
Sonic didn't look behind him, but Shadow stole one glance. He was walking away with the prize he had desired for the last few years, but his victory felt hollow. He had felt Amy's resolve weakening for months now, and he knew had taken advantage of that by tempting and teasing Sonic through his fights with his girlfriend, but he had never expected this.


What she had said echoed through his head as he and Sonic strolled through the woods in silence. Why did she think that a rivalry between them would cause such mayhem and destruction to the world outside of the three of them? Did she believe that deep down he was still a threat to them? That if he didn't get his way he would act like a spoiled child and scream until he got his way, taking out those who would oppose him?


Perhaps it was a doubt in herself that she wasn't able to vocalise, or even think about. Strong as she was, Shadow knew Amy harboured her own inner demons. Her friends loved her as much as any family could, but they would still not replace those she had lost. Whilst Shadow kept everyone at arms reach, she scooped them in to her heart and feared letting them go.


They were two sides of the same coin. She was letting Sonic go before she lost him.


As they broke the treeline and headed toward the still deserted city streets Shadow looked toward Sonic finally. Though he hadn't wished to claim Sonic in such a manor, the chance to finally get a real taste of the Blue hedgehog sent a shiver of desire through him. What had started out as a confusing and unwanted attraction had spiralled in to a painful need to have his one time rival. His speed, his tenacity, his long, striding legs and slim but strong build made him appealing to many creatures, but Shadow saw something in his emerald eyes that seemed to call to him. His logic and pride were weak in the face of this hero, but the ability to control his libido was even weaker. He should have given it time, he should have respected what Amy was giving up, but he needed Sonic and he needed him now.


“You're coming along willingly,” Shadow stated, rather than asked.


“I guess,” Sonic mumbled, head low.


Shadow snorted, “don't flatter me or anything.”


Sonic stopped still, looking him square in the eye.


“Did you put her up to it?”


Shadow lowered his eyes, “no.”


“She came to you, for a fight?”


“Yes.”


Sonic sighed, “So now she and I are over because you managed to beat her up?”


Shadows ears went back as if the words themselves had hurt him. Crossing his arms across himself he broke the eye contact he was holding, unable to look at his accusing stare.


“I would never choose to hurt her,” Shadow hissed, “the very reason you and I haven't given in to what we want has been to protect her. She challenged me, and I am not about to insult her by giving up.”


Sonic ran a hand through his spines, “For me? You fought over me?”


Shadow gave him the quickest flash of a grin, “You could say that. And this is me claiming the spoils of war.” 


In a flash, even by Sonics standards, he grabbed hold of Blue and pulled him in to a side alley, pressing him against the wall using his own body. Sonic yelped in surprise, turning his face away.


“Shads stop!”


Shadow frowned, “why?”


Sonic let out an exasperated sigh, “I lost my girl an hour ago. I can't even...I can't get my head around it.”


Unable to reach his lips, Shadow gently pressed his own against Sonic's neck, feeling his pulse quicken beneath his fur.


“You've been telling me you feel like she's been drifting away.”


Sonic tried in vain to push against him, “Ah, but this...us....I just.....”


Shadow would only ever be soft for one person, and he had already left her behind. He was too pent up now to be soothing now, fearing that he could lose Sonic just as quickly as he had been given him. With the sands of opportunity slipping through his claws, Shadow was letting his darker side take over. Amy may have been trying to do the right thing, but she may have awoken a monster all the same.


“You've been thinking about this for a long time. Don't try and bullshit me Sonic, I know you want me.”


Shadow pushed himself further in to Sonic, earning a desire filled purr from the blue hedgehog. Sonic could easily release himself from Shadows grip if he really wished to, he was being dominated because it was what he needed more than anything. He was the pillar of strength, he was the one they all looked up to. Shadow was the one that could let Sonic indulge his vulnerable fantasy. 


“But....” Sonic whimpered, “I love her.”


Shadow flinched at the words. He couldn't reach in to his heart and pull the memory of her out, but he could remove the taste of Amy from Sonics mouth. Grabbing Blues jaw, he left his lips close but not touching as he spoke, feeling the need in his partner increase with each heavy breath.


“Then respect what she went through to give you to me, and let me appreciate my gift.”


Finally their lips met, and nearly half a decade of repressed desires and flirtatious glances and touching himself alone in the dark spilled in to that contact. The noises of confusion coming from Sonic only made his heady desire more rampant and his hand slid down his back, grabbing at his pert ass roughly. With a jolt Sonic pushed his hips forward in surprise, pushing their twin bulges harder in to each other.


Sonic took hold of Shadows face and pulled him away, “stop!”


Through his panting Shadow managed a small growl of frustration, “you can't be serious.”


His heavy blue lids closed slowly, “we're still outside in a grimy alley. I have some class you know.”


With a swift sidewards smirk Shadow teleported them to Amy's room in resistance HQ. Sonic didn't have his own room, and Shadow couldn't take him back to his quarters at GUN's base in case Rouge caught them. He had been in Amy's room before, surprisingly plain for a girl who indulged her femininity. He guessed she feared making it feel like home too much when it was only ever meant to be temporary.


