Millie awoke to music playing from her old MP3 player; it didn’t work unless it was constantly plugged in, so she kept it on a small speaker dock she designed and used it like at alarm clock. If her alarm was going off, then it was sometime around 9am. Not only that, the electricity was back. She sat up, stretching her arms above her head. She felt something around her neck… her ball gag.

Oh. Right…

Millie looked around her bedroom as memories of the previous night came back to her; she had been restrained with her own bondage gear, gagged, taken to bed… and hypnotized into going to sleep. That was it; Infinite had groped her breasts, but nothing more. She’d even given Millie the opportunity to tell her to stop, but Millie never did. 

She never told Infinite no. What the hell did that say about her?

She went out to her living room, wondering if she should be surprised that Infinite was nowhere in sight. Why would she be here still, she’d all but given her an escape route, falling for her hypnosis as she did. Millie shook her head; there was nothing she could do about it. Infinite was gone and she was alone, again. Nothing she could do but check the food in her fridge to see what had spoiled and move on with her day.

After going through the fridge and finding that everything, save for her milk, was fine, Millie noticed her phone lying on the kitchen counter, reminding her that Infinite, posing as her, had told Sonic she’d call him once the power was back. She turned the phone on; there were multiple messages from Sonic and their friends in their group chat, asking if she was safe from the storm.

“I’m okay,” she texted back. “Storm cut the power, I turned my phone off to save battery. Everything is back on, but I didn’t sleep very well, so I’m going to take it easy. If I don’t answer, I’m probably asleep.”

That was a lie; she couldn’t bring herself to care. Her phone started buzzing with messages seconds after she sent her text, but she didn’t hurry to answer. She’d given herself an out, they wouldn’t be suspicious if she didn’t answer. That would allow her to get some work done outside, fix anything that had been broken in the storm… try to get her mind off Infinite.

Before leaving the kitchen, she saw she had a private text from Sonic: “What did you want to talk to me about?” She sighed, shaking her head.

“Can’t remember,” she replied. “Guess it wasn’t that important.”

The beach in front of her cottage was littered with ocean debris; driftwood, beached fish, seaweed; her little bonfire area was completely trashed, the benches she’d made herself were destroyed… it was disappointing, but it was nothing she couldn’t fix with time and the right materials. She then looked at the cottage itself; a couple of shutters were missing on the second floor, ones that she’d been meaning to get fixed anyway. Again, nothing she couldn’t fix with the right materials.

At this exact moment, however, the right materials were bacon, eggs and bread; she was starving and there wasn’t anything that couldn’t wait until after breakfast.

***

Sonic stared at his phone, a frown on his face. It wasn’t like Tails to call him, leave a message that she needed to talk to him and then not remember what she wanted to talk about. Not only had she called him, she called Shadow trying to reach him…

“Were you able to reach her?” Shadow asked, setting a cup of coffee down in front of Sonic.

“Yeah, I texted her,” Sonic replied. “She said she doesn’t remember what she wanted to talk about.”

Shadow nodded. “Understandable; the news said the storms in that area were pretty intense, she probably didn’t sleep last night.”

“She said she’d be sleeping if she didn’t answer her phone…” Shadow put a hand on Sonic’s shoulder, squeezing gently.

“Do you want to go check on her?”

“No… Tails heads to Blackberry Cove when she needs time to herself. I don’t want to intrude.”

“Are you sure?” Sonic thought about it a moment. It was tempting to head down to Blackberry Cove and spend time with his best friend and his boyfriend… the three of them, just relaxing. It might be nice. In the end, he sighed and shook his head.

“Let’s give her a few days, see if she gets back to me about what she wanted to tell me. If she doesn’t, we’ll tell her we’re coming.” Shadow smiled, leaning down to kiss him gently.

“I love you.”

Sonic smiled. “I love you too.”

***

From high in the trees around the cottage, Infinite watched with interest as her little vixen cleaned up the beach just outside her front door, moving chunks of waterlogged wood into one pile and miles of seaweed into another. She’d never paid any particular attention to the fox before… of course, before had apparently been ten years ago.

The last thing Infinite remembered was facing Sonic and Shadow in the City. Shadow, with his stolen Phantom Ruby prototype, had pushed back Eggman’s artificial sun and joined Sonic at the last moment. She’d say that two against one was hardly fair, but she had been so sure that she would be able to destroy them once and for all…

And then she didn’t.

She remembered screaming that she wasn’t finished, that she could still fight. She remembered everything going dark… then she woke up in a small cottage out of some cheesy romance novel, under some sort of weighted blanket, hearing a voice in another room saying they needed to talk to Sonic. While heavy, the blanket wasn’t impossible to lift and it made a good net of sorts to pin down the owner of the voice when she found them.

From there, Infinite bound and teased Prower until she finally was able to get the woman to sleep. She was certainly a woman now, with her delicious curves, her ample bosom… her apparent interest in bondage. In Infinite’s experience, it was always the sweet and quiet ones that ended up craving such things. How far had the little vixen gone with her craving? The items Infinite had found while ‘looking for candles’ suggested Prower was currently experimenting with self bondage; having someone else bind her must have blown her little mind.

Infinite knew she should leave before Sonic and his friends decided to come check on the little vixen; she also knew she wanted to see how else she could blow Prower’s mind.

