Sugar left the Olympics arena and started the walk back to her parlor. She walked slowly, having no need to hurry back. Her next appointment wasn’t for another hour yet, and now that she’d had some food in her, she wasn’t feeling quite so ravenous.
She strolled along the well-manicured paths of the complex, her ears laid back and relaxed, enjoying the sights of the local plant life mixed in among the angular brutalist architecture that made up the Olympics. The area was really its own little city, and it was a nice place to be, when she had the time to enjoy it. She stopped momentarily to admire a spray of white flowers beside a bench on the ground.
The day had been absolutely crazy so far, and she was glad for the moment of peace. She’d accidentally overbooked herself, she’d forgotten her pills, she’d forgotten to eat, and her body had been feeling all sorts of hungry as a result of that. She’d had her fill of food and pussy for now, and she was looking forward to her next appointment, one Big the Cat, with interest instead of a powerful need. She was still absolutely going to fuck her client if Big wanted, though. She was, after all, a professional. 
But more than that, Sugar was looking forward to her date with Sticks later that night. The badger girl was certainly unique, and Sugar was looking forward to getting to know her better. What kind of a girl walked up to someone and asked outright to mate with them? 
Sugar let out a small chuckle at the memory of Sticks asking her out, how abrupt she’d been. Someone that interesting was sure to make for a fun date. It helped that she was cute, too.
Sugar reached her parlor and opened the door, heading to the back room to get it ready for her next client. She set up the aromatherapy machine with a sea breeze scent, perfect for relaxation without lulling her client to sleep (she was getting a bit tired of lavender) and she spritzed the sheets on the massage table with a similar scent.
At around 1:00 the front door opened with the soft jingle of a bell, making Sugar’s ears perk up from the back. Sugar walked out to see a large purple cat woman standing there, looking around.
This had to be Big. Everything about her was big. She stood at 8 and a half feet, and her body was all curves with purple fur and dark purple stripes. She had cream colored fur on her torso, emphasizing the rotund curves of her breasts and belly. Her chest had to be at least H-cups, straining to be contained inside a white tank top, and she wore a pair of khaki shorts that squeezed her hips and thighs, causing bulging rolls around the fabric. Her tail swished around her feet, the only thing lithe about her, ending with a frizzy pom of fluff at the tip. Her ears stood tall above her head, adding another six inches to her height. Her yellow eyes looked around the parlor as she called out, “Hello? Is anyone here?”
“I’m down here,” Sugar said, standing at just half the height of the cat. 
Big looked down at her and smiled. “Hi, I’m Big! I’m here for a massage and, um … what was it called? Oh, right, a flan!”
A flan meant a titfuck, and Sugar was more than okay with providing that. But first, she was going to massage this large woman, and make sure that she felt completely relaxed and comfortable.
Sugar smiled. “Come on ta the back,” she said, gesturing as she began to turn towards the door. “We can get started.” As Sugar passed through the door to the back, she heard a croaking sound from behind her. She turned around, an odd look on her face. What kind of a cough was that? “Are you all right?” she asked.
The croaking sound came again, and suddenly a green frog poked its head out from between the cat’s tits, looking right at Sugar before it hopped out and rested on the shelf of breast. Sugar took a step back in surprise, ears perking up.
“Froggy!” Big cried, looking down at the frog. “There you are!”
“Oh!” Sugar said in surprise, her ears laying flatter as she relaxed. “This a friend of yers?”
“He’s my best friend!” Big replied, lifting a hand to pat the frog on the head. “We’ve been together since forever.”
“Well, that’s nice,” Sugar said with a smile. “He seems like a real cutie.”
Froggy croaked, and suddenly jumped forward, flying towards Sugar’s face. She let out a yelp and snatched the frog out of the air, catching it in both hands. “Uh, hi, Froggy,” she said as the frog croaked again. It gave her a chance to really look at the frog, and she concluded it just was a perfectly normal frog, except for a bizarrely shaped long tail.
“That means he likes you!” Big said with a wide grin.
“Is he, uh, joinin’ ya for the massage?” Sugar asked Big with an awkward smile, looking between Big and the frog.
“No,” Big replied, shaking her head. “He can wait out here. He doesn’t like massages.”
“Well, all right then,” Sugar said. She squeezed past Big and set the frog on the front desk of the parlor. “Enjoy yer wait, little Froggy.”
Froggy just croaked in reply.
Sugar turned back to Big and smiled as she ushered the cat into the massage room, murmuring, “Right this way.” Once inside, her smile fell as she noticed the flimsy massage table that was there.
At her parlor at home, she knew exactly how much weight her massage tables could hold. Here, she wasn’t sure that this table would hold Big – let alone the two of them for Big’s bakery choices. But if the Olympics had provided it, then maybe there had been a manual somewhere with the exact specs … she turned to the drawers where she kept her oils, thinking quickly. There were some drawers she never touched.
“One moment,” she said to Big as she crossed the room and opened up one of those drawers, silently cheering when she saw a folded sheet of paper inside.
“Take your time,” Big said, sounding nonchalant. She seemed to be staring into space with a vacant smile on her face as she waited.
Sugar unfolded the paper and began to read. Apparently, the massage table she’d been provided with had something called a mass shifter – now, how to use it?
“Press the button on the underside to open the shifting panel,” she read, mumbling under her breath. She felt around underneath the table until her fingers found a small button, and pressed it. A small panel on the side opened up, revealing a digital number display set to 4 and up and down buttons. Sugar pressed up, and the number switched to 5.
The table immediately began to shift, the top becoming larger and the legs becoming thicker. It looked like magic as the mass of the table seemed to unfold from itself and enlargen. She had to hit the button a few more times but when it was done, the table was definitely big enough to hold Big.
“Perfect,” Sugar said with a determined nod. “Now, you can cover yerself with the sheet on the tablet, and I’ll be massagin’ only what ya leave uncovered.”
Big cocked her head curiously. “Why would I cover anything up when you’re going to have sex with my titties anyways?”
Sugar shrugged. “Some people prefer ta be more modest during their massage. Anyways, I’ll give ya a few moments of privacy.”
As Sugar walked to the door, Big said, “I don’t know why you need to leave,” and promptly pulled off her shirt. Sugar stopped in her tracks to see Big’s chest bouncing, her massive breasts freed of the tight tank top restraining them, the weight of her breasts making an audible plap as they landed against her body.
“Um, if yer sure,” Sugar said, still moving towards the door, but keeping her eyes on her client. She wasn’t going to ignore the show if it was being freely offered.
Big leaned down, tugging off her tight shorts as well. The fabric rolled down her legs, and when she stood up, kicking off the shorts, Sugar found herself with a nice view of Big’s pussy, plump purple lips that pressed together in a pillowy seam.
Big grabbed the sheet and handed it to Sugar before lying on her front on the table, her tail curled around her ass. “Okay, I’m ready!”
Sugar smiled. This girl really had no concern for modesty, and it was a very nice sight to see. “Well, then, let’s get started.”
As Sugar massaged Big, outside the parlor, she was being watched. Rouge the Bat crouched in the bushes just outside the building, doing her best to see inside.
She couldn’t actually see anything, of course, as the massage room had no windows. But Rouge could hear through the walls well enough to know what the conversation was. She also tapped on the wall nearest to her with one finger, and listened intently to the vibrations it made, hearing how the sound echoed around the space. It let her visualize Sugar and Big inside, even when she couldn’t see them. She really should have planted cameras. Then she’d know exactly what was going on.
She was focusing so hard on what was happening with Sugar, that she didn’t notice someone coming up beside her or kneeling down in the bushes with her.
“How’s the spying going?” Shadow asked suddenly.
Rouge’s eyes flew open as her mental picture of Sugar and Big was shattered. “Not so great,” she responded. “I was listening to what she’s doing in there.”
Shadow frowned, raising one eyebrow. “You can really hear through the walls?”
“No,” Rouge replied, shaking her head just slightly. “Echolocation. Did you think my ears were just for show?”
Shadow shrugged. “You don’t actually use that very often. This is important to you, huh?”
“I need to know what Sugar likes,” Rouge said tersely, narrowing her eyes as she tried to focus on the vibrations from the wall. “Now, shh.”
Shadow chuckled. “You’ve got it bad.”
“Oh, you don’t have the right to judge me,” Rouge replied, waving her off dismissively. “You know what they say about glass houses.”
“Just talk to her,” Shadow said, nudging Rouge’s shoulder. “You know, like you pushed me to do? Surprisingly, it actually works.”
Rouge frowned. “Don’t you have some GUN business to handle?”
“Not really,” Shadow replied with a chuckle. “So, what have you learned so far?”
“Nothing,” Rouge huffed, rolling her eyes. “I learned that she likes to eat food and have sex, so, she’s a living person. It makes no sense! Everyone has some kind of desire!”
“Well, maybe you just need to keep watching her,” Shadow replied, her voice so monotone that Rouge wasn’t quite sure if she was serious.
“Anyways,” Rouge said, turning to Shadow, “How was your night with Sugar?”
Shadow grinned a soft smile as she remembered the date and the night before. “Pretty damn good.”
“What can I look forward to?” Rouge asked, leaning close. “Don’t leave out details.”
“I thought you wanted me to be quiet,” Shadow pointed out, grinning even wider.
Rouge gave an unamused look to Shadow, her face saying all she needed to to make the hedgehog chuckle and start talking.
“Well, definitely the biggest dick I ever had, but I don’t know about your record,” Shadow replied, laughing slightly as Rouge lightly shoved her. “You’re in for a good time. You might want to think about what you want to do with her beforehand, because she’s kind of got a way of making you lose your mind.”
“Anything I should try?” Rouge asked. She was fully turned away from the wall now, her attention on Shadow.
“What’s with the sudden interest?” Shadow shot back. “You know how big her dick is. You can just ask for it.”
Rouge sighed. “I need to remember why I’m going to all this trouble. Just … tell me what she did with you that you liked. Please.”
“Well, she had me half off the bed at one point so she could fuck me,” Shadow said, gesturing with her hands to try to demonstrate the position. “And so I could see what she was doing to me. That was pretty nice, it was hot seeing my pussy spread out like that.”
“Mm, definitely trying that,” Rouge replied with a small nod. “Anything else?”
Shadow shrugged. “You’re the one spying on her, you tell me.”
“Well, she did fuck Princess Daisy prone earlier,” Rouge mused. “A little rough for my tastes, Daisy did cum her brains out, so that might be worth a try. And there was an interesting thing she did with Vanilla, fucking her thighs … might try that. Vanilla seemed to cum plenty from it, even without penetration.”
“See, your spying is paying off,” Shadow said. It was obvious to her what Sugar would want from Rouge, but letting the bat flail around trying to figure it out was more fun.. “I’ll leave you to it. Enjoy watching Sugar and not talking to her!”
Rouge rolled her eyes before closing them and tapping the wall again, listening for the way the sound bounced.
Back inside, Sugar was just finishing up the massage. It was one of the easier ones she’d done – Big had no knots at all.
“Ya know, I don’t think ya really even needed a massage,” she said, breaking the silence as she rubbed the tip of Big’s tail. “Ya  seem totally relaxed as it is. Yer all set, by the way.”
“I didn’t really need it,” Big confirmed as she sat up, letting the sheet fall away from her breasts. They bounced slightly as she moved, drawing Sugar’s attention to their large dark purple nipples. “I just wanted a massage because it sounded nice. And it was.”
“Well, I suppose that’s as good a reason as any,” Sugar said, wiping some excess oil off her hands. “Now, ya wanted a flan, correct?”
Big nodded. “Or whatever. I’ve never had big titties before, so I thought it would be fun to try something with them.”
“Never before?” Sugar asked. “So you were caught in Eggman’s blast?”
Big nodded again. “It was all woosh and then I had these titties and my dick was gone. And then I heard about you and I thought it would be fun to try out this new body.”
“Well, that is one way of adjustin’,” Sugar said. “So, is there any position or anythin’ ya’d prefer, or should I just take the lead here?”
Big shrugged. “You can do whatever you want. I just want to have fun, so it should be fun.”
Sugar grinned widely. “Trust me, this will be fun.” She looked over Big, considering where exactly to start with her. She hadn’t had a titjob with tits quite this big before, and as much as she wanted to dive right in and smother herself in boobs, she had to remember to take care of her client’s pleasure as well. But before she could even do that she knew she had to get undressed, first of all, so she started to disrobe, neatly folding her clothes and setting them aside as she stood naked beside the massage table. She idly put one hand to her cock, stroking herself as she started to get hard, and then threw aside all pretense and thrust her face between those massive breasts.
