
Amy sat at the table in Sticks burrow, foot tapping angrily below her. Her the ball of her hands were pushed against her eyes, and now and then she emitted a small growl. Sticks was busy making her a hot drink, but at that moment she could have boiled the kettle on Amy's head alone.


“It was a good plan, and you said yourself it was working! Just because we didn't factor in the girlfriend...”


“She isn't his girlfriend Sticks,” the angry hedgehog snapped.


Sticks scratched behind her ear, “I just meant...I mean they had spent a lot of time together...but I didn't know she was keeping such an eye on him. I would have warned you if I knew.”


Amy looked at her, “She hasn't been like this from day one?”


Sticks thought as she poured the tea, “I don't think so. She was very happy to go around telling everyone that the two of them were together, but less concerned about them showing up together.”


Amy felt her tension begin to melt away, “I AM still a threat then. When he just left me there like that, I thought he must really care about her.”


“Nah Sonic knows she's a psycho, sometimes it's easier to ease the beast. Thing is Amy, Tails came to see me a little while ago, poor kid was scared out of his mind. Staci terrifies him, and she knows it, and Sonic knows it. So he tells me, by the time Sonic got there, Staci had him in a headlock.”


Amy spat out an expletive, “That bitch! Why did she have Tails in a headlock?”


Sticks put their drinks down and smiled broadly “would you believe it, she was trying to flirt with him, dig him for information on you. Course he didn't budge, and she didn't like that.”


Amy smiled as well, “I owe him big.”


She looked at her tea carefully, it smelled bitter. Taking a sip she found it to be just as bitter to taste. Her friends temper ebbed and flowed like the tide, and Amy had trouble reading her at times.


“Sticks, you aren't still mad at me are you? This drink isn't anything like moose piss is it?”


The badger laughed loudly, “Moose piss? And accidentally see the cross eyed moose and curse us all again? I could never be that angry at anyone! It's nettle tea”


“That's good, I think.”


Sticks put her hand on Amy's, “Yea, I'm still mad at you. Not because you got horizontal with Shadow...at least not now I know you aren't in love with him. I'm mad because I couldn't check you were safe, after I tried to put you out of harms way.”


Amy squeezed her crazy friends fingers affectionately, “It was never my intention to make everyone worry about me. The thing is...you shouldn't have to look after me at all, and once I knew Shadow's intentions were honest it seemed best to stay put and learn what he could teach me.”


“Showed you a thing or two did he?”


Amy rolled her eyes, “Sticks if that's a joke...”


“I'm allowed one or two aren't I? Unless you are willing to give me more details?”


“You really want to know everything?”


“Sure I do! I might even think about forgiving you completely if I know exactly where you're coming from. And perhaps, tell you the one little trick to help change Sonics mind. Depending on how your story goes of course.”


“You know a magic trick do you?” Amy giggled.


Sticks beamed, “Magic? That's crazy.”


Once Amy started pouring, she didn't stop. As much as she could remember she disclosed to her friend. From their fights to their fireside, what Amy planned to hide in her memories of Shadow all came out. She wanted Sticks to start to understand the Shadow that she had come to know, instead of the distant threat they perceived him still to be. She felt herself blush when she got to her intimate stories, but Sticks didn't even flinch. She was most interested still in the stories from the woods.


Sticks was chewing on one of her claws thoughtfully, “You never asked him why he tried to bite a chunk out of himself every time he...”


Amy put both hands up, “Whatever word you plan to use next, stop! No, I didn't. I didn't really know how to broach the subject. I suppose I was too embarrassed.”


“Ever do it doggy style?”


Amy flushed beet red, “Don't you know what subtle means?! I...no we didn't. He seemed to like the connection in us looking at each other.”


Sticks nodded slowly and squinted her eyes like she was concentrating on something. She spoke again after taking a deep breath.


“So the other Sonic, forest freak, he tried to humiliate you?”


“That seemed to be it's aim Sticks, perhaps it was trying to put me off coming home because at that point I was so close.”


“You don't seem to be too worried what the village thinks though? Given you used to be...”


