The night was moonless and pitch black, save for the occasional street lamp illuminating the abandoned city center. Snow obscured the pavement and sidewalks and ice hid underneath the fluffy white, waiting to trip up any that dared walk over it.

A lone figure passed under one of the lonely lights, fur as black as the sky. The cold didn’t bother him, he wasn’t even huddled up in coats or shivering to keep warm. He trudged through the snow, moving forward without thought for the cold and ice.

He was aware of the steely blue eyes watching him, though the watcher believed himself to be unknown.

Shadow let Scourge believe what he wanted so long as the green hedgehog didn’t bother him. Shadow was in no mood to deal with Scourge’s usual brand of bullshit.

Still, Sonic was usually Scourge’s prey. Shadow had no idea why he was being stalked through the snow by his rival’s counterpart. He wouldn’t care about Scourge’s reasons until he gave Shadow a reason to care.

That reason came about when Scourge pounced on him from an alley he was skulking in. Shadow foresaw the attack by a mile and swatted the annoyance away like a sickly green fly. 

Scourge went tumbling through the snow, grunting as he hit the freezing ground and rolled some feet away from Shadow. He coughed and sucked in a breath only to gag on the air as he chilled his lungs.

Shadow expected him to get to his feet and make another attack, but the green hedgehog stayed on his hands and knees, glaring angrily at him.

“What do you want?” Shadow asked, tiredness in his tone.

“Does it matter? Fucking fight me, jackass!” Scourge screeched as he threw himself at Shadow again.

Shadow deflected him as easily as he had before. Scourge was normally more of a formidable opponent than this. Shadow wondered what had reduced the green hedgehog to such a pathetic state.

Scourge was tossed to the snow again, and this time didn’t even bother rising onto his hands and knees. He laid face down in the snow, beating his fist into the ground.

Shadow’s own depressed mood compelled him to a rare act of kindness at the sight, and he pulled Scourge from the cold asphalt and brushed him off. Scourge didn’t appreciate the gesture and shoved him away.

“You think I need your pity? Fuck off!” Scourge went for a punch, but Shadow caught his fist. There was little strength behind the attack, and Shadow pushed the attacker away.

Scourge stumbled back with a scoff. “Whatever, fuck this.”

The green hedgehog turned and marched away, slumping over as he walked. Shadow’s curiosity got the better of him, and he pursued.

“What was that about?” He asked when he caught up.

“None of your fucking business.”

“Probably, but your pathetic face is hard to look at.”

Scourge punched Shadow in the back of the head, which Shadow allowed as the swing was weak and he barely felt the strike.

“Fine, asshole. Fiona ditched me. ‘Cause of that blue bastard beating me one too many times. Says I’m ‘not worth her time.’” Scourge’s voice pitched up mockingly to imitate his girlfriend’s, or former girlfriend’s, tone.

“Hmph. Didn’t think you were the type to plunge into existential despair because of a break up.” Shadow taunted.

“As if you can talk. Existential despair is your default setting, ain’t it?” Scourge snorted.

Shadow whirled on Scourge and put his arm to his throat, forcing him up against a wall, making him gag and sputter.

“You don’t know a thing about me.” Shadow growled, pressing his arm harder into Scourge’s esophagus.

Scourge struggled and pushed at the limb strangling him, but Shadow didn’t budge, letting him choke and gasp until he started turning purple. He finally released Scourge from the wall when his eyes started to sag. He didn’t want the pest dead, just intimidated.

But he didn’t seem to take the hint and tackled Shadow to the ground, taking advantage of his turned back. Shadow expected his pathetic attacker to give up at this point and let his guard down enough for Scourge to surprise him.

Shadow tumbled into the snow, feeling the chill of it all over his body. Scourge straddled him and lashed out at his face with fist and claws. Shadow protected his face until he had an opportunity to force Scourge off of his body.

At least it seemed the remaining fight left Scourge and he wallowed on the snowy ground, grunting in frustration. Shadow couldn’t take much more of the pathetic sight and hauled Scourge to his feet, dragging him along behind him as he marched through the cold.

“What are doing now, ass?” Scourge demanded, and Shadow ignored him. The green hedgehog struggled against Shadow’s grip, but the Ultimate Lifeform was considerably stronger than him and easily dragged him along.

They proceeded in this manner until they reached a cold and lifeless looking apartment block. Shadow brought Scourge to his own military issue living quarters, unlocked the door, and tossed Scourge inside.

He stumbled but didn’t fall before brushing himself off and glaring heatedly at Shadow. His annoyance was ignored in favor of closing and locking the door.

“What’s your fucking deal?” Scourge growled, but Shadow ignored him, electing instead to put a hand on his chest and push him backwards through the bedroom doorway until his legs hit the bed and he fell back onto it.

“What…?” He managed to say through a shocked gasp of air as Shadow crawled over him and pinned him to the mattress.

“I can’t stand looking at your pathetic face anymore. So I’m going to make it screw up with pleasure.”

