“We're at the end of a maze of tunnels that lead from G.U.N's base. They put an end to interrogation rooms like this decades ago, and the area is restricted so we will not be found.”


Amy tilted her head, “That door looks heavy.”


“Soundproof, and not much can get through there. These rooms were designed to hide suspects away and to make sure they had an unpleasant time,” Shadow replied with a sigh, “it's cold or stifling and the air is thick.”


“Perfect place for him though,” she snarled, “I'll be out within the hour.”


Shadow crossed his arms, “I think it's better if I stay.”


Amy bit her lip and slid up to him, leaning against him lightly. 


“Just a few minutes,” she asked in a sultry whisper, resting a hand on his chest, “I'm sure I can think of a way to thank you.”


He cleared his throat, “You can't butter me up. No.”


With complete bravado her free hand went straight for his groin, the heel of her hand pressing against the mound that housed his manhood. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her away like a shot, so she rubbed him with her thigh instead.


“Oh come on Pitch,” she whispered, using her old pet name for him, “don't tell me you've already forgotten the summer you made me in to a woman.”


There was a deep rumble in his throat, “I'll never forget it. Nor will I forget the evening you cried your eyes out because you couldn't love me while you still loved Sonic.”


She frowned and tore herself from his grip, taking a step back and flattening her ears in submission.


“I'll wait in the doorway,” he mumbled, unable to look her in the eye any longer, “just say what you need to say to him, and I'll get you back to the hospital before you're missed.”


She nodded, “I understand. What about Scourge?”


“The zone cops will be looking for him. He can stand trial again and face whatever punishment the law of his world wishes to dish out. Sonic was right, it's what should be done.”


With a deep breath she gave Shadow a quick smile and watched as he turned away. Her Piko hammer appeared in her palm in a silent flash, and with only a brief moment of guilt she smashed it on to the back of his head. He flew from the room and hit the wall opposite the door, surprised but awake. It bought her enough time to heave the metal door closed and bolt it, ignoring his cries as she slammed the last lock in to place. Resting her hammer on the floor, she admired the Chaos Emerald she had picked from Shadow in the dim light. So much violent power in something so beautiful. With it in her possession, Shadow couldn't just transport inside the room and ruin everything. 


The snort from behind her brought her back in to the moment. Unlike the guys who would hide items in their spines, she had nowhere to stash the emerald so she lay it on the floor by her hammer. The greedy look in Scourges eye amused her; that he even thought he had a chance at reaching it was funny enough. It was like placing a toy by a toddler and telling them not to play with it.


“Look but don't touch,” she sang, “didn't you learn that lesson already?”


Under the gag he barked at her, his one good eye flashing with anger. She wagged a finger at him and made a tutting sound, picking up her hammer again and leaning it on her shoulder.


“Oh babe, things will be a lot easier if you're nice to me,” she said with a heavy breath, “so either stop looking at me that way or I'll take your other eye. Got it?”


His frown eased a little, but mostly as he scanned her up and down. She knew that look from before and he was him sizing her up, taking all of her in to try and gauge just what he was up against.


She kneeled down in front of him and gave him a quick flash of teeth, before slapping him hard across the face with the back of her hand. She aimed for the swollen eye, and while he bellowed she looked with curiosity at the streak of blood on her back of her hand.


“You know, for a Sonic, you're a little bitch when it comes to pain,” she muttered, her focus still on her hand, “shame I have nothing here to cut your spines with.”


He mumbled something, and against better logic she removed the gag. It didn't matter if he cried for help in a soundproof room, and he seemed to realise this himself as all he did was stretch out his jaw and spit out the blood from the cut on his lip.


“I didn't quite catch that, your Kinglyness.”


“I said,” he croaked, “of all the bitches I've fucked you have been by far the easiest to corrupt.”


She froze for a moment, thinking on his words, before lying on her back and howling with laughter. She was making sure to make a meal of it, trying to best to make him feel like the utter idiot he was.


“Did that spine pierce your brain too Scourgey?” she cackled.


He laughed back, “one taste of my dick and you came crawling back, and took out the ex as well. You're more Rosy than Rosy.”


