The street was teeming with life. The city pulsed with an energy born of a thousand bodies and a thousand wills and a thousand lives. It was palpable in the air.

Shadow breathed in the scent of it all. The crisp air and the stench of sweat that cut through it. He felt invigorated, as alive as every denizen of the city all at once with every breath.

Tonight would be a good night. 

He scoped the crowd, looking for someone to take home with him, to revel in these feelings with him. He was hungry, starving for life in this moment and nothing but a warm body pressed to his own would sate him.

Within the crowd he spotted a flash of bright blue that stood out among the darkly dressed club going crowd that strolled this particular street, lined with bars and gentleman’s establishments. The most color was found in neon highlighted streaks in their fur.

But this bright blue was all over a particularly delicious looking Mobian. His green eyes sparkled with life that was born of a lust for living, not of drugs and adrenaline like so many of the people here.

He hated looking for company in the club district. He preferred the kind of man that had a fat ego and a fat wallet. They always believed themselves above him, and Shadow loved bringing them down a few levels. 

The people here were not to his taste, but he had little choice ever since his former hunting ground was flooded by cops cracking down because the local politicians decided to put an end to prostitution in the more respectable parts of the city.

All the ladies and gentlemen of the night did was move their turf elsewhere, as Shadow had done. Their activities had barely been interrupted, let alone stopped. But let the politicians feel good about themselves, so long as Shadow still had somewhere to seek his company.

His preferred people would flock here once they found where their whores had moved to. He only needed to bide his time with lesser peoples until they came to him.

Because they always came to him. Always.

His back left the building wall he had been leaning against, and he made his way across the street towards the blue furred young man with the bright eyes, who was just ducking into a club.

Shadow skipped the line and the bouncer let him in with only a glance at him, as every bouncer around here did. They always let the most attractive individuals in without a fuss in hopes of them bringing a sense of beauty to their establishment, and in the hopes of horny club goers following them in.

Shadow was the most attractive of them all, and more than a few gaga eyed youths begged to be let in after him. He ignored them, though. His company for the night had been chosen, and the blue furred youth would be his lover for the night. No one denied Shadow. The blue furred youth’s fate was set in stone, even though he didn’t know it yet.

Shadow followed his chosen company to the bar, where the young man had taken a seat and was waiting for the bartender to notice him. Shadow sat next to him after waving away the person occupying it. 

He crossed his legs and leaned his cheek against his hand, resting his elbow on the bar’s surface. The youth turned to him and smiled politely. The sparkling green eyes widened at the sight of him, and they roamed his body with wonder in their depths.

“Hello.” The blue youth greeted.

“I’m Shadow.” 

The youth’s pupils blew out at the sound of his voice, the black centers taking over the green almost completely from arousal. Shadow’s deep baritone echoed in the youth’s head, his seductive murmur making his intentions very clear, and the youth responded as every man before him had. With intense, undeniable desire.

“Sonic.” The young man replied with a dry mouth.

Shadow smiled, the honest happiness in the expression making his eyes crinkle. This boy was young, inexperienced. He was probably barely past drinking age. He’d likely only ever known the touch of another a scant few times. He had confidence, but his inexperience with sex made him nervous around Shadow, who exuded sex from every pore.

Sonic was the exact opposite of Shadow’s usual type, but something about him was appealing. It was the sparkle Shadow had seen in those emerald eyes, the excitement born simply from being alive. It was a rare quality, and Shadow wanted to feel that excitement on him and inside of him. 

Shadow flicked his index finger at the bartender, and he immediately came over to take their order.

“Two glasses of the most expensive drink you have.” Shadow requested, and the bartender pulled a bottle from the top shelf behind the bar and poured two tumblers of Diva vodka for them.

“I…can’t afford-” Sonic began nervously.

“We’ll be drinking for free.” Shadow dismissed Sonic’s worries. “Won’t we?” He batted his eyes at the bartender, who smiled dreamily and nodded before walking away in a daze.