She felt soft flesh wrap around her muzzle, so warm and inviting. She kept her face buried in Big’s tit’s as she climbed onto the table, pressing her legs to the outsides of Big’s soft thighs. She moved her hands to grope at the sides of Big’s breasts, feeling their softness, squeezing and feeling just how big they were.
She pulled back only when she needed to breathe, and looked up at Big with a wide smile. “I’ve got to say, you’ve definitely got some of the nicest tits I’ve ever seen,” she said. “I’m goin’ to enjoy them.”
“Good,” Big replied. “It feels nice when you touch them.”
“I bet this feels nicer,” Sugar murmured, moving her hand to one large nipple. It was thick as she pinched and rolled it between her fingers, making Big moan with pleasure. She tugged, just slightly, just to see how the cat would react.
Big groaned, her head tossing back, her back arching and pressing more into Sugar’s touch. “That’s really nice,” she said. 
“Good,” Sugar murmured, moving her other hand to mimic the action on her other nipple. She enjoyed squeezing and toying with the nubs, admiring how they felt against her fingers, bigger than most nipples she played with but just as sensitive. She especially enjoyed the way Big’s body writhed, every part of her jiggling with every movement, her belly rubbing against her cock, just a little stimulation to make Sugar more eager to please the large cat.
Sugar was glad she’d made the massage table larger, or she would definitely have been knocked off by now. She felt so small compared to the massive woman, being just half her size, but she was confident in her skills in pleasuring her. She bent her head down and pressed a kiss to one nipple before taking it in her mouth and gently sucking, swirling her tongue over the nub.
“Oh, wow!” Big cried out. “That feels amazing!” She roughly grabbed onto the back of Sugar’s head, holding her there as Sugar sucked and teased her breast.
Sugar played with the nipple, flicking it with her tongue, sucking gently, then hard, before pulling off with a wet pop. She turned her attention to Big’s other breast, repeating the actions there, while her thumb grazed over her now-wet nipple, smearing her saliva against it.
Big moaned with pleasure, squirming and pressing her legs together. Sugar smiled to herself, knowing exactly what the girl was feeling. She’d have to take care of that need for her client, of course.
But first – she gently pushed Big backwards, guiding her to lie on her back before mounting her stomach, straddling her chest just below her breasts. “I’m gonna fuck yer pretty tits now,” Sugar said with a smile. “They’re just so much fun to play with, ma cock wants a turn.”
Big nodded eagerly, so vigorously that her breasts jiggled. “As long as it feels that good, okay!”
“I’ll make sure it feels good, hon,” Sugar assured her. She pressed her hands against Big’s breasts, the flesh spilling between her fingers as she pushed those tits together. She shifted her hips, dragging her cock along Big’s stomach, before the head rested at the entrance to the passage those breasts promised her.
She’d used some oils with the massage, so she already knew Big’s breasts were slick and welcoming. All it took was one little thrust of her hips, and her cockhead slid between them easily, suddenly enveloped in hot, soft breasts.
“Ah, fuck,” Sugar groaned, thrusting her hips again. She pulled her cock back, feeling the soft drag of Big’s fur against her sensitive cockhead, before sinking further in, feeling more of that warmth around her shaft. “Tits like yers were just made fer fuckin’.”
“Is that good?” Big asked, resting her hands on Sugar’s hips.
“IsSsSs good,” Sugar replied. She thrust again, sliding her cock in deeper, as her hands moved to play with Big’s nipples again, distracting the cat with her own pleasure. “Fuck, this feels so good …”
She thrust again, pushing her cock all the way between those breasts, until her knot bumped up against the underside. Her cockhead only just barely peeked out from the top, a bit of red between the expanse of white fur. It was an arousing sight that made her thrust more, harder, but no matter what she did, she could get barely more than the tip to push past Big’s breasts. Each thrust let her feel Big’s soft fur dragging along her shaft before the tip of her cock poked out, throbbing and red. Her need was growing with every single thrust, making her need more and more and –
She suddenly felt Big’s large hands move to her waist, holding her steady. “I can’t see what you’re doing,” Big complained. “My titties are too big to see you.”
“I’m sorry fer that,” Sugar replied, stilling her hips. “I can move, if ya want.”
“I got it,” Big said. She suddenly lifted up Sugar, pulling and turning her so that the wolf girl sat right over her face, facing her massive breasts. Sugar flinched slightly, not used to being moved around like a toy, but soon settled her cock back between those large breasts and started thrusting again, faster this time.
Then, suddenly, she felt a warm tongue on her balls. Sugar gasped in pleasure, gripping Big’s breasts harder, as she kept thrusting.
“Is that okay?” Big suddenly asked, her lips brushing against Sugar’s balls as she spoke. “Sorry, they were just bouncing in front of my face and I got curious.”
“You can taste them all ya want,” Sugar replied through panting groans. “I’m just gonna keep enjoyin’ yer body, so you can enjoy mi–” She cut herself off with another groan as Big licked at her balls again.
Sugar moved her hands back to Big’s nipples, making sure to keep toying with the nubs. She wanted to make this good for the cat too – or fun, as she’d said. She couldn’t let herself get lost in the feeling of these large, soft breasts wrapped around her cock, or the feeling of a warm tongue lapping at her balls.
Big’s tongue traced around her balls before rapidly flicking at them. She then lifted her head up and sucked on Sugar’s sack, her tongue laying flat against her balls and wrapping around them as her mouth sucked gently.
Sugar groaned. The combination of sensations, soft breasts and soft tongue and warm mouth, were teasing her, making her feel pressure deep in her balls. She was having trouble focusing on any one sensation as she kept fucking, letting herself get lost in the overload of pleasure and only focusing on the growing need to cum. She only stopped herself just before she reached her peak, remembering that Big hadn’t told her where – or even if – she wanted Sugar to cum.
“D-do ya want me to cum on yer tits?” she asked breathlessly, hoping the answer was yes. 
Big pulled her mouth away, making Sugar almost whine as the cool air of the room hit her now-wet balls. “Nah,” she replied, which Sugar did whine at, until Big continued. “Can you cum in my mouth? I’ve never tasted it before.”
“Gladly,” Sugar replied, relief evident in her voice. She pulled her cock back and shifted backwards, so her balls rested on Big’s face, and unceremoniously pushed forward again. She could feel her cockhead slide past Big’s parted soft lips, against her warm tongue. 
Big gasped before swallowing slightly, pulling Sugar’s cock a little deeper into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around the head, curiously exploring the foreign object, gently prodding and licking at her.
Sugar groaned, and wrapped her hand around her shaft, the part not in Big’s mouth, and stroked herself rapidly. She was close, so close to her orgasm, and she didn’t want to disappoint Big by not letting her try that taste.
When she came, she let out a satisfied groan, her cock pulsing as it let out spurt after spurt of cum into Big’s mouth. She could feel Big’s tongue licking at her, lapping up every last drop, and it took all her self control to not shove her cock down Big’s throat, feel that tight passage squeeze out the last of her cum. Sugar pulled away once she’d finished, and looked down at Big to see how she was doing.
“Hmm,” Big said, her face a curious expression. “It doesn’t taste very good. But I liked it.”
“I’m glad.” she said and after a pause continued, “Ya  know, there’s somethin’ else ya might want to try, now that yer a girl,” Sugar murmured, climbing off of Big’s face and off the massage table altogether.
“What is it?” Big asked, lifting up her head.
Sugar ran a hand along Big’s body, down her side, along her thigh, before sliding her fingers between her legs, against her slit. “I bet ya’ve never had anyone fuck yer pussy before.”
Big shook her head. “No, I haven’t. That does sound like fun! And I bet your dick is big enough to do it!”
Sugar chuckled, moving her other hand to stroke her cock idly as she continued to lightly tease Big’s pussy. “I’d say so.”
“But, um, what do I need to do?” Big asked, lifting up her head. “Just lie here?”
Sugar drew her hand back and considered the situation. She could fuck Big in a missionary position, but even with her strength, she didn’t see herself lifting up the cat’s legs to get the right angle. Big on top was definitely not happening. Maybe doggy style?
“Can ya get on yet hands and knees fer me?” Sugar asked, cocking her head to the side slightly as she was already picturing Big in that position. “I’ll fuck ya from behind.”
“Okay!” Big said eagerly, starting to move. “I’m feeling pretty horny after you played with my titties, anyways.”
Big shifted on the massage table, turning over so that she was kneeling, her large ass up in the air. Her tail hung behind her, and her breasts were large enough to be touching the table even though her arms were straight, holding her up.
Sugar smiled and climbed back onto the table. She had to stand behind Big to be at the right height to align with her pussy, but she found once she shifted the cat’s tail out of the way, there was a gorgeous wet pussy just waiting for her cock. Big’s lower lips were the same dark purple as her nipples, and she was already practically dripping, eager to get fucked.
Sugar took her cock in her hand and began to tease Big’s entrance with the tip. “It’s important that ya enjoy all of this,” she murmured. “So tell me if yer not havin’ fun, okay?”
“Okay,” Big agreed. She shifted her hips back, the large globes of her ass pressing warm against Sugar. “But this is fun so far.”
“Good,” Sugar replied. “Now, do ya want me to put it in and fuck ya?” She moved her cockhead over Big’s swollen clit, just for a moment.
Big groaned with pleasure. “Yes please!”
Sugar pushed forward, letting out a soft moan as she felt velvety warmth enveloping her cock, a soft pussy that invited her in with its slickness and what felt like lazy grip, definitely keeping her there but not putting in any effort to stop Sugar from leaving. She gripped onto Big’s hips, feeling the way the soft flesh felt as she squeezed her tight, enough to dig her fingers in slightly, but the cat didn’t complain.
Big moaned loudly before suddenly bucking her hips back, taking Sugar by surprise as she took another few inches of her cock. She then waited, her ass rippling slightly from her sudden movement, as she got used to the new sensation of being filled.
“Are you all right?” Sugar asked, holding still. “That was a lot pretty fast.”
“Uh-huh,” Big replied, panting slightly as she adjusted to the feeling. “Feels really good.”
Sugar smiled, and pulled back slightly before thrusting forward again, sinking in a little more, just till her cock was about halfway inside. She softly rubbed her hands where she’d been grabbing, smoothing out the fur that had been ruffled by her fingers. She thrust again, a little further in, and Big moaned loudly, her pussy suddenly clenching tight.
“It’s so big – it feels like – like I’m gonna –!” Big cried, her hands tightening into fists as her hips rocked back again, quick motions as she started chasing her own pleasure.
“Go ahead and cum fer me,” Sugar murmured, rocking her hips gently, fucking her shallowly as she felt Big’s pussy pulsing around her, her hands idly petting Big’s tail. “Cum and let me feel it …”
She felt Big’s pussy tense tight, squeezing her, practically keeping her from pulling out, and then relax, allowing her to slide her cock in fully. Big let out a screaming moan as she came, her head falling back in sheer pleasure as her hands flexed and clenched into fists again.
“That’s good,” Sugar murmured, slowly moving her hips again, enjoying feeling her knot push up against Big’s pussy lips as she pressed her cock completely inside the cat. “How does cummin’ as a woman feel?”
“Better … better than having a dick,” Big replied through heavy breaths. “I want to do that again.”
Sugar chuckled. “I’ll make that happen,” she promised. She moved her hips faster now, each thrust slapping against Big’s ass, making it jiggle. It was pleasant to watch, almost hypnotic, as the powerful thrusts shook Big’s body over and over again, her flesh shaking in response to Sugar’s actions. 
Sugar moved her hands to grip Big’s ass, bracing herself against her body as she fucked her hard and fast. She let out a groan as she felt Big’s pussy clench around her again, a feeling of her cunt milking her, squeezing rhythmically as she came again. Sugar dug her fingers into Big’s ass, her head tossing back slightly as she savored the feeling.
“M-Miss Sugar?” Big asked between pants, breaking Sugar out of her focus on fucking.
Sugar paused immediately, her cock deep within Big. “What is it?”
“Can we do a different position?” Big asked, trying to turn to see Sugar. “I can’t see you like this and so it doesn’t really feel like sex.”
Sugar smiled. “Of course we can.” She squeezed Big’s ass again before pulling back, pulling her dick out completely. “Why don’t ya turn around?”
It took some maneuvering so no one fell off the massage table, but the two of them managed to get to a position with Big sitting on the table, leaning back slightly with her arms supporting her, her legs spread apart, feet on the table, and Sugar kneeling between her legs. Sugar’s face was right at Big’s tits, and she couldn’t help but place a kiss against one of them as she aligned her cock with her pussy again, sliding back inside.
