Shadow twitched and whimpered in his sleep, his hands clinging tight to Sonic as he was tormented in his dreams.
Sonic was so proud of his lover. Shadow was so brave and was fighting so hard to defeat his demons. He had declared he wouldn’t be taking the sleeping pills anymore, and would face his nightmares rather than avoid them through narcotics.
Every night was a battle against enemies only known to Shadow, but Sonic always awoke when Shadow’s suffering showed itself through cries of pain in his sleep. Sonic held Shadow through it all, whispering loving words and stroking his soft fur until he was calmed back into deep sleep.
He still barely spoke, still thought that even the quietest noise might allow Scourge to find him and assault him for a third time.
Shadow was improving slowly but surely.
But Sonic had seen this process once before. Just as Shadow had begun to heal from the wounds inflicted on him, Scourge had reappeared and destroyed all of Shadow’s efforts. It was incredible to Sonic that Shadow was managing to move forward for a second time, no matter how slow the process was. That any healing was happening at all was a remarkable feat of will.
Sonic would not allow Scourge to ruin everything again. He would not fail Shadow a third time.
***
Shadow was puttering around in the kitchen, cleaning every surface until it gleamed. Cleaning comforted him somehow. It was an uphill struggle to tidy his own mind, but at least he could gain satisfaction from a tidy house.
Sonic had stepped out for a moment to…well, Shadow didn’t actually know what he was up to, and strangely he had requested Omega to accompany him. They weren’t exactly close, and Sonic preferred Tails or Knuckles’ company, while Omega preferred Rouge or Shadow himself.
Yet, Rouge was here with him, helping him clean the house, an activity she despised as Shadow had learned from living with her for a time. 
The entire situation was odd, but Shadow paid it little mind. He needed to keep his mind focused on the task at hand. If he allowed his thoughts to stray they would inevitably turn to…
Shadow’s knees gave out, and he crashed to the floor as he buried his face in his hands. He distantly heard rapid footfalls that stopped just short of his place on the floor, and flinched away from the sound.
Rouge reached out, her instinct to comfort her closest friend nearly overriding her good judgement. She froze before she put a hand on him though. In this state, he’d believe the hand to be that of his rapist, and was liable to attack her or panic further.
Instead, she spoke softly, as Sonic had instructed her to do if he became distraught.
“Shadow, honey, it’s me, Rouge.”
Shadow didn’t respond. He stayed kneeling on the floor, silent and quivering in fear as he hid his face in his hands. He didn’t even sob or cry for fear of being somehow found by Scourge.
It shattered Rouge’s heart to see her dear friend like this. She doubted he would ever fully recover, and that he’d spend the rest of his life jumping at every dark corner and cringing from every foreign touch.
No matter what, though, she and the others wouldn’t waver. They would protect him, and do whatever it took to heal him as best they could.
She took a tentative step forward.
“You’re safe, sweetheart. You’re at home, and I’m here with you. You’re safe.” She murmured.
Shadow parted his fingers, and a single eye looked at her from between them.
“See? It’s me, Rouge. You’re at home, and you’re completely safe. Can I come closer?”
Shadow hesitated, then nodded. His hands fell away from his face and he reached out his arms to Rouge.
Rouge wanted to dive at him and hug him tight, but she needed to remain cautious. Quick movements frightened him, so she slowly made her way forward.
She reached her friend and he immediately wrapped his arms around her torso and clung to her tightly, burying his face into her stomach. She let him do as he pleased, and only wrapped her arms around his head and held him close as he cried into her gut.
A few tears of her own fell from her eyes.
Then, a thunderous crashing came from the front door. Shadow screeched in terror and pushed Rouge away, making for his bedroom, his sanctuary.
Rouge let him go, and went to the foyer to find the source of the crashing. It was immediately obvious what had caused the noise.
The front door was off its hinges and lying broken on the ground. In the entry way stood Scourge.
He was panting and bleeding from a nasty burn on his side that Rouge recognized as being a result of napalm. Omega had napalm in his arsenal, so he and Sonic must have found him.
Scourge made eye contact with Rouge, and snarled angrily.
“Where’s that fuckin’ whore? Point me to ‘im and-” Scourge had to paused to cough up blood. Rouge didn’t let him finish his sentence.