So, Sonic wasn’t wealthy either. Shadow had guessed as much, so it wasn’t a surprise. His interest in the rich wasn’t born of a desire for their money, but of a desire for the egos that went with vast amounts of wealth. This was another compromise he was willing to make so he could share in this youth’s lust for living.

“Wow. Do you know the owner or something?” Sonic asked, impressed with the display.

“No. It’s simply that no one says no to me.” Shadow replied, taking a drink of his vodka.

“I can believe that.” Sonic said, just as dreamy as the bartender had been.

Sonic took a drink from his glass and scowled a little. “It tastes like vodka.”

“It is vodka. Were you expecting something different?” Shadow laughed charmingly.

“It’s the most expensive stuff they have, right? I was hoping for something closer to nirvana.”

“They inlay the bottles with diamonds and rubies and such. But the outer beauty doesn’t improve what’s within the bottle.” Shadow finished his own drink and arched an eyebrow at Sonic. “What about you?”

“What about me?” Sonic blinked at him, confused.

“You have outer beauty to be admired. Does what’s within you match what I see?”

Sonic blushed bright red, but he didn’t stumble over his answer. He smirked and smoothly replied, “I appreciate that. I’m nice to look at, I know, but you’re something else.”

The bright emeralds raked over his body again shamelessly, lust apparent in their depths.

The smugness surprised Shadow. He hadn’t been expecting such a smooth return from this youth. What was within this beautiful package was compelling indeed. Perhaps he’d get his desired dose of ego after all.

Shadow called back the bartender with a crooked finger.

“I’ll take the bottle, if you don’t mind.”

The bartender sighed happily at Shadow’s charming smile and retrieved the nearly full bottle of Diva vodka from the top shelf and handed it over.

Shadow turned it in his hand, admiring the precious stones inlaying the glass.

“They run the vodka through crushed diamond sand before bottling it. It touches so much beauty.” Shadow contemplated, then turned his gaze back to Sonic. “Do you believe yourself worthy of touching beauty?”

Sonic’s smirk grew. “I know I am.”

Shadow returned with a smirk of his own. He slid from his chair and watched as Sonic did the same. The blue furred youth offered his arm like a gentleman, and Shadow looped his own through it. They walked out of the bar; Sonic’s back burning with jealous looks as they went.

***

Sonic had to gape at the sight of the apartment building the taxi driver dropped them off at. The taxi had stopped for them on the first try, despite several other people trying to wave one down. And when they were picked up before anyone else, those left behind only gazed longingly at Shadow instead of raging at them.

The building was towering and opulent, and the lobby within was bedazzled in glistening chandeliers and golden sculptures. It even had a damn fountain in the center of it with naked cherubs sculpted from marble dancing in the water.

He watched Shadow from behind as he was led to the elevator.

Shadow was certainly beautiful, more beautiful than anything Sonic had ever laid eyes on. Sonic felt like he would do anything for him if only he could be allowed a single touch, perhaps even a single kiss from those plush lips.

The way he walked, slowly with a swagger in his step as he shook his hips exaggeratedly, was intensely seductive. The glint in his eye as he glanced back at him spoke of promised pleasures. His scent was intoxicating, it was somehow Sonic’s favorite pheromone even though this was his first time scenting it.

His body was a wonderland of muscles, curves and perfectly groomed fur. His legs were shapely and his quills were begging to be pulled on. His ass was plump and full, barely contained in the tight jeans he was wearing. Sonic needed to free that perfect ass from its confines, needed to touch and kiss and make love to that flawless body.

Shadow was a living embodiment of carnal desires. He was everything Sonic wanted made real, everything that Sonic hadn’t known he needed before seeing Shadow but now intensely, desperately lusted after. The picture of his desires was crystal clear to him now, whatever he had wanted before was gone, and that picture was now of Shadow and Shadow alone.

And Sonic was now in an elevator with his everything, heading to the penthouse after Shadow plugged in and twisted a key into the elevator’s panel. His excitement was beyond measure.

