
“Oh....oh there you two are,” she cried, at a much greater volume than she meant to. They had already jumped out of the way when they wall came crashing down behind them, and now the dust was settling they were both glaring at her wide eyed.


“Infinite said you were hurt,” she continued to babble, “when I couldn't find you I guess I panicked and you know me...smashey smashey!”


“You could have crushed me,” Shadow replied.


She whimpered slightly as she shook her head, “absolutely not my intention.”


“Sonic is fine,” Shadow sighed, “caught the inside of his thigh but the cut isn't deep.”


“Yea you can ease up on the smashey there thanks Rosie,” Sonic added. Amy could detect the edge of bitterness in his voice.


“Don't call me that,” she snarled, but trying to fight off her temper she laughed afterwards.


“Hows the hangover?”


Her face dropped. Shadow's face didn't reveal if he was mocking her or not, but she felt embarrassed all the same and she let her eyes burn in to her Blue. He looked sheepish to start with, but as she silently carried on scowling his expression morphed from guilty to vaguely annoyed.


“He asked where you were Ames!” he finally piped up, “I wasn't about to lie to him.”


She coughed angrily, “why not?”


The tip of Sonics tongue protruded and rested on his top lip, but that was all she got for an answer. She felt like she knew why; that he was once again finding reason to compliment Shadow who had been there to save him from the ambush while she was sleeping off the drink. The logical side of her knew she should be feeling guilty, but her temper was still the stronger demon and she acted on it.


“It's nothing I can't handle,” she sniffed, fighting down the perfectly timed wave of nausea, “not that I was needed apparently.”


Shadow ignored the snide comment, “You should be careful walking around in such a vulnerable state at night.”


She laughed, “Vulnerable? I haven't been vulnerable since I was a child, don't condescend to me. And not that it's any of your business but Espio walked me back to Son....er, home.”


“Hey Amy take it easy,” Sonic scolded, “he's just concerned for you. Let's go back anyway, the fight is over.”


As Sonic started to hobble away, Amy and Shadow remained frozen in spot. She could feel him daring her to move, and she was doing much the same. At all times the black hedgehog looked strong, but the harder she stared the stronger her resolve.


She took in a deep breath before she quietly muttered, “did you take a long, hard look at his wound there Shadey? I'm sure if required you would have cleaned it up with your own tongue.”


She saw a flicker across his eye. It was fleeting, but it was there; a flutter of something crossing his mind. She felt she could read Shadow better than most, even if her jealousy was clouding her judgement, she saw the edges of a wicked grin prick the corners of his mouth.


“I would do whatever it took,” he finally muttered back, “to fill the space where you should have been.”


Her hammer left a thick crack in the wall opposite her, but by the time she threw it, he had already teleported from the scene.


It was the beginning of the end of that phase of her life. A few months later Amy's jealousy consumed her and she nearly lost more than her sanity.


They were in the midst of a hard battle. The newest wave of robots were better equipped to cope with their individual skills. Some fought speed, some fought flight, some were hardened to sheer brawn and new metals were in force to withstand stronger firepower. It was only those with more specialised powers such as Silver and Shadow, and those who could harness the wisps like Whisper who were free to attack anything they saw fit to.


They were gaining the upper hand. Amy and Knuckles had managed to co-ordinate teams in to their individual strengths, each spearheaded by one of the super powers, and they were fighting the badniks who weren't specialised to fight them. The speed robots were being taken down with firepower, the fireproof were too slow and heavy for speed attacks. Those that were strong were unable to handle attack from the air as Tails and Rouge used the robots own weapons against them.


Rouge swooped in the path of one of the fighter badniks and it swung a mighty fist at her, but it's power slowed its reaction times and before it realised what it had done it was destroying one of its own team. The beautiful white bat hollered and whooped as she span through the air, high fiving Silver as she flew past him.


She pressed the communicator in her earpiece.


“Hey handsome, looks like it's down to you lot now. Time to ground that flight crew.”


Knuckles flushed lightly at the sound of her voice is his ear, “Right, we'll end this.”


He ran to catch up with Tangle. The lemurs particular skill set meant she could get him in to the air with velocity, something he would need if he was not have enough power to dent the bots in flight. He could see Amy off in the distance, poised calmly like a golfer, ready to land the final blow as he sent anything crashing her way.


“Tangle, get me up there.”


She gave him a wink and a small salute. She was stood on the edge on a deep hole left by an explosions many moons ago. With a flick she shot her elastic tail over to the other side, grasping on to a tree with all her might. Vector stood by her side, a strong arm for her to hold on to to stop her from slipping. She could easily take Knuckles weight, but she would need to put her all in to get him to the right height.


Amy was watching impatiently. A group of villagers were cheering her on from the sidelines and she had grown tired of ushering them back. They were now, at least, a safe enough distance away that she would be able to smash the weaker, flying badniks to pieces before they even landed. The speed at which Knuckles would punch them her way mixed with the force they would collide with her hammer would disintegrate them.