“I…what?” Scourge didn’t seem to know how to react at all. He gaped at Shadow who was hovering above him on hands and knees.

“Besides, you came at me first. I should get something out of you for all this.” Shadow said with a devious smirk.

Scourge gathered himself enough to realize the situation he was in and tried to push Shadow off of himself. He failed miserably as Shadow didn’t budge, keeping Scourge’s hands pinned tightly next to his head on the sheets.

Shadow leaned in and gave a long lick to Scourge’s vulnerable neck before nibbling lightly on the sensitive skin. Scourge bucks his hips to get Shadow off balance, but nothing succeeded in upending his captor.

He adjusted his grip to hold Scourge’s wrists in a single hand above his head, and used his freed hand to undress him. Shadow stripped away the leather and tossed it aside carelessly.

“Get off me!” Scourge protested, trying to pull his hands away. Again, he failed to escape.

“No.” Shadow replied shortly, biting hard enough to bruise and mark Scourge’s neck.

“You fucker! You fucking…!” Scourge seemed to run out of things to call Shadow other than ‘fucker’ and gave up swearing at him. 

Shadow moved his mouth down to Scourge’s heaving chest and wrapped his lips around a pert nipple, arousal making the little bud hard. Despite whatever Scourge said, his sheath was gaping and his cheeks were flushed just from being held down and given a hickey.

Whether it was out of loneliness after his break up or he was just that easily turned on, Scourge’s body certainly was enjoying being under Shadow’s hands.

“Ha…you fucking liar. You wanna get laid just as bad as I do.” Scourge berated, lifting a leg to obscenely rut against Shadow’s sheath and emerging cock. Shadow removed his mouth from Scourge’s nipple with a little, final bite.

“I didn’t lie. I really do hate looking at your face when you’re pitying yourself like this. It’s repulsive. So I’ll get rid of it.”

Shadow released Scourge’s hands, much to his surprise, in favor of running his hands over Scourge’s muscled chest, tweaking the saliva coated nipples.

“Nothing’s stopping me from leaving, ya know…” Scourge threatened weakly as Shadow ran his tongue along Scourge’s abdomen.

“You won’t.” Shadow asserted with no doubt in his voice.

“You arrogant fuck.” Scourge said, but he didn’t make any more effort to leave. He was feeling lonely and pitiful, if he was being honest with himself, and he could use some company, even that of his enemy whose intentions confused him. Shadow hated his face so he decided to fuck him? He wanted payment of some sort for Scourge’s attack on him?

Scourge couldn’t think any more on the issue as those hands and that tongue were fogging his mind over with pleasure. His cock had fully drawn out of his sheath and was dripping pre-cum from the tip. Shadow’s mouth was traveling lower, drawing ever closer to the hard length.

He wouldn’t fight, just this once. If Shadow was offering a night of pleasure, Scourge would take it no matter what his reasons were so he could feel a little less pathetic.

Shadow put his mouth over Scourge’s cock and sucked hard, bobbing his head up and down and scraping his teeth just slightly over the heated skin, just enough to be felt but not enough to hurt. The sensation made Scourge writhe and grip the sheets to try and stop the movement.

He took no mercy on Scourge, unrelentingly pleasuring him and wrapping his fingers around Scourge’s balls when he was about to cum to elongate the experience. 

Scourge wanted to smack him, but his body had gone boneless. So he used the only weapon he had available.

“That all you can do? I was expecting better from the Ultimate Lifeform.” He taunted, his mouth the only part of him still capable of moving.

Shadow removed himself from Scourge’s cock and gave him a look that he briefly thought could have seared the skin from his bones. He kneeled at Scourge’s feet between his spread legs and silently flipped him over onto his stomach.

Scourge had no time to wonder or ask what Shadow was up to as he was soon pulled over Shadow’s lap, his cock lightly pressed between Shadow’s thighs and his ass exposed.

“Hmph. I suck you off and you give me lip? I’ll put you in your place.” Shadow promised before delivering a hard smack to the cheeks of his ass.

Scourge yelped, more from shock than pain as the strike had been too swift to be felt for long. But it was soon followed by several hard smacks from Shadow’s palm that Scourge felt echo through his body, make it thrum and come alive from the deep, thudding pain.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” Scourge shrieked defiantly, but he made no real effort to leave his position, only giving some token squirming. Honestly, he was enjoying the feelings Shadow was inducing in him, and he was a shameless hedonist. 

“I try to do something for you and you’re a brat about it, so I’ll treat you like the squealing brat you are.”

Shadow shifted the angle or his blows so that the tips of his fingers brushed against Scourge’s balls with every spank he delivered. Scourge had to bite his lips to keep from letting out an embarrassing mixture of shrieking and moaning.

His punisher parted his ass to reveal his entrance and he smacked the tight hole hard once, before finally relenting and settling Scourge back on the sheets, panting and sore.

“Heh, okay, maybe you’re not so boring after all.” Scourge allowed, his swagger ruined by his beet red face and quivering body.

