He could feel murmurs crawl among Goosebumps on his skin, could feel fire blaze in his chest, silencing his demands for an instant, could feel the dizzy hesitation of his lolling mind. He didn’t know, only felt and drowned in this ardent abyss of passion.

Nails grazed his skin, slipped under dark pelt, embracing him whole. Shivers slithered along his spine, encircling his members in longing shudders as love slowly clawed his body. Aims and whims disappeared, blurred by bliss as a raucous rumble roamed his soul, inching itself towards control. Surrender was imminent but never could he move to halt it.

Maybe he had decided it, maybe he hadn’t. Sure was that he lost consciousness of reality, eyes open, vague, hazed by sensual cravings as angel hands ran along his sides. They weren’t real, he knew, replaced by his own sick desires. 

He could have had stopped, he could have had. But the shimmer in his eyes, pleading in the mirror, had devoured his soul and demolished his resistances. Everything had been forgotten from the first moment on and now flames stripped his members, made him yearn for more. 

Lips separated, sealed, parted again, didn’t want to close, never wanted to close again as incoherent, smothered syllables evaded. A word burned, suppressing every others as he could sense virtuosic touches consuming his very mind. 

Eyelids briskly flew closed, dilated pupils lost in vibrant darkness as lips flew along his jaw, collarbones, progressing lower and lower. But the sensation slowly faded, and again eyes unlocked, desperately waiting.

 And the feeling returned, fiercer now as it rushed along his veins, gushed in his heart and oozed through his trembling body. He gasped. Again and again warmth enveloped his world, beating a lascivious tempo along his temples, as nothing seemed to import anymore.

It could have had been the first time, it could have had been the last one. But nothing had changed, powerful in it’s past, present and future. Never had he thought he would give in to such an invisible force, lost in the depths of his imagination. 

He had only pronounced this name as everything he believed in had crumbled apart, forgotten its signification and vanished. Only this single word as his body had tensed and white fire cascaded at his side, releasing its ravaging grip. A single word, two syllables, a love pronounced sentence.

“Sonic…”
Eyelids slowly fluttered back to quivering cheekbones, as darkness filled his mind. Light pooled at his side, vaguely taking the shape of a creature as sunbeams entered the room through cracked curtains. A smile and a whisper and lips lightly kissed others.

“It wasn’t a dream, Shadow the hedgehog.”

Sombre eyelids parted for an instant, dizzy with seeping ecstasy. He could have had sworn he had heard him, his death angel. But there was nothing to be seen anymore, only light entwined to darkness… 
