“I'm not going out that easy babe,” Scourge purred, slouched over the throne in Castle Acorn, “and I said you could be my Queen.”


Amy stood before him, the crown sitting heavy in her hand. As she lifted it to take a better look, the fresh blood fell from its golden surface and travelled down her elbow, leaving a trail which she admired with a grin. She had been in the throne room so many times, sub servant to the King and his Princess. Sally, who upon the death of her Father had taken his crown and his land and married the love of her life. So many things that now lay at Amy's feet.


“Think this will look good on me?” she asked, twirling it in her hand.


He smirked, “like it was always meant to be on that pretty head of yours, your Ladyship.”


She beamed and rested it on her spines, the weight feeling good. She had been denied right to the crown of Mercia, but when she and Scourge took the Kingdom from Rob she would soon be Queen of all Mobius. She strolled over to her emerald King, sliding in to his lap and letting him claim her mouth. His hands grabbed at her breast greedily, and she bit down on his lip until she draw blood. 


“Got a taste for it now haven't you?” he hissed, “blood lust suits you Pinky.”


She moaned with pleasure as his fingers began to rub at the sweet spot between her thighs, “taste for it? Why would think that?”


He cocked his head sideways and laughed at her, “they're still out there you know. Check it out.”


He indicated to the window and she eased herself out of his grip. The blood from the crown was now streaking down the side of her face but she made no move to wipe it away. Reaching the high window, she looked out to the ramparts of the castle.


On two spikes, sat close to each other and gazing blindly out over the kingdom, were the heads of Sonic and Sally. Looking down at her hands she realised they were now completely red with hot blood, sticky and congealing in her palm. When she went to wipe it away on her dress, she realised her stomach protruded, the sudden kick of life inside her protesting the skip in her heartbeat.


“Now,” Scourge called from behind her, “let's get rid of that last little problem.”


She had barely let out a seconds worth of scream before hands were on her pinning her down. She lashed out at them blindly, but her wrists were snatched and held together, her ankles much the same. Her body felt weak but her spirit was calling for her to run so she struggled all the same.


“Amy stop, you're going to hurt yourself!”


“Let me go LET ME GO,” she squealed.


“Ames it's me...”


“No!”


“My girl, please...”


She stopped resisting and collapsed in to tears. Sonic let go of her wrists and pulled her in to a hug, as the doctor jabbed another needle in to her arm and the sedative quickly took hold. Her body soon went limp and Sonic lay her back on the pillow, giving the doctor a sideways glance as he did so.


“I'm sorry Sonic,” Doctor Quack sighed, “it's for her own well being.”


“Sure,” Sonic snapped in response, “she wakes up screaming from a nightmare and your logic is to send her back in to it.”


“I understand your concerns but we need to examine her...intimately...and we need to do it right away.”


Sonic snorted like a boar, “then I am staying put.”


“I cannot allow that,” the ageing duck sighed.


“She's my girlfriend and if I say I'm staying, then I'm...


“Sonic!”


They both turned toward the foot of the bed, where Queen Sally was readjusting the covers on Amy's bed. Her frown was stern but her eyes betrayed her, red with the tears she had shed in private. Even in her role as head of state she would put her loved ones and her friends first. When she had heard that her old freedom fighters were wounded she had worried. As she gathered further details, her heart broke. 


“Amy is in the best care she could be,” Sally carried on, “and you need to rest as well. Back to bed.”


Sonic looked back and forth between Amy and Sally, the latter finally getting her way and the cobalt hero followed her out of the room. They were silent as they walked down the hall to the private room Sonic was meant to be healing in, but in the eighteen hours since they had been there he had barely left Amy's side.


“I'm fine Sal,” Sonic groaned while she pulled back the covers on his bed and indicated for him to get in.


“I haven't fallen for that since we were kids,” she replied bluntly, seating herself in a chair by the bedside, “get in. That's an order.”


He ran a frustrated hand down his spines, but when his palm felt air so suddenly he bowed his head and clambered under the covers. They would grow back in time, but taking away his mane had only been the start of the attack on his pride and they would forever now be a symbol of his failings as a hero and as a mate.


“Doctor Quack says the external damage Amy has suffered should heal cleanly,” the Queen muttered, “she may end up missing part of her ear but not enough to affect her hearing. King Robert is quite certain it was an accident and that Shadow...”


“Sal,” Sonic halted her, “stop talking like you don't know either of us. That's my...our Amy writhing about through there. Not only did I let her down back there I'm letting her down now too. I can't save her.”


Sally swallowed and took his hand. Seeing Sonic this open was rare and she was fighting back the pain with all her might. She wasn't keeping face because of her position, but because he needed a rock to lean on.


“Miles has taken those collars to the lab, but by all accounts the fact you managed to remain alive let alone conscious is a miracle. Scourge has had seven years to plan this and he left little to chance.”