She saw a flash of blue speed by her, quickly followed by a black blur. She whipped around to see where they had gone, but in the jumble of buildings they were out of sight. The speed team, which included Sonic and Shadow, had taken down their enemies already. If they were there to support her they would be at her side, but instead they had snuck away.


Her stomach was in knots. In her minds eye she could see Sonic gazing in awe at Shadow, while Shadow took the opportunity of Amy being completely distracted to make his move on Sonic. Her eyes darted back and forth to the battle ahead and the closed off area behind her she was sure they must have hidden. To entangle themselves in each other so close to her made a fool of her, and she couldn't sit idly by while the love of her life gave in to his secret desires. She knew Sonic wanted Shadow, she could see it, she had heard him mutter his name in his sleep. She could see the tension fizzle in the air between them but Sonic was hers and that was that.


Her resistance fell and with one last check to see nothing up ahead was coming her way, she abandoned her post. She ran swiftly and silently in to the streets ahead, snapping her head back and forth to look around every bend and down every street for a sign of them. She called their names, telling them she knew what they were up to. When she saw a door ajar her heart skipped a beat, ready to confront at last and bring it all out in to the open. She would expose them to the world if she had to, humiliate them in to never seeing each other again.


She kicked the door open. In the corner of a dimply lit room were two terrified looking wisps. At sight of her they began to dance, knowing her face as one to trust. She almost laughed at herself and they wrapped themselves around her. She had been so angry and fearful just moments ago of these two adorable little helpers.


The ground shook below her feet, and at the sound of a disastrous crash both wisps fled again in a streak of blue and black blur. With a cry of fright Amy ran as quickly as her trembling legs would take her back to her post. The flying robot she had seen in the sky only moments ago was a mere outline in a cloud of rubble and dust, right where the villagers had been watching her from.


“No,” she gasped, “no, no...noooo.”


The sudden movement jolted her and she held her hammer high again, preparing to crush to mass of metal before it would take off. It did nothing more than fall flat in the other direction, it's head coming loose and rolling away.


The smoke cleared and stood amongst the chaos was Mighty. He was holding up a thick metal sheet, from under which scurried the three villagers she hadn't been able to shift earlier on. When he turned her way she expected to see his anger, but he looked scared and confused.


“I thought you were captured,” he gasped, “where the fuck were you?”


For lack of a better phrase, it all came to a head some weeks later. Since that day she had shrunk in to a shell of her former self. In emotional defence she was starting arguments with Shadow and Sonic at nearly every opportunity she got, before she would find a place to be by herself and cry.


That morning, Espio pulled her aside. They were at headquarters, but since all had gone quiet since their last big fight the place was mostly empty. He sat her down on the sofa, easing himself down next to her.


“You lied to Mighty.”


She jumped as if she had been stung, “e..excuse me?”


“The day of the battle, when you were missing from your post,” he sighed, “you told him you had heard a cry for help.”


She swallowed hard, “that is the tru...”


“I was there.”


Her hands slowly raised to her face, covering her eyes as if being unable to see him would make this all disappear. Her lie had protected nobody but herself and the guilt had sat like a stone in her stomach since.


“You were spying on me?” she hissed.


Espio frowned at her, “I was assessing the situation, making sure nothing was hiding in the buildings behind you, so I remained concealed. The moment you ran I called in Mighty, unable at that point to reach Knuckles, telling him I could not find you.”


“You haven't told anyone?” she gasped, grabbing on to his shoulders.


“I never reveal a secret unless lives are at stake,” he replied in his soothing tone.


“That's a relief, because...”


“Amy, lives were at stake.”


She swallowed hard and let him go, her shoulders dropping as she accepted the error was hers and that Espio should not suffer her wrath. To some extend the stone in her stomach grew smaller but she was far from in the clear. If she could simply change her reasoning for walking away, she might not have to lose her friends or Sonic. The resistance would not keep her in a position of respect when she had shamed herself, and that was the hardest pill to swallow.


“Why are you telling me now?” she asked, “what is it you want?”


He cleared his throat, “Because, I see what you see. The connection between Sonic and Shadow, I see it.”


He took her hands in his, but she could not stop them shaking. The wave of relief to know that she was not crazy washed over her, but it's warmth turned cold as it pooled around her feet. Espio stood by his convictions, so if he was revealing this secret, it was because he had to.


“There is more to this, isn't there Espio?”


He bowed his head formally. He was looking intently at her shaking hands, and using his thumbs he began to massage her palms tenderly. Even with her heart raging she found the motion oddly soothing.


“Battle rages around us day in and day out. We stand united against Metal and Eggman's machines, but we only win when we have each other to rely on,” he told her, continuing his dance across her hands with his.


“I know what I did was wrong. If I could turn back the clock...,” she groaned, the angry beast that was her temper being subdued by the simple massage from Espio. Secret keeper and sympathetic trickster, “would you stop that?”


