Mephiles was a foe worthy of fear, Sonic was all too aware of that. But he wouldn’t, couldn’t, flinch from his duty to defeat him and save the future from the terrible fate he’d seen.
When the time came and Mephiles revealed himself, launching a spear of pure energy at him, he was ready, and dodged with the speed and grace he was known for. His friends readied their attacks, but Sonic threw himself into the fray before they could do the same.
Mephiles would tear his friends apart, but Sonic may be able to defeat him. He had to take the risk, for his friends’ sakes.
“Run! I’ll take him down!” Sonic pleaded, but his friends stood firm. He should have expected that, but it still frustrated him.
Elise backed away a few steps, “Are you sure you’ll be alright?” She asked.
“Of course!” Sonic boasted as he tackled Mephiles to the ground. “I’m the hero, and heroes always come out on top!”
The group of friends nodded to one another, and ran off. Nobody besides Sonic or Shadow or perhaps their visitor from the future would be able to stand up to Mephiles, and it was best if they left him to it so they couldn’t be made into distractions or hostages.
Besides, Sonic had the demon pinned to the ground and was beating his face in. Surely he’d be victorious.
The pair was left to fight in the field, and Mephiles tossed the Blue Blur off of him with a burst of energy. Sonic cried out in pain, but managed to land on his feet.
“I didn’t think you would be so foolish as to fall for such a feint.” Mephiles said with a smirk.
“Feint?” Sonic tilted his head in confusion.
“A moment’s vulnerability to instill confidence in your comrades. Enough to persuade them to leave. Now, I have you all to myself.” Mephiles explained with a sneer.
“Yes you do. So let’s get to it.” Sonic declared before charging Mephiles.
“Yes, let’s.” The demon agreed amicably.
Sonic went for a kick, but Mephiles caught it before it connected. He tossed Sonic away and he slammed hard into a rock, but it wasn’t nearly enough to keep him down. He sprang again, but Mephiles forced him to the ground with a strike to his gut and a foot on his back.
“Pathetic. I expected more of a fight than this.”
Sonic tried to remove himself from beneath Mephiles’ foot, but the demon pressed hard into his spine and kept him down. He stomped hard on Sonic’s spine, making something creak painfully.
“I could kill you. But I think you have other uses.”
Sonic didn’t hear Mephiles’ threats. His ears were ringing from the agony his back was experiencing. 
Mephiles rolled his eyes and let his foot on the base of Sonic’s spine slide lower until it pressed into the flesh of his ass.
That got Sonic’s attention, even past the pain.
“What do you think you’re touching?” Sonic shrieked in shock and anger. What was this sick freak up to?
“Don’t tell me you’re idiotic as well as weak.” Mephiles clucked like a chiding mother.
Sonic thrashed and managed to throw Mephiles off of him, launching another round of attacks that proved fruitless against the creature.
He was laid out on his stomach again, Mephiles stepping on him.
“And here we are again. This time you’ll stay down.” Mephiles snarled. He removed his foot from Sonic’s spine only to slam it down hard on his knee.
Sonic howled in agony, hoping his friends might still be close enough to hear him. His screams loudened when Mephiles repeated the action on his other leg.
He had been rendered motionless by the demon, his knees shattered and his body thrumming with pain. The demon had taken away his greatest and most treasured asset. The mental anguish nearly overrode the physical.
 No one heard him scream, and no one came to help him. He was completely at the monstrous creature’s mercy.
As he twitched and shuddered in pain on the ground, Mephiles leaned over him and groped the globes of his ass. Sonic tried to drag himself away from the probing hand, but his broken knees and Mephiles himself kept him in place.
One hand pressed his face into the dirt with a firm grip on the back of his head, the creature having crystalized his arm to avoid being pricked by Sonic’s quills. The other hand lecherously palmed his ass.
Sonic knew where this was headed, and wasn’t above begging to avoid Mephiles’ dark intentions.
“Please, stop. Anything but this.” Sonic’s voice was pathetic and wavering from fear and agony, but his words were understandable. Mephiles heard him, but didn’t heed him.
“This is what I want. I want you in the dirt with my cock up your ass. I want you howling my name to the sky and writhing in pleasure and pain. Why would I want anything else?”
