ‘bout to cry, honestly, I wasn’t used to dealin’ with angry customers. But Lia just hopped off that table to my rescue.”
“She told the man that she was supposed to be at the front desk as the welcome clerk, but she’d had a crick in her shoulder and asked me for help as a fellow employee. She took all the blame, claimed it was her fault for not tellin’ me ‘bout my scheduled appointments,” Sugar continued, laughing slightly at the memory. “The man calmed down almost instantly, and Lia left the room, tellin’ me to ‘focus on your customer, Miss Moon’.
“I gave him a massage, but I was worried about what in the world Lia was thinkin’.” She bit her lower lip as she recalled that moment. “She’d headed out to the front, and honestly, if she was a crazy person really thinkin’ she worked fer me, I was inclined to let her after she saved my ass. So I trusted her out there while I worked on the man.”
“After I finished up and cleaned up the parlor, I headed out to see Lia at the register writin’ down the man’s next appointment in my calendar. She’d checked him out, and told me later the register system was the same as at her work, so it was easy to comp him a 5% discount for ‘her’ error,” Sugar continued with a small laugh. “She offered to pay more to make up what I’d lost.”
“I invited her back to finish up her massage, and apologized to her sincerely,” Sugar said, smiling fondly. “There was no reason for her to take the blame, and certainly no reason for her to pay extra to get me out of a situation. I told her that her massage was completely free that day, as a thank you.” Sugar paused to take a bite of food. “But she apparently had somethin’ else in mind for repayment. She told me she was a manager at a shitty, small vape shop, and the environment there was so toxic it was the cause for all the knots in her back. She asked if I was hirin’.”
“She pointed out that on my own, I was doing the work of five. I was the boss, the masseuse, the front desk clerk, and handlin’ all the accountin’ and publicity on my own.” She paused, as if she was remembering just how many responsibilities she had. “I wasn’t gonna be able to survive like that for long – somethin’ was gonna have to give. She begged me that if I wasn’t goin’ to hire her, I would at least hire someone to help lighten the load. I hadn’t been thinkin’ ’bout that before, but she was convincing – so I hired her on the spot. She reported to work bright and early the next day, and whipped the company into shape.” Sugar gave a bright smile and continued, “She got Todd trained as a clerk and helped handle the front desk and schedulin’, as well as the PR stuff, leavin’ me to just be the boss, head masseuse and accountin’. She put out an ad to hire another masseuse and helped me find Ferris, who was an immediate fit with the rest of us and just a sweetheart. She got us networkin’ with others in the business and that led me to finding a few other employees. She really worked the place into a well oiled machine.”
“Impressive,” Shadow replied. “This Lia must be something.”
“She is,” Sugar said, smiling fondly, “she’s become one of my best friends.”
“And what about your other employees?” Shadow asked.
“Ferris, I mentioned him, he’s a raccoon and was an absolute miracle to find,” Sugar said, idly playing with the food on her plate. “He specializes in mammalian massages, but he was pretty quick to learn how to massage reptiles and birds as well. It took a little time for me to get used to sharin’ the load with another masseuse, but he had the patience of an absolute saint.” She chuckled, “He let me schedule every customer under my care, and then whisk them away for a massage before I could get to them, just to make me see that he was in fact good at the job I’d hired him for.”

“And of course there’s Todd, who was an old childhood friend of mine,” Sugar continued, smiling as she went. “We’d drifted apart after high school, but right after I opened up the parlor, I ran into him at a bar nearby. I originally had him stickin’ around after he got off his regular work to keep me safe at night, but now he’s our head of security, and he’s been thrivin’ as the night manager, makin’ sure that absolutely no one is in any danger. He’s ex-military, but once you get to know him, he’s an absolute darlin’.”

“Mellie came along next,” Sugar said. “She’s an old college roommate, cute lil chameleon. Actually, she was the one who talked me through my decision to quit medicine. Anyways, she moved back to town one day and complained she didn’t have a job. Lia made some time for me to train her, and now she’s one of the most popular masseuses.” She paused to take a sip of wine. “I think she might have a little thing for me, but she’s good at being professional. Just a coupla long looks here and there, plus some blushin’ if I compliment her. It’s adorable.”