The elevator dinged merrily and opened, revealing the penthouse to Sonic’s curious gaze.

The entry hallway was lit by chandeliers glittering with gemstones, and Sonic guessed that each stone was a real ruby or sapphire or even diamond. The walls were painted white, almost blindingly pure and bright.

“How’d you get such a nice place?” Sonic asked.

“I let the owner of the building kiss my hand, so he gave me the penthouse out of gratitude.” Shadow answered with a cute smile.

The next room Sonic was led through was a sitting room, painted crimson with black couches and arm chairs placed in a half circle before a massive wood burning fireplace.

A large display cabinet was placed on one wall, which was filled with seemingly random trinkets. A delicate looking china tea set. A silver picture frame with no photograph. A doll in a Victorian blue dress on a stand. A canopic jar, of all things, which was surely a replica. And even more. There were dozens of little glittering things.

“What is all of that?” Sonic had to ask, his curiosity getting the better of him.

“Memorabilia of past lovers. I like to remember all the men I’ve found worthy of touching me. That’s all that’s left of them.”

Sonic pondered what that could mean, but he forgot his concerns when Shadow smiled at him and beckoned him further into the penthouse. He had been nervous just a second ago, Shadow had said something odd, but he couldn’t recall what. He shrugged it off and concerned himself with more important things, like looking at Shadow’s hips sway.

There were more hallways and doors leading off from the sitting room, but Sonic was led through a black painted door into a bedroom with walls as equally black as its door.

A massive bed dominated the room, its silk sheets pure white. Most of the room was swallowed by darkness accentuated by the black walls and carpet, but the bed was illuminated with two desk lamps on two nightstands on either side of the bed.

Shadow deposited the Diva vodka bottle on one of the nightstands and stripped naked, then fell gracefully onto the bed. He stretched his arms out with a blissful sigh then let them fall onto the pillows next to his head. He looked at Sonic expectantly.

“Well? I didn’t invite you here to admire me. Come here and touch beauty.”

Sonic took the invitation and crawled onto the bed, slinking towards Shadow on all fours. He reached the alluring hedgehog and tentatively put his hands on the curvy body.

The fur was as soft as it looked. His fingers had never experienced anything so addictive to touch. He could lose all his senses and be happy knowing he had once seen and felt perfection.

The firm muscles rippled under his touch, the flawless body shuddered under his palms. Pride swelled within him. He was making this beautiful creature quiver.

“Yes, I can feel it. The life in you. I need this.” Shadow murmured, letting his head roll gently back and forth on the pillow.

Sonic grinned and put his mouth on Shadow’s nipple, his fingers pinching and playing with the other. Shadow sighed and gasped with each lick and suck Sonic delivered him.

Shadow’s hands ran over Sonic’s body, finding it to be pleasing to touch. He had an athlete’s body, if a young athlete’s. He had firm muscles in his abs and back, and the legs rubbing against Shadow’s felt powerful.

As he touched Shadow, Sonic began to feel strangely tired. How could he be feeling sleepy at a time like this, when the perfect man, no, the perfect living thing of them all was underneath him and in need of pleasure? He shook away his tiredness, and focused on his lover.

Sonic massaged the firm abdomen, feeling the ridges of his stomach muscles underneath the smooth fur and soft skin. There wasn’t an unappealing part on Shadow.

His hands traveled down, passing over the sheath that was just beginning to part and touched between Shadow’s legs, finding what he knew would be there. He could smell it in Shadow’s pheromones.

Shadow’s pussy was beginning to moisten itself in preparation of what was to come. Sonic was just beginning to stroke the damp flesh when Shadow pulled his hand away.

“No, that isn’t for you.” His voice was still low and seductive, soft and appealing to Sonic’s every wish.

“Who’s it for, then?”

“Me.”

A new deep and menacing voice whispered in Sonic’s ear before a sharp claw reached around and sliced his throat in a smooth motion.