“Feels so good,” Big moned, suddenly wrapping her arms around Sugar, pulling her in close. Sugar groaned as her face was pressed between Big’s breasts, and her body was completely enveloped by warm softness.
Sugar felt every part of her body relaxing, melting into the warm, full body hug. Her hips moved slowly, languidly, dragging her cock along Big’s pussy, feeling her folds wrapping around her shaft, sticking to her.
She kept up that slow pace, feeling her own need and lust growing as she did. She fucked slowly, feeling Big’s pussy sticky and warm around her, each thrust becoming more teasing, until she couldn’t take it any longer. Her hips snapped forward, driving deep into Big’s pussy, thrusting hard and fast. 
Big moaned, her arms tightening around Sugar, bringing her head deeper into her breasts. Sugar found herself practically smothered, every breath she took inhaling the scent of massage oil and fur.
One of Big’s hands moved to Sugar’s ass, palm large enough to cover her rear, and began pushing her, guiding her hips. She pushed Sugar to fuck her faster, pulling Sugar’s hips in so close that her knot ground against her pussy lips.
Sugar groaned, her arms wrapping around Big, unable to reach completely around her. She just clung to her sides, holding onto her for stability as she fucked her, hips moving rapidly. Big pulled her in closer, and Sugar gasped with pleasure as she felt that pussy opening up for her knot, starting to welcome her in completely.
She kept her hips moving, fucking Big with half her knot. She was trying to be careful and not let the knot slip fully inside, but then Big moaned and came again, pussy pulsing suddenly and becoming even slicker. Sugar thrust again, and paused, groaning, as she felt her knot nestled inside Big’s pussy.
She kept moving her hips, unable to stop as she felt her orgasm rapidly building, urged on by the pulsating warmth and pressure around her knot. Sugar soon realized, to her delight, that she was able to pull her knot out of Big and push it back in on the next thrust, fully knot-fucking her.
Sugar had very rarely managed to knotfuck a partner, so she savored the situation every time she found herself in it. Not every pussy was able to release her knot while it was still fully swollen, her cock still fully hard. She closed her eyes, focusing on the feeling of Big’s pussy stretching open for her knot, allowing her to slide in, and dragging against the swollen knot as she pulled out, just enough to tug at her, not enough to keep her in. She could feel Big’s pussy lips parting open for her knot over and over again, closing tight around her shaft before swallowing up her knot once more. She lost track of time, lost track of where she was, lost focus on anything except velvety pussy walls sliding against her very sensitive knot. 
She let herself give in to the sensation, thrusting her knot into Big’s pussy, her muzzle between Big’s breasts, her body pressed against such warmth and softness. Every part of her was feeling something, Big’s breasts, Big’s pussy, Big’s arms wrapped around her, Big’s body pressed against her. It was a wild whirlwind of sensations that flooded her mind and made her hungry for more.
She couldn’t help but chase after her need, fucking hard, relentlessly, hips moving wildly until she reached her peak. She pressed a kiss between Big’s breasts as she came, her hips stuttering as she filled the cat’s pussy, each spurt milked out of her by powerful squeezes from that pussy.
“That was really fun!” Big said as she let go of Sugar.
“Y-yeah,” Sugar agreed, taking in a deep breath of fresh air. She pulled out of Big and climbed off the massage table. “Anytime ya want more, just make an appointment. I’m always here for a fun time.”
“Okay!” Big said, getting off the massage table and grabbing her clothes. “It was nice to meet you, Miss Sugar!”
“You too, Big,” Sugar replied as she got dressed again.
Big stuffed her body into her tight clothes before leaving the back room. “Oh, Froggy went on an adventure again,” she commented, noticing Sugar’s now empty desk. She walked out the front door, calling, “Froggy! Where are you?”
Sugar chuckled as she walked out to the front, shutting and locking the door and closing down for the day. “I do hope she finds her frog.” Shelooked at the clock, seeing it was just after 3 pm. She had enough time for a long shower before preparing for her date with Sticks. She was pretty sweaty, covered with massage oils and cum and … she really needed to scrub down.
But first, she really had to shut down her parlor. She wasn’t going to let her excitement for her date stop her from being a professional. She wiped down the massage table, turned off the aromatherapy machine before putting away her oils, and finally reset the massage table size. Once everything was neatly in its place, ready for new clients tomorrow, she shut off the lights and headed through the door that led back to her apartment.
She walked right into her bathroom, only stopping long enough to kick off her shoes. Once she entered the bathroom, she started a shower running as she stripped naked, letting the steam heat up the small bathroom. She stepped in, grabbed her body wash, her favorite blueberry scented one, and started to lather it up in her hands before rubbing it over her body.
As she washed herself, her mind started wandering to what might happen on her date. She was excited to spend time with Sticks – the badger girl was cute, and she was looking forward to getting to know her. She imagined walking arm in arm with Sticks, enjoying the sights of the Olympics with her. She imagined slipping her arms around Sticks, pulling her close in an embrace, kissing her gently, then lewdly, slipping her tongue into her mouth, her hands exploring her body.
She poured some shampoo into her hands before lathering it into her hair. She washed her hair as she let herself get lost in the fantasy of her upcoming date, imagining Sticks inviting her into her apartment, into her bed. She would kiss down the badger’s body, exploring every part of her, before settling between her legs and diving into tasting new pussy.
She sighed contentedly as she started to rinse out the shampoo, feeling it run out of her hair and down her body with the warm water. She glanced down at herself, seeing her own naked body, her breasts, her hips, her cock standing at attention.
She stroked a hand along her cock for just a moment. “Yer excited to meet the badger too, huh?” she murmured as her dick bounced in response. 
“Yer gonna have to wait, though. Gotta save ya fer her.” She chuckled as she grabbed her conditioner, lathering that in her hair. 
Sticks seemed like a fun girl. She was looking forward to having fun on the date. As she rinsed out the conditioner, thinking about what she might wear, she realized it would probably help to know where they were going on their date.
The hour meant dinner, probably, she thought as she stepped out of the shower and toweled off. She knew there were a wide variety of restaurants on the Olympics campus, from casual to very formal. She considered the few date-appropriate dresses she brought with her as she blow-dried and brushed her hair.
Well, Sticks had said she wanted to mate with Sugar, so Sugar chose to lean into that. She headed to her suitcase and picked out a purple dress with a very low cut back, so deep that it went below the base of her tail. She was glad for her modest breasts, as they allowed her to skip a bra. Once she was dressed, she took a look at herself in the mirror, seeing if she liked the look she was going for. She saw a seductive wolf girl looking back at her, an apex predator who could seduce any prey she set her mind to.
Yeah, that was pretty much the vibe she wanted. She just needed to pair the dress with some accessories, and she’d look like a damn snack.
She rummaged through her suitcase to find the perfect accessories to match, settling on a pair of strappy black sandals - comfortable to walk in but not too casual - and a silver bracelet that matched the silver clasp behind the neck of her dress. She didn’t want to go overboard on the accessories, after all. Her dress was the main star of this look.
After dressing her body, she just needed to finish her preparation by getting a little bit of makeup on. She headed back into the bathroom to decide what to wear. Luckily, she had an eyeshadow that matched this dress almost perfectly, so she applied that, just a little bit, not too much. She didn’t want to look like a grape by overwhelming herself with purple. That was the kind of mistake you only make once.
A little pink lip gloss to bring out her lips – she wanted to look very kissable – and she was done. Sugar smiled at her reflection in the mirror, kissing the air with an audible “mwah”. 
“Sticks won’t know what hit her,” she said to her reflection before glancing down to her cock, now soft in her underwear, and asking, “Are ya ready to rock that badger’s world?”
She definitely was. She knew she was. And it was just about time to meet Sticks. She didn’t know where to go, though, so hopefully Sticks would come to her. Sugar fixed a stray lock of hair before sitting down at the table beside the front door and pulling out her phone. She opened up a game to kill some time, and she didn’t know how long she was sucked into merging apples to make slices of pie when there was a knock at the door.
Sugar stood up, brushed down her dress, and headed to the door. She opened it to see Sticks standing there, the badger looking dressed up and nice for their date. Her orange and brown hair was out of its pigtails, brushed into simple waves that hung down her back. She wore a black dress with one long sleeve and an asymmetrical neckline, sleeveless on the other side, and a matching asymmetrical hemline that showed a generous amount of one orange leg. She wore black low heels, a silver necklace, and red lipstick.
“Hi,” Sticks said, giving her a nervous smile. “I’m, um, here for our date.”
Sugar realized she’d been standing there looking at her date without giving her a proper greeting, and snapped out of her thoughts, smiling at Sticks. “It’s lovely to see ya,” she said. “Ya  look beautiful.”
Sticks beamed offering her arm to Sugar. “Thank you,” she said. “You look really good too. So, are you ready for dinner?”
“Definitely,” Sugar said, taking Sticks’s arm as she walked out of the apartment. The two of them headed down the walkway together for a while, walking in silence, before Sugar asked, “So, where are we goin’?”
“Oh, a jazz bar and restaurant,” Sticks said as they walked. “I got us reservations. Is jazz okay?”
Sugar smiled. “Jazz is fine,” she replied. “I’m sure I’d enjoy any kind of music, bein’ out with a cutie like you. I’m looking forward to getting to know ya.”
Sticks smiled widely. “Yep! Because sharing personal information on a date is normal!”
Sugar’s own smile faltered. “Well … yes? I don’t need to know yer darkest secrets, if yer worried about me pryin’.”
“Good,” Sticks said. “There’s some secrets I’m going to take to the grave.” She continued walking on in silence, her face serious, before she turned to Sugar and said in a happier tone, “I hope they have burgers at the restaurant. I haven’t had a good burger since we came out here.”
Sugar absolutely had questions about what had just happened, but she had just said she wasn’t going to pry. Maybe Sticks was just a very private person? “Um … have you tried the concession stands at the arena? They have some pretty good fried food, so they might have good burgers.”
“I don’t trust that food,” Sticks replied. “What if robots made it?” She stopped walking as they were outside a restaurant with a neon sign calling it Le Jazz, open doors leading into a dark interior that contrasted the pleasant setting sun outside. “Anyways, we’re here.”
They headed inside, and Sugar took a moment to look around the place as Sticks greeted the host and gave her name. The restaurant was dimly lit, with tables for two placed around a small stage, where a mongoose woman was singing a sultry song. Each table was lit by candlelight, and they were covered in nice looking tablecloths. Altogether, it was an upscale, luxurious feel.
The host seated the two at a table with a good view of the stage, and gave them their menus. Sugar picked hers up and started looking over it.
“Well, they don’t have hamburgers, but they do have meatballs,” she commented as she read over the menu. “Maybe those will be good? I think I’ll go fer … the salmon pasta.”
“Yeah, meatballs sound great!” Sticks agreed, looking at the menu. “There’s really nothing better than a big mouthful of juicy, meaty balls.”
Sugar pursed her lips, trying very hard not to laugh at the unintentional innuendo, but a snort escaped her.
“What?” Sticks asked, looking up at her.
Sugar grinned, leaning forward with a mischievous glint in her eye. “If you want meaty balls, I can give ya some later.”
Sticks laughed. “Oh! I didn’t mean it like that!”
“I know,” Sugar said, shaking her head slightly. “But ya set me up for that so well.”
“Yeah, I did,” Sticks admitted, setting down her menu.
A waiter came by and took their order, and Sugar settled her elbows on the table, her chin in her hands, looking at her date. “So, tell me about yourself.”
Sticks gave her an awkward smile, and instead of responding, just looked down at her lap for a moment before asking, “Um, what does your ideal Saturday look like?”
Sugar leaned back in her seat, giving it some thought. She worked most weekends, so it took a moment to think of what was truly ideal. “I would sleep in, wake up to a pretty girl in my bed, and then spend the day bakin’ all sorts of treats for everyone I love. I’d spend the evenin’ passin’ them out, and spend the night just being with all my loved ones. What about you?”
Sticks glanced down at her lap again, shuffling something in her hands. “What’s your favorite way to unwind after a long day?”
Sugar frowned at her question being ignored, but she didn’t push. Sticks did seem very private, and she’d said she wouldn’t pry. She thought about what she liked to do best to relax. “A long, hot bath, a glass of mead, and a cutie suckin’ me off,” she replied. “Not to be crude, but I find that very stress relievin’.”
Sticks nodded, and then, before Sugar could say any more, she asked, “Who’s your celebrity crush?”
Sugar opened her mouth to reply, then closed it again. “I … don’t really have one, I suppose,” she said. “I do find Alison Brie attractive, if I had to name someone. Do you have a celebrity crush?”