She kicked out her leg, the bottom of her boot connecting with his lower jaw and snapping his head backward. She grabbed hold of this throat with both hands and began to squeeze. He coughed and gasped for air as she watched the white of his eye turn red. Spittle formed in the corners of his lips but the most satisfying thing was feeling his pulse begin to slow under her fingers.


It lacked the power it could have done, but while she concentrated on his face she failed to noticed his bare paw snake up and he gave her a swift kicked to the chest. It caught her off guard and she landed hard on her back, winding her. As she gulped in air she heard his painful coughs too. She rolled on to her side to keep her eye on him all the same, recoiling somewhat as she saw him laugh between rasps.


“I'll blow my load if you keep that up,” he choked out, “and I know you prefer that inside your pussy.”


She could feel a rumble in the ground, and perhaps her time alone with Scourge was being cut short, but that would not stop her now. She jumped up and grabbed her hammer from the other side of the room, dragging it across the floor and she walked over to stand above him again. He continued laughing, parting his legs in front of her.


“Have at it babe,” he chortled, “lay your claim and then lets go fuck the world.”


She tilted her head to the side, “King and Queen right? Take over Mobius in it's entirety. Me and you.”


He flicked his tongue, “You get a Sonic and you get power and nobody looks on you like a little girl any more. Isn't that what you always wanted?”


Leaning on the handle of her hammer she ran her eye up and down the green menace. He was a dye job and a teeth capping away from being Sonics twin in look. He had once been a foot note in her love life; an error she had written off but never fully forgotten. As he lay at her feet, battered and bleeding and still looking upon her with lustful eyes she couldn't help but admire his tenacity.


“It wasn't me who killed Rosy though, was it?”


“You would have done, just as she would have killed you.”


Amy nodded, “I would have liked to have destroyed her.”


Scourge purred, and Amy could see the head of his dick appear, the somewhat violent red clashing with the emerald fur surrounding it.


“That's what makes you mine.”


She snapped her fingers and her hammer vanished. She again ignored the rumbling below her feet that suggested machinery was trying to break its way in. Instead she stood directly over Scourges head, letting him take in the full view of her undressed lower half.


“I need kissing better before we take this any further handsome,” she hissed, dropping to her knees but keeping herself just out of his reach. He lifted his head and she felt his tongue flick lightly at her sensitive petals. She didn't make a sound.


“I'm not after a sixty eight here babe,” he snarled in frustration, bucking his hips upwards. Though his hands were still tied behind his back his legs were free, and he thrust up until the tip of his now unsheathed penis nearly touched her nose. In surprise she leaned back, sitting down on his face, his mouth greedily eating her up right away. 


With a deep moan she let him lick, putting all her weight on his face. She was still so raw inside, but the pain was keeping her within the moment and she relished it's sting. He wasn't shy with his efforts; given how often he had flicked that muscle at her it shouldn't have been a surprise it was so powerful.


She turned her attention to the other red organ before her, bouncing with the throb of the blood flowing to it. Much like Sonics it was long and slender, but it had felt so much thicker when he forced it inside her. She wrapped her fingers around it's base, a small move that earned her a lot of noise from the emerald hedgehog. What a pathetic sound it was. But to her benefit it had shut off any blood going to his brain and he seemed to have forgotten how she had deceived him before. 


She gasped as she plucked the spine from her own head, but poor Scourgey just thought he was doing a good job, unable to see what she was doing even if his eyes were open. She gripped on to his member tight, not letting the tip of the loose spine touch him until she jabbed it right down the centre of his shaft.


He sent her flying, but even between his screams of agony and the impact of her shoulder cracking off the cement floor, she felt nothing. The sound emanating from him was more of an annoyance really, like a bug buzzing for it's life while trapped inside a Venus Fly Trap. Humming lightly to herself to try and drown out the droning sound in her head, she brought her hammer back to hand. The weight felt reassuring and as natural to her as her own fur. She considered striking him where he lay, a hard enough blow to the face at least half way killing him. But then it also might numb his pain receptors too much, and she wanted him to really be in the room.