Shadow gasped and moaned at the warm blood falling onto him. He threw his head back and arched into Sonic’s twitching fingers, still touching him. The juices dripping from his pussy mixed with Sonic’s spilling blood.

Sonic sputtered and gagged as blood poured from his severed neck and fell onto Shadow’s writhing form. He slumped over, but clawed hands grasped at his dying body and hefted him to the side so he would fall next to Shadow.

“Mephiles.” Shadow greeted through a lustful moan as he ran his hands over his bloodstained fur, smearing the red into his skin.

“My beloved. You certainly know how to pick them. He’s not like our usual, but he’s pretty, isn’t he?” Mephiles complimented, admiring the unique coloration on their latest guest.

“He has so much life. I took so much from him and he barely got tired.”

Mephiles smiled tenderly at his lustful lover, quivering and touching himself all over on the sheets. He reluctantly turned away from the erotic sight, his physical hunger overriding his carnal hunger for the moment.

He leaned over Sonic, his head placed on the opposite side of where Shadow was lying so his lover would have a full view. He pressed his lips to the spewing throat and drank deep.

Sonic twitched and tried to escape, but he was far too weak to move and Mephiles’ unnatural strength kept him in place anyway. He turned his wavering gaze to Shadow, and saw his lips parted and releasing moans of ecstasy at the sight of him dying.

“Yes, I want to watch him die. His eyes are so bright. I want to watch them fade away.” Shadow’s voice climbed higher in pitch as his bloody hands traveled down his body and reached past his fully emerged cock.

Shadow rubbed his clit and massaged his labia as Mephiles sucked away the final dregs of Sonic’s life. He watched the burning embers of his will to live in those emerald orbs slowly sputter out. The blood that gushed out with every heart beat abated as his heart stilled.

Sonic died with a plea on his lips, left unspoken. Not a plea for his life, but a plea to touch Shadow a final time. His wish went unfulfilled, and he died wanting.

“Yes! Mephiles, he’s dead! Oh, he’s dead!” Shadow pressed hard into his clit, but his fingers slick with blood made it hard to get the pressure he wanted.

Mephiles pulled away from Sonic and kicked the corpse off of their bed, letting it thud to the ground carelessly. Shadow giggled manically and writhed on the bloody sheets, rubbing himself all the while.

Shadow never tired of watching a man die, of bringing them to their bed and sucking the life out of them, then letting Mephiles suck the blood out of them. He liked the arrogant most of all, letting them think they owned him and then taking their life from them, culling them in the most satisfying way.

They never fucked him. The only man that had ever been inside him was Mephiles. They got a taste of all they ever wanted, then watched as he got off to their deaths. And they always died still wanting him. It was his power as an incubus; the power of seduction. Everyone wanted him, everyone needed him. He fed off their arousal, their desires that he brought to the surface with only a look at his beauty. And with only a touch, he drained them of their life.

And only one man, one vampire, would ever have him. The same vampire that had had him for the past several centuries.

“Oh, Shadow. I love you so much.” Mephiles confessed earnestly.

“I love you too, Mephiles. More than anything. Come here. Make love to me.”

Mephiles loomed over Shadow and swooped in for a kiss, his bloodstained lips smearing Shadow’s muzzle with red to match the rest of his body. His natural pheromones, so sweet and seductive, were enhanced by the delicious smell of blood.

Mephiles was immune to Shadow’s supernatural pull, but he still had functioning senses. He could see how beautiful Shadow was, how sweet his scent was, how lovely his voice sounded. But it was love that drew Mephiles in, that made Shadow irresistible to him, not the compulsions the incubus caused in mortal men.

“Oh, Mephiles, you’re so sexy when you kill them. So powerful. Would you overpower me, love?”

“I’m happy to oblige, my beloved. My one and only.” 

Mephiles’ words always felt inadequate in describing his feelings for Shadow. In all their centuries together his adoration had never faded a fraction. In all their time at each other’s side, Shadow never failed to capture his heart and his body. The sight of him was enough to make Mephiles’ long dead heart swell. His touch drove him wild.