“Very concerned about my status?” Amy interrupted, “I was, and I still am, but I'd prefer to be true to myself first. Forward thinking female Sticks, that how I want to be thought of.”


Sticks nodded, “I agree, and that's coming from someone who is always being called backwards. You gotta do you. But you also gotta screw that blue hedgehog too.”


Amy choked on her tea, “Try being more blunt Sticks!”


She sucked in a deep breath, “Okay. Sonic always moved too quickly for you and it made you nervous. You didn't think you could bypass that, so when you thought you were going to lose him for good you found a way to get your experience...because you hate not knowing what you're doing and hate it even more if Sonic thinks you don't know what you're doing.”


Unblinking Amy stared hard at her, “...too blunt.”


“I aint wrong though huh?”


Amy sighed and made some wild hand gestures, spluttering her words before finally saying, “I guess not. I just...hadn't realised it.”


Sticks sat back in her chair and spread her hands out, “Sonic doesn't want to be with that slut, he wants to be with you. Trouble is he is being a monumental ass about it, confusing had turned him in to a total dick.”


Amy shrugged, “I've tried not caring, I've tried to show him the fighting I spent my time learning. I showed him my tits, Sticks. What else can I do?”


Sticks leaned back in her chair and smiled, “Fight. Or tell him you've always been in love with him. Whichever works for you.”


Amy rested her chin on her hand, “That's your sure fire method of winning him over? Beat up the bandicoot or beat up my own heart.”


Sticks smiled her sideways grin, “Nah, actually I got something far more savage than that. First you need to go have a chat with Knuckles, he's got some information for ya. Take that and your old red dress and go end this mess.”


Amy squinted, “why that dress in particular?”


Sticks raised an eyebrow, “Just trust me on this one pinkie.”


“Staci Bandicoot, get out here!”


Amy stood outside the twins hut. She had left Sonic well alone for a couple of days, but finally she had succumbed to her desire to try and get back her property. The sun was setting behind her and her shadow fell long in front of her. She was keeping the ghost Sonic of her woodland nightmares right at the front of her minds eye. It steadied her resolve and it inflamed her heart. She was not ready to confess her undying love just yet, but she'd been sporting for a fight with Staci as long as she could remember. 


“You too Sonic,” she continued, “not like you have any pants to put back on.”


They both emerged through the door, Staci looking like her blood was boiling. Sonic was pulling his best 'whatever' face while simultaneously looking very guilty.


“What in the deepest depths of hell do you want Rosie? Can't you leave me and my boy in peace to love each other,” the lilac one hollered. 


“First off, Staci, I would like an apology, for lying to Knuckles the other day. When he told you where I was, he was under the impression he was talking to Perci. Since you referred to yourself as Perci. I would like to let him know how sorry you are for squeezing the truth out of him unfairly.”


Staci's eye twitched, “Please, y'all know how easily confused that doofus gets, I clearly recall I told him I was me and not my sister. If he can't understand simple English ya'll can't blame me.”


Amy saw the twitch as her first blow.


“Yea well that doofus forgot his way to your front door when he dropped Sonic off that day! He got stuck downstairs it would seem. So, oh it's silly, he was still there when he heard you telling Sonic I was probably 'with Shadow'. And well, this confused him even more because he had told you that Sticks was looking after me. So you knew for sure I wasn't with Shadow.”


She watched as Sonic turned to Staci, but the bandicoot held Amy's stare.


“Well I'm sure that is what you told him sugar. I'm sure if we asked  Twigs she would back up the story, but I was trying to protect Sonic from your lies. From all your lies.”


Amy cocked her head sideways, “What lies would they be?”


Staci crossed her arms, “Do you deny you fucked that other hedgehog while Sonic was here trying to bury his worry.”


Amy winced but she would not back down, “Charming language Stace. I haven't denied anything, and last I was aware Sonic was buried in you.”


Amy didn't know whether to laugh or cry when she saw a small smirk in the corner of Sonics mouth. She had missed that smirk so much she nearly burst finally seeing it again.


Staci was spitting feathers, “I was here for him you harlot! While you left him behind and in pain I looked after him. I cared for him. I...”


“When is his Birthday?”


Staci blinked a few times, “What?”


