Rouge goes to visit Shadow, since now she’s also having feelings for Sugar. They want to do something meaningful for Sugar but don’t know yet what that might be. Rouge might spy on Sugar the next day to figure out what she needs.Shadow would have some insight based on her story from date last night
Sugar wakes up in the morning just in time for her first appointment, Princess Daisy. Sugar gives Daisy full massage/bakery experience
Second appointment is double booked, Princess Sally and Vanilla. Sally agrees to return later in the day. This is setting up that Sugar needs assistant. Vanilla is curious because Cream wants to visit Sugar, but also because she hasn’t had dick in a while.
Full Bakery run through with Vanilla
Sugar goes back to parlor and has appointment with Sally. 
Sugar heads to brunch because she has not had time to eat yet and her stomach is getting demand-y.
On the way, runs into Tails and Amy, who invite her to see the event with them. Sticks is in the event, and the three talk while they watch. Sugar gets food from concession stand. It is a lot of food.
Amy pulls Tails and Sugar to the locker rooms to say hi to Sticks and congratulate her, Sticks asks if Sugar’s ready to date
Amy: wtf what date??? Lemme help make this date good! And she drags off Sticks

Rouge couldn’t rest. She couldn’t figure out why her mind wouldn’t quiet. She’d very much enjoyed spending time with Sugar, and how her new girlfriend treated her. But, she realized as she flew, she still wasn’t satisfied. Physically, she was. But her mind wasn’t. Her thoughts raced as she mulled over what had just happened. She just wanted to have some hot, fun sex with a hot, fun wolf, but the stupid cute wolf girl had gotten her to confess actual feelings for her instead. She’d confessed actual feelings for Sugar, and Sugar had reciprocated. She should be happy about that, but instead, she had no idea what she was doing. She didn’t know if she wanted to run or sleep or masturbate or steal something. Too many options swirled in her brain. So, she opted for the simplest one – keep flying. She clutched her robe tight to herself, not having tied it after her quick flight out of Sugar’s apartment, and let her wings flap, carrying her aimlessly across the night sky. 
She flew over the Olympics campus after leaving Sugar’s apartment, not wanting to head back into her own place quite yet. She was feeling – she shook her head – ugh, feelings. It was strange for her, and after a moment of reflection, she realized she needed to talk to someone.
If there was one person who would know how to handle feelings for a dumb cute wolf girl, it was going to be the one person who just went on a date with her. So she headed straight to Shadow’s apartment, and fluttered outside her window, finding the black hedgehog stepping out of the shower, her quills relaxed as a white fluffy plush bathrobe wrapped around her body. She even had a small smile on her lips. Rouge smiled at the sight – it was rare to see Shadow looking even remotely vulnerable – before she knocked on the window.
Shadow’s smile turned to a scowl as she glanced over to the window. She pulled the bathrobe tighter around herself before coming closer and opening up the window, enough to let Rouge fly inside. “What do you want?”
“How was your night?” Rouge asked simply, settling herself on Shadow’s bed.
“It was good,” Shadow replied, her voice terse. “Which you probably already heard from Sugar.”
“What makes you think I went to visit Sugar?” Rouge asked, forcing an innocent look on her face as she folded her hands in her lap.
Shadow just gave a pointed glance to the bat’s outfit, the short robe with clearly nothing presentable beneath.
Rouge chuckled, relaxing slightly. “Fair. I did visit her, and she had nothing but good things to say about you.”
“Well, um, good,” Shadow replied, her expression softening just slightly. “Did you come over here just for that?”
Rouge shook her head and leaned back onto the mattress with a sigh. “I’m here because I don’t know what to do about Sugar. I decided I’m going to date her, too. And now I have to figure out what that means.”
“You seemed pretty damn sure of what it meant when it was just me dating her,” Shadow pointed out. She grabbed a chair from beside the in-room desk and took a seat. “Why is this any different?”
“Because,” Rouge paused, searching for the words as she drew a finger in circles along the mattress. “Sugar’s actually good. She’s someone who – I actually care about what she wants, instead of just what I want from her, and that’s new for me. I want to truly make her happy, not just shower her in pretty things.”
“That’s basically your only flirting move,” Shadow pointed out, raising an eyebrow.
“I know!” Rouge cried, dramatically throwing an arm over her face. “I need to shower her in meaningful gifts.”
Shadow just gave a shrug. “That sounds like a start, I guess.”
“You spent all evening talking to her,” Rouge said, sitting up slightly. “What would be meaningful to her?”
Shadow rolled her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest. “Yeah, even I know it doesn’t work that way. You want it to mean something, you’ve got to figure it out on your own.”
Rouge sighed dramatically, lying back. “Mean. Making me work.”
“Yeah,” Shadow replied, not a trace of humor in her voice. “And get off my bed. I was about to go to sleep.”
“Mmm, no” Rouge said, rolling over onto her stomach, making room for Shadow on the bed. “I don’t think so. I’m going to stay here tonight. We’ll have an old-fashioned sleepover.”
“Absolutely not,” Shadow said, shaking her head. “You snore.”
Rouge pouted. “Only when I’m sleeping prone!”
“Which is basically every night,” Shadow pointed out. “Go back to your place, get some sleep, and get to know your new girlfriend tomorrow. I’ve already got enough on my plate to deal with my lovey-dovey shit, don’t make me worry about yours too.”
Rouge sighed, using her wings to pull herself off the bed, floating just above it. “Oh, fine. Spoil my fun. I’ll just keep an eye on Sugar tomorrow and figure out what’s important to her.”
Shadow pressed a hand to her forehead, as if staving off a migraine. “I might not be a relationship expert, but I’m pretty sure spying isn’t a normal thing.”
“It isn’t,” Rouge said, shrugging. “But it’s fun. See you later, darling!” With that, she flew out the window, heading back to her own apartment.
Shadow slammed the window shut behind her, rolling her eyes.
Meanwhile, in Sugar’s apartment, the wolf slept soundly. She’d had such a good night, a lovely time with two lovely girls, and she was happy to drift away into a blissful sleep, dreaming aimlessly about a future where she might be with these girls, and more, sharing a big house and a happy life.
Shadow would be there, of course, and so would Rouge, and in her dream, Sugar found herself with other girls, Sticks and Amy and Knuckles and Daisy. She stood in a large kitchen, wearing only a pink, lacy apron while her girls watched, lounging around a table in various states of undress. She was in the middle of baking her famous cookies for them – adding into a bowl a little cinnamon, vanilla, and her secret ingredient, just a dash of nutmeg.
She rummaged through the spice cabinet for the nutmeg, finding instead nearly every other spice in existence – turmeric, cloves, garam masala, basil, even fresh juniper berries and whole cardamom pods – but no nutmeg. She stamped her foot in frustration, ears flattening against her head, as she kept looking.
There was one spice jar at the back, just out of her reach. She stood on her tiptoes, reaching farther into the cabinet, and just as she grasped it, the world around her seemed to melt away, until she was aware that she wasn’t in a kitchen – she was lying in a warm bed, with daylight streaming onto her face, and no pretty girls around her.
It was nice to wake up without her alarm for once. She smiled as she sat up and stretched, yawning away the last of her sleep.
What time was it, anyways? She didn’t normally wake up before her alarm. She glanced at the clock beside the bed, seeing the digital red numbers flash 7:50.
Sugar blinked sleepily. That didn’t seem right. Her alarm should have been set for 7. She … couldn’t remember setting the alarm. 
Shit. Sugar scrambled out of bed, grabbing whatever clothes she could find – a pink knee-length a-line skirt and a white tank top. Good enough. She knew her first appointment was a Bakery one, so she wouldn’t be wearing it long anyways. She got dressed, brushed her teeth, and threw her hair into a ponytail, kicking on pink slip-on sandals as she did. She chose to go with light makeup, just a little black eyeliner and some soft pink lip gloss, so she could speed walk through the parlor and be at the door in time to open it just before 8 – or she would have, if the phone didn’t ring suddenly.
Sugar practically dove to the desk for the phone, her movements frantic as she grabbed it, her eyes on the standard clock that had been set on the wall of the place. Her ears were flat against her head as she rushed, and she had to force one to perk up as she held the phone up to it. “Sugar Sweet Massages, this is Sugar speaking.”
“Hi, um, this is a bit embarrassing, but I tried to make an appointment online for my friend Sally Acorn, but I think I made one for your parlor in Pennsylvania,” the voice on the other end said, a warm but also frantic voice. “Any chance you’ve got an opening for nine am today? Because she’s expecting to be there and I don’t want to disappoint her.”
“Nine am?” Sugar asked, wracking her brain. She could only remember Daisy’s appointment, and that was now. “Yep. Nine’s free. No worries.”
“Oh, thanks,” the voice said, full of relief. “That’s for Sally Acorn. Just a massage, none of your other stuff.”
“Got it,” Sugar replied, mentally making a note. “Now, I’m sorry, but I’m inna bit of a hurry right now – I’ll see yer friend in an hour!” 
She hung up the phone and made it to the door right at 8 o’clock.
Princess Daisy stood outside the door of the parlor, arms crossed over her chest. She was dressed much more casually today – a yellow tank top and orange shorts that curved so nicely over her ass, leaving her legs bare. She smiled, her demeanor softening when she saw Sugar. “Good. You’re right on time.”
“‘Course I am,” Sugar replied, ears perked up and mouth smiling like she hadn’t overslept by fifty minutes. “Come on in.”
Daisy followed Sugar inside, heading to the back room where, luckily, the massage table was already set up from the day before. 
“I know what yer really here fer, but would ya like a massage first?” Sugar asked as she gestured to the table.
Daisy didn’t respond, as she was already stripping herself nude. She hopped up onto the table and glanced over at Sugar, shaking her head while giving her an expectant look.
Sugar chuckled, walking closer. Her tail rested more easily behind her as she relaxed now that she was back on track. “I suppose yer ready to get started?”
“Please,” Daisy replied, grinding her hips down onto the table already. 
Sugar held back a chuckle. She hadn’t even touched the princess yet and she was already so needy. “All right. And,” she paused to look over the princess, thinking of all she could do with her, “did ya have a chance to take a look at the Bakery menu, yer Highness?”
“No. Just do what you want with me, okay?” Daisy asked with a sigh. “I just want to get railed. Fucked. Used. Whatever you want, just don’t call me Highness. I’m not a princess right now, I’m just a girl here for your dick. Not even a girl. Just a set of holes.”
Sugar smiled widely. “Fer the record, that’s called a Parfait.” She looked over Daisy’s body again, letting her lewdest thoughts come to the surface and her lust show on her face as her ears perked up and her tail rose behind her, curling up slightly under her skirt. “And don’t worry, I have plans for yer body, yer–” Sugar stopped herself, her smile turning into a devilish smirk. ”Daisy.”
“Sounds great,” Daisy replied, waving a hand dismissively. “Whatever you want to do. I just want to get fucked. I don’t think I can make that any clearer.”
Sugar chuckled. “Not unless ya had a neon sign pointing to yer ass that said ‘insert here’.”
“If I could have one of those, I would,” Daisy said eagerly. “You’re welcome to insert anything you want into my ass, though.”
“I might,” Sugar replied nonchalantly. “But it’s my choice of what to do, ain’t it?” She stood to the side of the room, slowly stripping off the tank top and skirt that she’d just put on. She took her time to fold her clothes and set them on a counter, her hips swaying slightly as she moved. The way her tail perked up was the only giveaway of how excited she was to use her new toy.
“Come on,” Daisy whined, pouting. “I can’t even see your cock. This isn’t fair.”
“Ya didn’t want fair, though,” Sugar pointed out, stopping her hips from swaying. She turned around, letting Daisy finally get a look at her cock, tapered head poking out through the sheath. “Ya wanted me ta do whatever I wanted.”
Daisy gave a sheepish smile, but that smile faded and turned into an eager, hungry look as she saw just how serious Sugar was – no comfort remained in her eyes, just the pride of someone who’d already won her prize. Her heart was racing, both scared and excited, and she found her legs spreading apart slightly against her will as she submitted easily.
Sugar smirked before taking a big step forward, grabbing Daisy’s wrists in a flash. She slowly pushed the girl back against the table, pinning her down and leaning over her face, showing off her teeth as she grinned. “And, if I recall correctly, ya wanted me ta not treat you like a princess,” Sugar said in a low voice,tail twitching in excitement. She let go of the girl so that she could simply drop her cock and balls onto the princess’s face, feeling her pretty lips parted against her sensitive skin. “Ya wanted me ta treat you like the pretty little cock hole ya are.”
Daisy whimpered, her hands clasping at nothing as her legs squeezed together in pleasure. “Plea-”
“Don’t talk,” Sugar said sharply, adjusting so Daisy’s mouth was full of her balls instead of words. “There’s better uses for yer mouth. Now, I didn’t have time for a shower this mornin’, so be sure to get every inch of me clean.”
“Ohh-hhay,” Daisy replied around a mouthful of Sugar’s sack. Her tongue slipped out, and she started to lick and suck dutifully, her refined royal tongue skillfully sliding over every inch of the wolf’s balls.
Sugar sighed, her cock growing harder as Daisy kept going. She felt her shaft slide against the princess’s chin and throat as she grew. Daisy’s tongue was pretty talented, the tip slipping into every little fold and wrinkle of skin formed from how Sugar’s balls sat on her mouth, and wide, long licks to get the full swollen surface at once. She opened her mouth wide so she could press her lips to balls, swirls with her tongue around the heavy orbs. She moved one hand to grasp at Sugar’s hip, holding onto her, pulling her closer to the massage table and to her mouth.
Sugar shifted herself a bit, dragging her now-wet balls back over Daisy’s nose, letting her hard shaft rest against those soft lips instead. “Don’t ignore this, now.”
Daisy arched her back off the table so she could tilt her head back and take the tip of Sugar’s cock into her mouth, doing her best to start licking. Her tongue swirled around the head, licking off every bit of dried sweat that was there. Sugar couldn’t believe that a princess was giving her cock such thorough treatment. It was definitely something beneath a princess – but just right for a hole. Just right for a girl who asked to be degraded and used.
Princess or cockhole, her tongue felt good as it licked further, soft and warm and wet. Sugar couldn’t help but let out a groan as she felt that tongue slip down her shaft, practically pulling her cock even deeper into that warm, tight throat. She felt the princess’s hands grasping at her body, pulling her closer eagerly, dainty hands grasping at her hips and ass.