Sonic frowned deeply, “Gotta admire the guy huh?”


“Don't put words in my mouth,” she hissed loudly, her anger bubbling under the surface like boiling water, “I was going to say they did not count on Amy becoming the strategist she has become over the years. You are not to sit here and pity her when each wound upon her is nothing but a mark of her strength.”


Sonic snatched his hand away, “you didn't see the look in her eye when I prised her off Rosy. You didn't have to sit and watch while Scourge....when he was....”


Sally didn't need him to answer. Sonic hadn't been able to tell them much until the point he regained his full cognitive abilities, but he knew Amy had seduced Scourge to put him in a vulnerable position. King Robert had written down his account of things, his larynx having suffered damage after Rosy had strangled him with a heavy chain. Having had his head bowed most of the time he could only recall the audio that had transpired, unsure of who had ultimately ended Silver or how Amy had been wounded internally. He was nobility but he had wept without shame that he had stood by for so long. Sally assured him that Amy would be proud of him for trusting her plans, but Rob simply shook his head and shut himself away.


“When I came around,” Sonic mumbled, “I yelled at her. I knew what she had sacrificed to get me free and to let us all have a chance at getting away...but I yelled at her.” 


Sally went to speak again, but after a quick 'excuse me', Nicole formed in the middle of the room. For an A.I even she was looking weary.


“I'm sorry to interrupt Sally,” she said with a nod, “the recovery crew on site have reported back.”


“From the old hospital?” Sonic asked.


Nicole gave him a weak smile, “Yes, or at least the remains of it. They have been working through the night and are confident they have filtered through the rubble enough to find any survivors.”


“Well?!” he snapped.


Nicole looked taken aback by the anger from this usually level headed hedgehog.


“They found Rosy, dead, it seems the blast killed her before she was buried. There was no sign of Shadow or Scourge.”


“....there were traces of semen other than your own. Given the situation we might suggest a couple of injections to stop any chance of conception, if it hasn't already happened.”


“That doesn't make sense. Rob said he didn't believe Scourge touched her until she fought back.”


“There were traces found in her fur too. Given the internal cuts I would suggest it was transferred by hand. I'm sorry to ask again Sonic but do you have any recollection of...”


“Don't you dare, don't you fucking DARE ask me that again old man. If you think...”


Amy coughed loudly, bring herself round from a fitful sleep and jolting Sonic out of his rage. In a blink he was by her side, fingers curling around hers while his other hand lay gently on her forehead.


“Hey you're safe, you're safe my girl,” Sonic whispered to her, “I'm here.”


Her head was swimming, but she felt entirely numb from the waist down. There was a tight pull in her ear as the stitches were healing her split lobe. 


“I'm glad to see you're awake Miss Rose,” Dr Quack said, smiling at her, “we've got you all patched up and you should be left with minimal scarring. Your ear may feel a little unresponsive to physical stimuli for a while but it won't affect your hearing.”


She didn't seem to pay him any attention and her eyes locked on Sonics.


“Silver,” she whispered softly.


Sonic forced a smile on to his face, “You should only need to be in here for another day. There's just a couple more injections you need to...”


“Silver,” she whispered again but with a harsher edge to her tone.


Sonic licked his lips and closed his eyes, “nothing could be done. He had a weak heart as it was and the bands he was wearing were too much and...Amy it could have happened at any...”


“Scourge killed Silver,” she screamed, “he was raped and then he died and I SWORE I would get my revenge.”


As Amy started thrashing, Doctor Quack filled another needle with the sedative but before he could administer it Sonic slapped it out of his hand. The blue hedgehog climbed in to the small bed and wrapped his arms and legs around his girlfriend, letting her scream and fight against him until her tired body grew weak. Sobs began to flow from her like water, and feeling useless the Doctor took his leave and shut the door behind him.


Sonic didn't let her go but eased his grip on her, spooning her fragile form and she cried herself dry. Her breath trembled as she tried to claim back the regularity in her chest, and all the while he didn't say a word. There was nothing that could be said.


“Where are they all?” she finally asked.


“Robert is safe, we got Silver back here too. Most of the hospital collapsed. They found Rosy buried in the rubble. She's gone.”


“What about Scourge?”


Sonic swallowed hard, “he must be under there somewhere. Going to be a lot to sift through.”


Amy hummed through her nose, “Shadow must know where he is?”


“He's gone too. But...I'm sure he's fine. He would have got away before the building fell,” Sonic said with uncertainty.


When she didn't reply Sonic stood up to pour her a cup of water, seating himself beside her as she eased herself upright. Taking the glass she avoided looking him in the eye, but there was something he needed to know immediately.


“Ames, the doc has cleaned you up. He found,” he hesitated, “he found internal damage. Did...who....”