She flew at him feet first, and kicked him hard directly in his burned side. He shrieked in pain, and Rouge had to smirk in satisfaction. She knew full well she would be no match for Scourge if he were at full strength, but with him badly wounded she could hold him back long enough for Sonic and Omega to arrive, who were surely in pursuit.
Maybe he intended to take Shadow hostage and bargain for his life. Maybe he wanted to finish Shadow off as a final blow to Sonic. But his intentions meant nothing to Rouge. She only saw the face of the man that had harmed her friend and continued to harm him in the dark places of his mind. She lunged.
***
She had him by the neck and was brutally beating his face in when Sonic arrived, followed after a brief time by Omega. Sonic had paused for a moment in shock and no small amount of fear when he caught sight of Rouge, her beautiful and normally composed face twisted into an expression of raw anger and sorrow.
“You son of a bitch! You fucking son of a bitch!” She punctuated each word with a strike to Scourge face, leaving him battered and bleeding from the nose and lip.
Omega switched out one of his guns for his hand and placed it tenderly on Rouge’s shoulder. She stopped punching Scourge and looked up at Omega, the rage falling away into wretched grief.
She dropped the green hedgehog, who attempted to slink away on hands and knees but was stopped short by Sonic’s foot on his spine, forcing him to lie flat on the ground and making him whine in pain.
Something silent and profound that Sonic didn’t fully understand passed through the teammates, and Rouge let Omega help her stand as she wiped away her tears. They nodded to one another, then turned to Scourge, still under Sonic’s foot.
“Leave him to us. Shadow needs you.” Omega stated shortly. Sonic nodded in agreement and let his foot up from Scourge’s back. He immediately attempted to escape, but was grabbed by Omega and held in the robot’s grasp like a battered doll.
Sonic went upstairs, knowing Shadow would seek comfort in the familiar walls of their bedroom. He opened the door and shut it behind him, making straight for the bed in the center of the dark room.
A small, quivering lump was in the middle of the bed. Sonic smiled sadly.
“Shadow? It’s me-”
No more words were necessary. Shadow threw the covers off and flung himself at Sonic, crying hard into his embrace. Sonic held him as he sobbed.
“We got him, Shadow. It’s over. You’re safe.”
Shadow looked up at him with eyes filled with hope, something that had been absent for far too long. Sonic smiled at him and nodded.
Shadow kissed him, just a gentle peck at first, but he grew bold at the feeling of Sonic’s lips on his and pressed harder. Sonic returned the kiss with equal fervor.
They parted, and Sonic smiled wickedly.
“I want to show you something. I want to show you how pathetic he is.”
Shadow tilted his head curiously, and Sonic pulled away, holding Shadow’s hand as he led them downstairs. Shadow hesitated, but trusted Sonic to keep him safe, so he followed his lover.
He should have screamed and wailed in terror when he caught sight of his rapist. He should have been scared beyond comprehension.
But it was impossible to be frightened by Scourge as he was now. He had been so thoroughly brutalized and reduced to a truly pathetic state. His face was mashed and bloody, his body was burned and his knees were bent at such an odd angle they must have been broken.
Rouge or Omega must have done in his legs while they had been upstairs, because he had been capable of moving the last time Sonic had seen him. Now, he was immobilized and shaking in pain on the ground, Omega standing over him and Rouge glaring at him silently from her perch on the couch.
Suddenly, Shadow wasn’t scared. He was furious. How dare this pathetic mess of a hedgehog assault him? How dare he haunt his nights and stalk him in the day?
Shadow approached Scourge and kicked him brutally in his burned side, and Scourge cried out weakly, his throat spent from screaming in agony.
Sonic nodded in approval, but pulled Shadow away.
“Stay back and watch, Shadow.” Sonic said with a smirk.
Shadow backed away, the anger leaving as quickly as it came and the fear returned, but it was weaker now. Shadow allowed himself to feel triumphant for defeating even a small fraction of his terror.
Sonic approached Scourge, who glared at him from his prone position on the floor.
“Some hero you are. I thought you were the supposed to be the noble protector, not a torturer.” He taunted, his voice cracking.