Sugar thrust forward, slowly, letting the head of her cock drag over the back of Daisy’s tongue. She could feel it just barely at the entrance to Daisy’s throat before she pulled back, letting the princess wind her tongue around her cock and lick all she could, short little licks as fast as she could reach. She pulled back, just enough to let her cock rest on Daisy’s lips, enjoying the feeling of soft kisses against her cockhead.
Daisy moved her head, kissing up and down Sugar’s shaft, slipping her tongue out to caress it as best she could. She seemed content to practically make out with Sugar’s cock, tonguing it and sucking what she could into her mouth before letting go and tilting her head for a different angle. She took the head back into her mouth, pushed herself forward so Sugar’s cock was hitting the back of her tongue.
Sugar groaned as she felt Daisy’s throat opening up for her in response. She drew back, enjoying the pleading whine that Daisy made, before thrusting forward again, turning that whine into a choked gag as her cock filled the princess’s throat. Daisy’s hands gripped at her, pulling her close, trying to keep her deep in her throat, as her tongue tried to slurp and slide around her shaft. Sugar’s cock was just a bit too big, though, pinning the girl’s tongue to the bottom of her mouth as her shaft slid over it. 
Sugar knew she could be satisfied by just fucking Daisy’s throat till she came, but that wouldn’t really be enough. It wasn’t often that a client requested such a unique Parfait, so Sugar intended to make the most of it – much more than just a simple blowjob. 
That didn’t stop her from thrusting her hips again, or again, pulling Daisy closer to her until the princess was half hanging off the table, Sugar’s balls slapping against her face. The wolf groped at Daisy’s breasts, cupping and squeezing them as the girl continued to lick dutifully, moving her tongue as Sugar thrust deep into her throat.
Daisy didn’t complain at the rough treatment – in fact, she seemed to be intent on swallowing down Sugar’s cock, pushing herself further off the table, hanging upside down, and further onto that thick rod, wanting more of it inside her. Sugar kept thrusting, ears pressed flat against her head, balls swinging wildly with the force of her movements, until she’d pulled the princess so close to her that she felt her balls meeting the girl’s face. She still didn’t stop, determined to give Daisy all of her cock. She wanted to knot the princess’s throat, fill her with her cum, keep her locked on her cock … but when she felt her knot finally rub up against Daisy’s lips, Sugar willed herself to stop and pull away. She’d felt her balls hit the soft skin around Daisy’s eye, and she couldn’t really send a princess away from her parlor with a black eye from heavy balls slapping her too much, after all, even if said princess begged for it. At least, not this time.
She took a look at the mess of a princess before her, pulling her thoughts back to the present. Daisy’s hair was mussed, her mouth open and panting, her face red with a light sheen of sweat as Sugar gently pushed her body back into position on the table. “Wow,” she murmured. “You taste –”
Sugar smirked, ears perked, tail wagging, as she interrupted, “No speakin’ unless spoken to.” She let her cock fall on top of Daisy’s mouth again, this time the knot resting on Daisy’s lips.
The princess licked all around, a soft moan escaping her as she realized her tongue couldn’t even reach halfway around the girth of that knot. She licked as far as she could reach, her tongue sloppily licking as much of the knot as she could, before she opened her mouth wider and sucked, making sure to get every inch of that knot covered by her saliva. 
Daisy couldn’t easily move in this position. Her nose was pressed into Sugar’s balls, and she couldn’t even take a breath without inhaling the musky scent of sex and Sugar. She could really only move her tongue, slightly purse her lips, to kiss and lick as much as she could reach. She was so wet, so turned on from being used in such a way, and that just spurred her to keep licking and tasting every inch of Sugar’s knot.
Her legs pressed together, rubbing slightly to relieve the pressure she felt, but then she lifted her head and pressed herself more into Sugar’s knot and balls. Her legs fell open as she distracted herself by licking and drowning herself in Sugar’s cock.
“Good job,” Sugar murmured, brushing some sweat away from Daisy’s brow with a kind smile. Her ears relaxed as she stepped out of her domme mode for a moment. “How are ya likin’ bein’ just a hole?”
“I,” Daisy swallowed, caught her breath before admitting with a smile, “I could do more. You’ve barely even touched me.” She moved a hand over her body, cupping her breast to show Sugar what was still available for her before moving her hand lower, spreading open her pussy.
“Oh, we’ll get to that,” Sugar said teasingly, ears perking up again, “But first,” she ran her hand along Daisy’s face to her lip, gently pulling her lower lip away from her face, ”ya didn’t fully clean me.” She wanted Daisy to feel degraded and used, but of course her plan didn’t involve any actual filth. She kept herself very well-groomed.
“I didn’t?” Daisy asked, confusion on her face. 
Sugar gave a wry smile as her ears perked up with devilish glee, before she moved to the side of the table, tail slowly wagging, and hopped up to straddle Daisy, her ass planted right over the princess’s face. “I think ya missed a few spots.”
Daisy gasped before pressing out her tongue again, licking nervously around the ring of Sugar’s ass. The wolf’s fluffy tail fell over her face, warm and strangely comforting against her skin. She held onto Sugar’s thighs, keeping her in place, but not holding too tightly as she explored curiously with her tongue. She hadn’t expected her mouth to go here, but she wasn’t going to refuse, she realized, as she licked and licked Sugar’s ass. She’d wanted to be used thoroughly, and Sugar was giving her exactly what she’d asked for.
Sugar smiled, enjoying the feel of the princess’s tongue on her. She kept herself very clean, never knowing if anyone would request this, but it was a bit of a rarity, save for a few choice customers – so she was going to very much enjoy her ass being eaten while she leaned forward and took her time touching and exploring Daisy’s body.
Daisy’s tongue swirled around Sugar’s ass before circling in directly on that puckered ring. Small, soft groans came from her mouth, growing louder as Sugar began to touch her, soft hands sliding down her body, over her breasts, her hips.
“That’s a good girl,” Sugar groaned, lowering her ass just a little more to press into the lovely tongue working against it. She slid one hand between Daisy’s spread legs, sliding her fingers on the outside of her pussy, rubbing against her without ever directly touching that wet slit.
Daisy whimpered with need, and focused on her cleaning efforts, carefully running her tongue over every bit of exposed skin of Sugar’s ass. She darted her tongue directly into the center, the muscle slipping less than an inch past the ring, before she quickly pulled it back. 
Sugar smiled wide, cock twitching against Daisy’s chin and throat, dripping precum. She slid a finger along the seam of the princess’ pretty pussy lips, feeling Daisy shudder beneath her, tongue twitching against her ass. Daisy was paying so much attention to the outside of her hole, kissing and rimming her so well, but was still apparently hesitant to reach inside. 
Well, Sugar would need to fix that.
“Ever eaten ass before?” Sugar asked, pushing herself down again, grinding her ass against Daisy’s face. “Ya seem a little apprehensive about it.” She let her words hang in the air as she leaned forward slightly, lifting up her hips to give Daisy room to speak, though she had to lift them a little higher than expected for the girl to actually let her mouth leave her puckered hole.
“N-never,” Daisy replied, though her voice had more conviction than she actually felt. She was apprehensive, but once Sugar called her out on it, she felt a sudden need to prove herself, to show that she was still good at everything the wolf threw at her. She shifted both hands up to grab Sugar’s hips, pulling her closer so she could drive her tongue in deeper, swirling it around as she moaned softly. Her own hips snapped up to meet Sugar’s fingers, her pussy so wet that Sugar’s fingers easily slipped inside her.
Sugar smiled as she realized just how eager the princess really was to just be used and degraded. She figured it wouldn’t take more than one little flick of her fingers, just the right amount of pressure on Daisy’s clit, and –
Daisy came with a loud cry, muffled by Sugar’s ass against her lips, the firm buttcheeks against her own cheeks. She pushed her tongue in further, firming the muscle to a point so she could reach it deeper inside Sugar, taste as deep inside her body as possible. She wriggled her tongue back and forth, up and down, reaching and licking and exploring nonstop. She curled her tongue before pulling it back into her mouth, scraping the tip along Sugar and making the wolf groan softly with pleasure. She kept licking, kept her tongue moving, doing her best to dig her tongue in deep and degrade herself by tasting Sugar’s ass.
Sugar ground herself down again, just a little more, before she lifted her hips and moved off of Daisy, standing beside the massage table again. She took a good look at the princess, all mussed and sweaty, but smiling so widely. “How are ya feelin’ so far?” she asked, tail and ears dropping into more relaxed positions as she took in the sight of the ruined girl before her.
“Good,” Daisy murmured, her head lolling to the side slightly as she seemed dazed by sensation. “So good.”
“That’s good,” Sugar replied, tracing her hand along Daisy’s side. “Ya’ve been so good at takin’ care of me so far.” She pulled away her hand, letting her voice become sharper. “But yer not a very good set of holes if I only get to try one, are ya?”
Daisy blushed, and shook her head.
“Then,” Sugar murmured, leaning close again so her face was close to Daisy’s, “why don’t ya show me which of yer pretty holes I should use now?” She smiled so widely her grin showed her fangs, her ears perking up dangerously again.
Daisy hesitated before she slowly rolled over, resting on her stomach on the bed. She hiked herself up onto her knees before reaching back to her ass. She hesitated for another moment, taking a breath, and let out that breath with a determined focus on her face as she grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart. “How about this?”
Sugar looked over Daisy presenting herself, at the pink pucker of her asshole on display, closed tight. “Really?” she asked, her cock twitching, tail wagging at the thought. “This pretty little hole looks like it’s never been used.” Not that she had a problem with ruining a new hole, but she didn’t want to actually ruin or harm a client – at least, not without explicit consent.
“It, um,” Daisy paused for a moment before admitting, “It …rarely has. But I  want you to – oh!” She gasped as Sugar’s muzzle suddenly pressed between her legs, tongue at her asshole, aggressively pressing into the pucker, opening it. “Oh, that – that’s newwwww~” Her words devolved into moans as she pressed her ass up and her face down against the table.
Sugar eagerly feasted as one hand blindly groped under the massage table for the spare coconut oil she’d made sure was stashed there day one – perfect for times when she couldn’t quite reach to the shelves. She found it and reached up with the bottle, pressing it into Daisy’s hand.
“Wh-what am I doing with this?” Daisy asked, her voice coming out in breathless pants. 
“I’d recommend lubin’ me up, but that depends on how easily ya want my cock to go in ya,” Sugar replied. She pushed her face back against Daisy’s ass as she gripped with one hand, fingers sinking into the plump flesh of her cheek.
Daisy reached back, hands between her open legs as her weight rested on her shoulders, and clumsily felt around for Sugar’s cock. She opened the bottle of oil and drizzled a generous amount onto her shaft, smearing it around, all along her length, letting the extra drip down to her balls.
Sugar smiled as she pushed her muzzle forward, diving that tongue deeper into Daisy’s ass, swirling it around. She made sure to get that hole nice and wet, stretching it open with her tongue so it would accommodate her girthy cock, as she prepared the princess. She panted hot into that now-open asshole, feeling Daisy shiver at the sensation, feeling the princess’s pussy drip onto her chin.
When Sugar pulled back, her own cock hard, her balls so full they ached, she was pleased to see Daisy’s ass gaping open slightly. It was just a tiny entrance, but Sugar realized with a smirk, that would be enough.
“I hope yer ready, my pretty hole,” Sugar murmured as she  held onto Daisy’s hips, positioning her as she climbed back onto the table, behind the princess. “I’m not going to be holdin’ back.” She gripped her cock with one hand, lining herself up, and thrust forward, forcing open that ass, spearing Sarasaland royalty with just her cockhead. The princess’s ass was tight, but Sugar’s tapered cock was made to spread open tight holes like this one. Despite what she’d said, though, she was holding back – because she’d have only one first time forcing open this ass, and she wanted to savor it.
Daisy moaned, her back arching to push herself further against Sugar. “Fuck, you’re big~!” She gasped at the sensation of taking Sugar’s cock into her.
Sugar chuckled, though the sound was a bit forced. She needed to fuck. She was too worked up from teasing Daisy, from teasing Rouge last night, from not getting off in over twelve fucking hours. She was focusing on the tight warmth around her cock, the feeling of the princess’s ass sucking her in. “Seems a bit early to say that,” she managed to groan out through gritted teeth, easing in her cock just another agonizing inch. “Seein’ as how most of my cock’s not even inside ya yet.” She let her words hang in the air, letting Daisy imagine just how much cock she had left.
“H-how much dick do you have?” Daisy asked, her voice full of both lust and disbelief, her eyes wide at the thought of more.
“Yer about to find out,” Sugar groaned. She slammed her hips forward, burying herself about halfway in Daisy’s ass, making the princess let out a yelp.
“That hurt!” Daisy cried out, in surprise more than pain, wiggling her ass as she got used to the fullness inside her. “Do – do it again.”
“As much as I want,” Sugar replied, her voice practically a growl as she drew her hips back before thrusting forward again. She could enjoy princess ass perfectly squeezing around her, with plump, pert cheeks to bounce her hips off of. She was harsh with her thrusts, the massage table creaking slightly beneath them from the force of her movements. Still, Sugar didn’t stop, just kept going as each thrust pushed her deeper into Daisy’s guts. She was fully giving over to her instincts now, letting her cock get sucked in by the tight ass that was being forced open just wide enough for her cock. Daisy was pressed into the massage table with each thrust, moaning loudly each time as Sugar wildly pounded into her, until her cock was fully inside the princess.
Daisy, for her part, tried to snake her hand beneath herself and rub at her pussy, but when Sugar saw her arm moving, she grabbed Daisy’s wrist, pulling her hand back further than expected, pressing those soft fingers against her heavy sack.
“If yer gonna be movin’, you might as well be useful,” Sugar growled, a teasing note in her voice as she continued fucking, her rhythm unbroken even as Daisy’s hand slowly cupped and caressed her balls.
Sugar would have liked to tease and enjoy the princess, take her time, but she needed to cum, now. She pinned her down to the table, fucked her hard, every single one of Daisy’s squeals and moans just adding to her pleasure. Her balls slapped against Daisy’s pussy, pulling away sticky with femcum, the only bit of stimulation the princess’s pussy could get as she was ruthlessly, savagely fucked.