A new sound joined his screams; the banging of construction work perhaps, but nothing she couldn't ignore. Scourge was curled in to a defensive ball, protecting his bleeding cock and his swollen eye and any other organ she might choose to remove. What it did leave exposed was just what she wanted. 


She kneeled down on his hip, the pain he was already feeling and the lack of food and water making him weaker than his temper. Had she been paying attention she might have picked up some choice insults from him, but she was too focussed. She touched the handle of her hammer to the underneath of his tail, letting the anticipation wash over the both of them, before she pulled her hammer towards her and the handle deep in to Scourges ass.


“Massaging your prostate is it?” she bellowed, raising herself so she could stand on his head. How comical he looked, impaled on her weapon. What a very symbolic view it was, and though he struggled to pull away, it's weight meant as he squirmed it tore at his opening. Such a racket he was making about it, and it was only seven or eight inches deep.


There was an almighty crash from the opposite wall, the shock-wave knocking her off her feet. Through the fog of dust she could make out the outline of Omega, and close behind him was Sonic and Shadow. They had broken in sooner than she expected and she cursed herself for wasting time earlier.


“Fuck...Amy...what are you....,” Sonic gasped, his face twisted in to a look of horror as they all took in the scene before them. 


“Life for a life,” she muttered, too quietly for them to hear, and before they could reach her she twisted herself and kicked the head of her hammer hard. The echo of his rib cage cracking was the sound that finally reached her and she beamed with joy.


It didn't kill Scourge, but out of a sense of mercy that Shadow had developed after years of seeking revenge and gaining no release from his anguish, evil Sonic was soon put out of his misery.


“There will be no murder charge. We have persuaded Zonic that Rosy's death was accidental, and that your actions against Scourge happened while you were temporarily insane. This is in keeping with the crimes he committed against you.”


“Way to earn that crown, your Highness.”


Sally swallowed, “you will be detained in a psychiatric unit and you will receive the best care we can give to try and help you recover.”


Amy let out a long whine through her nose before saying, “I am as fit as a fiddle. Stop giving me drugs and I can show you how sober and sane I am.”


“The last time we did that you bit Doctor Quack.”


“Doctor Quack killed my baby.”


Amy heard the Queen cough, the noise clearly made to stifle a sob, but the pink hedgehog was beyond remorse for her words and actions. After the events with Scourge she had been drugged and guarded day and night, and when her pregnancy had been discovered they had terminated it without hesitation. She had blamed Sonic whenever he had visited since, so he didn't drop in to see her much lately. Shadow could not be found.


“I regret the day I read that summons out to Sonic. A call to hedgehogs to come defend their kind, any other species risking being killed on sight. I should have realised it was false.”


Amy closed her eyes, “where did it come from?”


“The summons?”


“No the rays of the sun,” Amy spat, “of course the fucking summons.”


Sally took in a deep breath to steady her temper, “it was sent as an encrypted message for the attention of Sonic. It had questions that only he could answer.”


“Leave,” Amy snapped interrupting her, and though she sighed heavily the Queen did as she was told without fighting.


“Nicole!” Amy cried once the room was empty, her only company the guard outside her door. The holographic lynx took a moment to appear, but when she did she remained out of harms way.


“Amy. How may I be of service?”


The pink hedgehog tried to sit up but her head swam with the sedative swimming through her veins. She growled, sucking in a calming breath before she lost her chance.


“How long do you think you could hide a message in your systems?”


Nicole looked confused but answered without hesitation, “if the data is transferred correctly and protected from malware, indefinitely.”


“It could be timed. To release at the right point in the future, and guarded so only very few could open it.”


“In theory, how far are we talking?”


Amy smiled. A real smile, something she could not remember the last time she had done. Tears began to well in her eyes and Nicole took a careful hold of her hand and squeezing her slender fingers.


“Two hundred years,” Amy whispered.


The beeping grew louder until one of them moved. Amy threw a pillow over her head as Sonic groaned and rubbed the sleep from his eyes. As he clambered over her to get out of bed, he kissed her shoulder. She hummed contently.