“This suit you, class act?”


Sonic didn't even look around. He pressed himself in to Shadow once again, his mouth hungry and his body aching. The only way to shut the pain out would be to take all the pleasure he could. They both knew they lusted for one another, Shadow able to accept his desires easier than Sonic, who was too quick in thought as well as body to linger on a feeling for too long. When he did indulge those thoughts, when he cast his eyes over Shadow while no-one noticed, he felt a ripple of something so new and exciting he almost feared it.


Shadow threw him down on the unmade bed. His nose filled with the scent of sex and perfume, but he had grown so accustomed to them being part of Sonic already he was able to ignore the implications of them. When he pounced again his hand travelled down between their sandwiched forms, his finger finding the tip of the now very eager hedgehog. He had no time or inclination to be tender and he pulled Sonics remaining length from out of it's sheath.


“Ah fuck!” Sonic exclaimed.


“Yea that's what we're doing,” Shadow chuckled, nipping at his neck.


“You don't have to be so rough!”


“Get used to it.”


“You think I'm just going to let you...”


Shadow clamped his hand over Sonics mouth. The look of genuine surprise was such a rare thing to see the black hedgehog knew he would become hooked on seeing it again and again. 


“It's going to be a lot easier if you relax and let me take charge.”


Sonic and Shadow had long departed before Amy finally uncurled herself. As she heard his feet recede she had drawn in on herself and wept alone. The silence of the forest around her made each sob echo loudly, as if her own tears were making a mockery of her.


So much of her body ached. The cut on her leg had stopped bleeding, but maroon blood caked her rosy fur. Her limbs were dotted with small slices and bruises were hidden below her coat. As she raised herself in to a seated position she coughed, feeling the muscles in her torso protest at the sharp movement.


With some shame, she knew Shadow had beaten her without putting his all in to it. She was strong, and she had dealt him a heavy blow in his midriff with her hammer, but he could have killed her with a snap of his fingers had he so wished. She could recall many years ago when they had fought he had knocked her out with her own hammer. Upon waking she found his blank face now wore a look of concern. Perhaps he could still remember that day too, so he had made sure to win their fight without breaking her. 


He had snapped the handle of her hammer, but without anything to deflect his Chaos power he had stopped using them on her. Still she would not give up, jumping on his back and wrestling him to the ground. Hand to hand combat without her weapon wasn't her technique, but she thrown her whole body in to her fight with Shadow. Most of the bruises she had given herself while trying to bash against his impossibly strong frame. She tried time and again to wrap her legs around him, to pin him, to dominate him, but there was no position she could find he could not easily release himself from. 


Finally he had managed to flip her on her front, pinning her legs down and grabbing at the scruff just below the back of her neck. Her body had gone slack in an instant, but she hissed viciously.


“Yield,” he had breathed in her ear.


“I can't,” she had gasped.


“Why did you challenge me, knowing I would win?”


She hadn't responded. She wasn't sure she could. Shadow had eased her on to her back, leaning over her as his eyes burned in to hers. It was there she saw that flash again, of regret or remorse, and taking the last of her breath from her he had kissed her lightly between the eyes before walking away and leaving them both for Sonic to find. 


She shivered. It must have been approaching morning, but the year was growing old and the sun wouldn't be rising for hours yet. She pushed herself to her feet and walked slowly forward, leaving behind her heart there in the scorched earth. The woods would be perilous in the pitch of the night, but she had walked in to them without fear and she would walk out just the same. Instinct drove her onward, the thought of getting lost in there forever flitting between an appealing prospect and a hellish nightmare. When she finally emerged she realised she had been crying again, and dirt and leaves covered every limb and her face was stained. Unable to face heading back, she took the advantage of the clear world ahead and she ran as well as her exhausted body would carry her.


High on a hill she finally rested and waited for the sun to rise. She had sworn she would leave, and she stand by that promise. Even if he didn't demand it, she knew being around Sonic would only break her heart day after day. Was that what Shadow had felt all this time?


Maybe she had let him win. By all logic there was no way a simple mortal such as herself could defeat a creature born to be a weapon. Fighting Shadow was like fighting her fears; they were stronger than her but letting them take over was not an option either. Sonic was loyal to her, even after the misery she had put him through. He did deserve better than that, someone more on his level, more understanding of his need to be free.


She felt a cold shiver up her spine. She didn't have to turn around.


“What do you want?” she spat.


“A nicer greeting.”


Amy tiled her head to the side but remained forward focussed.


“Fuck you, you boyfriend stealing piece of shit,” she sighed, “better?”


“Mmm, much. Though I believe you gave him to me.”


Amy stood up quickly and spun around, but her exhaustion caught up to her and her legs gave way. Shadow scooped her up before she hit the floor, one arm under her knees and the other supporting her back. One hand feebly pushed against him, but her trembling muscles were spent and she was dead weight once more.