“Any other day, you’d be right. But not today.” Sonic’s voice was distorting as he spoke, and his fur was growing darker as an ominous purple aura creeped from his body.
Omega observed curiously while Rouge cringed away slightly, and Shadow didn’t budge an inch, instead sitting comfortably on the floor and watching closely.
Once Dark Sonic had fully emerged, he loomed over Scourge and ground a foot into one of his shattered knees. He hoarsely groaned in pain, unable to fully vocalize the level of agony he was in.
Rouge looked sickened, and excused herself hastily. Omega remained impassive, and only watched as Sonic kneeled between Scourge’s legs and roughly thrust a finger into his anus.
Scourge started and cried out, “What do you think you’re doing?” He tried to pull away, but couldn’t get any leverage with his broken legs.
Sonic roughly fingered Scourge with a grin spreading across his face. “You enjoyed yourself last time.” Sonic’s grin turned down into a snarl. “You won’t be enjoying yourself again.”
“Enjoyed myself? You fucking-” Scourge’s cursing was cut off with a reluctant moan as Sonic hit his prostate. Then, without warning, Sonic unsheathed his claws inside of Scourge.
Somehow, through all the pain he was already in, Sonic shredding his insides pierced through the rest and drove Scourge nearly to madness with torturous suffering.
Shadow held himself tight as he watched blood pour from Scourge’s passage. He knew all too well how badly a torn anus hurt, but he felt no pity for Scourge, only righteous fury and satisfaction.
 Scourge twitched weakly on the floor as Sonic removed his fingers from his bleeding passage. “Come over here and get me hard, baby.” Sonic requested gently of Shadow, his burning eyes softening at the sight of him.
Shadow crawled over to Sonic and rubbed the palm of his hand against Sonic’s groin to encourage his cock to emerge from its sheath. Sonic tilted his head back and moaned at the feeling, and Shadow nibbled teasingly on his exposed throat.
Scourge tried to shuffle away, but Sonic gripped his ankle as he allowed Shadow to pleasure him. His cock fully emerged, Shadow stroked it to hardness.
“Thank you, babe. Your hands are incredible.”
Shadow smiled at the compliment, then withdrew. Sonic returned his attention to Scourge, who flinched at the fury that immediately replaced the previous bliss.
Sonic inserted his cock into Scourge, who’s eyes rolled back into his head at the burning stretch and the searing pressure on his ravaged ass.
He took Sonic’s punishment with only weak whimpering and token struggle, true resistance made impossible by the incredible pain of it all.
“I fucked you, then you fucked my lover for revenge. Now, I’m finishing this loop. Enjoy this as much as you can, because this is the last fucking of your life.”
Scourge glared heatedly. “You gonna murder me, here, on your living room floor?” He snorted. “Not very heroic of you.”
“I’m not a hero today, you filthy pile of scum. I’m Shadow’s lover and protector, and I’m taking revenge for all you’ve done to him.”
Sonic looked to Omega, who was still watching silently. Omega nodded to him and approached the writhing bodies.
Scourge cried out desperately as Omega raised a massive foot and loomed over him, but nobody paid him any mind. The foot descended, and the contents of Scourge’s head splattered all over the floor.
Sonic pulled out of the corpse, still hard and panting. Shadow crawled back to him, and opened his mouth for Sonic’s use.
Sonic pushed him away, and let his erection wilt and withdraw back into his sheath. “No, Shadow. Just let me hold you.”
Sonic embraced his lover as his dark form faded away. Shadow snuggled close as Sonic turned to Omega and gave him a grateful smile.
“I enjoy the sight of the meatbag’s fleshy bits. No gratitude is necessary.” Omega dismissed.
“Still, I am grateful. I’d never be able to make the final blow myself. Shadow’s safe now, because of you.” Sonic petted Shadow’s quills as he spoke.
“I am pleased his safety from the meatbag is assured.” Omega said, before awkwardly but gently patting Shadow on the head. Shadow laughed a little, such a wonderful sound, and Omega took his leave.
“So…about that cleaning kick you’ve been on…” Sonic said while giving a sideways glace to the blood mess on their living room floor.
[bookmark: _GoBack]As twisted as it was, Shadow couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