“I'll bet you Sals had another fight with Kahn and wants our advise,” he yawned.


“I'm going to bet it's Miles asking you to come see his newest, greatest invention,” she replied.


He pulled the pillow away from her face, and she squeaked as the sun hit her eyes, playfully cuffing his arm.


“Winner makes breakfast?”


She snorted, “you're on.”


He shuffled from the room, first thing in the morning being the only time he was slow. She rolled on to her back and stretched, before curling back up on her side and pulling the covers over herself. She could hear Sonics voice, and the distant call of bird song. She was too peaceful to move. The day could wait.


“Amy we have to go!” Sonic cried, running in to the room with his normal speed, “we're needed.”


She moaned loudly, “We aren't Freedom Fighters any more. Doesn't she have an army at her disposal?”


“We've been called. All hedgehog clans to meet, tonight, in the North Eastern Forest by Neverlake.”


She sat up to look at him, “Hedgehog clans? Our species hasn't been called together in hundreds of years.”


“Some of the leaders of the tribal clans are preparing for war, I think. We have to go represent our species. And much as you don't talk about it you are of Royal blood my girl,” he said, picking up her dress from the floor and tossing it to her, “so we'll go via Mercia and grab Rob.”


“King Robert,” she corrected with a playful grin, “cousin to the famous Amy Rose.”


He gave her a sideways grin, “I'm not going to disturb my folks while they are on their second honeymoon, but you had better buzz Shadow.”


She gave him a wide eyed look, “me?”


“Come on Ames,” Sonic sighed, “lets not pretend like he wouldn't do anything you asked of him.”


They met Rob at the edge of Deerwood Forest, looking out over Never Lake. Amy looked fondly over her old homeland, but beautiful as it was it wouldn't compare to the grip of Sonics hand over hers. The King adjusted his hood, squeezing the edge by his chin.


Amy laughed, “Do you still keep that metal dart in there?”


“Verily,” Rob replied, “you can put a man on the throne but you cannot take the outlaw from his soul.”


“Very poetic,” Shadow grumbled, “if we could be on our way.”


“I never was a fan of politics,” Sonic grumbled, “and if we haven't heard of this impending war already does it really involve us.”


“Leading clan kills the others then goes after all non-Hedgehogs. Isn't that what we have to decipher from this?” Shadow asked.


“Do you even count?” Sonic laughed, “I thought you were an alien?”


As the two sized each up a large ring fizzled in to existence before them. Through the portal stepped the striking white hedgehog they all knew well, appearing in the same spot he had seven years ago.


“Silver my good man,” Rob bellowed, “we have the honour of thy company as well?”


Amy ran up and hugged him, delighted to see her angel after he had been in his own time for so long. His soft fur felt comforting against her cheek.


“How are you here?” she asked, pulling away, “how did you get a message about the meeting in the future? Is it a historical moment written about in history books? Come to join the part...”


“It's a trap,” he quickly interrupted, “I cracked an old code I've been working on for years, it told me to come back to you hear and now. Whatever you're about to do, you mustn't go!”


“A trap?” Sonic scoffed, “by who? We've had peace in Mobius for a few years now. Eggman is gone and...”


“The tribal clans? Doth thy have no further details?” Rob asked.


“The message just read that we must be stopped from going further than this point.” he shrugged, “but it's date and time were exact, and that I would find you all here.”


“Someone who knew we would be here? Who has access to that kind of information?” Amy started, “unless...”


There was a loud explosion. From their vantage point by the lake they could see smoke rising some miles away, a powerful blast that they were out of harms reach of. Even though they were nowhere near by, the guys stood guard around Amy, Sonic putting at arm around her shoulder to steady her shaking.


“What on...” Amy gasped, “who would do that to us?”


“We'll find out,” Shadow snarled, “but right now, we are all leaving this place before whoever did that shows up. We're too open up here”


“I sure hope nobody got caught in that,” Amy said as she was led away, “I would hate for someone to die because of me.”


“Nicole, take note,” Shadow called in to his communicator, “of this time and place. Save it and secure it. Don't ever, ever delete it.”