Daisy’s hips were moving wildly against Sugar, as she fucked her own ass on Sugar’s cock. Sugar’s powerful thrusts kept pushing her against the table, though, until her breasts were flat against the padded surface and her face was pushed into the hole on the front of the table. She didn’t stop moving her hips or her hand against Sugar’s sack, even as the position started to really stretch her arm, almost painfully. The pleasure she felt was just too good.
Sugar barely noticed how prone Daisy was becoming, how blissed out she was and unable to hold herself up. All that mattered was her hips bouncing off plump ass cheeks as her cock fucked harder, each thrust so deep that she could practically feel Daisy’s stomach distending and shaping itself to her cock. She was on the edge of being driven by instinct, of filling up the princess and making her flood and drip with her cum, and she just kept going, groaning loudly as she did.
Daisy found her hips pressed down against the massage table, her legs spread so wide her clit was able to grind right on the plastic surface. She gasped with pleasure and moved her hips faster, chasing that new feeling as Sugar continued to gape her ass. Her hand couldn’t move anymore, just stayed pinned beneath her body with her fingers caressing Sugar’s balls, as her hips wildly rocked. Her clit was stimulated, her pussy slapped by heavy balls, her ass used and fucked and full and she didn’t know how much more she could take!
Sugar noticed Daisy’s body prone against the table, her hips moving lightning fast as she breathed hard, panting with pleasure. “Fuck – fuck, I’m – so fucking clo-ohh!” Daisy moaned, her head tossing back.
Her ass clenched impossibly tight around Sugar, squeezing like mad around her cock, too tight to let her knot push in, despite how badly Sugar needed it, needed more pressure, more tight hole wrapped around her cock making her feel so good. Her body acted on instinct as she grabbed Daisy’s ass cheeks, pushing them together around her knot as she came. Her mouth hung open as she panted with pleasure as she came, gobs of cum deep into Daisy’s belly.
Daisy whimpered, the hot cum rushing into her body as she was still so sensitive from her orgasm. She found herself quivering as she came again, unexpectedly, a crest of pleasure just from the feeling of her ass being so filled.
Sugar was still cumming as Daisy’s ass clenched around her tighter with her orgasm, and let out another large load. She had so much saved up in her balls, she just pumped everything that her cock had wanted to give Shadow and Rouge into this one convenient hole, practically bloating her with how much she had to release.
When she finally stopped releasing, she realized that Daisy was barely more than a blissed-out puddle on the table. “How are ya doin’?” Sugar asked softly, dropping the domme act for a moment so she could check on her client. Her tail slightly curled between her legs as she momentarily worried she went too far.
“Oh, wow,” Daisy murmured, clearly dazed, but happiness and cock-drunk satisfaction in her voice. “That’s so,” she paused to take a breath, panting hard. “W-wow …”
“Guess my little hole can’t speak very well, huh?” Sugar murmured with a grin, bringing the domme back into her voice as her tail stood rigid once more. “That’s all right, I’ve got better things for yer mouth to do.” She drew out of Daisy’s ass, giving her a slap as she watched the last bits of cum drip out of that distended hole. She guided Daisy to roll over, onto her back, so that the princess just had to lift her head to see her cock. “Clean me.”
Daisy looked up at Sugar, confusion evident on her face. Sugar just glanced down at her cock, guiding Daisy’s gaze downward as well. Her eyes locked on Sugar’s cock, dripping with oil and cum, and she smiled widely.
Sugar pushed Daisy straight onto her back on the table before moving to kneel over her, straddling her breasts and pushing her cock into her face. 
Daisy lifted her head without hesitation, taking the head of Sugar’s cock into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around, licking her clean, every bit of oil and cum easily sliding down her throat. She bobbed her head forward, slurping up what she could, moaning as she did.
Daisy was almost surprised to find she didn’t mind the taste of her own ass on Sugar’s cock. She was just eager to please, eager to be a good hole and be praised again, so she was more than willing to do whatever Sugar asked without question. She was happy to turn off her brain, turn off the pressures of being a princess, and just clean the cock that had been in her ass instead.
Sugar smiled, relaxing and just enjoying the soft tongue lapping up all that oil she’d slathered on herself. She was surprised at how eager Daisy was to do all this, but she really wasn’t complaining. She didn’t consider herself much of a domme, to be honest, but she liked making her partners happy, no matter what. If that meant degrading and debasing a princess, she wasn’t going to half-ass any part of that. 
As her mind became clearer and post-nut clarity took its place, Sugar felt another pressing need and realized she wasn’t quite done degrading the princess.
“Ya know,” she murmured, one hand brushing back Daisy’s hair. “I didn’t really get the chance ta use the toilet this mornin’. I don’t s’pose my hole wants ta help out with that?” Her ears flicked mischievously as she spoke.
Daisy hesitated before leaning back, her mouth still wide open, her tongue hanging out as she gave a slight nod.
Sugar grinned and released her bladder, emptying herself down Daisy’s throat. The relief on her bladder felt good, but something in the back of her mind nagged at her … This wasn’t degrading enough. She shifted her hips back, letting her stream splash against Daisy’s tongue instead, droplets of piss landing on her lips and chin.
“Don’t make a mess of my parlor, now,” Sugar directed, and Daisy tilted her head forward to catch Sugar’s stream in her mouth, making sure that none of it dripped onto the massage table below her. Sugar grinned, watching the princess cup her hands below her chin to catch what fell, golden drops collecting on her palms as she took her piss as eagerly as she’d taken her cock.
Daisy really hadn’t expected this, but was more excited for it than she’d thought she’d be. Sugar’s piss was warm, bitter, and she loved the feeling of it collecting on her tongue and splashing out the sides of her mouth as she tried to swallow. A few drops ran down to her breasts, cool by the time they dripped from her peaked nipples, making her shiver slightly.
Sugar’s stream petered out as Daisy swallowed the golden gift. The princess licked the extra from her hands before leaning forward and licking a stray drop away from the tip of Sugar’s cock.
Sugar smirked as she moved to stand again, giving Daisy a small pat on the head as she happily wagged her tail. “That’s a good hole.”
Daisy licked her lips, grinning widely as she watched Sugar get dressed again.  “I,” she swallowed before continuing, “I may make another appointment soon.”
“I take it, then, that ya liked how I treated ya, Prin-- Daisy,” Sugar said with a soft smile. 
The princess smiled widely and gave an eager nod. “I really, really did.”
“Good,” Sugar said. She reached over to tuck a lock of hair behind Daisy’s ear. “Ya really did so well. I know I put ya through a lot, but ya took it so nicely. Yer a good girl, Daisy.”
“I like that,” Daisy murmured softly, glancing at the ground bashfully. “Hearing you say that … just my name.”
Sugar leaned close to her again, a light kiss on the cheek. “I’m gonna head outside, give ya some privacy to get dressed. Take whatever time ya need, and just holler if ya need me.”
“Okay,” Daisy murmured with a soft smile. “Really, thank you for this.”
Sugar smiled softly at her before heading out to the front of the massage parlor. She took a look at the clock and saw that had just a few minutes before meeting her next customer, the mysterious last-minute Sally Acorn. She took a breath to relax, her ears settling easily on her head.
As she sat at the front desk, looking at her schedule, Daisy emerged from the back room, fully dressed and looking very refreshed. She waved goodbye to Sugar with a wide smile.
Sugar waved back before heading into the back room to clean up and change the sheets on the table before her next appointment arrived.
She was just replenishing the lavender in the aromatherapy machine when she heard voices coming from the front, two women speaking at first pleasantly – and then voices growing louder in confusion.
Sugar hurried out to the front to see two women sitting there, frowns on their faces. One of them was a cream-colored rabbit woman, older than Sugar but she couldn’t tell just how much, with long ears that hung down her back, light brown hair that matched the tips of her ears, and a full, mature figure. Her breasts had to be at least E cups, heavy on her chest, and her hips were wide with thick thighs. If Sugar was any less of a professional, she would have very aptly described the woman as a MILF, and even so, still found herself curious what it would be like to sink her fingers into that plush, ample flesh.The rabbit wore a purple floor-length dress with a magenta corset vest over the bodice, tied tight to emphasize her waist and her impressive cleavage.
The other in the room was a chipmunk woman, about Sugar’s age. She had brown fur, blue eyes, and slightly messy auburn hair. Her body was athletic, with DD breasts and full hips. She wore simple clothes, a white tank top and tight blue jeans, showing off the gap between her thighs. She smiled as she glanced over at Sugar. “Hello, there, are you Sugar Sweet?”
“Sugar Moon,” Sugar replied, gently correcting her as she approached. “But this is Sugar Sweet Massage, yes. How can I help ya?”
“My name is Vanilla the Rabbit,” the rabbit woman replied, shaking her hand. “I got a message from you about an appointment this morning?”
The chipmunk woman, presumably Sally, frowned. “That’s the problem,” the chipmunk said. “I’m supposed to have an appointment at nine. My, um, friend said she was going to confirm it.” She gave Sugar a hopeful look as her words trailed off, hoping that she’d jogged the masseuse’s memory..
“I remember talkin’ to yer friend,” Sugar said, nodding at Sally. “And, I do remember making a reservation fer a Vanilla the Rabbit, but that was fer – wait, did I?” Her ears fell slightly, and her tail drooped, as she got worried about what she might have done. “Hold on, let me check my appointment book.”
The two customers glanced at each other a little awkwardly, then back at Sugar, as she grabbed her appointment book from her desk.
Sugar leafed through the book and winced, ears flattening against her head completely and tail tucking between her legs as she realized what she’d done. “Ah. I’m sorry, I’ve made a huge mistake. Yer both right on time for yer appointments, but–”
“But what?” Vanilla asked, confusion evident in her voice. Sugar glanced up to see her and the chipmunk looking at her with concern on their faces.
She gave a sheepish smile as she continued, “I double-booked myself. I can’t massage ya both at once, the Olympics committee only provided me with one massage table, which I really need to fix, actually, in case a couple wants a massage, or a situation like this happens.” She gave a frustrated sigh before looking to both women. “I really am awfully sorry, this ain’t like me at all.”
Vanilla gave her a sympathetic smile. “Mistakes happen. I’d be happy to come back another time, but,” Vanilla paused, her face full of contemplation as she seemed to work out an invisible problem. “My schedule is pretty tightly packed. I’m competing alongside my daughter, and between our practices and events, I don’t have much time just for myself.”
The chipmunk, who must have been Sally, glanced at her, and then at Sugar. “I,” she started to offer in a tentative voice, “Have more free time this morning. If you can squeeze me in after her appointment,” she gestured to Vanilla, “I’d be happy to come back.”
Sugar smiled, relieved, her ears relaxing and perking up slightly. “Thank ya. Let me grab my schedule right now.” She stepped behind the reception desk, tail out from between her legs, grabbing her planner, and checking that afternoon. There was only one appointment booked, for a Big the Cat. “I’ve only got one other appointment, much later today, so ya should be fine. And if I double booked myself again, I promise ya’ve got this slot.” She turned to Vanilla and asked, “I don’t have all the details of yer appointment written down, so will ya be takin’ advantage of any extra services today?” She couldn’t openly ask about the Bakery options in front of other clients – she was far too discreet for that. But she had to know what Vanilla wanted, so she could give Sally a proper time.
“Oh, yes,” Vanilla said with a confident smile, recognition sparking in her eyes as she instantly got what Sugar was asking. “Quite a few of them, in fact.”
Sugar nodded, fully back to her perky, tail-wagging self before looking back to Sally. “Ya should come back ‘round 11.”
Sally grinned widely. “That works out, then. I’ll be back later. Enjoy your massage, miss Vanilla!” She headed out of the parlor, stopping to give a wave goodbye before she pushed open the door.
Sugar turned and smiled at Vanilla. “Well, why don’t ya head back and get undressed? There’s a towel on the massage table, use that to cover anythin’ ya don’t want me touchin’ during the massage.”
Vanilla nodded and stood up, towering over Sugar suddenly. She was tall, and Sugar found herself muzzle level with those massive tits, getting lost in them for a moment. She eventually forced herself to look up at Vanilla’s face, and found Vanilla giving her a questioning look.
“How do we start?” Vanilla asked, an eager smile on her face. “Those, um, other services do look very interesting.”
“You’ll have plenty of time to sample all the pastries ya want, but first, what kind of massage would ya like?” Sugar asked, stepping back so she could open the back room for Vanilla. .
“Oh,” Vanilla replied with a sheepish smile, “I didn’t realize there were options.”
“There’s hot stones, shiatsu, deep tissue, yer typical Swedish massage, to name a few,” Sugar replied, tail slowly wagging as she went into the details. “Why don’t ya head on into the back and get undressed while ya think about it? Oh, and what pastries were ya interested in?”
“Oh, just a Flan, Bismarck, Palmier, and Pâte à Choux,” Vanilla responded, ticking off each one on her fingers. “If that’s alright with you.”
Sugar blinked as she mentally cataloged all the sex acts the rabbit was asking for – titjob, hot dogging, earjob, and thighjob – and smiled, her tail wagging much harder now. “More than all right. I’ll be happy to satisfy yer every need, but first, let me get ya nice and relaxed.”
Vanilla smiled at her before heading into the back, already undoing the corset over her dress.
Sugar set a small “be right back” sign on the front desk before she followed Vanilla into the back room. She saw the rabbit lying face down on the massage table, with the towel only covering her thick rump. 
“So, what sort of massage do you think ya’d like today?” Sugar asked. Her gaze roamed over the prone rabbit, and she couldn’t help but notice how those massive breasts were pressed into the table. 
“I’d like to try those hot stones you mentioned, if that’s all right,” Vanilla replied, smiling gently.
“Not a problem,” Sugar said. “It’ll just be a minute for the stones to heat.” She crossed the room to where she kept the stones and turned on the heater, letting them slowly warm up to the near-burning temperature needed to relax muscles. Her tail slowly stopped wagging as she focused. “And while we wait, why don’t ya tell me about where you need me to focus on? Ya mentioned a daughter, do ya carry her often, maybe have pain in yer shoulders?”
Vanilla just chuckled. “I don’t carry her much anymore. She’s 18 now, perfectly capable of walking. If anything’s hurting my shoulders, it’s when my corsets aren’t tight enough to support me.” She glanced down at her chest, squeezing her arms around her breasts to emphasize them. “Bras aren’t quite enough to do the job.”