Shadow was his life, his love, his everything. Eternity was so empty before Shadow came into his life, and now every day was something to treasure so long as he shared it with Shadow.

And they shared a lust for each other, and a lust for death. 

Shadow sprawled himself on the bloodied bedsheets, running his hands through the thick blood and letting his head lull back and forth to rub his quills in it. His natural sweet scent was muddled by the metallic tang of blood, so potent it could be tasted in the air.

But that only heightened the eroticism of the moment. The death of another victim was something to be celebrated.

Mephiles descended and ravished Shadow’s body with his mouth and his hands, touching and tasting everything he could reach. He sucked on a nipple and made it peak. He bit down a little, rolling it between his teeth. Shadow arched his chest into the sensation, moaning happily.

It felt so much better than Sonic’s clumsy hands. No one knew what he needed better than Mephiles. They’d been making love for centuries, they knew each other as well as they knew themselves. 

Mephiles wrapped a hand around his cock and stroked it. His teeth kneaded his nipples as he jerked Shadow off with blood as his lube. His other hand explored lower and found the soft labia. Mephiles stroked the skin tenderly, poking a finger into their folds just enough to tease.

Shadow’s juices were soaking the bed he was so aroused. His pussy was ready to be fucked and Mephiles’ fingers weren’t what he wanted inside of him. But a needy Shadow was Mephiles’ favorite Shadow.

“Come on, I need you…” Shadow begged, already having had enough of Mephiles’ teasing touches.

Mephiles grinned and pecked a kiss on Shadow’s pouting lips. “Be patient, my love.”

Shadow groaned and let his head fall to the side. His cute little tongue poked out of his mouth to taste the blood smeared over his lips. It didn’t have the same appeal to Shadow that it had for Mephiles, but the tangy iron on his tongue was interesting enough.

The vampire ran a hand through the blood splattered on the sheets and thoroughly slicked his hand with it. He ran his fingers over the soft folds of Shadow’s labia to stain it red.

He then kissed the skin protecting Shadow’s vagina and licked it, pressing his tongue hard against the most sensitive parts of his lover. He tasted the mixed juices and blood, metallic gore and sweet aphrodisiac mingling to make the best tasting concoction that had ever graced Mephiles’ tongue.

Shadow’s hands gripped Mephiles’ quills tightly as he thrust his pussy into the tongue tasting him. He needed more. Nothing was enough or would be enough until Mephiles was inside of him.

But Mephiles had other plans. He gripped Shadow’s hips and flipped them so it was Mephiles’ back that laid in the bloody mess they’d made. He kept his mouth on Shadow’s cunt and let his lover sit on his face.

Shadow’s own weight pressed his pussy into the mouth and tongue that were so tormenting him. That wicked tongue thrust in and out of him, entering him a little deeper each time.

He circled his hips, letting his labia smear blood and juices on Mephiles’ lips. The vampire moaned and sucked on Shadow’s pussy, swallowing down the gifts Shadow leaked copiously.

The thrill of having Mephiles sharp fangs so close to his most vulnerable parts excited Shadow. Being so close to danger yet so very safe in Mephiles’ embrace was a contradiction that never failed to drive him wild. Mephiles could hurt him if he wanted to, but never would. Mortal men were so very dull in comparison. None would ever live up to his lover.

Mephiles fucked Shadow with his tongue, circling it inside of him and stretching out his walls for what was to come. Nothing tasted so good as Shadow’s cunt, not even the blood of his slain victims.

Shadow shifted off of his face, drawing a sad whine from Mephiles at the loss of the heavenly taste. He got a kiss to sate him before his cock was sucked down Shadow’s throat.

All of his considerable girth was taken into Shadow’s mouth. He expertly swallowed around the large cock and let it slide in and out of his throat to get it slicked up. Mephiles did some writhing of his own in the blood spill as he let Shadow pleasure him to his heart’s content.