Mephiles moved down his body, licking and stroking along his bruised spine as he went. The touch soothed the pain in his back, but didn’t banish it entirely. He still ached, and his knees still screamed.
Mephiles planted a gentle kiss on one plump cheek of his ass before dragging his tongue over his crack. The wet muscle plunged into his anus, exploring and tasting his insides before withdrawing and rimming him.
A reluctant moan burst from Sonic’s lips, and he immediately hated himself for it. The pain in his legs was so great, though. He needed something else to focus on to avoid losing his sanity to his suffering, and the only other sensation he had to turn to was the pleasure Mephiles gave him.
Still, he wouldn’t allow himself to just accept the pleasure to avoid pain at the cost of the sanctity of his body.
“Stop!” He demanded more firmly, still attempting to wriggle away.
Mephiles gripped his head tight, making his skull throb and his quills bend uncomfortably. He ceased moving away, but clenched his fists tight.
“You sick bastard…” Sonic growled as threateningly as he could. “My friends will tear you apart.”
“They can try. I will tear them down as I did you.” Mephiles said with a nonchalant shrug, as if killing off Sonic’s comrades was part of an average day for him.
“Shadow is stronger than me. He can defeat you.” It galled Sonic to admit it, but in combat Shadow was the superior fighter. He was grateful that Shadow wasn’t around to hear him say so, though.
“I have already defeated Shadow. He required assistance from the traitorous robot to escape death. Your words are hollow.”
He defeated Shadow? Was Mephiles truly that much of a danger?
Sonic boiled with anger, but his destroyed legs kept him from fighting. He beat a fist into the ground as a last show of defiance before giving in. He clenched his eyes shut, and stilled his body.
 “Good. Just accept this. It’s better this way.” Mephiles taunted before inserting a finger into his passage.
Sonic squirmed only slightly at the uncomfortable feeling. It was harder and dryer than the tongue that had penetrated him before, but it was still preferable to the screaming of his legs. He focused on the feeling and ignored the pain, and it began to feel good.
Mephiles inserted a second finger and scissored him, and the uncomfortable ache faded into ecstasy. Occasionally, Mephiles would press his fingers deep and peg something inside him that made him see stars.
Sonic’s cock emerged from its sheath, and Sonic tried to arch his back a little to give it room to harden, but his knees kept him from doing so. He collapsed with a cry.
Mephiles tutted condescendingly. “Are my skills so impressive you forgot your kneecaps are shards of bone right now? I’m touched.”
Sonic grumbled, “Laugh it up, you sick fuck,” and didn’t repeat the attempt. The ache of his cock grinding into the ground was just another pain he would have to ignore in favor of the pleasure.
Sonic despised himself for relishing in the ecstasy of Mephiles fingering him. It made him feel even more helpless and humiliated for enjoying the physical sensations of being raped, but the pleasure was the better option to think about than his shattered knees.
He was disgusted by this, by Mephiles, but he was disgusted most of all with himself for enjoying it. Mephiles wouldn’t allow him the dignity of hating the act by brutalizing him further, and he forced him to delight in the ecstasy by granting him an option to avoid thinking about his pain.
Silent tears fell from Sonic’s eyes, and he held back the sobs trapped in his throat. He wouldn’t give Mephiles more satisfaction than he already had.
The demon removed his fingers, and palmed his own crotch, spreading his pre-cum over his shaft. Once he was satisfied with his lubrication, he pressed his tip to Sonic’s entrance and pushed inside slowly.
Sonic put a hand over his mouth to hold back his groan. The stretch burned, but it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Mephiles knew what he was doing, knew how to provide pleasure.
Mephiles seated himself fully inside and waited until Sonic’s inner walls relaxed a little and allowed him better movement. Sonic was all too aware his careful penetration was only a method to humiliate Sonic and force him to enjoy this horrid act.
He thrust slowly at first, only speeding up when little moans made their way out of Sonic’s lips against his will. Mephiles expertly hit his prostate with every thrust once he located it and made Sonic let out a loud and long moan.