“I can imagine,” Sugar murmured, her gaze drawn to those massive tits, her tail betraying her professional demeanor. “Ya,” she began to add, before getting distracted by the mesmerizing breasts. “Um, ya definitely carry weight there.”
“I was always a big girl, and then after having a baby, they just got bigger,” Vanilla said with a sigh. “Never went back to their original size.”
“I’ll make sure that all yer muscles are relaxed,” Sugar promised, her tail going back to normal as she refocused herself. She glanced towards the stone heater, seeing the light on it that signified it was ready. 
Sugar stepped away to grab the hot stones. She tested the temperature – warm, but not hot enough to burn – and took out a few stones, gently placing them on Vanilla’s shoulder blades and lower back. “Let me know if it gets too hot, okay?”
“I will,” Vanilla replied, letting out a relieved sigh as the warmth sank through her skin.
Sugar grabbed two more stones, one for each hand, and used them to rub along Vanilla’s arms, making sure the heat penetrated the muscles. She repeated the motion along each leg, before pressing the stones against the soles of Vanilla’s feet, making the rabbit moan with unexpected pleasure.
“Feels like I’m melting,” Vanilla murmured, wriggling her body slightly.
Sugar grinned. “Good. Let that tension melt away.” She held the stones to the rabbit a few moments longer before slowly pulling away. 
“I feel,” she paused, searching for the right word. “Light,” Vanilla said. “Like my breasts don’t have weight anymore.”
“Yer muscles ain’t doing the work of carryin’ them right now,” Sugar replied. “Yer body needs to remember that when yer layin’ down, it’s okay to let go. The heat forces the muscles to relax, and repeated sessions will make that more of a natural reaction for yer body.”
Vanilla chuckled, smiling. “I’ll definitely have to return, then.”
“Now, just stay there a moment, let the heat sink into ya,” Sugar said, keeping an eye on Vanilla, making sure that she was doing all right.
“Mmkay,’ Vanilla murmured, her eyes closing as she relaxed.
Sugar took the time to take a breath as Vanilla rested. She debated, briefly, ducking into her apartment to get her pills, but she knew better than to leave someone alone with hot stones. The line between comfortably warm and too hot was just too thin. So, she just breathed, enjoying her own moment of calm before it was back to work.
She removed the stones from Vanilla’s body one at a time. Once the rabbit was clear of the stones, she murmured, “Can ya please turn over fer me? I’ll turn around so ya can adjust the towel.”
“All right,” Vanilla replied simply, pushing herself up to start to turn over.
Sugar turned away to place the used stones in a sanitizing bath and grab fresh ones for Vanilla. When she turned back, Vanilla was lying on her back, watching her, with the towel only over her crotch and her large breasts exposed to the air. Her tits were capped with large brown areolas, nipples slightly peaked in the air.
She placed more hot stones on Vanilla’s body, small ones onto pressure points on her face.
“I guess I can’t really talk, then?” Vanilla murmured, doing her best not to move her face much as she spoke.
“Not really,” Sugar replied. “If ya need to make some noise ‘cause the massage is just too good, though, I won’t mind. I’m just gonna keep takin’ care of ya.” She put more stones on Vanilla’s shoulders before grabbing some palm-sized ones to use for massaging.
She rubbed the rabbits pecs, pressing deep into them to work out the tension from how much weight they normally carried. She was focused on finding the tight muscles and rubbing them to be pliable, so she didn’t notice that she couldn’t exactly manage without a handful of tit in the process.
Vanilla gave a soft moan, and then Sugar was aware of her hands basically groping the rabbit’s large breasts. She smirked, and murmured, “I’m making sure your pecs are nice and loose.”
“So good,” Vanilla murmured, trying to keep her face still.
Sugar pressed the hot stones into her one final time before pulling back and walking around to Vanilla’s hand. She then pressed the stones in her hand to the base of Vanilla’s right ear, making the rabbit whimper slightly with pleasure and anticipation.
Sugar massaged the long ear, carefully, making sure to cover every inch of the thin, delicate skin. She was cautious about hurting Vanilla, but was surprised to find the rabbit instead trying not to squirm as she moaned and whimpered at the sensation.
“Yer ears are sensitive, huh?” Sugar asked as she gently let go and let the ear flop back against Vanilla’s head.
“Mm-hmm,” Vanilla replied, careful to keep her face still.
Sugar chuckled as her tail wagged slightly. “I guess I’ll have to make that Palmier extra special for ya, then,” she promised, adding afterwards in a teasing tone, “But only after yer fully relaxed.”
“Then don’t be a tease, and get on with it,” Vanilla said. One of the small rocks fell from her face, sliding off her cheek as she spoke.
Sugar gently replaced the rock. “No problem.” She focused on the second ear, slowly working her way up from base to tip, massaging the delicate skin and flooding it with heat.
Vanilla’s breathing became more and more shallow, and her thighs pressed together as Sugar pressed the hot rocks to the tip of her ear. She looked like she was about to cum – and that on edge, needy state was definitely not relaxed.
Sugar finished with Vanilla’s ears and reached to massage her shoulders and neck with the stones. She was slow and methodic with her movements, pressing into the sides of Vanilla’s neck and pushing down, into her shoulders, making sure the heat penetrated deeply into those stressed muscles, the trapezius, the scalenus, feeling each one loosen beneath her fingers. She pushed the hot stones into the juncture of Vanilla’s shoulder and neck, just one side at a time, watching as the rabbit reacted by flinching from the sudden pressure before letting her entire body relax with pleasure. She smiled as she watched the rabbit’s reactions to the last bit of her massage, a light rub along her trapezius and deltoid muscles, watching her body relax as she wound down from her need to cum and settled back into that relaxation state. 
She couldn’t help but take another peek at those frankly incredible tits on Vanilla’s chest before she started to pull off the stones, starting with the ones on her face and finally removing the ones from her body. “All set,” she murmured. She turned away from Vanilla to put the stones away as she continued speaking, “Take a second ta rest, come back to reality, and then we can move on to the bakery.”
She turned around to see Vanilla sitting up, the modesty towel already tossed aside. The rabbit’s shapely thighs were pressed together, hiding her pussy from view, but the creamy fur that was on display was enough to have Sugar’s cock already starting to harden.
“So, what would ya like to start with?” Sugar asked, blatantly looking over Vanilla’s body, eyes landing at her tits again. Her ears twitched with excitement.
Vanilla smirked before reaching forward, grabbing Sugar by the wrist. She tugged the wolf close to her, until Sugar’s snout was practically buried in the rabbit’s tits. 
“I’ve seen the way you’ve been eyeing these,” Vanilla murmured, her other hand to the back of Sugar’s head, gently stroking her hair while pushing her face further into those massive breasts. “Why don’t you start by enjoying them?”
“That-I can do that,” Sugar murmured, tail wagging vigorously, voice muffled as her snout was buried in Vanilla’s cleavage. She lifted her hands and groped the sides of the rabbit’s breasts, feeling how incredibly soft they were. She turned her head to one side so she could place soft kisses along one breast as she pulled her head back, trailing kisses to the nipple before taking the peak into her mouth and gently sucking.
“That’s very nice,” Vanilla murmured, continuing to stroke Sugar’s hair. “You look adorable like this.” She kept Sugar there for a moment longer before adding, “But I was under the impression you’d be using your cock a bit more. In fact, I’m a little disappointed you’re not.” She kept one hand stroking Sugar’s hair, holding her against her breasts, but her other hand moved down the wolf’s body until she grabbed her bulge, caressing her still-covered cock with a gentle but firm hand.
Sugar lifted her head with a wide smile. “Well, I can’t disappoint ya, now can I?” She pushed her head back into Vanilla’s tits, a quick indulgent moment of motorboating her cleavage before she pushed herself away and undid her skirt, letting the garment fall to the floor.
Vanilla grinned as she got a good look at Sugar’s cock, hard and half out of its sheath, five inches ready for stroking, pointed red tip beading with precum. She reached a hand out, wrapping around it, giving it a few firm strokes. “Well, it’s good to see that some of the more flattering rumors about you are true, at least. Though they really didn’t do a massive cock like this justice.” Vanilla paused as she slowly ran her hand along the full length of Sugar’s cock, from the tip to the base of the sheath. “No one would have believed how incredibly thick and long you are.”
“I don’t tend ta pay rumors any mind,” Sugar said with a smirk. “I won’t be able ta show ya everythin’ I’m capable of in just one appointment, but I can promise that you’ll be walkin’ out of here completely satisfied. But if ya want to stop talkin’ and let me get started by coatin’ those pretty tits of yers, just lie back.”
“Oh?” Vanilla asked, giving Sugar’s cock a quick squeeze, her hand drifting lower so her fingers could brush against the emerging knot. “And you’ll still have enough energy for everything else?” She smirked as she laid on her back, her hands moving to push her breasts together.
Sugar grabbed the coconut oil from beneath the massage table and uncapped it before drizzling some onto one hand. She began to work the oil onto Vanilla’s breasts, making sure they were slippery soft, fur practically shining from the oil before she climbed on top of the massage table, straddling Vanilla’s stomach, letting her balls plop softly just beneath her breasts. Her hands wrapped around her cock, stroking it to be fully hard, as Sugar eyed those oil-covered tits and imagined how good they would feel wrapped around her shaft. Her mouth curled up into a smirk at Vanilla before she released her cock and let it drop on the valley between the rabbit’s breasts. Sugar leaned forward, giving Vanilla a quick, playful kiss, just to draw out the anticipation that little bit longer, pulling back with a teasing wink, before shifting her hips back and thrusting forward, inserting her cock between those pillowy mounds.
She was slow at first, conscious of how her position could put pressure on her client’s ribcage. She kept her hands on Vanilla’s tits, fingers playing with the large nipples as she enjoyed the feeling of soft flesh and plush fur wrapping around every inch of her cock, enough that she could even push her knot up against the bottom of the rabbit’s breasts.
Her movements stayed slow, careful not to bash her cock too far and hit Vanilla’s face accidentally. She enjoyed the feeling of those tits under her hands, but didn’t squeeze them together quite as tight as she would have liked, wanting to make sure first that her client was comfortable.
Vanilla reached a hand up, cupping Sugar’s cheek with a kind smile. “You don’t need to take it easy for my sake,” she murmured. “I’m a big girl. I want to see what you can do.”
“I want to make sure ya enjoy this,” Sugar replied, not changing her pace at all.
“I have the lovely sight of a sexy wolf girl rutting herself right on top of me,” Vanilla replied, her thumb brushing over Sugar’s cheek in an oddly comforting gesture. “How could I not be enjoying every second of this?”
Sugar smiled slightly and moved her hips faster, letting herself get into the feeling of fucking these massive, amazingly soft tits. She could feel her cock spreading the oil over Vanilla’s body, the precum that dripped from her cock soaking into Vanilla’s fur. Her knot pushed up against the underside of her breasts, and her slick cockhead poked through those massive tits, standing out bright red against Vanilla’s light colored fur.
As Sugar moved, thrust harder, her knot began to slap against Vanilla as well, a wet plap sound every time it kissed the bottom of her breasts. Her hands held onto the rabbit harder, plump breasts squeezing tight in her hands, making Vanilla moan and arch her back up, pressing those breasts even more against Sugar.
Vanilla tilted her head forward, her mouth open, tongue darting out to lick up another bit of precum dripping from Sugar’s cockhead. The feeling of her wet, warm tongue suddenly on Sugar’s cock made the wolf groan and thrust further, harder. 
“You look so good on top of me,” Vanilla murmured, lips and tongue still brushing against Sugar’s cock as she looked up at the wolf. “Letting yourself go wild, desperate for my body.” She smiled around Sugar’s cock, pausing to lick her again. “You really do want to coat me, don’t you? It’s not just because I’m a client.” She sealed her words with a kiss to Sugar’s cockhead.
“I – nngh, fuck – I really do,” Sugar panted, ears flat against the sides of her head. “I want to see how ya look – nngh – with my cum all over ya.” her voice trailed off as she started to get lost in the sensation.
“Then let go,” Vanilla said softly, gently encouraging her as her lips brushed the tip of Sugar’s cock. “I want to feel your hot cum on my body. I want to feel it soaking into my fur. Can you be a good girl and cum for me?”
“I – fuck – I will,” Sugar groaned. She thrust forward, hard enough that her balls dragged across Vanilla’s torso as her whole body shifted from the force of her thrust. She moaned at the new sensation, letting herself repeat the motion as the massage table shuddered beneath them.
“Such a good girl,” Vanilla cooed, before lifting up her head and opening her lips wider, letting Sugar thrust right into her mouth. Her hands roamed over Sugar’s body, gently stroking her arms, her back, encouraging her to continue and enjoy her body. “Do you want to cum on my tits?”
Sugar nodded, thrusting forward again, her eyes shut tight as she focused on chasing her pleasure. Vanilla moved her hands to her breasts, pushing them so they squeezed tight around Sugar’s knot suddenly on the next thrust forward. Sugar felt her whole body stutter and stiffen, even her tail at the sudden extra sensation, the wave of pleasure cresting through her body as her cum spurted out of her in hot, rapid jolts, landing on Vanilla’s face and chest.
She breathed hard as she looked down at Vanilla and the mess she’d made of the rabbit, seeing her smiling as pure white streaked her cream-colored fur. The lines of cum were almost artistic, going from between Vanilla’s breasts up to her neck, her lips, even a few drops up to her cheeks and nose. And, of course, she was smiling so widely as she looked back at Sugar.
Vanilla licked her lips as she leaned her head back. “Mm. Delicious. You must have a good diet.”
“I try,” Sugar replied, scooting backwards so she was sitting more on Vanilla’s lap, her tail lazily wagging. “I make sure it’s well-balanced. I did forget my vitamins this mornin’, though.” She glanced out into space for a moment, distracted by that thought, before turning and smiling at Vanilla.
Vanilla frowned as she sat up, wrapping an arm around Sugar on her lap. “That’s not good,” she admonished lightly. “You need to take care of yourself, young lady.”
Sugar found herself tit-level with Vanilla again, and had to crane her neck up to look her in the eyes. “I might be younger than ya, but no one’s called me ‘young lady’ since I left high school. Ya don’t want me callin’ ya ‘madam’, do ya?” Her tail playfully lashed behind her.