“Asa is one I met at a wellness convention. I was goin’ to drum up some business for the salon, and ended up runnin’ into her,” Sugar said, chuckling at the memory. “She’s such a sweetheart, but she was workin’ for a really shady parlor, one known for happy endin’ massages no matter what the masseuse wants. I wanted to keep in touch with her, keep her safe, but when I mentioned her to the rest of the staff, it turned out Ferris knew her!” She paused to laugh at the memory, then explained, “They’d dated in high school, but drifted apart. With Ferris vouchin’ for her, I offered her a job. Now, she and Ferris have reconnected, and I’m pretty sure they’re datin’ again, the way they’re sweet on each other all the time.”

“And lastly,” Sugar said, leaning back in her seat, “Rain. I ran into her on the street, actually. My parents give away day-olds from the bakery to local homeless and needy people, and when I went to visit them one time, this young raven was waitin’ in line. I talked with her, and learned her stepmother had forced her outta her childhood home the moment she turned 18.”
“That’s dumb,” Shadow muttered, frowning.
Sugar nodded. “Now, I knew that weren’t right, so I offered to let her stay with me for a while, get back on her feet. She started with small odd jobs around the parlor, helping with phones and cleanin’, but Ferris and Asa trained her on massages when I was busy elsewhere.” She got a misty look in her eye as she reminisced. “The day she moved out to her own apartment, she handed me an application to work as a masseuse. I’ve never been so proud.”

“They sound great,” Shadow said. “It’s nice you have people you can count on. But knowing your line of work, have you slept with any of them?”
“Oh, of course,” Sugar replied with a chuckle. “Mellie and I, and our other roommate in college, we got up to a lotta crazy fun back then. Lia’s gone through the entire Bakery menu – she said it’s for research, but she also clearly has a kinky side to her.”
“The entire menu?” Shadow asked.
“Well, everything that could be applied,” Sugar nodded before continuing, “Slept with Ferris soon after he joined the team, pretty much out of curiosity from both of us – he decided he’s not a fan of cock after all, but I’ve been gettin’ the hint he and Asa might want me for a threesome soon.” She grinned and added, “Asa absolutely did not want sex for quite a while when she joined, after the way it had been handled at her las job. So I respected that, but then outta the blue one day, she asked for a Taiyaki and a Peach Pie. Said she trusted me enough that she wanted to give the Bakery side a try, and I’ve made it clear ever since that she always has a choice, whether as a masseuse or a customer.”
“So, what about that last one?” Shadow asked. “Rain?”
Sugar drank a little more wine before responding. “Rain tried to offer me sex right away for lettin’ her stay with me, but I turned her down then. I told her if she decided she truly wanted me, offer again when she moved out and didn’t rely on me. She did exactly that. The sex was great, and sometimes we still have occasional stress relief with each other, but what I really feel about her is complicated. She likes to call me Mommy, and I do like hearing that, but it wouldn’t be a good idea to date a subordinate employee anyways, so the stress relief works for us both.”
Shadow smiled. “That’s about more what I expected to hear about.”
“Well, despite how things may seem, my life ain’t only sex,” Sugar smiled at her, and then asked, “So, anyways, should we order dessert?”
“I’m good,” Shadow replied, shaking her head. “I’m pretty full.”
There was no check to pay as they stood up to leave, since athletes could eat for free, so a waiter simply came to collect their dishes and bid them good night. Sugar and Shadow walked out together and headed towards Shadow’s apartment as Sugar told Shadow about the rest of her day, meeting Booette and Sonic.
“So, Sonic seems a bit like ya, I think,” she commented. “Confident, a little cocky, carin’ about duty over relaxin’ and enjoyin’ yerself.”
“I’m nothing like that egotistical blue asshole,” Shadow snarled.
Sugar took a step away from her. “Hey, don’t you snap at me.”
Shadow raised her eyebrows in surprise, clearly not expecting Sugar to snap back at her. “Okay then. I’m sorry. It’s just – we get compared a lot. It gets on my nerves.”
“Well, I know yer different. Sonic is a cutie, but yer my girlfriend,” Sugar said. “Ya’ve got a tough exterior, but I can see this other side to ya, the side that cares deeply about yer friends and the people you trust. That’s something that’s all you, no comparison.”