Sticks shook her head, finally giving an answer, and then asked, “What’s your dream job?”
Sugar gave a small, incredulous laugh, leaning back in her seat. “It’s exactly what I have right now. I own my own business, I get to make people happy, and I’m so damn good at it I got invited to the Olympics. Honestly, nothin’ could be better.”
She felt like she was being interrogated. She didn’t mind answering all these questions, but she was getting the feeling that Sticks was just reading them off some kind of list, and didn’t really care about what she was asking, or what Sugar was answering. 
“What kind of music do you like?” Sticks asked, still not moving or giving any sign she was even listening.
Sugar frowned. “I like all kinds,” she replied, her voice flat. “But I’d be mighty interested to know what kind of music you like.”
Sticks looked at her with wide eyes, like a deer in the headlight. “I, uh–” she began to say, but she was interrupted by a waiter setting a tray of food in front of her. “Awesome, the food’s here!”
Sugar closed her eyes for a moment, inhaling a deep breath through her nose and out through her mouth. Okay. Maybe some food would make this less awkward. She took a bite of her own food, enjoying the fresh flavor of the fish and the creaminess of the sauce.
“Is your food good?” Sticks asked around a full mouth. “I really like the meatballs.”
Sugar smiled. “It is,” she replied, glancing down at her plate. “Would ya like a bite?”
Sticks nodded, and Sugar twirled some pasta around her fork before holding a bite out to Sticks. The badger took it, getting a bit of the cream sauce on her cheek. 
Sugar chuckled before reaching forward and wiping the sauce away with her thumb. “I‘d rather see you with white stuff on your face later,” she teased.
Sticks smiled. “That would be fun,” she replied, before her smile suddenly fell, and she looked down at her lap. “What’s one thing you can’t leave home without?”
Sugar frowned, her annoyance coming back in full force. She took another bite of her food, forcing herself to calm down as she thought about her answer. “Probably ma phone. I have ma whole day on it, ma schedule, how I can reach everyone. I’d be lost without it. What about you?”
Sticks was silent for a moment, glancing down at her lap, before suddenly asking, “What’s your favorite place in the world?”
Sugar smiled, her frustration slightly dissipating as memories flashed in her mind. That was an easy one. “There was this cabin in Maine my parents used to take me. I could just run wild through the woods, away from everyone and all civilization. It was fun, and freein’. What’s yer favorite place?”
Sticks just smiled and asked, “What is your relationship with your family like?”
Sugar took a deep breath. She really did not like to be interrogated on a date. “I’m very close with ma parents,” she replied, careful to keep her voice even. “I still live in the same town as them, and I still visit them fairly often. My mom’s always on ma case about settlin’ down with someone – now I have one, maybe two someones?”
Sticks blushed and glanced down at her lap again before asking, “What’s your favorite childhood memory?”
Sugar let out a sigh, bringing her hand up to rub at her forehead. “Are ya just readin’ questions off a list or somethin’?” she asked. “This doesn’t feel like a conversation.”
Sticks slowly held up her hands, shyly showing that she was holding a stack of cards. “Amy helped me prepare for this. She said I should just stick to the cue cards.”
Sugar shook her head. “I had more fun talkin’ to ya on the way over here. That really felt like I was gettin’ to know you. So I want to know what yer thinkin’, what kind of things are on yer mind.”
Sticks nodded, and then said softly, “I really do want to know your answer to this one, though.”
Sugar smiled as she reminisced about her childhood, choosing a memory, and finally said, “The first time I got a cake displayed in ma parents’ bakery. It was one I made from scratch, on ma own, three tiers, a chocolate cake with vanilla bean buttercream and little sugar flowers. The bakery sold out of slices before noon. I was so proud.”
“That sounds really cool,” Sticks said. She shuffled the index cards in her hand, then started to ask, “Where do–”
“Hon, ya need to slow down,” Sugar said, reaching a hand over the table to rest on Sticks’s arm. “Talkin’ is a two way street.  Gave ya my answer, now I want to hear yers . What’s yer favorite childhood memory?”
Sticks poked at her food with her fork for a moment before saying, “I didn’t really have a normal childhood. I was raised in the jungle, by myself. So I didn’t have a lot of friends or anything. But there was this one lizard. I named him Grippy ‘cause he could cling to trees. We went everywhere together for a while, and he was my best friend in the world. But then one night, Grippy ran away, and I never saw him again. But spending time with him is my favorite memory.”
“That’s really sweet,” Sugar said. “And I’m sure wherever Grippy is, he misses ya.”
“Yeh,” Sticks said. “Or he got eaten by a hawk.” She took a large bite of her food before asking, “So, do we move on to the next question now?”
Sugar chuckled and nodded. “Sure. Go ahead.”
Sticks nodded. “Do you prefer being outdoors or indoors?”
Sugar sighed as she took a bite of food, thinking about the question. “It depends on the weather,” she replied. “A nice sunny day, or a snowy day, outside. But when it’s all gray or rainy, inside.” As Sticks looked back down at her lap, Sugar interrupted her actions by asking, “What about you?”
Sticks gave her a genuine smile. “I like being outside,” she said. “I think everyone should know how to survive in nature, in case there’s an apocalypse. But also, mud is fun.”
Sugar leaned close. “It really is, isn’t it? There’s nothin’ better than walkin’ outside after the rain and feeling mud between yer toes.”
Sticks nodded excitedly. “It’s so squishy! It feels great!”
“And I do agree with you about survivin’ in nature,” Sugar said, leaning back slightly. “I don’t know about an apocalypse, but anyone could get stranded outside, so it’s important to know how to find shelter and food.”
“Yeah!” Sticks said, putting her hands flat on the table in her excitement. “And how to defend yourself from enemies!”
“Oh, honey, give me a gun and I can defend myself from anyone,” Sugar said, miming holding a rifle, even mimicking the trigger discipline. “I’ve been trainin’ with firearms since I was able to hold one.”
“I usually just use my boomerang,” Sticks replied, reaching to her hip where her boomerang normally sat. “It’s good enough to knock out robots, so it’s good enough for anything.”
“Impressive,” Sugar said with a smile. “I’d like to see yer skills sometime.”
Sticks nodded eagerly, before glancing down at her cue cards again. “Where do you see yourself in five years?”
Sugar shrugged. “I’m not really sure. I like where I am, professionally – I’m good enough at massages that I got invited to the Olympics. But I suppose I’d like to have a special someone, or two, or maybe even more, in my life. I’m meetin’ so many cute girls here, I’d really like to stay in touch with everyone. What about you?”
“That depends on if the robots have taken over yet,” Sticks replied with a nonchalant shrug. “I’d be leading the revolution as a tactical commander. But if not … well, being with you doesn’t sound so bad.”
Sugar smiled. “I might need some protection from the robot uprisin’,” she said in a half-joking tone. “I can count on ya for that, right?”
Sticks grinned widely. “Definitely!”
Sugar leaned across the table then, taking the stack of cue cards from Sticks. “I’d like to read one of these, if ya don’t mind.”
“Go ahead,” Sticks said, letting go of the cards. “There’s only a couple left.”
“What’s yer worst habit?” Sugar asked, reading off one of the cards.
“Um … Amy would probably say it’s that I don’t wear shoes, or that I don’t use ‘proper manners’, or that I ‘spend too much time underground’,” Sticks replied. “I don’t think those are bad habits though. Manners make no sense, and I like being underground.”
“I think yer manners are fine,” Sugar assured her, putting down the card. “I don’t care much fer etiquette either.”
“What about you?” Sticks asked, leaning forward.
“Probably that I think about fuckin’ every cute girl or guy I meet,” Sugar said with a casual shrug. “I just can’t help lettin’ the thought cross ma mind when I see someone whose body is just perfect for taking my cock … but I would never let those thoughts affect how I treat someone.”
Sticks nodded. “Okay, so, that’s the last question card?”
“It is,” Sugar confirmed, setting down the pile of cards.
Sticks was silent for a long moment. Her eyes darted around, looking all over the room, as her hands tapped against the table, beating out some off-tempo rhythm. She opened her mouth, closed it, and then opened it again, finally asking, “Now what?”
Sugar chuckled. “Now, we talk about whatever’s on our minds. You ask anythin’ ya want of me, and I’ll answer.”
Sticks was quiet for another moment, taking another bite of her food. Then she asked, “Why is it ethical to make only some things into hats?”
Sugar burst out laughing, caught off guard by the question. “Uh … I don’t really know. Maybe some things don’t want to be hats, and it’s important to respect their autonomy?”
Sticks nodded slowly. “That makes perfect sense. I wouldn’t really want to be a hat either.”
“Neither would I,” Sugar agreed. “I think I would be okay with some of ma fur bein’ used as a coat, though. As long as it’s just some of it, and I’m still, you know, alive.”
Sticks shook her head. “I don’t want anyone getting ahold of my fur. That’s how they could clone me.”
Sugar bit her lower lip, fighting her instinct to laugh in surprise. She could tell that Sticks was being absolutely serious, and didn’t need her date to laugh at her. “I suppose they could,” she said in reply. “If anyone decides to clone another me, though, that’s really their problem. I was a terror as a child.”
“I’m a terror now,” Sticks said with a grin. 
Sugar did laugh at that, tossing her head back. “And proud of it?”
“Yep,” Sticks said, forming a fist with her hand. “I can fight off any enemy, robot or alien or Bigfoot. I thought I fought Muckfoot once, but that was just Knuckles.”
“Well, I’ve never had to face anythin’ like that, luckily,” Sugar said. “I did destroy a roomba once, during shedding season, but that was an accident.”
“Good,” Sticks said, looking very serious as she looked directly at Sugar. “You shouldn’t trust any robots, not even the vacuums.”
Sugar smiled as she ate some more of her food. After a moment, she said, “Ya worry about this stuff a lot, huh?”
Sticks nodded. “I have to. No one else does.”
“No one else worries about aliens and robots?” Sugar asked, cocking her head to the side.
“Exactly!” Sticks replied. “Amy said I shouldn’t even talk about them. But if I don’t worry about them and how to protect everyone from them, who will?” She stabbed her fork into her food, taking another large bite. “Everyone just thinks I’m crazy.”
“I don’t think you’re crazy,” Sugar said softly, reaching out a hand to lay on top of Sticks’s. “I think you care a lot about those you love. It sounds like you want to protect them.”
Sticks smiled. “Yeah. You get it.”
As the two finished their meals, the waiter came over and dropped off dessert menus for them. Sugar picked one up. “Mmm, these look good. Caramel flan, apple pie, chocolate lava cake …” She trailed off slightly as she noticed Sticks licking her lips at that one. “And green tea ice cream.”
The waiter returned a moment later. “Would you two ladies like anything?”
“We’ll take the chocolate lava cake to share,” Sugar said, handing her menu back.
The waiter nodded, and as he walked away, Sticks stared at Sugar with wide eyes. “How did you know what I wanted? Are you a mind reader?”
Sugar chuckled. “No, I saw ya lickin’ yerlips. It does sound good.”
“Are you sure?” Sticks asked, leaning forward. “What am I thinking right now?”
Sugar put her hands to her forehead, furrowing her brow as she pretended to read Sticks’s mind, looking at her features and tracing Sticks’s gaze. “Yer  thinkin’ … ya don’t want to wait till the end of this date to kiss me.”
“Actually, I was thinking about if vampires can go out in the daylight with strong enough sunscreen,” Sticks replied, her expression not changing. “But your thing is good too!”
Sugar smiled. “Well, I know I don’t want to wait to kiss ya.”
Sticks grinned before leaning forward, across the table, pursing her lips slightly. Sugar leaned forward as well, meeting her halfway in a soft, sweet kiss. It lasted only a few seconds before they parted, but the wide grin on Stick’s face was worth it.
“Also, I believe that sunscreen isn’t a perfect filter for the sun, so it’s not good enough for vampires,” Sugar said as she pulled back. “Otherwise we’d probably have a lot more vampire attacks in the daytime. Ya’d hear about it on the news.”
Sticks nodded slowly. “You’re right. That’s good. Daytime is still safe.”
The waiter returned with the chocolate lava cake and two spoons.
Sticks took one spoon and dug in, letting the molten center of the cake ooze out onto the plate as she took a bite. “Mmm,” she moaned. “This is delicious.”
Sugar took a bite as well, enjoying the chocolatey flavor as it spread over her tongue. “It is. It’s been too long since I made a lava cake.”
“Can you make them taste like actual lava?” Sticks asked around a full mouth.