“As nice as it sounds with that accent of yours, no, I’m not that old,” Vanilla said, a playful smile on her face. “Now, how are you feeling?” She put a hand on Sugar’s cheek, looking at her with some concern. “Drained?”
“Not at all,” Sugar murmured, her ears flicking slightly, rocking her hips forward to push her still-hard cock against Vanilla’s stomach. “Ya still wanted a few more pastries, didn’t ya?” 
“True,” Vanilla replied, drawing her hand under Sugar’s chin to pull her to a kiss. “I just wanted to be sure that you’re ready.”
Sugar responded by kissing Vanilla again, a lewd kiss that had her sucking on the rabbit’s tongue, bodies pressed close together. “I’m ready fer anythin’ ya want,” she murmured, her tail wagging rapidly.
“What I want is to test you,” Vanilla replied, her hand gliding down Sugar’s body.
“Test me?” Sugar repeated, tilting her head in confusion while raising an eyebrow as she wasn’t sure she’d heard right.
“Make sure that you can handle a rabbit’s appetites, and keep up with my stamina,” Vanilla murmured, her hand moving down so her fingers traced just above Sugar’s cock. “Also, I need to know that you’re actually capable of satisfying me.”
“Why, if I may ask?” Sugar asked, her head slightly tilting to the side, ears perked up.
“My daughter is interested in booking an appointment,” Vanilla replied, her hand stroking Sugar’s knot just so softly. “And what I’m asking for today is just a taste of what she needs to be satisfied.”
“I see,” Sugar murmured, smiling widely. “Well, how am I doin’?”
Vanilla just gave her an even look. “We’ll see once I’m through with you. She smiled before leaning her head forward, letting her long ears droop down. The velvety fur lightly brushed against Sugar’s cockhead, just enough to send a pleasant shiver through her. 
“Ya know, ya don’t need ta do anythin’,” Sugar murmured, cock twitching as Vanilla’s ears brushed over it. “It’s my job to make you feel good. Ya want the Palmier now? I can do it, make sure ya’ve got a nice extra ear massage out of it.”
Vanilla chuckled. “I’m enjoying just watching you squirm, dear,” she teased, before her voice dropped into a sultry tone. “So you’re going to relax and let me do this.”
Sugar blinked, ears pulling back flat against her head, a little taken aback by the sudden force in the rabbit’s tone. “Yes ma’am.”
Vanilla smiled and leaned forward further, tilting her head so that her ears pooled around Sugar’s cock. She then moved her hands so she could coil her ears around the length of Sugar’s shaft, carefully wrapping each one around her cock, surrounding her with velvet softness and warmth.
“Feels nice, right?” Vanilla murmured. “I can feel your cock pulsing. How heavy are your balls, I wonder? How badly do you need to cum?” She gripped Sugar’s cock through her ears, firmly holding the velvet softness against her shaft.
“So bad,” Sugar groaned softly in reply. “Yer ears are so – fuck!” She moaned again, loudly, her eyes screwing shut for a moment. “It’s been a while since I’ve been with a bunny.”
“Oh, you’ve been with a rabbit before?” Vanilla asked, slowly sliding her ears along Sugar’s shaft. “So you’re used to how,” she paused and wriggled her body for emphasis, “Energetic a rabbit can be?”
Sugar nodded. “Y-yeahh~,” she moaned, her head falling back, “And I can keep up. Don’t ya worry about that.”
“We’ll see,” Vanilla replied simply. “Now just enjoy the feel of my ears on your cock and rela~x.” She kept using her ears to stroke Sugar at a calm pace, enough for the wolf to feel and enjoy every second of her ears on her shaft.
Sugar shut her eyes, leaning back as Vanilla stroked her. Rabbit ears were uniquely soft and wonderful, so warm and plush like velvet, and she could feel Vanilla’s pulse racing through the thin skin as it was wrapped around her shaft. She wanted more, wanted that bunny to hop on her cock and really ride her, but she forced herself to relax instead, focusing on the slow sensation of velvet ears sliding against her length, around every part of her cock, the fine fur tickling her knot.
“That’s a good girl,” Vanilla murmured. She lowered her head even further, so her ears bent slightly, letting her cheek rub against the very tip of Sugar’s cock. “You don’t need to do anything right now. I’m going to take care of you, milk every last drop of cum out of you.”
“Not much of a – nngh – test, then, is it?” Sugar asked, her eyes fluttering shut so she could focus on the velvet ears wrapped around her. 
Vanilla chuckled. “This is part of the test. Seeing how well you can go with the flow, no matter where it takes you. Seeing how well you can stand up to my stamina while I do everything I can to you, and see if you're still able to give me more. Now, let me stroke that big, fat cock of yours until your poor heavy balls are completely empty.”
“I can do that,” Sugar murmured, letting out a soft groan with her words, gently thrusting her cock up into that tunnel of velvety soft ears.
Vanilla let the tips of her ears dangle as she moved, letting them brush against Sugar’s knot and balls as she stroked carefully, her pace gradually moving faster, her grip against her ears a bit tighter.
“I can’t see you very well like this,” Vanilla said. Her head was tilted down so her ears could wrap around Sugar’s cock, bobbing as she moved her hands to move her ears. “So I want to hear you being needy for me.”
“Can ya hear much at all right now?” Sugar asked, her voice thick with desire and concern, though that didn’t stop her hips from moving. 
“Don’t worry about me,” Vanilla replied, squeezing just a bit around Sugar’s cockhead. “I can hear well enough.”
Sugar’s head fell back as she let herself groan loudly, her hips thrusting up slightly, sliding against that fine fur and velvet warm skin. She let her moans fall freely from her mouth as she felt herself surrounded by softness, as she felt the squeeze from Vanilla’s hands, surprising her with extra pressure on her cock at unexpected moments. 
“Fuck,” Sugar groaned. “Yer ears are so soft!” She wanted to nuzzle against those ears, bury her snout in their softness while she fucked Vanilla from behind – but this, this was also so good.
“I want to feel you cum on them,” Vanilla murmured. “Don’t hold back, I want to feel your cum dripping down my ears, onto my head, running over my face.” Her fingers drew lines of imaginary cum down her ears for emphasis.
Sugar groaned again, cock throbbing at the thought.
“You definitely have the stamina to stay hard, but do you have the energy to cum again?” Vanilla asked, twisting her ears around Sugar’s cock, a sudden move in the opposite direction. “Coat me just as much and keep going?”
Sugar panted hard, finding it difficult to form words. “I – fuck – yeah, I can – can cum again – oh, fuck!” 
Vanilla’s voice dropped lower as her hands moved just a little faster, .”Come on, you can do it. You can cum for me. You can cum on me.”
Sugar felt her orgasm beginning to build, pressure deep in her balls. Vanilla squeezed again as the tips of her ears nuzzled Sugar’s knot, and the wolf came, shooting her load onto the light cream fur, streaking those ears with thick, white cum.
“Fuck!” Sugar cried, her ears and tails stiffening, looking down at her cock as she came, watching her cum spurt out and arc before landing and dripping onto Vanilla’s ears. When she finished, she looked down to see Vanilla peeking up through cum-covered ears and hair, smiling at her.
Vanilla slowly unwrapped her ears from around Sugar’s cock, careful not to disturb the drips of cum, as she lifted her head. Sugar couldn’t help but let out a small whimper as those soft ears slid around her cock again, unwinding around her shaft. She was amazed by how the rabbit looked so poised and in control still, even as a glob of cum dropped from the base of one ear into her hair.
Vanilla gave a soft kiss to the tip of Sugar’s cock, tongue licking up the last forgotten drop of cum. “Mmm. Did you know cum is a wonderful hair treatment? I know all of this is technically free, but you could charge quite a bit more for that.”
“I did know about that,” Sugar replied, her ears and tail relaxing, smiling as she watched the cum ooze into Vanilla’s brown hair. “I actually do offer cum conditioner at my parlor back home, and sell some online – it’s a top seller, and a lot of my clients swear by it.”
Vanilla just laughed softly. “Is that so?”
Sugar smiled at her. “It is, but that’s not important right now. I also know that ya asked for a few more things.”
“And you’re up for that?” Vanilla asked, slowly standing up. “I thought for sure you’d be worn out already.”
“I don’t wear out easily,” Sugar said, rolling back her shoulders, her ears flicking indignantly.
Vanilla smirked, then grabbed Sugar’s wrists, gently pulling her to stand up beside her. She leaned down and gave the wolf a soft kiss before she suddenly turned to bend over the massage table. She pulled on Sugar’s wrist again, tugging the wolf to move behind her until Sugar’s cock was pressed right against the rabbit’s ass.
“Can’t say I’m used to bein’ pushed around like this,” Sugar murmured, tail wagging slowly, her hands settling on Vanilla’s hips. “But I like it.” She could get turned on by nearly any attractive person who came into her Bakery, but she did always have a sweet spot for sexy women who knew exactly what they wanted from her.
“I just know what I want,” Vanilla replied, rolling her hips back so her plump cheeks rubbed right up against Sugar’s still sensitive shaft. “And I need you to be a little more active this time.Can you do that for me?.”
“Yeah,” Sugar murmured, a little mesmerized by the way Vanilla’s little cottontail bounced, her own tail wagging lazily behind her. “Whatever ya need.”
“I need that fat cock of yours to rub against my ass,” Vanilla said. “Just get it in position there, right where I need you.” She paused, letting her meaning sink in before adding, “If you’re a good girl, I’ll even let you fuck right up against the hole.” She wiggled her hips slightly, making her bunny tail shake.
“I’ll be good,” Sugar promised as her hands gripped the rabbit’s ass cheeks, lightly pulling them apart. She took just a moment to admire the puckered little rosebud of Vanilla’s asshole before she asked, “Should I grab more oil?”
“No,” Vanilla murmured. “What’s still on your cock should be good enough.” She paused, thinking better of herself. “But grab more if you think otherwise.”
Sugar nodded absently before thrusting forward, sliding her cock between those plump cheeks, letting out a hiss through her teeth as she felt the head of her cock brush against the puckered hole, a little change in textures that sent a shiver through her body. 
She pushed those cheeks together hard, letting them clap audibly around her cock. Instantly she could feel her cock surrounded by plush warmth, softness enveloping her and squeezing her … She groaned as she thrust her hips forward just slightly, rubbing against Vanilla’s ass and finding it almost as good as being buried inside any other ass.
Vanilla moved her hips as well, sliding her ass along Sugar’s cock. She pushed the wolf back slightly, forcing Sugar to reach forward and grab the table to steady herself as Vanilla’s hips moved and ground against her.
“So, am,” she paused and panted, “Am I bein’ a good girl?” Sugar asked, gripping hard onto the table as she let her head tilt back, getting a bit lost in the sensation. Her ears remained perked up, curious to hear Vanilla’s response.
“Very good,” Vanilla replied, rotating her hips around, changing up the motion against Sugar’s cock just enough to make the wolf gasp. “You’re doing so well at impressing me.” She rolled her hips slightly to emphasize her words. “And, mmm, the feeling of your thick cockhead on my ass is wonderful.”
“Good,” Sugar murmured, her head falling forward, cheek resting against Vanilla’s back, tail wagging lazily. “I don’t want ta be gettin’ all the pleasure here.”
Vanilla moaned, her head falling back, her ears drooping down her back and reminding Sugar of all they’d done so far, with cum streaks still visible on them. “Keep rubbing against that spot and I might cum.” She whimpered softly, letting Sugar hear how needy she was.
“Really?” Sugar asked, ears flicking forward mischievously. She leaned forward again, gripping once more to Vanilla’s hips. “Rubbin’ right – here?” she thrust right up against Vanilla’s asshole, making the rabbit moan.
Vanilla pushed her hips back harder, grinding against Sugar, her ass opening up slightly as her body accepted her. She moaned again, her ass cheeks squeezing tight, sudden pressure around Sugar’s cock, nearly pulling the head inside her.
Sugar held back, making sure her cock didn’t slip inside that asshole, no matter how tantalizing and warm and promising the small pucker seemed to be, seemed to beckon to her. But that wasn’t what Vanilla had asked for, so she angled her hips to make sure the head of her cock just slid along the hole instead. Her ears drooped, her body frustrated with her decision, but it was the right one.
“Good girl,” Vanilla praised, pushing her hips back against Sugar again. “I know you want to be inside my ass so bad, but I want to feel your thick cock just like this. I want you to cum all over me and coat me in it, and you can’t do that if you stick it inside, can you?”
“N-no,” Sugar groaned in reply, ears perking back up as she felt a zing of pleasure roll through her at Vanilla’s praise.
She could feel wet slick dripping between Vanilla’s thighs, dripping down onto her own bare legs. Their thighs pressed together in this position, and she could feel the wetness dripping against her, drops of it clinging to her fur with each thrust. She felt proud, knowing that she was making Vanilla feel so aroused, that her cock was affecting the rabbit so much. She thrust faster, enjoying the warmth, the soft, the puckered texture of Vanilla’s asshole, a whirlwind of sensations surrounding her cock.
“Why don’t you cum for me?” Vanilla murmured, reaching back to place her hands over Sugar’s. “You haven’t coated my back yet.” She glanced over her shoulder with a smile. “Be a good girl and let me feel it.”
Sugar couldn’t tell if the rabbit was doing it on purpose or not, but damn that dirty talk kept pushing her buttons. She groaned, gripping tighter onto Vanilla’s hips, thrusting harder as the rabbit ground against her, plump ass sliding up and down her cock, squeezing around her. Vanilla flexed her hips to squeeze her cheeks together tighter, and Sugar felt her orgasm starting to build, tension deep within her balls.
She thrust further, the tip of her cock poking out at the cleft of Vanilla’s ass as her knot buried between the cheeks. The red tip rested right against the fluffy white tail, a new sensation along with a nice contrasting image, and that – that pushed Sugar right over the edge. She came, her cup spurting in long streaks up along Vanilla’s back, dripping back down onto that white tail.
Sugar stayed in that position even after she stopped cumming, just enjoying the sight of her red cock against Vanilla’s white tail, her white cum against the rabbit’s cream colored back. She took a few moments, committing that lovely sight to memory, before she pulled back, her cock falling out from between those ample ass cheeks with an audible plap.