Shadow glanced at her and smiled. “Well … thanks. You’re … you’re special. Most people don’t see that. Or won’t.”
Sugar smiled, and leaned close to give Shadow a kiss on the cheek. “Yer special too.”
“Anyways, uh, remember you asked me about the whole dating other people thing?” Shadow asked. “Thought about it, and, yeah. If you want to date other people, it’s fine.”
“Ya sure?” Sugar asked, a worried look on her face.
Shadow nodded. ‘I’ve got a busy life, can’t always be around. And it seems like spending time with people is something important to you, so yeah. I don’t want you to be lonely and bored just because I can’t be there. Do what you want, because you deserve it.”
“Thank you, hon,” Sugar murmured. “That’s awful sweet of ya.”
“But if anyone comes on to you and you don’t want them to, let me know,” Shadow said. “I’ll kill them.”
“I did mention the self-defense classes I took, right?” Sugar asked, smiling while raising an eyebrow. “I can handle it.”
“Even so,” Shadow said. “I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.”
Sugar smiled, leaning close and kissing her cheek. “Thanks, hon.”
Shadow smiled slightly as the two walked up to her apartment.
“So … is this good night?” Sugar asked.
“Yeah,” Shadow confirmed. “I’ve had a great time, but I think I just want to sleep tonight. You did kind of wear me out last night.”
“And this mornin’,” Sugar said with a cheeky smile and a nod. “I understand. I’ll see ya soon.”
“Soon,” Shadow echoed, nodding.
Sugar leaned close to give the hedgehog a soft, sweet, kiss on the lips before murmuring, “Bye now.”
“Goodbye,” Shadow said softly before entering her apartment.
Sugar headed back to her apartment, reflecting on the date. She’d learned a lot about Shadow spending time with her, and she was genuinely happy to have had that quality time. The clarity on the nature of their relationship was useful to know, but at that moment, she really only cared about Shadow. She mentally noted to talk to Sticks in the morning, let the girl know what was going on
She opened the door to her apartment and noticed that someone was already there. A silhouette rested on her bed, lit from behind with moonlight through the open window. Her ears perked up, and she sniffed the air tentatively.
“Hello?” she called as she turned on the light.
Rouge sat there, one long, bare leg crossed over the other, her body covered by a thin black robe tied snugly at her waist. “How was your date?”
Sugar furrowed her brow and asked, “Why are ya in my room?”
“To check in on you, of course,” Rouge replied, leaning forward slightly. “How was your date?”
“It was wonderful, if ya must know,” Sugar replied, ears flat back against her head. She kicked off her shoes and turned to unzip her dress, getting ready for bed as if the bat wasn’t even there. If Rouge wanted her attention, then she’d have to let her know what she really wanted.
“Did you talk with Shadow?” Rouge asked. She undid the belt of her robe, letting it slide off her shoulders and pool on the bed beneath her like a puddle of silky ink. Beneath, she wore a sheer white bra that showed her breasts beneath, and a matching white thong.
“I did, yes,” Sugar said, pulling off her dress with ease, leaving herself nude. “And I’m gonna assume from your outfit, so did you.”
Rouge chuckled. “What can I say? I go after what I want.”
“Ya coulda just asked me on a date,” Sugar pointed out. She stepped into the bathroom to wash off her makeup, leaving the door open so she could keep talking to the bat.
“Oh, but what’s the fun in that?” Rouge asked. She leaned against the bathroom doorway and watched Sugar. “I’m a thief, darling. I don’t ask for what I want.”
“Well, I’m assumin’ ya do care about consent, at least,” Sugar replied, washing off her face. She turned off the water and reached for a towel. “But I gotta say, yer method of seduction ain’t a bad one.”
“So does that mean you are interested?” Rouge asked, reaching out to run a hand along Sugar’s side. 
“It means I’ll hear ya out,” Sugar said. She moved one hand to cup Rouge’s cheek. “What’s so special about me that ya’ve gotta sneak into my room all dolled up like this?”
“You’re interesting,” Rouge replied. “Pretty like a gem and as sweet as your name. I like you, Sugar, and I want to spend time with you. Get to know you beyond the … obvious benefits.” Her eyes flicked down to Sugar’s cock.