Shadow chose not to comment, only to smirk knowingly, fully aware that he had just undone Scourge quite thoroughly. But Scourge had responded well to the little punishment, so Shadow would allow him this much.

The Ultimate Lifeform hooked a leg over Scourge’s prone form and parted his legs to once again expose his genitals and ass. He wasted no time in plunging a finger into Scourge’s depths to stretch him apart.

His cheeks were still aching something fierce, so even the brushes of Shadow’s fingers as he thrust in and out of his ass made the pain worse. It only served to accentuate the pleasure, however, when a second finger was added and Shadow managed to find his prostate.

“Ah, fuck. Yeah, that’s it…” He muttered unconsciously, loving the duel feelings Shadow was granting him.

This was almost worth coming back for. Once they actually got to fucking, Scourge might just go for another round the next time they tried to kill each other.

Though he was picturing their next go around proceeding very differently from this one. But for now, Scourge focused on the present pleasure he had to enjoy.

Shadow stretched him out to his satisfaction and lined up the tip of his hard length to Scourge’s entrance and slowly began to slide inside with the help of his own pre-cum. Scourge grit his teeth and took the burn of it, no worse than the burn on his ass from the spanking.

Thinking of that was humiliating, and he banished it from his thoughts. Maybe he liked the pain, but the way it had been delivered was intolerable. Given half a chance, Scourge would turn the tables on Shadow and do the same to him, longer and harder and much more mercilessly. 

His fantasy was interrupted by a hand gripping his muzzle tightly enough to make his lips purse.

“Pay attention.” Shadow shortly ordered, emphasizing the demand by pulling out and thrusting back in hard before Scourge had been allowed to adjust to Shadow’s considerable girth. It burned his insides, but Shadow also pegged his bundle of nerves with the thrust and forced pleasure to throb through Scourge’s body.

Shadow fucked him hard, letting his brutal thrusts stretch Scourge out the final bit needed to make him comfortable. Before that, he ached and wanted more.

When the pain faded and the pleasure hit, Scourge rode the waves of ecstasy with abandon, voicing his pleasure loudly.

“Damn, you fuck like you’re trying to kill me with your dick. Keep it up.” Scourge invited, and Shadow took the challenge by pulling out, folding Scourge in half so his ass was lifted from the sheets, and standing up on the bed so he could fuck Scourge with his full weight pushing down with every thrust into him.

The new angle let Shadow thrust deeper and harder. Scourge’s inner walls felt the friction of his long cock slide in and out and his prostate was beaten mercilessly. His aching ass was slapped with Shadow’s balls and his abdomen ached from being strained like this.

“Fucking hell, you crazy bastard. You got me thinking…ah…that’s all you can do, then you pull out some new-fuck!-new trick.”

Shadow ignored his ramblings induced by his building orgasm and instead kept giving him what he wanted, which was just fine with Scourge. They weren’t here to whisper sweet nothings to each other, they were here to rut like ferals then ditch each other in the morning. 

And rut they did. Shadow’s own orgasm was coming on fast, so he increased his pace until Scourge was reduced to moans and taunts broken up by more moaning.

Scourge’s walls wrapped Shadow in a vice grip as he came, his position making his cock spew its load onto his own face. Shadow pulled out and dropped him to the bed just before releasing his own cum onto Scourge’s twitching and aching body.

He grumbled at the feeling of warm cum staining his fur, knowing full well Shadow did it for the sake of making him look debauched. It was far from pleasant but nothing he couldn’t deal with after such a satisfying fuck.

“Better.”

Scourge arched an eyebrow at Shadow as he spoke a single word before sinking down into the sheets of his own bed, ignoring the sticky white that had missed Scourge.

“What is?” Scourge asked with a yawn.

“Your face. It’s less repulsive to look at.”

Well, it wasn’t like Scourge was expecting romantic pillow talk. He laughed and reached around Shadow to deliver a smack of his own to the other’s ass. Shadow glared at him, unamused.

“Well, now I know you’re at least good for a fuck, Stripes.”

Shadow rolled his eyes before silently pointing at his door. Shadow’s amusements with him were done with, it seemed. Whatever intentions to wipe away his pathetic expression were exhausted, and he was being cast out. Scourge was good with that, he hardly wanted to stay in this boring apartment with a hedgehog he despised.

But he wouldn’t go just yet. Knowing it would piss the Ultimate Pissbag off, he strolled into the bathroom to shower off the evidence of what they’d done.

Once cleaned and dressed, Shadow had had enough of his lingering and quite literally kicked him out the door.

As soon as he was alone again, the loneliness began to creep back in, but Scourge shook it away. He felt a bit used, a bit dirty, a bit like garbage thrown out after it had served its purpose. But Shadow had been right about one thing. Pathetic wallowing didn’t suit him, and Shadow had been right to fuck it out of him.

[bookmark: _GoBack]He turned from Shadow’s apartment and marched off, intending to return to his own world with his head held high. Perhaps, when they met again on opposite sides of the battlefield, as they inevitably would, Scourge would kill him quickly as thanks.