Vanilla turned around and kissed Sugar deeply, pressing her breasts, still covered with now tacky drying cum, against her chest. Her tongue caressed Sugar’s, teasing and playing with her, before she pulled back. “You’re doing such a good job impressing me,” she murmured. “I didn’t think you’d still be ready to go by this point.”
“I keep tellin’ you, I can keep up,” Sugar said, grinning at her, tail held tall with pride. “If ya still doubt me, feel free to feel how heavy my balls are.”
Vanilla reached a hand down between their bodies, her hand groping around till she managed to grasp Sugar’s balls lightly, feeling them lighter than normal, but still sloshing full of cum. Her eyes widened in surprise as she caressed Sugar’s sack, feeling her heavy balls, fingers feeling the warmth and heft of them, gently playing with them for a few moments longer than necessary. “Very heavy,” she murmured. “Almost as heavy as when we started. The thing I’m more surprised about, though, is that you still have energy to keep going.”
“I can be encouraged ta keep going when I’m with a lovely lady like yerself,” Sugar murmured, ears flicked forward as she smiled with her eyes half-lidded, watching Vanilla play with her balls. “And you are very, very lovely.”
“And you’re a flatterer,” Vanilla replied, pulling her hand away with a teasing grin.
“It’s not flattery if it’s the truth,” Sugar said with an honest smile.
Vanilla just smiled. Her arms went around Sugar, suddenly lifting the smaller wolf woman back onto the massage table. “Now,” she murmured, looking around, “Where’s that oil you were using?”
“Under the table,” Sugar replied, propping herself up on her elbows. “White bottle with a squeeze top.”
Vanilla nodded and looked under the table, easily locating the white bottle. She leaned against the table and squeezed the bottle, drizzling oil between her thighs. Her hand went between her legs, spreading open her pussy, gathering her slick to spread on her pussy lips and thighs as well.
She moved on top of Sugar, sitting on her thighs. Her own thighs wrapped around Sugar’s cock, her legs to either side of her, as she propped herself up with her arms. “I’m not too heavy for you, am I?”
“Nah,” Sugar replied, her eyes fluttering closed and ears gently laying on her head for just a moment as she felt Vanilla’s thighs around her cock, slick from oil and arousal, warm and soft. She could feel the heat from the rabbit’s pussy radiating against her, so close but not touching her.
“Believe me, if I had more time, I’d love to ride your cock,” Vanilla murmured as she began to move, her thighs gliding along Sugar’s cock, each motion bringing the heat of her pussy just slightly closer. “I’d love to feel that knot inside me, stretching me open while I milk you of every last drop of cum that’s stored in your balls.” She squeezed her thighs together tighter as she smirked at Sugar.
Sugar groaned, her hips thrusting up. “That – nngh – that sounds nice.”
“I’ll just settle for this for now,” Vanilla said, moving her hips again. Her thighs were so soft and plush around Sugar’s cock, the slick on her fur making her legs feel like velvet as they wrapped around Sugar’s shaft. 
Sugar moaned softly, moving her hips so her cock slid through those thighs, rubbing along Vanilla’s plump, soft legs. Despite the rabbit’s fur being soft all over, this felt different, hot, damp, like Sugar was almost inside her. If she let her eyes drift shut and felt the weight of Vanilla on top of her, she could easily picture fucking her for real, sliding her cock into that pussy just inches away.
Vanilla seemed to be imagining something similar, as her hips rolled again, and Sugar could feel warm heat from her pussy radiating onto her cock as she pushed closer to her. Her pussy brushed against Sugar’s cock, her clit rubbing right up against her. Both women groaned, hips moving together.
Vanilla was done being in control, as she moved faster, faster. She’d spent long enough teasing and testing Sugar, and it was time for her own needs to be met. So she ground her pussy against Sugar, her breaths panting, her clit rubbing again and again along Sugar’s cockhead. Her eyes closed, and she bit her lip as she seemed to be lost in her own pleasure, just chasing her own orgasm.
Sugar lifted her hips, changing the angle of her cock against that little nub of a clit, and Vanilla moaned loudly as she came, her pussy leaking, gushing along Sugar’s cock.
“Mmm,” Vanilla murmured, bending forward to give Sugar a light kiss. “I haven’t cum that hard in a long time.” She smiled at Sugar, a hand on her cheek. “You worked me up good.”
“Am I a good girl, then?” Sugar asked, a cocky grin on her face.
“A very good girl,” Vanilla replied, another soft kiss. “Now, tell me, how do you like the feel of my body?”
“Feels nice,” Sugar replied, her ears relaxing against her head. “Yer  so soft and warm, I could stay between yer legs all day … ya’ve got a wonderful body.”
“Thank you, dear,” Vanilla said, smiling. “I want you to enjoy this body, feel your cock sliding against my pussy, feel how nice it would be to coat me with your cum.” She shimmied her chest a little, showing off the earlier dried cum.
“Yer  –fuck – really into that, ain’t ya?” Sugar asked, ears perked up and tail thumping against the massage bed at the sight of those tits covered in her cum.
Vanilla nodded. “I like seeing just how much,” she paused, glancing at the cum on her chest, before saying, euphemistically, “Stamina you have. And I know you can show me a little more.”
“Not just a little more,” Sugar replied as she moved her hips faster, holding onto Vanilla’s thighs as she fucked between them. The rabbit’s thighs were plump, large enough that only part of the head of Sugar’s cock peeked out between them. Another angle, and she’d be thrusting right into that hot, wet pussy. 
Vanilla moved one hand to the apex of her thighs, right where Sugar’s cockhead peeked through. She smiled at Sugar before tracing her fingertip along the sensitive tip of her cock, making the wolf shiver with pleasure, the familiar tightness in her balls returning.
“Fuck,” Sugar groaned, her hips moving rapidly. “Ya want me to coat ya? Get ready, I’m go–”
“I am ready, dear,” Vanilla replied, her voice even as she looked Sugar in the eyes. “Cum for me.”
Somehow, those words managed to push Sugar over the edge, and she came. The spurts of cum sank into Vanilla’s fur, matting it with white from her stomach to her thighs as she gave a satisfied moan.
Sugar was breathing hard as she looked up at Vanilla, admiring the mess she made of the rabbit. She had so much matted white on her stomach, and on her breasts from before, that it almost looked like she had an underbelly fur pattern. More than that, though, she was flushed, sweaty, and had an utterly satisfied smile on her face.
Vanilla gave a satisfied hum as she moved off of Sugar. “That was wonderful. I’m so glad you were able to keep up with me. That’s,” she paused to chuckle, shaking her head. “Not easy to do.”
“I told you, I’m familiar with rabbits,” Sugar said with an easy grin, sitting up straight with pride, even her ears perking up.
Vanilla stretched her arms over her head. “Good. I think my daughter will really like you.” She gave Sugar an apologetic look before adding, “I had to make sure you could stand up to her stamina, though. She’s rather energetic.”
Sugar just gave a knowing smirk. “So, I take it the test went well?” Her tail was already wagging, knowing the answer.
“Absolutely,” Vanilla replied, idly running a hand along her body, feeling some of the matted cum on her fur. 
“Good,” Sugar said, before leaning close and murmuring, “Next time, make sure ta test how well I can breed a bunny, too. I haven’t shown ya everythin’ I can do.”
Vanilla smiled at her. “I’ll have to make an appointment for my daughter soon. Oh, do you think you’ll be getting a second massage table soon?”
Sugar leaned back, her head tilting in curiosity. “As soon as I can. Why do ya ask?”
Vanilla shrugged. “I might want to get a massage alongside my daughter. It could be fun.”
Sugar chuckled, her ears and tail relaxing to their normal state, before reaching a hand out, gently pressing it to Vanilla’s cheek. “Sounds like fun. Of course, I hope you had a good time, too.”
“Oh, I did,” Vanilla said, nodding eagerly. “I,” she glanced away, looking around the massage parlor before finishing her thought, “will probably be back. But for now, is there a place where I can clean up? As much as I love the feel of your cum all over me, I don’t really want to walk around with it.”
Sugar smiled and nodded. “There’s a small shower in the bathroom, over there, through that back door. Take as much time as ya need. I’ll be out front.”
Vanilla nodded, and walked to the restroom to shower. It was a small bathroom, but there was a single-stall shower, stocked with the same shampoo and fur wash that the apartments had. She turned on the water, letting it heat up and steam up the room as she admired herself in the mirror, fur ruffled and matted with thick, sticky cum.
She was a sight, and she loved it. If she was at home, then of course, she’d be happy to wear this cum for hours. But she had to walk back to her apartment, and face Cream again, so she stepped into the shower.
As she washed, rinsing cum out of her fur, she considered her schedule. She was definitely going to have to find the time to come back for a massage, and definitely more of those special services. She’d originally doubted that Sugar had enough experience with rabbits, but Sugar proved she had the stamina to keep up with her sexual appetite, but more than that, the experience was good. She’d cum harder than she had in a long time, and really, Vanilla hadn’t realized how much she missed having a partner. She hoped Sugar wouldn’t mind a frequent customer.
She let her mind wander, thinking about what she could get up to with Sugar in the future, while she kept washing herself, enjoying the shower.
As Vanilla cleaned herself, Sugar took the time to clean up the parlor, replacing the linens on the massage bed and spraying the room down with a fresh scent to clear the smell of cum and sex from the air. She opened up the window, usually hidden behind blackout curtains, to air out the room as well.
She took a moment to duck into her apartment while waiting for Vanilla to finish cleaning. She grabbed a sachet of her usual morning tea and started the electric kettle, having just enough time to pour it into a travel mug along with her tea, letting it begin to steep. 
When she walked back into the parlor, she was relieved to find that Vanilla was still in the shower, and she hadn’t just ditched her client. If she had more time, she would have had a breakfast and taken her pills as well, but having the tea by itself was a good start. 
As she waited for the tea to steep, she sat at her desk and thought about Vanilla’s “test” for her. It was a bit strange that a mother wanted to test her sexual skills for her daughter, when she thought about it – not unheard of, but unusual. And, well, Vanilla had been very into it for just a simple test. Sugar pulled the tea bag out of her mug, wrapping the string around it to wring out the extra tea, as she thought about Vanilla. 
Was she really only there to test her? The more she thought about it, the weaker the excuse seemed. It was an awful lot of trouble for someone to go to just to make sure someone else had good sex. And, if Sugar was honest with herself, she passed the test after she came the first two times and could keep going. Anything after that had to be just for Vanilla’s enjoyment.

The rabbit walked out just a few minutes before 11 am, fresh and clean. She smiled at Sugar and said, “Well, that was lovely. Thank you, so much.”
“Anytime,” Sugar replied, giving a casual wave before leaning forward with a mischievous grin. “Although, next time, ya don’t need to use yer daughter as an excuse. I’d love ta give ya any Bakery experience ya want, whenever ya want.”
Vanilla gave her a sheepish smile. “Well, I –I really did need to – was it that obvious?” she finally asked.
“Not really,” Sugar said with a conspiratorial wink, tail wagging with pride. “I’m just a smart cookie.”
Vanilla sighed, shaking her head slightly with a small smile. “You sure are. I should be going now. I’ll see you around.” She waved quickly before heading out the door.
The chipmunk girl, Sally, returned at the stroke of eleven, looking even more eager than she had that morning. She waved at Sugar as she stepped inside the parlor. “Ready for me now?” she asked.
“Absolutely,” Sugar replied, setting down her now-empty tea mug before leading her to the massage room. “Ya get comfortable now, I’ll be right outside. Use that towel there to cover anythin’ ya don’t want me to touch durin’ the massage.”
Sally nodded, and Sugar left the room, shutting the door behind her to give the chipmunk some privacy. As she waited outside, though, she could swear she heard two voices in the room, talking in hushed tones.
She knocked on the door when the voices quieted, and Sally called back, “All set!”
Sugar opened the door to see Sally lying on her stomach nude on the massage table, looking delightfully gorgeous, but no one else in the room, just a neat pile of clothing on a nearby chair. Sugar glanced around, ears twitching around for any sound, then asked cautiously, “Were ya talkin’ to someone just now?”
“Yes, but don’t worry about it,” Sally replied with a dismissive wave. “She promised not to interrupt the massage.”
From the pile of clothes nearby came an electronic beep, which somehow sounded angry? Sugar jumped slightly, startled by the noise. Her ears perked up, tail raised slightly in alarm.
“She promised,” Sally repeated, a little irritation in her voice, not lifting her head.
Another beep, and then a flash of light, and suddenly, there was another girl in the room with them. A lynx, with brown and black fur, black hair, and green eyes. Her D cup breasts seemed to defy gravity, sitting perky on her chest above her thin waist. She didn’t look at Sugar, instead frowning at Sally. 
“You said you weren’t going to get a sex massage,” the lynx said accusingly, her hands on her hips. “And yet here you are.”
“Uh, I do offer sex, but only if asked,” Sugar said, glancing at the new lynx. “If Miss Sally here ain’t askin’, I’m not going to presume.”
“See, Nicole?” Sally said, lifting her head. “Calm down. I’m naked because I want a thorough massage, that’s all.”
“It’s still not right for a princess,” the lynx, Nicole, said. She crossed her arms over her chest stubbornly.
“Princess?” Sugar asked, tilting her head slightly in confusion. Exactly how many of those was she going to meet? “I’m sorry, should I be callin’ ya Yer Highness?”
Sally groaned, pushing her face down into the massage table. “Please don’t. I just want to get a normal massage and relax.”
“All right,” Sugar replied with a shrug. “I can do that for ya. And I promise, any touchin’ that seems sexual has a purpose. I’m a doctor, after all.”
Nicole glanced at Sugar, silent for a moment, before her eyes widened in surprise. “You are a doctor. Graduated with honors from Harvard Medical, even.”
Sugar frowned slightly. “How’d ya find that out so fast?”
“I am connected to the Olympics wifi,” Nicole explained with a dismissive wave, before continuing, “How does someone with your credentials end up running a sex parlor?”
“It’s a massage parlor,” Sugar replied, hands on her hips. “I provide relaxin’ massages to people of all species, and my knowledge of anatomy makes that possible. The sex is just somethin’ I do on the side, and I don’t advertise it, specifically because I don’t want people walkin’ in with ideas of what I do.”