“And so ya came in here dressed like that,” Sugar replied flatly, looking at Rouge’s lingerie.
Rouge chuckled and shrugged, dropping her hand and walking out to the main area of the apartment. “Well, it got your attention, didn’t it?”
“You breakin’ into my apartment got my attention,” Sugar said, following her out. She took a seat on her bed, crossing one leg over the other. “Ya are an interesting one, Rouge. Do you even know what ya want?”
“I want you,” Rouge replied, moving to stand in front of Sugar, placing her hands on her shoulders. “Does it need to be more complicated?”
“Do ya mean to fuck or to date?” Sugar asked. “I’ve gotta say, yer sendin’ some mixed signals here.”
Rouge leaned forward, pressing her mouth hard against Sugar’s. Sugar wrapped her arms around the bat in response, pulling her onto the bed to kneel over her lap.
The kiss was rough, fierce, tongues warring against each other, bodies grinding together. Sugar could feel Rouge’s heat against her hardening cock, and bucked her hips up, making the bat let out a soft moan.
When they parted, Rouge leaned her forehead against Sugar’s. The wolf just chuckled. “Nice, hon, but that ain’t an answer.”
Rouge pouted. “I said already, I want you. Isn’t that enough?”
“Fuckin’ or datin’?” Sugar asked. “Kinda need ya to answer.”
Rouge leaned forward, trying to give another kiss in response, but Sugar grabbed her shoulders and held her at arms length with a smirk.
“I know what I want,” she said. “I’ve wanted to go on a date with ya since the minute ya walked into my parlor. Yer beautiful, cunnin’, and from what I’ve seen, a true loyal friend. I think yer worth gettin’ to know better, and I’d like to do that.”
Rouge blushed, a genuine smile playing on her lips. “I … don’t want to open myself up, usually..” She knew her life was a bit crazy and risky – and Sugar was nowhere near as powerful as her other friends. She wouldn’t be able to handle it. How could a masseuse stand up to evil robots, supervillains, and end of the world situations on a near weekly basis?
“But?” Sugar prompted, ears perked up.
“But … I’ll try if you’ll let me,” Rouge replied. “I would like to try dating you, Sugar.”
Sugar leaned forward then, giving the bat a soft kiss. “I’d like to try that too.”
Rouge kissed Sugar again, gently sucking her tongue into her mouth as she rolled her hips against her cock. Softly moaning.
“So,” she murmured, running one hand along Sugar’s side while the other cupped her cheek, “how about we get me out of these clothes and see where the night takes us?”
“Oh no, it ain’t gonna be that easy,” Sugar said with a laugh. “See, tonight I was reminded how nice it is to spend time with someone without the expectation of sex. So if ya want to date, for real, we ain’t fuckin’ tonight.”
Rouge pouted, grinding on Sugar’s lap again. “Are you sure?”
“Yes, I’m sure,” Sugar said firmly. “Needy thing, aren’t ya?” She kissed Rouge again, a chaste kiss with her arms wrapped around the bat’s waist.
“Well, I did come here expecting to get off,” Rouge admitted with a sheepish grin. “It’s all right, though. I’ve got some toys back at my place I can use.” 
She stood up off of Sugar’s lap, stretching out her wings before reaching for her robe. After shrugging it on, she climbed onto the bed and positioned herself to fly out the window. Before she could go, she was surprised by Sugar’s hands on her hips, keeping her in place with her hands on the windowsill and ass pressed out behind her. Sugar knelt behind her with a grin, snout level at her pussy, her tail swishing behind her.
“What are you up to now?” Rouge asked, her voice a throaty purr as she looked back at the wolf.
“You were honest about what ya wanted,” Sugar replied, leaning forward just a little more. “I figure ya deserve a reward for that.” 
She ran her tongue over the silky translucent fabric covering her pussy before placing soft kisses to Rouge’s inner thighs, teasing her with slow movements of her lips.
“Oh,” Rouge moaned. “Well, if this is what honesty gets me …”
Sugar smirked before pressing against her clothed slit with her snout, burying her sensitive nose in the slick-soaked fabric. She took a deep sniff, letting the scent of the bat’s arousal wash over her mind.