Sugar paused, considering the question. “Honestly, I probably could. But that wouldn’t taste very good, because it would just taste like hot rocks, and those don’t taste like much. A little earthy.” She leaned close and said in a conspiratorial tone, “I licked the massage stones once. I was curious.”
“That makes sense,” Sticks said. “I lick things when I’m curious too.” She took another bite of the cake on her spoon and licked it out of the side of her mouth to prove a point, never breaking eye contact with Sugar.
The two ate their cake and enjoyed the music and the company. When they stood up to leave, walking out arm in arm, Sugar couldn’t help but notice a familiar pink hedgehog with her head ducked behind a menu sitting at another table. It seemed Amy had been very invested in the outcome of their date. She’d have to ask the hedgehog about it tomorrow.
The two walked out of the restaurant staying arm in arm, their gaits matching each other pace for pace. It was dark when they left the building, prompting Sugar to turn to Sticks and ask with a smile, “So … yer place or mine?”
Sticks frowned, dropping Sugar’s arm to shift uneasily. “Actually … I should just go back. Um, I don’t wanna be a slut who sleeps with someone on the first date.”
Sugar let out a laugh. “A slut? I literally have sex with people as my job, I’m in no position to call ya a slut even if I did think that way. Yer perfectly fine for having sex with whoever ya want, whenever ya want.”
Sticks laughed slightly. “Yeah. I guess you really wouldn’t care about that. But, um … I think I’m gonna trust Amy on this and wait. Is … is that okay?”
Sugar smiled softly. “Of course it is. Having sex whenever ya want means you can say no whenever ya want, too. Can I at least walk ya back to yer place?”
“Yeah,” Sticks said with a smile. “That sounds nice.”
As they walked, Sugar commented, “I’d really like to see ya again. This has been a lot of fun.”
Sticks nodded. “We should date again. But, um, I don’t know when I have time.”
“That's okay,” Sugar said, though her ears drooped with disappointment. “Just come find me when ya do know, and we’ll make it work.”
They arrived at an apartment building, identical to the one where Sugar was staying. “This is me,” Sticks said. “So, um, good night.”
“Good night,” Sugar said. She leaned close to Sticks, giving her a soft kiss on the cheek. “I hope that’s okay?”
Sticks nodded. “Maybe you can do more than just kiss my cheek …”
Sugar smiled. She wrapped her arms around Sticks and pulled her close, leaning in for a real kiss. Her lips met the badger’s, and she parted them, sliding her tongue against Sticks’s, hearing the other girl moan softly against her. Her hands traveled down to rest right above Sticks’s ass, not quite daring to grope that admittedly very nice butt.
Sticks reached a hand behind her and pushed Sugar’s hand further down, giving her permission to grope. Sugar squeezed, feeling firm ass cheeks beneath her hands, a promise of much more fun with this girl in the future.
“Good night,” Sugar said softly as they parted.
“Good night,” Sticks said with a wide smile. She walked to the door, giving Sugar one last wave before she went inside.
Sugar watched Sticks enter the building and then walked away from Sticks’s building with a smile on her face. The date definitely had not gone as she’d planned, but it was still a very nice date. 
Sticks was cute. She was fun to talk to. And they were going to date again. What more could Sugar want? Well, she could want to sleep with Sticks. She’d definitely felt the start of something grabbing that nice butt. But, she was going to respect the badger’s wishes. Even though her dick was a bit upset.
She shook her head slightly, shaking herself out of her thoughts. It wouldn’t do any good to long for what she couldn’t have right now, so she focused just on walking back to her apartment. As she walked along the pathways, heading back to her own building, she took a moment to look up at the night sky. It was a clear night, and she could see the stars.
What she couldn’t see is what she walked right into until she stumbled back slightly. She glanced down to see a fennec fox boy lying on the ground. He was cute, in a femboy sort of way, about 5’11”, blue-furred with a white muzzle, and blue bangs hanging over his eyes. He wore a white T-shirt, khaki shorts, yellow boots, and had a yellow backpack that seemed to be weighing him down.
“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry!” Sugar cried. She held out her hand, and the fennec accepted it so she could help him up. “I normally introduce ma’self by saying hi, not by walkin’ right into people. I’m Sugar.”
“It’s fine,” the boy said, adjusting his backpack and rubbing at his shoulder. “I’m Kit.”
Sugar frowned as she watched him rub his shoulder. “It is not fine,” she said. “That shoulder rub – you hurt, don’t ya?”
He stopped the motion. “How can you tell?”
“I’m a doctor,” she replied, stepping closer. “And a masseuse. I know how to recognize pain. And if I did that to ya, then I am so, so–”
“You didn’t,” Kit interrupted, looking away from her. “I’ve just had a pain in my shoulder for a while.”
“Then, let me take a look at it,” Sugar said. She reached out a hand, but didn’t move any closer to Kit. 
“No, that’s really okay,” Kit said, shaking his head. He shifted his backpack again.
“Please. It’s the least I can do for runnin’ into ya,” Sugar said, letting her hand drop to her side. “It’ll only take about ten minutes. I just hate to see ya in pain when ya don’t have to be. You can ask anyone I’ve given a massage to, they’ve all walked away feelin’ better about their situations, new or otherwise.”
Kit shifted from foot to foot, not really looking Sugar in the eyes, but something made him pause and look back at her. “You can really fix it?”
“I’ll do my best,” Sugar promised, placing her hand over her heart. “My apartment is right over there, it won’t take long.”
“Okay,” Kit said, nervously looking at Sugar. “It … it does really hurt.”
As they walked, Sugar asked, “so, can ya tell me what’s in that backpack? Maybe you could take some things out if it’s hurtin’?”
Kit shook his head. “I can’t take anything out. I need all of this.”
“Well, all right then,” Sugar replied with a shrug. “Seems like a lot of equipment.”
“That’s because I’m, uh, a reporter,” Kit said. “Speaking of which, have you noticed anything weird happening around here lately?”
“Ya mean besides all,” she paused, looking at the fennec boy, “Well, almost all the boys becomin’ girls?” Sugar asked. “Not really. I’m guessin’ ya weren’t at the openin’ ceremonies?”
“No,” Kit shook his head. “I had to miss it. I guess I was lucky?”
“Seems like it,” Sugar replied with a short nod. 
“Did you see what happened there, though?” Kit asked, looking over at Sugar.
Sugar shook her head. “I was lucky enough to be in ma parlor during opening ceremonies. It sounds like it was mass hysteria!” She stopped at her apartment and opened the door. “Come on in, make yerself comfortable.”
Kit walked in the door and looked around Sugar’s modest apartment. “So, um … what should I do?”
“Go ahead and lie down on the bed for me,” Sugar said, gesturing towards the bed. “You can put yer backpack on the floor.”
Kit slid off his backpack, setting it on the ground, and laid face-down on the bed. Sugar sat down beside him, and placed a hand on his upper back.
Kit suddenly hissed through his teeth at the touch. “That hurts!” he cried.
Sugar didn’t notice the tendrils of water coming out from the backpack, heading towards her. She also didn’t notice that when she took her hand away, they fell harmlessly to the carpet.
“I’m sorry,” she said. “Yer a lot tenser than I realized if a small touch like that hurt ya. I can’t give ya a good massage without givin’ ya just a bit of pain to start when yer that tight.”
Kit sighed, forcing himself to relax, while also concentrating to ensure he didn’t use his powers when she touched him next. “Okay. I … I guess I’ll just deal with it.”
“Won’t last long,” Sugar promised. She put her hand back on Kit’s shoulderblade, gently rubbing against him till she found the worst of his knots, then applied some gentle pressure, easing his muscles to relax.
Kit groaned as he relaxed, practically melting into the mattress. “That does feel better,” he murmured. “So, um, how long have you been doing this?”
“I’ve been a masseuse for … oh, three years now?” Sugar replied as her hands worked on his back. “But only officially, I’ve been givin’ massages since I was a teenager. Started with working out the tension ma friends had, facin’ tests and college applications, realized I was real good at it.”
“And massages really help people that much?” Kit asked, mumbling into the mattress beneath him, too relaxed to lift his head. “You said it made people okay with their situation …”
Sugar chuckled. “Well, with so many boys becomin’ girls here, there’s a lot of stress going around. A good massage makes them feel more comfortable in their new body, and they’re more able to accept it. Plus, it should feel real good.”
“It does,” Kit murmured, his head lolling slightly as he relaxed more under Sugar’s touch.
“Good,” Sugar said, moving her hands a bit lower to work on the underside of Kit’s shoulder blade. “You, though, yer under a lot of stress, aren’t ya?”
“Yeah,” Kit replied. “I, um, I have a really important job to do. And I have to do good, or some really important people are gonna be mad at me.”
“Well, are ya tryin’ yer best with this job?” Sugar asked. At Kit’s nod, she said, “Then ya don’t have anythin’ to worry about. No one worth carin’ about will be mad at ya if ya try.”
“I guess you’re right,” Kit murmured, seeming so relaxed now he sounded almost asleep. “I’m just worried.”
“It’s okay to worry,” Sugar said. “But don’t let it take over everythin’. That’s how ya end up with so many knots.”
“I – I’ll try,” Kit said, relaxing a bit more, going silent.
Sugar continued massaging him, realizing that his muscles were more than just tight. There were too many of them – like he hadn’t developed naturally. It was as if someone had crammed all the muscles of a bull into his tiny body. She’d seen similar muscle growth in steroid users before, but nothing like this.
“Also, … if you’re using steroids,” she said softly, “you need to stop. It’s contributing to your pain.”
Kit lifted up his head. “Wait, what?”
“Yer  muscles,” she said, pressing on one group of muscles for emphasis. “They didn’t grow naturally. I’m not going to judge ya, but it’s not good for yer health.”
“Why, um, why do you think I’m using steroids?” Kit asked, not looking at her.
“Yer muscles ain’t right,” Sugar replied. “They’re too many, and they’re too strong for yer frame. I’ve seen steroid users before, and this is what it feels like.” She pressed a finger along the ridge of Kit’s shoulder. “Right here? This should have more give to it. But yer mostly solid, even with the muscle now relaxed, because there’s almost nothing but muscle there. It’s like you’re trying to cram ten people into a four-seater car – you can do it, but no one’s gonna be happy about it.”
“Oh,” Kit murmured, seeming to shrink in on himself a little bit, his head curled down towards the mattress. “I, uh, didn’t realize.”
“Don’t worry, it’s not reversible,” Sugar said quickly. “A good exercise routine with plenty of rest, and regular massages, can get ya back to normal. But, if ya don’t take care of yerself, you could end up with permanent damage.”
“Oh,” Kit said, lowering his head again. His ears pressed against his head. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
Sugar continued massaging him in silence, letting the boy relax as she took her time to work out every single knot. When she finished, she stood up and said, “Ya should be feelin’ better now.”
“A lot better,” Kit said, stretching as he sat up. “Thank you, Miss Sugar. I feel really …” His words trailed off as if the last piece of a puzzle fell into place for him, his eyes widening. “Happy. Thank you, but I’ve got to go!” He grabbed his backpack and practically ran out the door, much lighter in his step, and much faster than Sugar had thought he could move.
Sugar watched Kit leave, a bit dumbfounded by his sudden departure as she shut the door behind him. She went to sit back on her bed and let out a sigh.
Now that she was alone, she could let herself think about how damn cute that fennec boy was. She’d been too focused on making sure he wasn’t in pain to flirt with him, but … she would’ve liked a few minutes with him after he felt better. It was a shame that he had to run out so fast.
“Seems like it’s a night of things bein’ cut short,” she muttered to herself, leaning back onto the mattress. She hoped she’d see Kit again at some point. She knew she’d be seeing Sticks, but the cute femboy had just appeared out of nowhere and then disappeared into the night.
At least he was feeling better. She hoped he would be okay. She hoped that she’d be able to see him again for a real massage, a chance to work on his muscles and get him feeling better. Plus, if she had him in her parlor, then maybe, just maybe, he could order something from her Bakery. She wondered if he’d be more of a dominant or submissive type. He seemed submissive, but he also was very clearly stating when Sugar went too hard. Either way, he definitely gave her bottom energy. She could easily imagine him presenting himself to her. She’d like to give him a donut, a chance to fuck his cute femboy ass. She sighed happily, her cock starting to get hard as she imagined the fennec spread out on her massage table.
A knock suddenly came at the door, interrupting her thoughts, and Sugar sat up. Maybe Kit was back? Or Sticks had changed her mind? Those made the most sense.