“But you do have sex,” Nicole said, her eyes narrowing.
“Yeah, I do,” Sugar said, ears pointed back in annoyance, folding her arms over her chest. “With clients I trust, and with explicit consent. I won’t do anythin’ to yer friend here that she doesn’t ask fer. I promise.” 
Nicole was quiet for a while, seeming to contemplate things, until Sally spoke up. “Nicole, why don’t you see what her actual website and reviews say? The Olympics wouldn’t have brought someone here without a good reputation.”
“That’s a good idea,” Nicole relented. She was silent for another long moment, seeming to gaze out at nothing, before she finally relaxed with a small smile. “Actually, all the reviews are glowing. I suppose this place is legitimate.”
“Now, can I have my massage?” Sally asked, raising an eyebrow at her friend.
Nicole gave her a sheepish smile and a nod. “Have fun, Sally.” With another flash of light, she disappeared.
Sugar gave a small chuckle, ears relaxing against her head, as she looked back to Sally. “Yer friend seems like she could use some stress relief herself. If that’s even possible?”
“Well, when she decides to have physical form again, I’ll make sure to recommend you, if the massage is good,” Sally said. She lifted up her head slightly, saw the confusion on Sugar’s face and explained, “Nicole is a holo-lynx. She’s an AI program that’s been by my side since I was a teenager, but she’s become fully sentient, and now, she’s still one of my best friends.”
“That,” Sugar paused, trying to figure out the right way to answer that, before settling on, “Sounds like there’s a longer story there,” Sugar said. “Why don’t ta tell me about it while I get that massage started for ya? What sort of thing are ya feelin’ today?”
“I’m not sure,” Sally replied, shrugging. “Something to relax my muscles and work out my stress, please.”
Sugar nodded as she glanced over Sally’s body, assessing her size and probable needs. “I’ll do a light shiatsu massage for ya. Just relax, tell me about yer friend.”
Sally let her eyes drift shut as she relaxed on the massage table, and Sugar got to work. She began with rubbing the chipmunk’s shoulders and spine, making sure she was truly relaxed, before pressing deep into her muscles with a rocking motion. She made sure that every one of her presses went against one of Sally’s pressure points, taking more and more stress off the princess’s body.
It was still a surprise that Sally here was a princess, but as she continued working on her body, she realized how much sense this made. Her fur was silky soft, as if she used the finest of soaps and shampoos, but her body was strong and full of tension, as if she faced stress on a world-ending level nearly daily. And, well if she was a princess, maybe she did.
“So, how did ya meet Nicole?” Sugar asked, working on pushing her body weight against a point in Sally’s lower back. 
“Well, she was a computer that my father gave to me,” Sally replied, punctuating her words with a satisfied groan as a bit of pain in her spine released. “I talked to her, and she helped me solve problems or get out of tight spaces. She was really helpful.”
Sugar chuckled. She moved from deep pressure to a lighter massage, focusing on aligning the flow of energy through the chipmunk’s body. “And how did a computer become a cute girl like that?”
“Honestly, I,” Sally paused before admitting, “I still don’t really know. She’s just that smart. She just appeared one day, and introduced herself as Nicole. I thought her AI was just getting more advanced, but then,” she paused again, her voice growing soft as she remembered. “She said she wanted to see the stars. She should have known everything about stars, she had access to all of Acorn Kingdom’s information on astrology! But she wanted to see them, and it wasn’t logical, and that’s when I realized she’d become something more than just a program.”
“Amazin’,” Sugar murmured. She moved to Sally’s legs, gently coaxing them to stretch so the muscles in each were flexed, causing Sally to groan again. Sugar smiled before continuing, “But I suspect she was already more than that to ya.”
“Yeah,” Sally agreed, her voice soft. She turned her head to look towards Sugar as she spoke. “She was already my friend. She saved my life, so many times. And she,” her voice broke slightly with emotion. “She’s been the person I trust more than anyone else in the world. I don’t care where she came from. She’s my best friend, computer or not.”
“Sounds like she’s real important to ya,” Sugar replied. “I hope I didn’t offend her.” Her ears pressed flat against her head in remorse as she took one of Sally’s feet in her hands, gently rotating the ankle.
“You should be fine,” Sally said. “We argue sometimes, but it’s not serious. Besides, you talked to her and treated her like a person. That’s,” she paused, before finally saying, “unfortunately better than most others do.”
“That is a shame,” Sugar said, her ears relaxing again, working on Sally’s other ankle. “Now, ya mentioned somethin’ about her havin’ physical form again? Isn’t she a hologram?”
“Most of the time, yes, but she can become solid with some extra power,” Sally replied, head tilting slightly, as she couldn’t gesture more than that while lying down. “It’s not something she does often, though.”
“Well, she’s welcome for a massage when she is,” Sugar replied, tail wagging at the prospect of massaging a hologram. “Mm- Now, can ya turn over fer me?”
Sally lifted up her head, blinking as if coming out of a deep sleep with how relaxed she’d been. “Oh, okay. Turning over.” She rolled onto her back, her bare body exposed to the air. Sugar smiled, looking over her, seeing her breasts with cream-covered nipples that almost seemed to fade away into the coat of her underbelly, her pussy soft and spread slightly open, the lower lips naturally falling apart like she was inviting Sugar’s fingers or cock inside.
“Thank you,” Sugar murmured, continuing with her massage. The front of the body for a shiatsu massage wasn’t rubbed for muscle soreness as much, but rather, the flow of energy. Sugar’s hands ran over Sally’s shoulders, down to her breasts, tracing the flow of her energy through her body. “I just want ta remind ya,” she said softly, “anythin’ that feels like it might be sexual is just fer the massage. It might seem strange at first, but you’ll be so relaxed after.”
“I can handle that,” Sally replied, her eyes drifting closed again as she relaxed. 
Sugar’s hands drifted over Sally’s chi points, ensuring they were open so her energy flowed freely throughout her body. She stopped at the sacrum point, feeling pressure that rested just inside the princess’s pussy.
It really was a shame that Sally hadn’t requested any Bakery pastries. She seemed like she really needed that sort of release as well. Sugar couldn’t let her go unsatisfied, so, she focused her massage on Sally’s groin, focusing on the energy release.  She pressed one hand to the top of the mons pubis before sliding a finger inside, rubbing that one spot from both sides as Sally gasped, lifted up her hips, her body quivering, and – she came.
Sugar pulled out her fingers, now dripping wet. She wiped it off on a nearby towel before continuing, following the flow of energy through Sally’s body. She wasn’t surprised at Sally’s physical reaction, but her primary concern – the energy flow – had been resolved. 
A flash of light emanated from Sally’s wrists, and suddenly, Nicole was standing in the room again, arms crossed over her chest. “You said that you weren’t giving her a sex massage!”
“I didn’t,” Sugar replied calmly, though her ears were flat against her head. “It’s actually very common, about one in ten people experience an orgasm from a simple massage. I’m sure yer able to check those statistics.”
“Well, yes,” Nicole admitted, looking a little uncomfortable. “But that wasn’t a simple massage.”
“The energy in her sacrum point was blocked, and pressin’ against the vulva was the best way to unblock it,” Sugar said as her ears came up to their natural position, calm as she explained. “Sally, how are ya feelin’ now?”
“So good,” Sally said as she slowly sat up, stretching. “That was amazing, thank you. I feel … lighter, like a big weight’s gone, and full of energy.”
“It’s wonderful that ya care about yer friend, Miss Nicole,” Sugar said, looking directly at the holo-lynx as she grabbed a towel to clean off her hands. “But I assure ya, nothing untoward happened here. I should have been clearer about what I was doing, though, and fer that, I am truly sorry.”
Nicole frowned, glancing at Sally. The chipmunk just nodded, confirming that nothing else had happened, and Nicole gave a sigh before relaxing her posture, arms falling to the sides. “All right,” she said. “I accept your apology.”
“You’re forgiven,” Sally said, a teasing smile on her face. “A royal pardon, let’s say. I feel amazing now.”
“Well, I’m glad you liked it,” Sugar said to Sally, her tail wagging softly. “Now, I’ll give ya a few minutes ta get redressed. Just holler if ya need me.”
She stepped out of the room and back to the front office, letting Sally get dressed in peace. She took a seat at her desk, resting her legs and finally relaxing from her whirlwind of a morning.
In four hours, she’d had three appointments, and six fantastic orgasms. Even if she’d had her pills, that was a damn busy morning for her. Her balls actually felt lighter for once, though definitely not empty. 
And on top of all that, she’d met two princesses! The little wolf who’d never traveled outside the UF now could say she’d had her hands on nobility from Sarasaland and wherever Sally was from. (A lot more than her hands, in Daisy’s case.) She wondered, idly, what it might be like to visit a faroff place like that. She was already meeting so many new interesting people, and she’d been away from home less than a week.
Her train of thought was interrupted as Sally walked out of the room, fully dressed. She blushed as she smiled at Sugar. “That was,” she sighed before continuing, “Very, very good. I hope I can come back another time.”
“Yer welcome any time ya want,” Sugar replied with a smile. “I’m glad I was able ta relax ya.”
“Maybe, um, next time I can try some of the other things you offer,” Sally said. “If you are as discreet as you say …” She let her words trail off as she gave a sheepish grin.
Sugar smiled. “I won’t tell a soul.” She mimed zipping and locking her lips for emphasis, though her tail wagging betrayed her excitement.
Sally blushed again and gave a wave goodbye as she left the parlor. As soon as the door closed behind her, Sugar’s stomach gave a loud grumble, the sound echoing through the now-empty room.
Oh. Right. She still hadn’t eaten anything. She gave a small sigh. She really needed to fix that. Now.
Sugar locked up the parlor and headed over to her apartment. She grabbed her pills, slipping them into a carrying case. She briefly debated swallowing the pills now, before she headed out to get food, but on the other hand, the idea of having those pills on a totally empty stomach did not sound good. She could wait a few more minutes.
She stepped out of her apartment, intent on heading towards the restaurant area. She wasn’t even sure what she wanted for breakfast – or lunch, by this time – but she wanted it soon. Visions of fried chicken and t-bone steaks danced before her eyes as she followed her nose to the smell of food.
Once in the circle of restaurants, Sugar found herself glancing every direction, as every option looked too good to choose. Did she want Thai? Pizza? A giant ass turkey leg so she could gnaw on the bone afterwards?
“Hey!” she heard a voice calling, snapping her out of her reverie. “Hey, Sugar!”
She turned to see Amy waving at her, the pink hedgehog smiling. She wore a blue shirt emblazoned with the word “OLYMPICS” over a short red skirt, with black shorts beneath. She accessorized with blue sandals that matched the shirt, and a blue headband decorated with the Olympic rings.
Beside her stood an orange fox girl, standing just a hair over 5 feet tall. She had short orange hair, blue eyes, but the most striking features about her were definitely her E-cup breasts and the two tails that rested behind her. She wore cargo pants and a black tank top that was clearly straining to contain her breasts, the fabric stretched almost sheer from how much stress it was under.
Sugar’s stomach protested, but she couldn’t just ignore Amy and her busty friend. So, she headed over to them with a smile, and greeted, “Hey, Amy. Who’s yer friend?”
“My name’s Miles,” the fox replied with a small wave. “Or, I guess, Milly, now? You can call me Tails, either way, everyone does.”
“Howdy, I’m Sugar,” she replied, holding out her hand for the fox to shake. “Nice ta meet ya.”
“Sugar, huh? That sounds familiar. It’s nice to meet you too,” Tails said. She rubbed her chin as she got lost in thought, thinking about where she’d heard that name before.
“So, Sugar, how did your date with Shadow go?” Amy asked, filling in the silence. She bounced on her toes slightly as she waited for an answer.
“Wonderful,” Sugar replied, smiling widely as her tail lazily wagged behind her. “She’s a sweetheart, really.”
Amy gave a disbelieving snort. “Shadow? I’m not sure what you’re seeing, but okay.”
“She’s got a kind heart,” Sugar said, her tone lightly admonishing as she raised an eyebrow at Amy. “Aren’t ya friends with her fer a reason?”
“Well, yeah, kind of,” Amy admitted, shrugging. “But we’ve saved the world together, and he’s also friends with Sonic. Kind of. It’s complicated.”
While the girls talked, Tails was thinking. She knew she’d heard Sugar’s name before. Amy seemed to know her, but definitely hadn’t mentioned her. Had Sonic? Or Knuckles? No, that didn’t sound right either. 
She mentally ran through the list of competitors. Sugar looked muscular enough to be an athlete, but Tails couldn’t recall seeing her at the opening ceremonies or in any event up to that point. Maybe one of the vendors? Wasn’t there one with Sugar in the name? Something with sweets? Sugar Sweets? And then, it clicked.
“I got it!” Tails said suddenly, snapping her fingers and pointing at Sugar. “Sugar, like the massage parlor, right?”
“Yes, that’s me,” Sugar replied, glancing at Tails with a smile. “I run Sugar Sweet Massages.”
Tails nodded. “You must be pretty busy.”
“It depends on the day,” Sugar said, shrugging. ”Some worse than others, ya know how it is.”
“Oh yeah. I’ve actually been meaning to book a thing there, but I wasn’t sure what slots you’d have available,” Tails said with a sheepish grin. “It looks nice, though!”
“Well fer a cutie like you, or Amy, I’m sure I can find a spot fer ya, no problem,” Sugar replied with a grin, her tail up and wagging as lewd thoughts entered her mind. “I’ll take care of ya.”
Tails blushed, smiling slightly at Sugar’s words.
“So, not to butt into this conversation, but where are you going?” Amy asked, leaning slightly towards Sugar. “One of the events is about to start, we were going to go watch.”
“I was just goin’ to get some food,” Sugar replied, gesturing at the restaurants around them, her tail drooping anxiously. “I overslept, so I haven’t had a chance ta eat today.”
“Well, there’s food at the ice rink!” Amy said. “Come with us, you can get food!” She turned as if to start walking, glancing over her shoulder to see if Sugar would follow.
Sugar didn’t move right away. “I don’t know,” she replied. “I don’t really want to wait any longer ta eat.”
“Some of our best friends are competing, though,” Amy said, turning back to face her. “It would be fun if you came to watch them!”