Rouge moaned, rolling her hips to grind into Sugar’s mouth. She moved one hand to slide off her panties, but Sugar grabbed it and pressed it back against the windowsill.
“Now, ya went to all the trouble of dressin’ up fancy for lil ol’ me, and you want to take it off now?” she teased, lifting her head up to look at Rouge. “I’m going to enjoy ya with yer clothes on, and yer goin’ to cum just as hard.”
“That certain in your skills, huh?” Rouge asked.
“I am,” Sugar said simply before pressing her tongue against the panties, pushing it and the fabric inside Rouge’s folds. The soft cloth was already soaked with a flavor that Sugar cherished, but the sound of the bat’s moans was even sweeter.
She caught the fabric against her tongue, tugging back it to draw it tight against Rouge’s pussy, roughly pulling it over her clit and lips. Rouge cried out in pleasure, tossing her head back, as Sugar kept that tension on the panties, taut over her pussy as she sucked the slick out of the cloth, letting the taste flood her mouth.
“Fuck,” Rouge groaned. “You’re – you’re going to ruin my best – my – nngh, fuck!”
Her pussy spasmed, close to an orgasm already without feeling Sugar’s tongue directly on her.
“You came here to be ruined, didn’t you?” Sugar murmured, lips brushing against Rouge’s pussy for just a moment. She pulled her head back to kiss and nip at the bat’s inner thighs and ass, leaving soft marks against the white skin as her fingers pressed into her slit, pushing in the panties and fingering her through them. 
“I didn’t expect this,” Rouge replied, her eyes closing as a flick of Sugar’s finger against her clit suddenly brought her right to the edge. Another flick, and she came, gushing more slick against her panties and on Sugar’s hand.
“Learn to expect the unexpected,” Sugar said before she pressed her mouth back against Rouge’s pussy, making out with her slit through the panties, her snout occasionally bumping against her asshole.
Rouge gasped and groaned in pleasure, her hips moving so she humped against Sugar’s face as the talented wolf brought her to another orgasm, then another, tongue never stopping its path along the panties to every single one of her weak spots.
“Oh, yes,” she cried out. “Sugar, Sugar, yes!”
When the bat stopped being able to form words, Sugar finally pulled her head back. She admired her handiwork, Rouge panting to catch her breath, chest heaving, hands gripping the windowsill tightly, her panties so soaked that her plump pussy was easily visible through the fabric.
“Feel better?” she asked with a grin.
“Oh, so much,” Rouge said, slowly leaning back and sitting up. “Now … time to return the favor.”
She leaned towards Sugar, who stopped her with a chaste kiss. “Not right now,” she replied in a low voice. “I want to appreciate ya without sex too.”
“You’re hard as a rock, though,” Rouge pointed out.
“And I can handle myself,” Sugar replied with another soft kiss. “You get on back home, have a nice sleep, and tomorrow, we’ll figure some time to go on a real date. Sound good?”
Rouge chuckled. “That sounds wonderful.” She blew Sugar a kiss before climbing out the window, flying up to her apartment.
Sugar leaned out the window after her and called out, “Ya could just use the door!”
Meanwhile, on the other side of the Olympics pavilion, Dr. Eggman was fuming.
“Three events down, and I lost all three!” he cried, throwing a plastic participation trophy to the ground. It bounced harmlessly off the tiled floor of his apartment-turned-evil lair.
“Maybe changing all the competitors to girls didn’t stop their natural talents?” Orbot suggested tentatively.
“Yeah, plus you got creamed by a bunch of girls who were always girls!” Cubot added, waving his arms wildly.
“It was supposed to confuse them and stress them out!” Eggman said, angrily waving off his flunkies. “Something is relaxing them. Something is making them happy. And I have a secret weapon to find out what it is!”
He glanced over to a shadowy corner, nodding at two indistinct figures – a tall one slouched against the wall, arms crossed over their chest, and a shorter one with a heavy backpack and cowed demeanor. The taller one lifted their head and smiled, all sharp teeth and malice. “You got it, Eggs.”
Eggman nodded before dismissing them with a wave of his hand.
“Are we really going to do what he says?” the shorter figure asked as they walked out of the room.
The other stepped past a window as they walked, a lamp from outside throwing a ribbon of light over her green fur. “Just for now, Drippy, we sure as hell are.”