“Rosy,” Amy replied without looking at him, “she seemed to want me to be pregnant before she killed me. Scourge commanded me to give Silver a blow job, but rather than cum inside my mouth he release on my stomach. That earned him the shock that killed him. Rosy then transferred what was on my stomach inside me because she wanted me knocked up. Kill me, and it would be two for the price of one.”


She turned to lay her eyes on him to find his head between his hands and he had begun to heave. She finished her drink and set the glass to one side, getting up from the bed and walking towards the window.


“You really were out for the count weren't you?” she asked as a matter of fact, “I'm not going to sugar coat things Sonic. Perhaps now you see why Scourge and Rosy got lucky.”


“Shadow...why didn't he...?” Sonic gasped heavily.


“They had taken his inhibitors, hence taking part of my ear out accidentaly. If he didn't concentrate on keeping that power in check he would have blasted us all in to dust,” she sneered, “but he fucked Rosy in to submission whereas all you had to do was pretend that I was raping you.”


“Don't use that WORD,” he snapped, standing up so suddenly he sent the chair flying, “you allowed everyone in that room to fight against their better instincts and that is all I was doing. I felt like I was waking up in to the nightmare where the girl I loved had fallen for Scourge. Again.”


Crossing her arms Amy turned to him, “Ah yes, Fiona. She's dead too.”


Sonics hand flew up to his mouth, but Amy simply shrugged.


“She was pregnant as well, which is where Rosy got a taste for it I assume. Scourge allowed the girl who had spent nearly all her life hating him to kill the woman he loved and their unborn child. Somewhat luckily, Scourge thought I longed for you, and the fact he thought I hadn't been touched by you is possibly what spared me in the first place. I was his to claim, and once Rosy was safely out of the way I lured him in.”


In a voice she could barely hear, Sonic mumbled, “they deserved to die.”


She let out a small laugh, “they deserved to suffer.”


The blue hedgehog stared at her for a while, and in turn she kept her eye trained on him. His face was threatening to crumble, but his inability to let out what he was really feeling angered her and she turned again to look outside. He would have to process what happened to them all and he would have to do it quick because she was not about to linger on the pain any longer.


“I let you down,” he said with a long, drawn out breath.


With her back still turned she rolled her eyes and said, “for years you kept me at arms length because you were worried that I would be a target. Well I told you then, and I tell you now, I am not a victim and I will never be while there is breath in my lungs. Whatever you feel right now is what I feel for having to watch Silver die. Now his death hangs over me.”


She heard a loud smash, and startled she whirled around. Sonic was already out of the door before she could speak, and on the opposite wall was the spray of water from the carafe he had thrown against it. When the nurse came running in she tried to console Amy as if she was afraid or upset. The pink hedgehog shrugged her off.


“It must be scary,” the nurse cooed in a childish tone, “to finally realise that sometimes you can be powerless.”


Amy sank to her knees as exhaustion took over. 


It was the deeply buried sixth sense she held within her that alerted Amy to his imminent presence. Silent as the breeze and black as night, Shadow crept in to her room. Unlike anyone else that had visited he did not look upon her with pity, and she threw her arms around him. He embraced her back in a tight grip, and for a moment they held on to each other as if letting go would be dangerous. His fur smelt like concrete dust and smoke and with tears in her eyes she kissed his cheek.


“How are you?” he asked, pulling away to look in her eyes.


“Angry,” she sighed, giving him a curious look at her produced her dress and boots.


“Are you mobile?”


She grinned, “not enough to sneak out of here unseen.”


He raised his eyebrows quickly before smiling, “then we don't use the door.”


He turned away as she whipped off her hospital gown and put on her old red dress. She didn't wear it too much any more, but it was very symbolic to them. It was her battle outfit, a disguise to suggest she was just a feeble little girl.


She saw the glow of the Chaos Emerald in his hand, the one that he had been granted to keep at G.U.N. He held his palm out and she took it, but before they went anywhere he squeezed her fingers.


“You get this out of your system, and then I return you to Sonic to get your life back to normal.”


She frowned for a second, but nodded all the same, before the world around her changed in a flash of light. The sudden cold hit her and she wrapped her arms around herself. The smell of damp attacked her nose and the single bulb hanging from the ceiling gave off little light.


There was a mumble from the corner of the room. Even in the dim setting she could clearly see his green fur. Gagged and bound, one eye swollen shut and stripped of his jacket and boots, was Scourge. When he looked their way he struggled and growled behind the rag clamped in between his jaws. 


Amy began to laugh. It was a quiet chuckle but her whole body shook with the apprehension and excitement.


“You didn't kill him,” she sighed with satisfaction.


“No,” Shadow said quickly, “but Sonic was right, justice should be served. However, I think you deserve to talk to him first.”


She turned to Shadow and smiled, running a tongue across her top lip.


“Yes, I think so too.”