She wasn’t expecting to see Rouge standing there, wearing a skintight black outfit with a pink heart covering her chest. Her shoulders were bare, leaving room for her wings to spread open if she wished. Her arms, covered in white gloves, were crossed over her chest, and she tapped one white boot against the ground.
“You are frustrating,” she growled, walking into the apartment, taking off her boots.
“Hello to ya too,” Sugar said, shutting the door behind her.
“I have been following you around all day and learned absolutely nothing!” Rouge cried, whirling around to face Sugar again. “Who even are you?”
“Well, I’m Sugar,” Sugar replied, giving a short mock bow. “And what do ya mean ya’ve been followin’ me around? Have ya been spyin’ on me?”
Rouge waved her off with a flick of her hand. “I spy on everyone.”
“But – why?” Sugar asked, her ears drooping slightly. “I’m an open book. Ya could’ve just asked me anythin’ ya wanted to know.”
“The spying isn’t the point. Well, only partially the point,” Rouge said. “People tend to be more true when they don’t think anyone is watching. The point is, I didn’t learn a single thing about you! You had a perfectly normal day!”
Sugar laughed. “Hon, ma day was far from normal! What in the world did ya see?”
“Well, you had some trouble in the morning with being overbooked,” Rouge said, ticking off what she saw on her fingers. “I thought, maybe you need an assistant, or a schedule book, or something, but before I could even think about it, you had it solved. Done. You just fixed it too easily.”
“I got lucky!” Sugar cried, throwing up her hands in a gesture to show she didn’t understand how that happened. “Trust me, not every customer would be that understandin’, and I do have a great assistant at ma parlor at home.”
“Then, pretty much all I learned is you have a lot of sex and you like food,” Rouge said with a dramatic sigh, sitting down on Sugar’s bed. 
“That I do,” Sugar replied, sitting beside her. “But that can’t be all ya learned.”
“I saw that you eat a lot,” Rouge said with a small laugh. She began to tick off the things she saw on her fingers as she recounted them. “And you have a lot of sex. I can’t honestly tell which one you’re hungrier for. I saw you as a demanding, harsh dominatrix with Daisy, and you did some things I honestly wouldn’t have expected from someone as sweet looking as you. But I also saw you be a subby little thing for Vanilla, and I saw you enjoyed that just as much. I saw you were upfront with Amy and Tails, saying exactly what you wanted to do, but you listened to what they wanted as well. I saw you stand up for yourself with Bowsette, even though she tried to intimidate you. I also saw how kind you were to Sticks, listening to her crazy rants seriously and treating her nicely, and how sweet you were to Kit, taking care of his sore muscles even though you really didn’t need to.”
“Oh, Is that all?” Sugar asked, mildly surprised and a little exasperated with a smile.
“Well, there was one thing that didn’t quite make sense,” Rouge admitted. “But I don’t want to pry.”
Sugar laughed. “The girl who spent all day spyin’ on me doesn’t want to pry? Hon, I told ya, I’m an open book. What’s on yer mind?”
“What were those pills and tea you had?” Rouge asked. “You seemed like … not yourself without them. I know you have incredible stamina normally, but you seemed almost desperate without those.”
Sugar sighed and nodded. “Thought ya might ask about those. Usually I take them first thing, with breakfast, but because I overslept and skipped breakfast, I skipped them as well. But they’re medicine, Rouge. I have satyriasis, sexual hyperesthesia, and hyperspermia.”
“Meaning what?” Rouge asked.
“Meanin’, if it weren’t for the medicine, I’d want to fuck anythin’ and everythin’ nonstop,” Sugar replied. “Ma balls never stop producin’ cum.”
Rouge smirked. “That doesn’t sound so bad.”
“It is bad,” Sugar replied. “I can’t function as a person. The tea makes me a bit less sensitive, so I’m not gettin’ a hard-on at every single touch or arousin’ sight. The pills bring down my libido, so that I can have a conversation with folks, instead of only trying to fuck them. Without those … every day, every minute, all I can focus on is gettin’ ma dick inside a hole. It doesn’t matter whose hole, or how they feel about it, I just need to fuck, and everythin’ else seems like it just gets in the way.”
“That sounds awful,” Rouge said, her smirk completely gone. “But … you were managing just fine?”
Sugar gave her a small smile. “I’ve had years of practice.”
“How many years?” Rouge asked. She rested a hand on top of Sugar’s, leaning close as she listened.
“Since I hit puberty,” Sugar replied. “It was fine at first, because I had a rabbit girlfriend, so I had a very eager outlet for all ma urges. But her family moved away, and that’s when ma parents noticed that I was strugglin’ more than just regular teenage horniness.”
“That must have been embarrassing,” Rouge murmured, gently rubbing Sugar’s fingers, a small comforting motion.
“It was!” Sugar cried. “They took me to a doctor, who gave me the pills, which worked fine enough that I could concentrate on school, but I was still havin’ issues with arousal all the time. Nothin’ worked to control that, no pills, injections, anythin’. So one day ma dad said he was going to go talk to an old family friend who was a doctor, or somethin’ like that, and he was gone for like a month or so, but then when he came back he had these leaves, and said that the family friend told him to make a tea out of them. It works like magic. I’m not typically for homeopathic medicine but ya can’t really argue with the results.”
“I see,” Rouge said, seeming thoughtful. “I don’t suppose you find it difficult to get either of those?”
“Nah, the pills are just a regular prescription, and ma dad gets me the tea leaves anytime I need more,” Sugar replied, looking curiously at Rouge. “Why, is that a problem?”
“Well … yes!” Rouge cried, suddenly bursting with emotion, grasping Sugar’s hands. “I can impress you by getting you things. I can get my hands on anything, easily. But if you don’t need or like anything … what am I supposed to do?”
“Ya could just talk to me,” Sugar said, readjusting her hands to hold Rouge’s more lightly. “There are things I like, ya know. But that doesn’t really matter, because ya don’t need to get me anythin’.”
Rouge sighed, her wings slumping along with her shoulders. “If I don’t get you things, then how can I make you happy?”
“So that’s what this is about,” Sugar said with a smile. “Ya make me happy just by bein’ you. Ya don’t need to go to any ridiculous lengths to prove that.”
Rouge leaned her head against Sugar’s shoulder. “Can’t you at least tell me one thing you want?”
Sugar turned her head and kissed her forehead. “I want the pretty girl in my room to stop worryin’ about me. Because I like her just the way she is.”
Rouge smiled slightly. She let her hand rest on Sugar’s thigh and asked, “Are you sure you don’t want anything?”
“Well, if yer offerin’,” Sugar replied, pressing a hand to Rouge’s cheek. “I am a bit excited to enjoy the pretty bat in front of me.”
Rouge grinned before leaning close to kiss Sugar, sliding her tongue against hers. She pressed herself against Sugar, eagerly kissing her. Sugar responded in kind, wrapping her arms tight around the bat and holding her close as she sucked her tongue into her mouth.
Sugar’s hands explored Rouge’s back, sliding over her shoulders, brushing down over the base of her wings. Rouge shuddered softly as her hands brushed her wings.
“Sensitive there?” Sugar asked, a smirk on her face.
“A little,” Rouge replied. Her hands drifted over Sugar’s back, gloved fingers roaming over the fur. “I’m sure you’ve got your sensitive spots too.” She punctuated her words with a hand dipping down to press right above Sugar’s tail, making Sugar gasp. Sugar responded by kissing Rouge again, a deeper kiss with her lips parted against Rouge’s, and her hands exploring, working to find the zipper that held up her jumpsuit. When they found their mark, she undid it, slowly, letting the fabric peel off of Rouge. She ran her hands over Rouge’s body, over her sides, as she pulled down the suit, then moved to her chest, tugging the heart-shaped corset-like piece of her suit down, pulling it and the spandex off her body, before giving her breasts a quick grope. Rouge groaned softly, wriggling to ease out of the suit, until the fabric was rolled down and pooled in a pile at her waist.
The bat pulled away long enough to stand from the bed and step out of the jumpsuit, leaving her in just her gloves. “Happy now?” she asked.
“Very,” Sugar replied, wrapping her arms around Rouge before pulling her back to the bed, maneuvering her so she was pinned to the mattress beneath Sugar. The wolf began to kiss down Rouge’s neck, slowly making a line of kisses down her skin as her hands groped her breasts and hips. “Now, let me show you how I appreciate my girlfriends, and you can tell Shadow what she can look forward to, as well.” 
“What do you mean?” Rouge asked, sitting up slightly.
“I know you two are close,” Sugar said, placing another kiss on Rouge’s hip. “And I know ya helped Shadow out before. So it just makes sense that ya’d talk about me at some point.”
“All very good things,” Rouge murmured, smiling as she laid back down, letting Sugar pin her down completely again. “I assure you.”
“Oh, I’m sure of that,” Sugar replied with a smirk. “I might have a cock, but I am still a girl. I know how girl talk goes.”
Sugar was still fully clothed as she knelt over Rouge, and the silky fabric of her dress bunched up around her hips as she worked her way down the bat’s body, soft kisses down to her breasts. She kissed one breast, then the other, and cupped them both in her hands before leaning in and sucking on one nipple. She licked the hardened nub, flicking her tongue over it, and sucked again before moving to give the same treatment to the other breast.
Rouge moaned, arching her back slightly to press into Sugar’s touch, and readjust her wings beneath her, spreading them out flat beneath her back. She pressed a hand to Sugar’s head, threading fingers through her hair as she gently pushed Sugar’s head lower.
Sugar was slow in kissing her way down the bat’s body, though, pausing to nuzzle at Rouge’s hand when the bat began to push her, laying gentle kisses against Rouge’s stomach, feeling the fit muscles beneath the skin shifting under her lips. She kissed slowly, knowing she was working up the bat, and smiling to herself as she heard Rouge groan with frustration.
Rouge gripped Sugar’s hair tighter, really gripping at her hair and trying to push her further down. She could feel need growing between her legs, and just wanted Sugar’s touch on her pussy – now. But, Sugar didn’t let the bat move her any faster, though, just kept taking her time till she was settled between Rouge’s legs, and she began to place soft little kisses against the folds of her pussy. She flicked her tongue out, giving the tiniest of licks, just enough to taste Rouge’s slick.
Rouge groaned again. “You’re such a tease,” she muttered, rolling her hips just slightly.
Sugar lifted up her head with a wide smirk on her face. “I’m enjoyin’ ya,” she replied, before laying another kiss on Rouge’s folds. She used her nose to nudge those folds apart, and pressed her tongue out, seeking out Rouge’s clit. She coiled her tongue around her clit in a u shape, covering the nub, and rubbed at it slightly, her breath coming out in hot pants against Rouge’s pussy.
Sugar then pulled her tongue back, just long enough to hear Rouge whine, before pressing it forward again, the flat of her tongue landing flat on Rouge’s clit. She mashed her tongue against it, pressing on it, listening to Rouge moan with pleasure with every little bump against her clit. 
She shifted her head slightly, changing her angle, and then pushed her tongue forward, sliding it all along Rouge’s folds, collecting her slick. Sweet, just like Rouge was. She moved her tongue side to side, short quick swipes over her folds, before sucking, pulling the pussy lips to her mouth with her tongue. She pressed her tongue flat against them and dragged, parting and opening the folds like petals of a flower. She found Rouge’s opening and nudged her tongue inside, twisting it up so it pressed against the back of her clit.
“Oh, fuck!” Rouge cried out with pleasure, her legs suddenly straightening as her muscles tensed at the pleasure. She then wrapped her legs around Sugar, keeping the wolf between her legs trapped there. Her hands were still on Sugar’s head, and she began to lead Sugar to move her head up and down slightly, causing a little more friction on her clit. Her motions accidentally moved Sugar’s tongue in her, making her pussy clench even more with need.
Sugar twirled her tongue around inside Rouge before pushing it into her as deep as she could, feeling the tip of her tongue squeezed by her pussy walls. Her cock throbbed, still trapped in her panties, and she really wanted to just push Rouge back and fuck her senseless – but that wouldn’t be appreciating her thoroughly. So she ignored her own needs and fucked Rouge with her tongue, gliding it along the walls of her pussy. She enjoyed the taste of bat, and even more, enjoyed the feel and sound of Rouge squirming and moaning for her.
When she felt Rouge’s pussy starting to clench down tight on her tongue, rhythmically pulsing, Sugar pulled her tongue back and moved her head to press the flat of her tongue to the bulb of Rouge’s clit again. Rouge whined as she felt empty, but wasn’t for long, as Sugar moved a hand to Rouge’s pussy, easily sliding in one, then two fingers, and soon she felt Rouge cumming on her fingers, slick spilling onto her tongue. Sugar didn’t stop, though, just kept her tongue flicking at Rouge’s clit and her fingers fucking as deep within her as she could reach until Rouge grabbed at her hair again and roughly pulled her head up, forcing her to stop.