“His Birthday? See the villagers want to throw him a party but they need to know the date. Also his favourite flavour of cake, what he's allergic to, his favourite music, the usual.”


Staci looked dumbfounded, “And y'all couldn't tell them?”


“Oh I could,” Amy beamed, feeling the dagger poised at Staci's throat, “but since you've been telling them all how close you two are they figured they should come to you. What was it you told Comedy Chimp? Oh it's on the tip of my tongue.”


“You...dare...”


“That was it! You told him he could entertain at your wedding, as long as he brought his camera crew. He got the impression he wouldn't be waiting long. Sonic 'might propose any day' were your words so Knuckles tells me. See networking and gossip runs in so many directions, you can't suggest something like that to a D list celebrity without them seeking the truth from an insider. A doofus insider even.”


Staci charged at her, but Amy didn't even flinch. Though the bandicoot was a good little scrapper, she was no warrior, and her clumsy movements were of little threat. Much as she predicted, Staci grabbed on to the hood of the jacket Amy was wearing and tore it from her shoulders. The chill in the air caught her only for a moment, her shoulders feeling exposed in her old halter neck dress. The added benefit was how easily the jacket slipped off her bare arms. Staci had put so much effort in to her attack, she stumbled trying to stay on her feet. She didn't have to see her do it; Amy could pick up the sound in her footfall. How did she manage before Shadow?


Staci was behind her, and Amy knew she would be reaching for her quills. Shadow had grabbed her enough times from behind for Amy to know just how to defend herself. Reaching over her shoulder she grabbed hold of Staci's wrist and threw the bunny boiler clean over her head. As the bandicoot landed with a painful thud flat on her back, she left herself exposed to attack. Amy clenched her fist and readied her arm to strike. 


“Amy, don't hurt her!”


Amy looked up. She had almost forgotten Sonic was there. For a moment Amy had seen red and she was deep in fight mode, ready to break a few bones if it so pleased her. She could have, but it was the right that she didn't. Amy had no real worries about the consequences, but she couldn't allow Sonic to see her like that, a maniacally jealous woman. He thought such awful things of her already, this bow didn't need another string. But as he ran over to them he didn't lean down to help Staci up, let alone give Amy a piece of his mind.


“Fine,” Amy sighed, and turning round she scooped up her jacket, “I've said my peace anyway.”


“Sonic, are you just going to stand there?” Staci cried, but she may as well have been talking to a brick wall. Sonic was transfixed.


“Amy...your back,” he cried, half laughing.


What was the obsession with her back? Sticks had been just the same. The pink hedgehog twisted herself around, “What, what's there?”


She looked at him as his face went from a confused scowl to a wide eyed, open mouthed smile.


“There's nothing there.”


In a heartbeat she suddenly found herself scooped off the floor, thrown over Sonic's shoulder, and speeding out of sight of a less than impressed Staci. When Sonic wanted out of a situation he could be gone in a snap, and Staci didn't even have time to yell a curse. They didn't stop until they reached her hut and he practically dropped her on her feet. Before she could process anything further he slammed his lips against hers.


Shadow was keeping his distance. He didn't usually find hiding such a struggle, but when he wanted to leap to Amy's defence so many times a day he was losing his cool. It wasn't like he was known for keeping control of his temper, he rarely removed his inhibitor rings just in case something sparked the darker part of him. How he came across was of little consequence to him, but he was not willing to put Amy through any further discomfort. Since she had nearly lost herself in the woods, he had been keeping an eye on her. His Bud was strong but even after everything, that blue faker was still her Achilles heel. 


After watching her battle Eggman he was safe in the knowledge she could hold her own in a punch up. For the most part too she was hardened against the judgements of her friends and neighbours. He had been there when she walked in to the woods that night and it had been an internal battle of his own not to swoop in and save her from the world. He knew she didn't want that, he supposed he would eventually have regretted it too. The blue fool had stomped on her the worst though and Shadow had come so close to punching his lights out. Even he had to admit though, there were signs that buried under Sonics bravado was a hedgehog in pain. Blue was licking his wounds, healing his pride, but he cared too much to ever really hate her.