His knees were almost entirely forgotten due to the ecstasy. Sonic’s body thrummed, alive and sensitive to every touch, which Mephiles was gracious with. He ran his crystal fingers through his bright blue fur, reached underneath him and stroked the hard and weeping cock and fondled his sack.
Somehow, Mephiles had made the pain only highlight the pleasure, making his body alight with ecstasy as he raped him.
Sonic sobbed and screamed through his moans, unendingly berating himself hatefully for enjoying this so much. He was so thoroughly humiliated, so anguished, that he wouldn’t mind so much if Mephiles killed him once he was done with him. How could he face his friends after this? How could he look them in the eye knowing he had been pleasured from being raped by a hated enemy?
Mephiles fucked him and stroked him to completion, cum staining his peach stomach and the ground underneath him. Mephiles filed him with seed, tainting his insides with his vile release.
Mephiles sighed happily and pulled out of Sonic, who sobbed in relief. At last, it was over.
Mephiles took a swipe of Sonic’s semen from his fur with a flick of his finger and suckled it like a nursing babe. 
“Count yourself lucky. You can have your world. I’ve found a much more entertaining game to play.”
With those ominous words, Mephiles left Sonic to cry in the dirt.
***
His friends found him, luckily after he had managed to drag himself to a lake a clean himself of Mephiles’ touch. He had wriggled into the water he so despised just to attempt to wash away the stain Mephiles left on him.
The sticky cum washed away easily enough, but the memory refused to fade. He scrubbed himself until his skin burned, but nothing helped wash away his shame.
When they found him, the only evidence they saw was his broken legs. They knew nothing of the humiliation he had endured. Knuckles had picked him up carefully and taken him to the nearest hospital, Amy and Tails coming along.
Sonic had clung to Knuckles like a scared toddler, weeping and shaking in his arms. He felt safe again, in his long time friends’ embrace. Knuckles could and would protect him, he was sure.
Knuckles hadn’t said a word, knowing better than to taunt Sonic when he was so genuinely upset. The echidna only brought his friend back to civilization and back to safety.
The next day came, and Team Dark paid him a visit. Shadow informed him that they had spent the previous day searching for Mephiles, but he had disappeared without a trace. Silver refused to give up the hunt, and Team Dark would do the same.
Rouge squeezed his hand tight and promised he’d be back on his feet soon, and departed. Omega only gave him a silent and awkward pat on the head before he left. Shadow, however, lingered.
“Something else happened in that field.” He stated, crossing his arms and pinning Sonic with a hard stare.
Sonic flinched under the scrutiny, and turned away. “Nothing else happened. Mephiles beat me up and broke my knees. That’s all.”
Shadow shook his head and sighed in disappointment. “Your eyes have the look of a broken man. I’ve had the same look in mine, but you, Rouge and Omega saved me. You have people that love you dearly. They can save you as well.”
Shadow turned and made to leave, but Sonic reached out and grabbed his hand before he could depart. Shadow turned his head towards him curiously.
“…I can be saved?” He whispered.
Shadow nodded. “You’ve got a stronger heart than me, and I could be saved. You can be too if you allow it.”
They clasped hands a while longer before Sonic let him go with a sigh.
“Thank you.” He said with all the sincerity he had, looking Shadow straight in the eye as he spoke.
Shadow nodded solemnly, and smiled a little as he left Sonic alone.
***
Night fell, and Sonic was beginning to drift into sleep when his window cracked open and let in a cool breeze. He was about to call the nurse to shut it when a creeping black ooze dripped from the window sill and gathered on the floor.
He opened his mouth to scream but an inky black tentacle shot out of the mess and wrapped tight around his muzzle. His hands were bound above his head, and he thrashed uselessly.
The puddle of ooze formed into Mephiles’ familiar form, and a few tears ran down Sonic’s cheeks. He thought it had been over. He thought the nightmare had ended.
Mephiles approached the bed with a grin and threw a leg over Sonic’s torso so he could straddle the prone hedgehog.
“This is my new game. I let your world keep spinning, so long as you give yourself to me.”
It was a proposal Sonic couldn’t refuse. He was responsible for the people of Mobius, and if he needed to sacrifice his body to Mephiles to keep it safe, he would suffer in silence.
His body sagged into the hospital bed, and his eyes slid shut in submission.
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