“Anyone I’ve met?” Sugar asked curiously, considering changing her mind. She thoughtfully rubbed one hand over her chin.
Amy shrugged. “Sticks, Tangle, and Whisper?”
“Oh, Sticks is competin’?” Sugar asked, ears perking up slightly. “Then sure, I’ll join ya. If ya don’t mind, Tails?”
Tails smiled and shrugged. “It’s fine. If Amy likes you, then I’d like to get to know you better.”
“I’d like to get to know ya too,” Sugar said, as the three started to walk towards the ice rink, set up across the Olympics grounds. As they walked, Sugar asked Tails, “So, how come I haven’t seen ya around before? I’ve run into Amy a few times now, and a number of her friends.”
“Well, I’ve been working on a way to fix the gender swap that Eggman did,” Tails replied. “I’ve been working with a few government agencies, but even with hours of research, we aren’t any closer,” Tails said, sighing.
“Come on, bein’ a girl can’t be that bad,” Sugar said, gesturing dismissively. “Yer cute, ya know. I’m sure you were just as cute as a boy, but I don’t regret seeing ya like this.”
“Oh, I don’t care about me,” Tails replied, placing a hand on her chest before continuing to gesture as she talked. “I’m not used to the extra weight on my chest, and flying is a bit more difficult since my center of balance has changed, but my brain still works, so that’s what’s important. I just want to know how this happened, because it’s frustrating that Eggman figured out something I can’t understand at all.”
“Besides,” Amy interjected, leaning in closer when she talked, “it’s not fair that people don’t get to decide if they want to be girls or not. I wouldn’t like it if I was turned into a guy!”
“That’s a fair point,” Sugar conceded with a slow nod. “I do admit, I’m curious what would’ve happened if I’d been affected, but at the same time, I’m glad I wasn’t.”
“Why would it have affected you?” Tails asked curiously. She took a few steps forward so she could walk backwards in front of Sugar, talking to her directly.
“I’m a dickgirl,” Sugar answered honestly, with a sassy hand on her hip. “I am a girl, but I’d hate to lose my dick.”
“That does raise interesting questions,” Tails murmured, her gaze looking up and down Sugar as if she was studying her. “If I could safely recreate the gender swap, do you think you would be up for some experiments?”
Sugar gave her a nervous smile, her ears drooping slightly. “Um, depends on how safe. Maybe you should focus on findin’ that cure first.”
“Well, testing on you might give us some insight into how to cure everyone else,” Tails said matter-of-factly. “You’d be first in line for the cure, of course. Unless you know another dickgirl, or, um, what’s the equivalent for a boy?”
“Pussyboy,” Sugar said, her ears still flat against her head as she added, “And I’m sorry, but I don’t. At least, not any here. So, anyways, Amy, do you have any more events comin’ up?”
“Not until tomorrow,” Amy replied, gracefully taking the subject change as she slowed her pace to walk beside Sugar. “I’m going to be in the surfing, at some point, but I need to double check when that is. Can I go ahead and book a massage afterwards? Just, you know, a normal one.”
“Of course,” Sugar replied, nodding. “Just be sure to reach out when ya know what day and time.” She was not going to have any more double booking incidents.
“I’ll definitely do that,” Amy said with a smile. “And, hey, we’re here!”
The ice rink was a large, indoor arena, with large windows on each of the walls, streaming sunlight in above the rows of bleachers for spectators. Sugar looked around for the food stalls immediately, saying, “I’ll find y’all after I get some food for myself.”
“Wait, but how will you know where we’re sitting?” Amy asked, glancing over at her.
Sugar paused as her stomach let out another growl. “Fiiiiine, let’s go find seats.” Her ears pressed flat against her head in frustration. ”But then I’m gettin’ food.”
Amy led the group to a cluster of seats right in front, where they could see rings painted on the ice and teams lined up to compete.
There were eight teams of three on the ice, and Amy pointed out Sticks. She wore a black spandex uniform emblazoned with a diamond pattern, and stood beside a brown wolf and a gray and white lemur.
“OK, NOW I’m gonna get some food,” Sugar said to her companions as she walked back the way they came. “I’ll see y’all back here soon.”
“See you soon!” Amy replied with a wave.
Sugar headed up the stairs of the bleachers and to the lobby area of the rink. The smell of fried food wafted to her nose, and her stomach gave another large growl. The concessions stand couldn’t be far. She held her nose up in the air, sniffing, following the smell of fried, salty, delicious food, finally ending up at a stand with a line about four people deep.
She got in line with a small sigh, ears pressed back with frustration. Hungry as she was, she wasn’t going to be impatient. She was practically drooling at the smell, but she knew that she could be civilized enough to wait and order food like a normal person.
“I’ll take,” she paused as she glanced over the menu one final time. “Three corn dogs, three hot dogs, four pretzels, two pepperoni pizzas, and an extra-large chicken nuggets,” she said to the cashier when she made her way up to the front. “Ooh, and a large popcorn. Oh, plus fries, and a package of that beef jerky, and some cotton candy. And an extra-large coke. Um, please.” Her tail wagged as she ordered her food.
The cashier, a teenaged turtle, blinked at her before punching in the order. “Uh,” he muttered before saying, “Okay. That’s,” he rang up the order,“528 krone.”
Sugar patted her pockets and hesitated, ears drooping, realizing she hadn’t brought her wallet. “I’m sorry,” she said sheepishly, before remembering, “I thought food was free fer staff.”
“It is,” the cashier replied, confirming with a nod. “Do you have your campus residence key? I can get your room number from that and record it that way.”
“Yes,” Sugar nodded, producing her apartment key from her pocket. Sugar watched as the cashier noted the number, handed back her key and then gestured for Sugar to stand to the side as the food was prepared.
As Sugar waited, she found herself face-to-tits with a tall woman, tan skin, a low-cut strapless black dress with the skirt slit open up to the thigh, showing a glimpse of long, muscular leg covered in thigh high stockings. She looked upwards to see a redhead with red eyes and curved horns on her head pressing her arms against the wall, caging Sugar in. The woman wore spiked bracelets on each wrist, and a spiked choker around her neck.
“You took the last pretzel,” the woman growled, face inches from Sugar’s..
“I’m sorry?” Sugar replied, ears drooping slightly, while she did her best to keep her eyes on the woman’s face instead of her tits. “I am just really hungry.”
“I really wanted that pretzel,” the woman said. She glanced to the side, where a worker was piling a tray high with foil-wrapped foods for Sugar. “You can’t possibly need that much.”
“I’m sorry, I haven’t eaten today,” Sugar said, frowning. “I can give ya one or two of the pretzels, though, if ya want one that bad.”
The woman pulled away. “You’re really going to eat all that?”
“I’ve got a fast metabolism,” Sugar explained with a shrug. “I’m sorry, but I don’t think I got yer name? I’m Sugar Moon.”
“Ki - uh, Queen. Queen Bowse-r-ette. Queen Bowsette,” the woman replied with a wide smile, showing off a mouthful of fangs. “You should be trembling at my name.”
Sugar shook her head. “I’ve never heard of ya. Oh, looks like they just took out the pretzels, though, so go ahead and grab some.”
Bowsette stamped her foot on the ground in frustration. “People used to be terrified of me! Children would cry at the mention of my name!”
“I’ll cry out yer name if ya want me to,” Sugar offered, glancing over the woman’s muscular figure. “Ya don’t even have ta take me ta dinner first.”
Bowsette blinked, clearly caught off guard by the idea. She took two pretzels from Sugar’s pile of food and crammed one into her mouth, quickly walking away with bulging and blushing cheeks.
Sugar chuckled. “Thanks fer the food!” she said to the workers before grabbing her haul, her tail wagging furiously as she finally got her food.
She could hardly see through the mountain of fried foods as she headed back to the bleachers, but she managed to get back to her seat without dropping a thing.
“Oh my gosh, let me help you with those!” Amy said, taking a few of the foil-wrapped food items from her pile. “Wow, did you buy food for all of us?”
“I mean, you can have a bit if ya want.” Sugar replied as she sat down, “but I did mean fer this all fer me. I’m hungry.”
“You must have an incredibly fast metabolism,” Tails noted as she helped steady the mountain of food. “Is this a normal amount for you?”
“Not really,” Sugar admitted with a shrug, ears slightly tilting back before returning as she continued to speak. “This is kind of a brunch, since I skipped breakfast. Plus, everythin’ just looked so good! Besides, my work takes a lot of energy, so I need to eat a lot to keep it up.”
“Yeah, I guess that makes sense,” Amy said, staring at the mountain of food. “At least you made it back in time for the event!”
“Yeah, I did!” Sugar replied. “Now, excuse me, I’m goin’ ta eat.” She began to chow down on her mountain of goodies, tail lazily wagging as she ate, her focus far more on the food than the event in front of her. She wasn’t even sure what exactly she was watching – the announcer described it as curling, but it looked like one person on each team was doing something odd. It looked like they were sweeping the ice?
She swallowed her pills, feeling instant relief once they were down her throat. She knew, logically, that was just the placebo effect, but still – she felt better.
“Sticks is up!” Tails cried, and the crowd watched as Sticks hurled a heavy stone across the ice. The lemur girl used her tail on the ice, sweeping a path in front of it, while the wolf used a broom, until it slowed to a stop directly in the center of the painted rings.
The crowd cheered raucously, and Sugar did her best to join in, jumping up and clapping her hands despite the hot dog half hanging out of her mouth.
“Is that good?” she asked Amy when the noise died down.
Amy nodded. “The more stones a team has close to the center, the more points they get. The team with the most points wins.”
“Oh, so they’re winnin’,” Sugar replied, nodding in understanding. “That’s great for them.”
“Yeah, Sticks, Tangle, and Whisper make a great team!” Tails added, leaning over. “Um, by the way, can I have some fries? They smell really good.”
“Oh, definitely!” Sugar said, pushing the fries towards the fox. “Both of ya, help yerself to anythin’ ya want.”
Tails took a handful of fries, and Amy took a slice of one of the personal pizzas, murmuring, “Thank you!”
“No problem,” Sugar said around a full mouth. “So, tell me. Who are Tangle and Whisper? I mean, I get they’re Sticks’ team, but who’s who?”
“Oh!” Amy said, eyes wide. “You haven’t met them? Well, that one there, the lemur? That’s Tangle.”
Sugar looked down at the rink, seeing the lemur girl stretching her legs out, one at a time, and then her tail. She had a wide smile on her face, and a cute figure, athletic with C cup breasts. When she finished stretching, she bounced on her toes, as if she couldn’t stop moving in some way.
“And I’m guessin’ Whisper is the wolf?” Sugar asked, and Amy nodded.
The wolf seemed much more reserved as she stood by, waiting for her team’s turn. She was busty, with a DDD cup, but her body seemed lithe and muscular otherwise. Her fur was brown, but she had blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail.
“Tangle and Whisper have been together since they met,” Tails said, pushing her index fingers together to show what she meant. “But you need three at least for curling, so they invited Sticks to join them.”
Sugar nodded. “They are really good,” she murmured, finding herself distracted by watching the cute girls on the ice do their sport she didn’t understand.
She might not have gotten the rules, but the sport seemed to involve a lot of bending over and letting Sugar admire cute butts, so she was perfectly fine watching the whole thing, right up until the medals were announced. Sticks’s team won the gold, to much cheering from the audience.
Amy stood up from her seat and turned to the other two with a wide smile. “Come on!” she said. “Let’s head back to the locker rooms and congratulate them!”
“Yeah,” Tails said, standing as well. “Are you coming, Sugar?”
Sugar nodded, also standing. “I ran into Sticks yesterday, but I’d really like to meet her teammates. And congratulate them, of course.”
Amy led the three to the locker rooms, where they found Sticks, shoving her uniform into a bag. She now wore a tan strapless top, just enough to contain her breasts, and brown shorts with a tan stripe up the side. Her gold medal dangled around her neck.
“Sticks, congratulations!” Amy cried, running towards the badger to embrace her in a hug. “You did so awesome!”
“Yeah, I know,” Sticks replied casually with a shrug.
“When did you practice?” Tails asked curiously, scratching her head. “You don’t live near any ice.”
“I pushed a bunch of rocks on the sand!” Sticks replied, grinning. “It’s basically the same thing. Tangle and Whisper handled the rest.”
“Where are they, anyways?” Amy asked, glancing around. “I thought they’d be in here.”
Sticks shook her head. “They just headed straight back to their apartment to celebrate.” Her gaze slipped past Amy as she suddenly noticed Sugar standing there, and she smiled widely. “Hey! Sugar! You came to see me!”
“I did,” Sugar replied. “Ya did great out there, throwin’ that stone, or whatever it was.” She gave an awkward smile. “Honestly, I don’t know how curlin’ works.”
“Neither do I!” Sticks replied with a small laugh. “I just push things. Anyways, did you talk about dating yet? Is it okay?”
Amy glanced between Sticks and Sugar, confusion on her face. “Wait, you two are dating now?”
“I thought you were dating Shadow?” Tails asked, looking at Sugar. “Or did I hear that wrong earlier?”
“I am, and I’m also datin’ Rouge, which is why I had ta make sure it was fine with them ‘fore givin’ Sticks an answer,” Sugar said, before looking at Sticks again. “And it’s all good, so I’d love to go on a date with ya. How does 8 o’clock sound?”
“Perfect!” Sticks said and without missing a beat, she turned to Amy and asked, “So, how do I get ready for a date?”
Amy threw up her hands in frustration, groaning before she grabbed Sticks by the arm and literally pulled her, dragging her so she stumbled over her feet before following the hedgehog out of the locker room. “We’re fixing this now!” she cried, the last words Sugar could hear before the door shut behind them.
“Shadow, Rouge, and now Sticks,” Tails murmured, awkwardly twisting her hands together and not looking directly at Sugar. “You sure know how to pick them.”
Sugar chuckled. “Jealous?”
“Oh, no, that’s not – I mean –” Tails tried to argue, blushing, but she stumbled over her words.
“Don’t worry, cutie,” Sugar murmured, leaning in close, tail wagging mischievously. “If you want me ta pick ya, all ya gotta do is ask.”
“I, um, should go check on my experiments,” Tails said, backing away, out of the locker room. “I’ll see you later, bye!”
Sugar shook her head slightly, smiling to herself. Tonight was definitely going to be interesting, to say the least.
