	“When I g-get out of here...!” Tails put on a brave front, but both he and the hulk of a man currently between his legs heard the trembling in his voice. That knowing smirk on his fucking muzzle made him feel small, but being at this man's mercy certainly didn't help. Try as he might, Tails' thrashing and struggling made no difference in stopping Knuckles from invading his personal space or freeing him, but it did give him a sense of pride in fighting back. It was all he had left, he thought.





	Knuckles was kneeling on the cold stone floor, enjoying the warm feeling of his flustered boy squirming in his lap. He really is cute, he thought as his eyes scanned the boy's lithe body, drinking in the sight of the young fox beneath him like a beast observes its prey. 





	The boy was dressed in tight, black trousers that clung to his legs with a grey stripe lining the outside. Knuckles loved the sight since they showed just enough of his form to excite him. He couldn't help but rest a hand on one of the trembling thighs and stroke it gingerly, tenderly. Warm, soft. Good, Knuckles thought, he was going to love taking him as he pleased. He stroked softly, then trailed his hand over Tails' hip under his tunic while making sure to focus on the soft fur on his belly.





	“You'll do what?” Knuckles continued fondling the boy's torso and kept his eyes on that to emphasize how little his protestations mattered to him.





	“I'm gonna make you sor-” Tails gasped in surprise when his tunic was filled with Knuckles' huge arm snaking its way through the collar, but ripping it open with no effort at all by suddenly pulling his arm away. And the cold of the stone cell immediately settled onto his fur, clashing with the heat his body gave off. But mostly, his nipples were shocked by the sudden change in temperature. God, their nerves were still firing from Knuckles' earlier licking, and the boy caught himself hopi- wondering, he decided, if he planned to lick them again.





	“Oh, your belly is white, but your sides are golden.” Knuckles said with curiosity. “I like it.” He leaned down and gave the snow white navel a kiss, causing Tails to blush and squirm at such an intimate act. Tails could feel the man's hot, moist breath fighting off the stiflingly cold air on his midriff and...it didn't feel bad. Soothing, in fact.





	The fading struggle was not unnoticed by Knuckles. “You liked that?” He said in a low, sultry tone, then followed up with another hot exhale onto the lithe belly. Tails, for his part, trembled again, but this time, to his surprise, not in resistance. The way his body undulated was more akin to a sensual dance than a struggle to escape.





	Knuckles smirked again and opened his hungry maw again, only to press his lips against the boy's belly. He began to liberally lick and lap at his boy, enjoying the way the fur-covered skin writhe in reluctant pleasure. His tongue lazily traced up and down Tails' midriff, traveling without aim but with the goal to mark him completely. Inquisitively, he prodded his tongue at the boy's navel, eliciting a stifled huff from the fox.





	“Ticklish?” Knuckles' eyes met Tails', who averted his gaze in embarrassment. Knuckles was delighted at this discovery, but more teasing would have to wait. His dick was painfully erect, and it needed release.





	A shadow covered Tails' face and his breath seized in fear; did he tire of him already? But all he heard was two snaps and his aching arms fell to his side. God, they were sore. “H-huh?”





	Knuckles said nothing as he grasped Tails by the waist and effortlessly hoisted the teen off the dusty floor and into his arms. Tails honestly felt like a child, being carried like that, but being gently wrapped in this man's...largeness didn't exactly feel bad. 





	Large hands went south to knead at Tails plump cheeks, massaging the soreness of the stone floor right out. It felt more than not bad, it felt good. So good, Tails hummed without even thinking before clasping a hand over his mouth. 





	Tails blinked in surprise at himself. Mewling in the arms of the enemy. What would Sonic think if he saw him like this? ...Sonic! Suddenly his hero ran through his mind, which snapped Tails back to reality. Yeah...Yeah! He was a rebel- no, a revolutionary! And he'd not be treated like a toy, not have his autonomy snatched away any longer! He'd find some way out of this. He had to.








	The hallway seemed to stretch one forever, Shadow thought. Just how far from the boy's cell did he walk while he was lost in his mind? He shook his head in disappointment. He hadn't been himself in a long time; he was distracted and unfocused, even Knuckles could tell. And he'd always comment on it, too. Shadow was past annoyed with the echidna's recent nagging to relax, but perhaps he had a point.





	He kept walking toward the rebel's cell, though it seemed to take forever, and the darkness certainly didn't help. It was poorly lit in the dungeon, the dim torches lining the wall doing practically nothing to change that.


	


	“That lantern the boy made would be useful here.” he thought aloud, mostly to hear something other than his uncertain footsteps and eerie silence. He desperately needed a distraction.





	Ah! He was nearing the cell now; he could see the otherworldly glow of the invention through the door frame. He speed up slightly, eager to get inside when he stopped at a strange sound. It almost sounded like...like...





	Groaning.





	Shadow quietly pressed his back to the wall and hesitated nervously before sneaking a peek. The lantern had been knocked over during a commotion, he surmised. Knuckles' large back was facing the entrance and he dwarfed the boy, so Shadow didn't know exactly what was happening, but he had an idea, and he didn't like it. His heart was thumping so loud in his chest, he thought he might leap through his ribs. He knew Knuckles was a fighter, but did he really have it in him to torture someone? A child at that? Before now, Shadow would think otherwise, but this didn't look good...





	He was about to storm in to stop the echidna when he saw Knuckles do something that shocked him even more. He bent over, giving a clear view of...the fox's spread legs! They were perched over Knuckles' shoulder, trembling slightly, and the boy's face was the picture of confused pleasure.





	Shadow's mind went blank. Knuckles was forcing himself on this prisoner. Irredeemable. Reprehensible. They may be soldiers of Ehrde, but they weren't supposed to do this.





	But Shadow's feet refused to move. He was transfixed by the sight of the boy's chest softly rising and falling as Knuckles' head bobbed up and down. Shadow's heart was racing, faster than ever before, his hands were clammy, his eyes wide with surprise and intrigue.





	And his dick harder than stone.





	“What in the world...” Shadow whispered, both at the scene before him and himself for being entranced. Slowly, with trepidation, his hand crept down to his tenting bulge and with great hesitance, touched the tip, before suddenly drawing back as if it were a licking flame. “What's wrong with me?”





	Knuckles stood then, and Shadow withdrew behind the door frame out of sight, but heard nothing indicating he'd been discovered. So he silently, a bit more enthusiastically this time, poked his head around the corner again to gaze at the terrible scene.





	The fox was in his arms now, though he didn't know what was happening behind Knuckles' muscular torso. The boy's face was still confused, but also more at ease. Perhaps he was enjoying it? Shadow's mind raced at the idea of this rebel being toyed with by his right hand man, at the thought of him buried deep inside. God. What a rush.





	Shadow was fully stroking himself now, feeling the rough fabric rub and chafe against his turgid cock, imagining it were the boy's hand instead of his own. He could see it now, the fox's limpid eyes staring up at him with an eagerness to please and a serene innocence that feels almost sickening when compared to the dirty act he was doing. God!





	The hedgehog was too absorbed in his lewd imagination to notice at first, but when he focused on the boy again, Shadow saw that Tails was staring directly at him.





	Fuck.





	“Eep!” Tails' yelp caught his captor's attention, who followed his line of sight to find...his superior groping himself like a degenerate.





	Fuck.