“Why are you here?”she grumbled weakly.


“Looking for you,” he replied, turning to walk away.


“No,” she squeaked, “I want to see the sun come up.”


“You're freezing as it is Bud, maybe we should...”


“Drop me down if you can't wait.”


Biting back his desire to give her a telling off, Shadow walked back to the brow of the hill as the autumn sun crept over the horizon. The warm light spilled over the land, it's orange glow fighting away the black of the long night. It was warmer almost in an instant, but the chill was too deep in Amy and he needed to get her back to regular.


“We're going home,” he said, receiving nothing back but a small whimper of protest. Teleporting the pair of them would have been quickest, but her body was not in a fit state to cope, so speeding through the landscape would have to do. GUN Headquarters were closer than The Resistance, so he would take a chance of bumping in to his crew if it meant getting her to safety quicker.


Amy felt like she was cat napping. All the while she was aware of what was going on around her but she was too tired to fight it. As Shadow eased them both in to a warm bath she was overcome with such confusion she cried quietly. She let the heat of the water work it's way to her bones, realising that as her body relaxed further, Shadow was stopping her from sinking below the waterline. 


“Before you find your strength and beat me to a bloody pulp,” he started, “I am going to talk and you are going to listen. You are not leaving. You are a key ingredient in this war against Eggman and without your logistical skills our battles would be uncoordinated and with every robot getting smarter, lack of forward planning could prove deadly.”  


Her ear flicked instinctively as he pulled debris from her spines.


“Perhaps more importantly,” he continued, “you are not leaving Sonic. I will not have you believe that he was only with you out of obligation. He loves you Bud, more than you even dare imagine.”


She tried to speak but all she mustered was a whimper.


“That day you caught us in the old library was a wake up call. I've wanted nothing more than to bury myself in him for years, and once I caught the scent of his desire for me it became an almost unbearable longing. We knew you could tell, but we did the stupid thing, all of us, of pretending we didn't know what was going on.


I don't know what got in to your head tonight Bud, but something was bound to break soon enough. For a moment there I believed I could consume Sonic, that you giving him up would be the best thing for all of us in the end. It's...it isn't going to be like that.”


“He wants you,” Amy gasped, as if it had taken all her breath to muster the words.


Shadow rested his cheek against the top of her head, “yes. He does, and that feeling isn't going to be going away any time soon. In saying that,” he purred, running the back of one long claw down the length of her arm, “I could just have easily reeled you in earlier.”


With unfathomable agility she twisted around so she faced him, now on her knees and leaning over him. She barked at him once, the look of shock on his face more than enough, and she slid back down in the water, resting her face in his snowy fur.


“Bud I was just....”


She took hold of his hand and brought it up to her neck, using her fingers to guide his own to the scar now hidden beneath her fur.


“I can't want you,” she whispered, “it would hurt too much.”


Rubbing her cheek gently with his thumb he told her, “yet you can lie naked in my arms with complete trust.”


She let out a noise that was somewhere between a gasp and a laugh. The worst part of trying to hate Shadow and not have him around was that she cared immensely for him and wanted his strength close by. Should couldn't demand that of him while also expecting that he and Sonic avoid each other at all costs.


“I never had siblings,” she said in to his chest, “so I can find sharing difficult.”


“I wanted to destroy the world once,” he chuckled, “but I can't even face breaking you two up.”


“Where did you leave him?”


“In your room back at...”


She pushed herself upright again, “You did it on my bed?”


Shadow looked away, “we tried. He wasn't as ready as I hoped.”


Amy shook her head, “Okay rule number one is you will change the sheets after you attempt anything.”


“Rules?”


“Chaos is going to ensue if we don't have guidelines to follow. Espio is right, if we disagree eventually we will destroy the world around us and that is what you wanted so I'm not giving you that.”


“It was Espio who said....”


“Honesty is going to be vital, so you...” she took a deep breath, “you will tell me why you aren't still back there with Sonic right now?”


Shadow scanned her face, taking in every thorn and every petal of this Amy Rose. She was extraordinary in her own way, such a sweet looking girl who was capable of adapting to whatever grim situation that befell her. The resolve in her eyes called to his trust in her, and he answered truthfully.


“I will never be there in the morning. He's going to need you for that.”


There was blood on the bedsheets, and his scruffy fur and unkempt spines would suggest his time with Shadow had been rougher than he had ever been with her. Shadow had looked guilty when he had confessed he may have left Sonic when he shouldn't, but it wasn't in him to sooth and comfort...not anyone but Amy at the very least. The pink hedgehog had a inclination that Shadow still feared these new feelings as much as Sonic. She would have to mediate and Mother at the same time.


She didn't know if love would bloom between Shadow and Sonic or whether it was a mutual lust that would burn itself out, but there was a sexual desire in Sonic she couldn't satisfy. When he wrapped his arms around her in his sleep, forgetting she had ever even pushed him away, she knew she would do anything for him.


Perhaps all three of them always had known.