“I – fuck – can’t do anymore right now,” Rouge explained, holding onto Sugar’s head. “Besides, it’s your turn.”
“My turn?” Sugar smiled. “Well, if you insist.” She moved to rest on her knees, sliding her dress up over her head, and then stood up to slide her panties down her legs. Before she could get back in her position on top of Rouge, though, the bat grabbed her by the arm and pulled, tugging her to lie down on the mattress. Sugar laughed as Rouge practically tackled her onto the bed, settling in a kneeling position between her legs.
Rouge smirked, running one gloved hand over Sugar’s cock. She slowly moved her hand from the tip down to the base, and back up, letting Sugar feel the soft satin of her glove, before she began to tease the tip with one gloved finger.
Sugar groaned as she felt the soft fabric and warm hands beneath it. The satin that made up Rouge’s gloves felt like flower petals against her cock, so incredibly soft, seeming even more so as Rouge teased her with light touches. “Goin’ to be honest, not the type of turn I thought ya meant.”
“Oh you’ll still get a turn of that,” Rouge said as fluttered her fingers over Sugar’s shaft, more soft, teasing touches, before wrapping her hands around her and stroking, sliding her warm hands along Sugar’s cock. She moved her hands slowly, making sure Sugar could feel her along every single inch. “But first I want to,” Rouge paused and smirked. “Treat you.”
She slid both hands down to Sugar’s knot, squeezing it for just a moment before just slowly stroking her fingertips along the swollen bulb, teasing her again. She glanced up at Sugar’s face, smirking at her slightly, seeing how Sugar was reacting to the teasing. She was ignoring her own desire to grasp Sugar’s cock firmly between her hands, feel its length against her palms, instead focusing on soft, slow strokes with only her fingertips, watching to see how Sugar would react to the feather-light, teasing touches.
Sugar was gripping at the sheets beneath her, practically whimpering as she let Rouge do what she wanted. The bat’s gloved hands felt so good, she wanted to thrust into them, but also wanted to see what Rouge was going to do. “Yer really just teasin’ me here, aren’t ya?” she asked.
Rouge chuckled, moving one hand lower, to Sugar’s balls. “I’m just admiring the treasure before me. After all, look at these jewels.” She brushed her fingers over Sugar’s balls, soft and feather-light.
Sugar gained a smirk on her face, more silly than serious. “Ya mean ma Sugar crystals?”
Rouge stopped for a second, and just looked at Sugar. Her hands stopped completely as she stared at the wolf girl. “Really?”
“It was right there,” Sugar said, a need to her voice as she looked back at her. “Can ya really blame me?”
“No, I suppose not,” Rouge replied with a small smile. “You really are a gem though, bad jokes and all.” She gave a small kiss to the tip of Sugar’s cock before moving her hands again.
Rouge gripped onto Sugar’s knot a bit tighter, and stroked her cock fully, letting her gloved hands shift along her shaft. She moved a bit faster now, full strokes along the length of Sugar’s cock, before pulling one hand away. 
She brought her hand to her mouth, biting the tip of one finger, using her teeth to pull off her glove. She wanted to feel Sugar’s cock now. Once it was bare, she brought her hand back to Sugar’s cock, wrapping it now bare around her shaft. 
Sugar groaned at the difference, feeling one bare hand and one gloved hand on her cock, warring sensations on sensitive skin. She did thrust her hips up now, just slightly, into the small passage that Rouge’s hands made.
Rouge smiled at Sugar before bringing her other hand to her mouth and removing the other glove the same way. She held Sugar’s cock in one hand, fingers wrapped around the base, as she slowly dragged her tongue along the side of the shaft, all the way up to the head. Her tongue flicked over the head before making its slow descent on the other side. She repeated the action, making a slow, torturous circle around Sugar’s cock, up one side, down the other, and back again. Just slow enough to keep Sugar hard but not enough to make her cum.
She then began to circle her tongue just around the ridge of Sugar’s cockhead. Her hand stroked slowly along the shaft, fingers gliding against Sugar’s skin, so softly. 
Sugar, already worked up from the taste of bat pussy on her tongue, and the unexpectedly tame after-date antics with Sticks, groaned with need. Rouge was definitely teasing her, but it was worth the torture to have that long bat tongue coiling around her cockhead, then swirling further down her cock. “Okay, now yer REALLY just teasin’ me.”
“Consider it your punishment for your bad joke earlier.” Rouge took just the head of Sugar’s cock into her mouth, her breath hot against the sensitive tip as her lips closed around it. Her tongue poked out from her lips, licking further down Sugar’s cock, as far as she could reach, while her hand moved a little faster, stroking more.
She began to bob her head, slowly at first, and then faster, each movement of her head down leading to more of Sugar’s cock inside her mouth. Her hand kept moving, meeting her lips as she lowered her head.
Sugar moaned with pleasure, one hand on the back of Rouge’s head, lightly holding her there. She wanted to touch the bat more, make her feel good as well, and she knew Rouge’s wings were sensitive, so she sat up slightly so she could reach further down Rouge’s back, pressing her other hand against the base of Rouge’s wings. 
Rouge groaned at the sudden touch, and took Sugar’s cock deeper into her mouth, enough so that Sugar could feel the tightness as it hit the back of her throat. Rouge kept her hand moving along Sugar’s shaft, what she couldn’t fit into her throat, as she continued to bob her head along Sugar’s cock.
Sugar thrust her hips up, trying to get deeper into the warm embrace of Rouge’s mouth, and moaned as she felt Rouge’s tongue still working against her, the soft tongue licking her and pulling her deeper into her throat.
Rouge’s hand and head worked together in synchronization, for a time, but Rouge lost herself in the taste of Sugar’s cock, finding herself focusing on just the salty taste in her mouth, the smell coming from Sugar’s balls, the sheer size and girth of the cock down her throat promising so much pleasure for her lower mouth next. She was so distracted, so blinded by lust, her moves got sloppier, her timing just a bit off. Her throat moving around Sugar’s cockhead wasn’t quite moving at the same pace as her hand around her shaft, but that just made every movement unpredictable, an overlapping friction that was building up a pressure in Sugar’s balls.
Rouge moved a hand to Sugar’s balls, slowly rolling the heavy sack between her fingers, as Sugar gripped tight to Rouge’s head. Rouge moved her head rapidly, frantically bobbing up and down, fucking her throat with Sugar’s cock. Sugar moaned, her hips lifting up, fucking Rouge’s mouth, chasing her own pleasure. Rouge felt Sugar’s cock sliding into her throat, felt her tongue pressed to the bottom of her mouth as Sugar’s shaft pressed against it. The two of them moved at slightly different rhythms, creating sensations all along Sugar’s cock, warm and wet and wonderful, driving that pressure within Sugar higher and higher.
When Rouge pulled her tongue back in her mouth and swirled it over Sugar’s cockhead once again, Sugar felt that building pressure reach its peak. She came, shooting ropes of cum straight down Rouge’s throat into her stomach. Rouge swallowed, her throat tightening around Sugar’s cock for just a second, making the wolf shudder and leak out another spurt of cum. Sugar held onto Rouge’s head, holding her there tightly, ensuring that her cum went straight down her velvety throat and filling her up. As the pleasure began to subside, she let go of the bat’s head, watching her pull back just enough to purposely catch the last bits of cum on her tongue.
Rouge lifted up her head, pursing her lips to get the last bit of cum out of Sugar’s cock as she pulled off. She opened her mouth, showing the pooled cum on her tongue, having to cup it to prevent it from spilling, before swallowing it and giving a satisfied smile, looking so pleased with herself. Sugar’s gaze stared right into the bat’s mouth, and HER cum sitting in it, the look of sheer pleasure on Rouge’s face sent such a sudden down Sugar’s spine that Sugar couldn’t help but let out a small laugh. “I hope ya don’t think we’re done,” Sugar said.
“Of course not,” Rouge replied, leaning close to kiss Sugar’s lips lightly. “I think we’re just getting started.” She shifted, moving closer to Sugar, sitting right in her lap. She kissed her slowly, languidly, as she ground her pussy down against her cock.
Sugar held onto the bat’s hips, steadying her as her cock pushed against Rouge’s pussy lips, parting them just slightly with every little motion that Rouge made. She could feel how wet the bat was, both from her earlier oral attention and from Rouge’s own eagerness. 
Rouge, in turn, shifted her hips so her clit ground against Sugar’s cockhead, and moaned softly as she rocked her hips back and forth, stimulating that swollen nub. Sugar could feel every little motion that Rouge made, the way her hips shuddered, the way her pussy seemed to open up just a little bit more, lips dragging against her shaft like they were trying to pull her inside.
Rouge’s head fell forward to rest against Sugar’s shoulder. She clutched onto Sugar tightly, breath coming out as moans and pants as she chased her orgasm. Her movements became shallower, her rhythm faltering, as she grew closer to that peak.
Sugar did very much enjoy watching the bat fall apart on top of her, but she wanted to directly be the cause of it, not just a sidelined participant or a toy. She was definitely appreciating Rouge now, holding the bat close and feeling her breasts rub against her chest with every motion, feeling her wet folds slide over her cockhead. But as she sat there, letting Rouge work out her own orgasm, she realized – she wanted to be appreciated as well.
“Oh, fuck,” Rouge murmured. “Fuck, fuck, I’m –”
Before Rouge could finish her sentence, or even reach the peak of her orgasm, Sugar had her hands on her hips, shifting her position, moving her so her pussy was aligned with her cock. She kissed Rouge fiercely, lewdly, sliding her tongue into her mouth for a moment – but didn’t pull the bat down onto her cock. Not yet.
Instead, she broke their kiss and looked into Rouge’s eyes, murmuring, “This is what ya were goin’ for, right?”
Rouge chuckled. “Yes. Now fuck me already!”
“So impatient,” Sugar replied, raising her hips so her cockhead eased into Rouge’s pussy. “Couldn’t even wait for me to be in ya before you started fuckin’ yerself on my cock …”
Rouge groaned, moving her hips in small rocking motions, each time sinking a little deeper onto Sugar’s cock. She moved quickly, eagerly fucking herself with just a quarter of Sugar’s cock as she tried to climb back to that peak of pleasure.
Sugar felt when Rouge came, felt her pussy fluttering around her cockhead, felt the pulsing of her pussy walls clinging to her shaft. She thrust up again, a big thrust, burying about half her cock in Rouge.
“Fuck, you feel so good,” Rouge moaned. “I can feel you so deep …”
“Already?” Sugar asked, looking down at her cock partially in her. “I’ve still got a ways to go …”
Rouge looked down at herself, at Sugar’s cock inside her, and let out a short, disbelieving laugh. “Damn. That’s … aaanh, that’s so much – going to feel amazing when you’re, oh fuck fuck, allllll the way in~” She took a breath, practically panting as she looked back up at Sugar, her gaze clearing slightly as her mind came back to her. “But let’s take it slow to get there.”
“Not a problem,” Sugar replied. She kissed Rouge lightly as she began to rock her hips up, slowly fucking the bat. She enjoyed the way Rouge’s pussy lips dragged against her cock, slippery and soft, trying to cling to her but the bat was just so wet that Sugar’s cock pushed right through her folds. 
Rouge was tight, a lot tighter than Sugar had expected she’d be. For all the bat’s sensual attitude and skill with her mouth, her pussy felt like one that had barely been touched. Sugar definitely didn’t mind, of course, she’d be more than happy to fuck Rouge and make her feel good, no matter what her past had been. She kept thrusting slowly, easing her way into Rouge’s pussy, enjoying every inch that sank deeper into her tight warmth.
Rouge kissed Sugar fiercely, her pussy suddenly clenching tight before fluttering around her in another unexpected orgasm. She pushed herself down, taking Sugar’s cock inside her so fully that her pussy lips pressed against her knot. She moaned, head tossing back, letting Sugar lean forward and kiss at her neck, a line of soft, nipping kisses against her skin.
Sugar rocked her hips side to side, grinding her cock inside Rouge, rubbing her shaft against her internal walls. She held Rouge down by her hips, making sure she felt the lateral motion, the different sort of friction making the bat gasp with absolute pleasure.
Sugar could feel Rouge cumming again, could feel the way her pussy clenched tight around all of her cock. She groaned softly, capturing Rouge’s lips in a kiss, as she pulled the bat close, keeping her pussy pressed firmly down around her cock. 
