Sweet Crimes and some Sexy Revenge (Commission for Darkravenrose!)
Flipping through some old papers he’d found, Scourge was quite… unimpressed with this old place. An abandoned G.U.N. base was where he and his gang had chosen to lay low for a bit. After picking a fight with the Ultimate Lifeform and narrowly escaping with his pride, Scourge had to think up another way to poke fun at the emo and no be arrested in the meantime.
“Scourge, are you even listening?” Fiona snapped, hands on her hips and tail lashing.
“Sure thing babe, hey uh I been thinkin’,” he began, dropping the dusty parchments and turning to face her, “You seem to be high-strung, and it’s been awhile since we last bash some uglies-”
“Are you kidding me?!” Fiona scoffed, “Your ‘brilliant plan’ to harass Shadow the Hedgehog -for no good reason so far as I can see- nearly got us killed! And all you can think of is the last time you got laid?” The russet fox tightened her hairband, “Fuck this, I’m going back to civilized society for a break. Come get me in a month or so, when I’ve recovered from your…. You.” with a huff, the female left.

Scourge popped a toothpick in his mouth, “Fine, have it your way princess.” His words were laced with venom as he sat down in a chair and propped his feet up on the desk in front of him. The green hedgehog let his eyes shut of their own accord, imagining the scenes Fiona wouldn’t let him live out.
Holding her down beneath him, cock buried so deep she could taste him. Her voice crying out in need-
“Boss!” the throaty call of one of his goons yanked him out of his fantasy. Cracking his eyes open, he gave the invader a seething glare.
“What?”
“You’re not gonna believe what the boys found!” the frog who had interrupted his -less than innocent- daydreams had a busted lip.
“This better be good, slime-boy.” the hedgehog pulled himself to his feet with a huff, pleased to find this sheathe hadn’t bulged. The frog nodded with a grin and left down the halls, knowing his leader would be following.

After what felt like an eternity of hallways, Scourge was greeted by a fuck-fest of noises. By fuck-fest he meant it sounded like a very kinky party was taking place somewhere in the next few rooms.
“In here Boss,” the frog began, reaching to open the door, when suddenly the object flung open and one of Scourge’s less important goons -which he never bothered remembering the names of- slammed into the wall on the other side of the hall.
“What the hell did you find?” Scourge asked with interest, pushing his way into the room. The sight that greeted him was that of Rouge the Bat bound and gagged, tied to the light on the wall. Her form, stretched out to it’s full length, was a pleasant sight to behold for the hedgehog who was still a tad horny. Her eyes widened at the sight of him and she released an anxious “Hmmph Mph!”
The goons around her snickered, amused that the usually sly and sexy bat was now helpless.

Scourge felt a familiar pinch in his groin and grinned, “ ’Ey boys, gimme the room.”

A cacophony of laughter and jeering met his ears, “Ooh she’s gonna get it now!” and “When you’re done, I want a turn!” where among the loudest.

Approaching her with a smirk, Scourge removed the gag. “What’s up sweet tits? Why am I not surprised to see you here? Lemme guess, ol’ Stripes sent ya didn’t he?”
“For a man who’s supposedly king of his world, you are a terrible host-” she struggled with her bindings, “and you spend a lot of time away from your own world.”

Scourge rubbed his nose in a fashion not unlike the Blue Blur, “Eh, it gets boring having the world give you everything you want, this is more like… going clubbing, ya know? Lots of booze, lots of fun,” he broke off, placing his hand on the wall next to her head and leaning on it, “and lots of sexy ladies.”

The white bat stared at him in horror, realizing what he was hinting towards, “No. Not in your life, gruesome. Isn't that why you have, Fiona? The one who willingly spreads her legs for you?” 
“See that’s the thing, Fiona’s gotten a tad grouchy lately,” his words slowed as he rubbed the inside of her thigh with a clawed hand, “and it’s a real buzzkill. You ladies got it so easy, you know how hard it is to have a boner and hafta pretend you don’t?”

“That's your problem, not mine! But I do know that I refuse to take your whore’s place! Now hands off!” Rouge snapped, yanking away the accosted leg and using the other to aim a kick at his face. Unbeknownst to her, this was what he was waiting for. With both legs off the ground, she was helpless. She had nothing to push off of, nothing to support her powerful kicks. He dodged the attack effortlessly due to his super speed, and in the rush, wiped a powerful aphrodisiac drug onto her skin with a shark-toothed grin. Done before her feet touched the ground. 

Naturally, the drug had an almost immediate effect on the woman, making her inhale sharply, “W-what the hell is that stuff you put on m-me?”

“That, sweet tits, is called something dirty on Moebius. Saying it’s name alone is enough to drive some ladies… absolutely wild.” he stated as he grab the back of her knee lifting her leg up and rutted his groin against her pelvis, groaning softly. He’d been needy lately, and holding it all back was like putting a stopper on a geyser. The pressure would build and build until it exploded 

Rouge was horrified to hear a soft moan escape her lips, ears turning back in shock and shame. She could feel the growing heat in her body, her disgust at the lime-coated male turning into desire under the drug’s effects.
“S-Scourge… stop...” she managed, at first it seemed like he was going to ignore her, but after hearing a thump outside, the green hedgehog paused his rutting.
“You’re right babe, we need some proper privacy.” he pulled out a syringe, -where he’d gotten it Rouge didn’t know, her drugged mind unable to focus on much in it’s current state- and injected it into her shoulder, watching passively as her eyesight faded away.