He held on to her tighter, thumbs pushing harder in to her palms as he felt her will begin to weaken, “a divide between the three of you might prove catastrophic. Please Amy, don't let that happen.”


Her head spun like it did the night she drank herself stupid. Whatever Espio was doing to her hand was making her drowzy and she snapped it away from his grip. Miscalculating the strength needed to get away from him she nearly fell backward, but his dexterous tail caught her in time and she slid slowly to the floor.


“I'm sorry,” he sighed, propping her up in his lap, “I needed you lucid before I could speak plainly. Your jealousy consumes you, Shadows demons consume him, and between the two of you, you could destroy Sonic and the rest of us with it. I am tasked with keeping an eye on all three of you, for the safety of this world, so I must tell you this before events befall us all we cannot undo.  Fight off that which would end you, Amy Rose. Fight it off and let that be the end of it.”


The words penetrated her heart, but the cocoon of sleep enveloped her and she couldn't ask him any more. She awoke that evening safe in her room at headquarters, Sonic gently ushering her up.


She hadn't said a word to Sonic, but they had made love tenderly and their previous arguments were held at bay. She needed to feel that physical intimacy, knowing what she was about to do. As he slept soundly she slipped out in to the night in nothing more than her shorts and vest.


The night was as still as it could be. The debris of the city bit in her her bare pads as she walked, but she didn't feel any of it. Her pace was calm but a storm raged within her heart. She walked for an hour or so with an unblinking eye, straight in to the forest that covered the east side of the city. The trees were thick and the darkness consumed her, but still she pressed on, her sense of purpose now outweighing logic and instinct.


She knew she would find him in the clearing. The moonlight lit the patch of exposed grass, and Shadow stood like a statue in the middle of it. The silver glow highlighted his spines and his limbs, but his face remained in the dark. She held her face placid.


“I knew you would be here,” she sighed.


“I knew you would come.”


“How did you know?”


He tilted his head, “I could ask you the same.”


She considered the question, but she had nothing close to an answer.


“We need to settle this,” she murmured, “tonight.”


“If that is what you wish.”


She glared at him, “Don't patronise me you bastard. Don't act like this is nothing more than the paranoia of a little girl. I know you want Sonic. I know you've eased your way closer to him, knowing all the while that he and I are together.”


His features remained unreadable, “if any of this were true, what does this change?”


She pushed her long fur from her downcast eyes, “Keeping a steady hold on Sonic is like trying to catch the wind. He does as he pleases, protects those he loves but only from beside them when he chooses. I thought I had grasped him at last, but I soon found a twinkle in his eye that is not for me.”


He looked away from her, but she carried on.


“I swore I would not change him, but I cannot just let him go either. I try to keep you at bay and it's keeping me from being...me. So I am here, Shadow, to fight for Sonic.”


His face snapped her way again, “I pose no such challenge.”


She laughed, “You do by your very existence. You want him, and he wants you, I love him and he loves me. But,” she choked, “love is a weight around his neck, whereas you give him back the freedom he craves. Here and now, we fight. If I win, you will never see him without other company.”


He raised his head, “If I win?”


“I leave,” she said bluntly, “and I don't return. As long as the three of us are around each other, fighting for dominance and attention, the world around us will suffer all the more.”


With a bow, he accepted.


“For Sonic then,” he whispered.


“For everyone,” she replied, and called her hammer to hand.


Sonic woke with a start. He had been dreaming, or so he had thought, of the clearing in the woods he had been to when he needed time alone. He had taken Amy there for a picnic once, he had taken Shadow there to spar privately. When he found Amy was no longer by his side something inside him snapped, and he ran to that very spot as if his life depended on it.


That was where he found them. Deep grooves in the ground; scattered, broken branches and the remains of Amy's Piko hammer were scattered around the once beautiful glen. Shadow was propped against a tree, the fur on his chest glowing white in the pale light, rising and falling with the quickness in his breath. Sonic followed Shadows eyeline to where Amy lay. She was on her back, her spines and her ears flat to her head and a dozen cuts and grazes over her lithe form. Sonic ran to her side, but on sight of him her leg raised and she kicked him away.


“What the hell happened?” he barked, his voice loud and shrill in the silence of the early hours.


“What had to be done,” Amy said slowly, her voice like her face, devoid of emotion.


Sonic crawled over to her but she pushed him away again, rolling on to her side to look away.


“Just go,” she growled, “both of you.”


Sonic flicked his eyes back to Shadow, but the black hedgehog was now stood and facing away from them.


“Amy please...”


“Go...with...him,” she hissed through gritted teeth, “I am done trying to stop you running to his side. You are no longer obliged to be with me.”


“Ob..obliged,” Sonic gasped, “it's not a fucking obligation Ames, I love....”


“GO,” she screamed, “go and be happy with him, and let me move on. I don't want to be second any more.”


Sonic was dumbfounded, and after staring at her back for what seemed like an age, he went numb. Rising to his feet he looked over at Shadow, he was walking away slowly. Obediently, Sonic followed, and he didn't look back.