The incubus inserted a finger into himself and smeared the blood staining it onto his inner walls. Experience had proven that blood made very poor lubricant, but the both of them liked fucking in and with the blood of their victims, especially Mephiles.

Shadow had had enough of waiting, and as soon as Mephiles’ cock was dripping with pre-cum and saliva he released it with a playful pop and put his pussy over it.

He tilted his head adorably and smiled sweetly as he descended. He took Mephiles into his pussy and as he lowered himself more his lips parted with little gasps and moans of ecstasy.

Mephiles took the opportunity to watch Shadow’s body. His abdomen and chest flexed as he tried to steady his breathing and his thick thighs begged to be grabbed as they quivered with the effort to support him. Blood stained most of his fur and his lips dripped with the red substance. Nothing turned Mephiles on more than the sight of their victim’s blood all over that perfect body.

Shadow’s tight pussy took all of Mephiles’ girth. Shadow wasted no time to get to business and began to dance on Mephiles’ cock. He reached his arms up to cross them over his head making his slim form taunt and his lean muscles were put on display.

He bounced and moaned and Mephiles watched his face morph into a mask of orgasmic pleasure. The vampire grabbed the thick thighs and massaged them, moving his hands between his legs and ample ass and squeezing them.

Watching his cock disappear into Shadow’s cunt was incomparable. The visual ecstasy of seeing himself claim Shadow’s body as his own by fucking his pussy fast and hard was Mephiles’ favorite sight.

The vampire used his grip on Shadow’s ass to set the pace, reasserting his dominance once Shadow had his bit of fun. Shadow liked being put in his place and Mephiles liked putting him there.

“Tell me how good my cock feels.” Mephiles asked with a smug grin.

“So big…my pussy can barely take it.” That was a damn lie and they both knew it. Shadow pussy was sucking him in like it was starving for cock. But it was still sexy to hear in Shadow’s baritone voice.

“Mmm, so good. You fuck me so good, love.” Shadow moaned, his half lidded eyes gazing at Mephiles adoringly.

“I’ll show you how good I can fuck you, baby.”

Mephiles made good on his promise by flipping them and wrapping Shadow’s legs around his waist. The new angle allowed Mephiles more leverage to thrust and he took full advantage, hammering into Shadow’s cunt hard.

Shadow screamed Mephiles’ name like a prayer, incoherent begging for more intertwined with each utterance. 

“I’m yours, Mephiles, I’m yours, so fuck me more. I’m yours forever, Mephiles, I love you so much…” Shadow was overwhelmed by adoration and pleasure, and tears fell from his ruby eyes. Sonic’s life freshly taken as his own thrummed through his veins, lighting him on fire. He felt so alive, so very real, and so very loved.

“I love you, more than I can say.” Mephiles replied, leaning in to hold his lover close. Shadow tucked his face into Mephiles’ neck and sobbed. “Yes, give me all of your emotion. Give me all of you. I love everything you have to offer me.”

Shadow cried freely, so happy and needy and ecstatic. His pleasure was mounting, his body coming to an emotional and physical high as his pussy massaged Mephiles’ cock tightly.

“Yes, together, my love.” Mephiles murmured in Shadow’s ear. Shadow wailed in joy and ecstasy as their cocks spurted seed, Shadow’s mixing with the blood in his fur and Mephiles’ filling Shadow with warmth.

They stayed linked as they curled up together in their bloody sheets, breathing through the high of their shared orgasm. Lazy kisses brought their lips together again and again as they reveled in each other.

Eventually Mephiles had to roll out of bed so he could drag away Sonic’s body and dispose of it in the furnace, and Shadow took the opportunity to walk out to his display cabinet, Diva vodka bottle in hand and seed dripping from between his legs.

[bookmark: _GoBack]He opened the case and set the bottle between a blown glass swan and a hand woven doily. He locked the bottle up in its case, another memory for his collection.
