
His ears were the first thing to detect her presence. 


When it came to Blaze he had a sixth sense. Or at least, more than his usual underlying psychic awareness of others. She shone that little bit brighter, his spark in the night. Even when she fought to keep the fire at bay, he could always feel it burning inside her, low and warm. 


She must have crept up while he was sleeping, silent as the night around them. Their world was beautiful now, not like the reality they had once known, and he loved to doze under the stars, surrounded by fields of golden wheat. He could bury himself completely if he so wished, which is what the Princess must have done as she crawled toward him.


It was her purr that caught his senses first. He couldn't remember the last time he had heard her purr, if he even had. It wasn't a sound she could make voluntarily, but she always seemed too aware of herself to slip in to a peaceful contentment enough to let it rumble. For her to be purring, she would have to be entirely at ease.


He pushed himself upright to watch her crawl out from the wheat and in to the space he had flattened to lie in. The flame inside her was not the gentle hum it usually was, but it was sparkling like a firework. His words caught in his throat as she crawled on top of him, slamming him back down and pressing her lips against his.


He could feel the vibration of her purr in his lips. She had tentatively kissed him before, but it had been a nervous and calculated action. As she lay her body down on his, her claws snaking their way around the back of his head to hold him in place, all decorum was gone. She kissed him with a hunger he had only ever dreamed of, and enraptured by her confidence his hands travelled down the length of her back to scratch her at the delicate spot where spine met tail.


She broke their kiss and let out a yowl of delight. She had warned him to never accidentally catch her there, and in the past he was worried it caused her pain, but as his maturity grew he knew it was a magic place. One small scratch there could make a female of many species fall weak at the knees, and as a cat Blaze was no exception. He wanted her so much, but he would never have used this weak spot unless she felt the same. He guessed that time was now.


“Mate with me.”


He heard the words, but he couldn't catch them.


“Silver, will you mate with me?”


She was as subtle as a flying Piko hammer. The second time she asked the words crept his ear and echoed around his head and his heart. And his loins.


“Blaze I...this is...sudden,” he finally managed to gasp. When she sat upright he held on to her waist as if she might run away from him again. Instead, her fingers buried themselves in to his chest fur. 


“It is something I have considered before, but I am certain now it is the right course of action. If you want me, that is?”


He sat upright, and she slid down between his legs so they were sat opposite each other, nose to nose. He took her face carefully in his hands.


“You're everything I've ever truly wanted,” he murmured, kissing her softly. She locked both her arms and legs around him, pressing her form against his. Her mystical fire felt physical as her body melted in to his own, her lips hot but soft. His mind was wild with what he wanted to do to her, and there was no need for a psychic connection for her to know this. Pressed against her most intimate area, he began to unsheathe and his muzzle flushed red.


She pulled away, and leaning back she looked down to try and see. By instinct his hands flew down to cover himself and she shuffled backward.


“Blaze I'm sorry, I didn't mean to...”


“I want to see you. Don't be ashamed,” she whispered, cocking her head to the side. She looked so cute like that, so curious, that carefully he removed his hands to reveal himself to her. It hadn't taken much to him to be nearly entirely exposed.


“If you lie back, I will find this easier,” she purred.


He blinked at her, “Find what easier?”


She smiled sideways, the tip of one canine showing from under her lip, “I'm going to taste you.”


His breath caught in his chest, but he didn't move until she pushed him down. She began to remove her gloves, but with a soft glow of blue she found them to be removing themselves. Silver gave her a playful smile, as using his telekinetic power he started to undress her. The robes she wore over her bodysuit gently lifted over her head, loosening her hair so it fell about her shoulders. She started to feel like a kitten again. He did not remove anything else from her, and though she would have been happy to have all the fabric torn from her body, she couldn't help but love his respect for her.


She showed her appreciation at one. He too was long and slender, but the flesh looked paler and softer, much like Silver himself. She grasped the base of his member with both hands, and with the very tip of her tongue, licked his head very gently. He jolted as if she had given him a static shock, and fluid almost instantly appeared, like a drop of dew. She licked again, wanting to get to know every flavour of her hedgehog. 


He almost passed out when her mouth swallowed more of him than he even expected she was capable of. The desire the thrust almost won, but he fought against his urges and pushed his fingers in to the ground instead. Buried inside her throat was her purr, and it vibrated all the way down his dick and through his balls. 


“Blaze...s-stop...or...”


She looked up at him wide eyed and curious, but after mouthing a small 'o' she sat back. If she couldn't touch she would still look, locking her eyes on him. She stood up, and with her confidence fading a little she unhooked the straps of her body suit and rolled it down to her waist.

The shame she felt about her small chest ebbed away under his gaze. His golden eyes glowed as if she was a diamond amongst coal. Of course, to him, that it exactly what she was.


He kneeled in front of her, and taking one last look to gave her permission, which she gave, re moved her remaining clothes completely. Much as he had planned, her intimate folds were presented to him at eye line. He knew what he should be doing, but rather than rely on knowledge he gave in to instinct and began to kiss her. 


She pushed her hips forward in a heartbeat, allowing him to reach more of her. His tongue was rushed and his fingers trembling but it gave her waves of pleasure all the same. His eagerness to impress her had seemed childish in the past, but now she relished it. When their eyes met, and she watched his tongue disappear from view as he buried it inside her, she felt the fires within her begin to crack and glow. She should fear their danger, but at the same time she needed him all the more.


She gently pushed his head away so she could kneel in front of him. Once they were once again face to face she looked deep in to those stunning orbs. Her own face flushed as he eased her down, their roles reversing as he took control of the situation. Since she had seen it, she knew she wanted nothing more than him inside her, match fire to fire and hopefully burn her out.


“Are you sure, my Princess?”


She smiled softly, and finding herself suddenly parched she only managed a quiet, “very.”


His body was shaking, with fear or anticipation, perhaps both. Her soul and her strength, her honour was at his mercy. As he began to slide inside himself inside her body, he locked his fingers in to hers and she gripped on to him tight. She was so warm inside, so tense that her squeeze on him was almost painful. He stopped to let them both readjust, and after a few deep breaths and delicate kisses, he pushed himself all the way in.


It was awkward at first as nerves got the better of both of them. She squirmed as if she were trying to fight him off, when in reality she was trying to make herself more comfortable. He was reaching places inside her she hadn't known herself, and fear would only trigger her flames. The last thing she wanted was to burn their surroundings down.


As if sensing her worry, Silver tried to sooth her with his own, trembling voice.


“Don't worry, let go, I can control them for you.”


Letting him in, well she had done that so physically. Her final defences dropped and as her body relaxed he was able to start up a good pace. At all times he watched her expression, letting himself enjoy the moment but not ignore the signals she was giving off. As she started to gasp his name his psychic power detected the flames inside her ignite. 


He needed better leverage. He manoeuvred so he was sat on his feet, and pulled her slender hips on to his lap. As he rolled his hips back and forth he rubbed gently at the gathering of nerves that made her cry out in delight. He could feel his own desires reaching their peak as he watched the beautiful cat lose herself completely. It took all his concentration, but as she came and flames formed at her fingertips he fought them back in to place. He wanted more than anything for her to be able to forget her unstable powers, and with his help she bucked and cried the last of her orgasm out without so much as a spark escaping. Sweat gathering all over his body, he finally released himself, both his seed inside of her and his control on her flames.


At no point for the remainder of the night were they cold. They had reached a new level of intimacy, and a new level of trust. Till the sun rose she burned like an ember and kept them both warm, purring like a cat who had got the cream. 