Rouge pulled back from that kiss and looked at Sugar through half-lidded eyes, seeing the wolf’s expression change. Sugar went from smirking, pleasuring Rouge, to a look of desire and hunger. Rouge then gasped as she felt Sugar grip tightly to her hips and move her, thrusting quickly into her.
Sugar groaned with pleasure as she fucked Rouge, her own hips snapping off the bed to meet the bat’s. She hadn’t realized just how badly she needed pussy wrapped around her cock, slick and warm around her cock, clenching around her cock. She drove her hips up as she pulled Rouge down, lettting out a hiss of pleasure as she fucked her.
Rouge’s breasts were bouncing, practically dancing in Sugar’s face. So of course Sugar had to lean forward and press an open-mouthed kiss against one of them, tongue twirling around the nipple before she sucked the bud into her mouth. She moved her hand to grope at Rouge’s other breast, squeezing and feeling how soft she was.
Sugar kept her hips moving, kept one hand on Rouge’s hip to steady her. She moved rapidly, not thrusting hard, just focusing on thrusting deep into Rouge, again and again, trying to hit a deep spot into her each time. She felt the way Rouge’s pussy parted for her, the inner folds seeming to kiss her cock each time she thrust, each little kiss a tug through her, in her balls, bringing her just a step closer to the edge.
Rouge moaned with pleasure as she rolled her hips, rocking on Sugar’s cock. She arched her back, pressing her chest up against Sugar’s face, and she was met with more kisses and tongue on her breast.
Sugar groaned with Rouge’s nipple rolling against her tongue. She felt that tug growing stronger, growing into a need to fill the bat, to cum inside her. She rocked her hips into Rouge’s, fucking into her, filling with her cock, driving deep into her with that need, until she came, pulling Rouge tight against her as she came in her pussy. Sugar lifted her head so she could watch Rouge’s face as she got filled.
“Oh, fuck, yes!” Rouge cried, her legs splaying out on the bed on either side of Sugar, Her toes curled, her arms wrapped tight around the wolf, and she came again with a loud moan. She looked down at herself, craning her neck to be able to see Sugar’s cock inside her as it throbbed and let out another spurt of cum, but couldn’t see much past her breasts. They were just too damn perky!
Sugar looked at where Rouge was looking, and smiled, realizing what she was trying to do. “Ya want a better view?” she asked once she came back to earth, recovering from her orgasm.
“Y-yes,” Rouge panted. “I want to watch you fuck me. Shadow said – nng – Shadow said you put her in some position that let her see?”
“That I did.” Sugar nodded. ”Accidentally folded her in such a way that she could see me enterin’ her from, what I can only imagine is, the best view.”
“I want that,” Rouge murmured. “Please.”
“Then hold on,” Sugar replied. She grabbed onto Rouge’s thighs, and suddenly, forcefully, pushed Rouge backwards, off of her cock. The bat ended up tumbling over on the mattress, half rolling over so she was resting on her shoulders with her ass in the air and her legs pressed back beside her head.
Rouge looked up at Sugar, who moved to stand over her body, facing towards Rouge’s tail. Rouge had a good view of Sugar’s tail over her face, her legs on either side of her body, and her cock aligned with her pussy. Rouge smiled and grabbed her legs, pulling them even farther back so her pussy was more exposed as Sugar teased her dripping slit with the tip of her cock.
“Ya should have a pretty good view now,” Sugar said with a smile as she pushed her cock back to Rouge’s pussy.
Rouge watched as Sugar’s red dick came close to her pussy, pressing against the folds, parting them. She could feel herself being opened up as she saw her folds being pushed open, as she saw Sugar’s cock entering them. She could feel the ridge of Sugar’s cockhead as it slipped into her opening, and then she could feel her pussy being pushed open inside of her, as Sugar’s cock slid inside, inch after inch.
Sugar took only a few seconds to enter Rouge, sinking down deep into her, but for Rouge, those few seconds felt like a glorious eternity. Watching Sugar’s cock enter her, watching as it spread open her pussy lips, was such a wonderful sight. She really did have a good view, as she could see her pussy parted, spread open wide around Sugar’s cock, trails of her own slick on Sugar’s shaft. 
Rouge watched as Sugar’s knot approached her pussy lips. She could see the swollen bulb come close enough to be a kiss away from her pussy, and she could feel the warmth from Sugar’s knot against her pussy. She let out a moan as she felt Sugar’s cock fully nestle inside her, making her feel so wonderfully full, Sugar’s knot resting against her pussy gently.
Sugar drew her cock nearly out of Rouge before slowly pushing back in. She kept up this pace of long, slow strokes, pulling out almost completely, moving her hips back so her tail brushed over Rouge’s face, before slowly, purposely pushing into Rouge, letting the bat watch as tip to base sunk into her pussy. Even though Sugar couldn’t see Rouge’s face, she could see the bat squirming, her tail wriggling as she tried to rock her hips for more friction.
“Do ya want more?” Sugar teased, slowly entering her again.
“Please,” Rouge murmured. “Stop ‘enjoying’ me and fuck me!”
Sugar grabbed onto her thighs and began moving faster, starting to slam her cock into her at a rapid pace. She could feel Rouge’s pussy walls slick around her, her folds parting open for her with each thrust, her cock driving deep each time. She groaned, shutting her eyes for a moment to focus on the feeling of soft and warmth around her cock, a slick embrace that tried to keep her pulled inside every time she pulled her hips back.
Rouge moaned, looking up her body at the sight before her. She could see her own breasts bouncing with each thrust, her stomach bulging from the sheer girth of Sugar’s cock inside her. Rouge felt herself nearing an orgasm as she watched her body reacting to Sugar’s strong thrusts, as she could see just how much her body squirmed and needed her.
As she felt Rouge’s pussy clenching rhythmically again, reaching another orgasm, Sugar stopped thrusting, grinding her cock down into Rouge, moving side to side slightly so that she could give the bat a different sensation as she felt her pussy fluttering and gushing slick with her orgasm.
“Oh, fuck, don’t ever stop,” Rouge moaned, her eyes half rolling back in pleasure. “I want to feel all of you.”
Sugar chuckled. “I could knot ya, but ya’d have to stay the night, or be stuck here for a while.”
“I’ll stay as long as I need to,” Rouge replied. “Just please, please … I don’t want you to hold back any part of yourself from me.”
Sugar felt her heart melt as her cock throbbed. She reached a hand down to brush her thumb against Rouge’s cheek. “Then I won’t,” she promised.
She began to move faster, thrusting hard into Rouge, slamming her knot against her pussy lips. She couldn’t deny that she wanted to fill the bat, get her knot inside her and fill her with her cum, so she wasn’t going to hold back. She was going to fuck her with all she had, hard and fast thrusts, her full wolf strength behind them.
Rouge’s shoulders slid on the mattress, sliding out from underneath the two of them, but Sugar’s cock stayed inside her. She ended up lying on her back, legs still pulled back beside her head. Sugar leaned forward, away from her, but with her cock still inside Rouge, she turned, moving to face the bat and push on her thighs in a mating press.
Sugar could feel Rouge’s pussy lips kissing her knot, wet and warm with each thrust, parting open just a little more each time. She let out a groan as Rouge’s pussy lips opened enough to let just part of her knot in, wrapping it in warmth, before she couldn’t push any further. She fucked harder, faster, trying to shove more inside, but each thrust sank her no more than a millimeter in at a time. She strained her hips forward, sinking her cock deep into Rouge, and she watched the bat’s belly begin to bulge as her knot could sink nearly halfway in, almost to its widest point, almost sliding inside her..
Rouge was focused on that sight, on Sugar’s bright red knot driving against her spread open pussy, on the way her stomach bulged out from Sugar’s cockhead pressing against her from within. She felt stretched to her limit, beyond her limit, feeling so much sensation in her pussy that she couldn’t tell if it was pain or pleasure anymore. All she knew was she needed Sugar’s cock fully in her, that full knot stretching her from the inside. She tried to will her pussy to open even wider, swallow that last bit of Sugar’s knot.
Sugar felt pressure building within her, a driving need to push her knot inside the bat’s pussy. She wanted to fill her, wanted to claim her. It was an animalistic need, one she couldn’t ignore, and so she focused on that sensation as she kept thrusting, feeling the need grow larger with every motion she made, every squirm and moan from Rouge.
Her knot pushed forward again, pressing up against those slick, spread folds, and finally, Sugar slid fully inside, feeling velvet warmth around her knot. She kept thrusting, short movements, unable to move much at all now that there was pussy clamped around her knot.
Rouge cried out with pleasure, cumming again at the sensation of being stuffed beyond what she thought she could be. Her pussy fluttered and clenched, more sensation around Sugar’s cock, pushing Sugar to the edge, making that need grow stronger and stronger until – Sugar came with a moan, spilling her cum deep into Rouge, her hips stuttering as her orgasm was milked out of her.
She relaxed with a soft groan, the edges of her orgasm leaving her as another gob of cum was pushed into Rouge, and she let the bat’s legs go, letting Rouge wrap them around her body, pulling her even closer.
“Now, you stay right here till that knot goes down,” Rouge murmured, clinging onto Sugar. 
Sugar just chuckled weakly. “It’s not like I have a choice.”
“I’m going to just relax and enjoy every bit of this load you’re cumming into me,” Rouge murmured. “As much as I wanted to get you a gift of some kind … somehow I end up receiving more.”
“What do ya mean?” Sugar asked, shifting her head to look at her.
“I mean, I came how many times?” Rouge replied. “I wanted to show you how much I care about you. And if I can’t do that with gifts, then I can do that with my body, but it feels like I haven’t really given you anything when I enjoy it this much.”
Sugar lightly kissed Rouge’s lips and gave her a soft smile. “Hon, trust me. There’s no better gift that ya could give me.”
“And, what did I give you?” Rouge asked.
“Relief,” Sugar replied. “Which I desperately needed. But also, ya clearly care enough about me to go through this whole spyin’ thing on me. Ya wanted to get me somethin’ that I didn’t know I needed, because you wanted me to be happier. And I’m just really lucky to have ya care about me so much.” 
Rouge blushed, a faint smile on her face. “How are you so sweet?” she asked. “You … you’re too good to be true.”
“I’m too good to be true?” Sugar asked with a small laugh. “Are ya serious? Yer incredibly beautiful, smart, a super spy apparently, and I’m just lucky that you care about me.”
Rouge blushed harder, and admitted. “I, uh, don’t really know how to respond to compliments like that.”
“Just accept them,” Sugar replied, before letting out a yawn. 
“Are you all right?” Rouge asked, head leaning closer.
Sugar nodded. “Even after oversleeping this morning, I’m beat from the day I’ve had. Of course, a bit of vigorous exercise helped with that.”
Rouge laughed. “Well, I don’t plan to stay all night, but I don’t mind if you fall asleep on me.”
“Yeah, that sounds good,” Sugar sleepily as she laid her head back on the bed’s pillow. “G’night, Rouge,” she murmured. “I’m glad ya stopped by.”
As Sugar slept, across the Olympics campus, away from Sugar and Rouge, Kit was arriving back to his apartment.
He opened the door to see his roommate, the green tenrec named Surge, lounging on her bed, idly tossing a ball up into the air and catching it in her hand. She glanced over at Kit when he entered, but said nothing.
Kit had a smile on his face as he busied himself taking off his shoes and his backpack. He felt like he was moving more freely now, no more pain.
Surge tossed the ball up again and asked, “What’s got you so chipper?”
Kit sat down on his bed and replied, “I found her.”
“Found who?” Surge asked, catching the ball.
“The person making everyone happy,” Kit replied. He laid down on his bed, stretching out against his pillow, still smiling.
Surge sat up on her own bed. “And? Who is it?”
“Her name is Sugar,” Kit replied, turning his head to look over at Surge. “She’s a masseuse here. She’s been making people feel better about being turned into girls, so it must be her, right?”
Surge stood up from the bed. “Come on.”
“What?” Kit asked, sitting up.
“Get your shit and come on,” Surge said, tapping her foot impatiently. “We’re going to go tell the doctor.”
Kit nodded, reaching for his shoes. He pulled them back on his feet and tied them, trying to move quickly.
“Come on, Kit!” Surge snapped, crossing her arms over her chest. “Whatever, I’m going to start heading over there.”
“Coming!” Kit replied, scrambling to grab his backpack and follow her.
As he did, he realized she’d called him by his actual name, instead of calling him Drippy. He paused for a moment, and shook his head. No. He must have been hearing things. He headed out the door, ready to follow wherever Surge went.