Now as he watched Sonic tear from the bandicoots house, Amy thrown over his shoulder, Shadow knew it was time to exit for a while. He made sure Staci didn't follow them before making one very quick appearance at the home of Amy Rose. When he spied through the window, she and Sonic were locked in an embrace. There was a pang of sadness buried in the recesses of his heart that his part in her life was over. Perhaps not forever, but for now he would need to separate. A little part of her would forever be his, and that was enough to hold him.


He was gone in a blink.


She seized up, but she did not pull away, her hands poised between holding his waist or wringing his neck. Her head was telling her to be angry for thinking he could mess around with her emotions like this, but her heart was reminding her this was exactly what she wanted. The smell of the salty air they lived in clung to his fur, and on a deeper level was a scent that couldn't be explained, it was inherently him. Swooped up in the nostalgia of the first kisses they shared, she released her jaw and allowed his tongue to probe deeper. 


He was just as greedy as he always had been. He didn't just kiss her, he consumed her, taking away her breath and her willpower in one fell swoop. It used to scare her, but now she felt more than prepared. He had one hand behind her head, and the other remained steady on her waist. At least he had learned to keep his wandering paws steady. The mixture of his lips, and his tongue, and the possessive way he held her in place began to make her feel woozy. She pushed him away to try and get some oxygen back to her brain.


“I don't think,” she gasped, “I can keep up with your impulses.”


He grinned a sideways smirk, moving in to nuzzle her neck, “only one way to find out.”


“What I mean,” she quickly replied, keeping him at bay with her hands pressed hard against his chest, “is that only 30 minutes ago you were...”


“Trying to find a way to tell Staci it's over without her killing me? Yea, very true.”


His playful face broke a little, but she still gave him a questioning look. It wouldn't be beyond the realms of imagination to think he was finding way to cover himself.


“You were about to break up with her huh?”


He loosened his grip on her, “That thing with Tails the other day was the last straw. I haven't seen her since then, trying to find the easiest way to get her out of my life. You were right Ames, I got involved with her for all the wrong reasons. I was trying to find a way to forget who you were with.”


“So you did what your body told you to do, to punish your head for thinking?”


He rolled his eyes, “Yea that's pretty much how I roll. Act now, regret later.”


They both fell silent. A mutual understanding finally hung in the air, mixed with the raw guilt that they had both betrayed the other. She wondered if things would have been so much easier if she hadn't fought against her instinct when it had kicked in. So Sonic had been with other girls, because she had been about as clear as mud when it came to her feelings. Sticks was right, she had been too scared to confess to him how unsure she was in her own skills. By the same merit, Sonic had been too scared to admit he needed her to care for him deeper than anyone else ever had. They had found ways to keep their doubts occupied, so now it was time to open up.


It didn't feel the right time for 'I love you', but neither could she bring herself to tell him to leave. She wanted him so badly she knew she couldn't wait. It was more than marking her territory, it was more than just physical pleasure, and it was much more than teaching Staci a lesson. It was...it was love.


“You are here to stay, aren't you Amy? You and Shadow are no longer...” Sonic said, breaking the silence with an apprehensive tone.


She put her hands on her hips, “It was never going to be forever. I told you I was coming back. Here I am.”


He raised his eyebrows, “You can't blame me for being shaken, you've never done anything like that before. I couldn't ask if I had done something wrong because you kept ignoring my calls. You were with Shadow! How can I understand that if you cut yourself off? I was lost Ames! Because I thought I was losing you.”


“I am sorry!” she cried, a confused pulse of anger and sadness calling up from her heart, “I...oh Sonic I was scared okay? I ran away. I suddenly had no idea who I was any more and I hate not being in control. Growing up had happened so gently that when all these feelings coursed through me in one go, I lost control. Shadow was enough of a stranger to have no expectations of me, but familiar enough to make me feel secure. I wanted to come back stronger for you.”


He rubbed at his forehead, “For me? Amy you're...you're fine as you are. You're controlling and temperamental and blinkered to how your actions affect others. You are also smart, so smart, charitable, thoughtful, beautiful, protective and boy Amy Rose, are you strong.”


She felt herself welling up, “Wish you'd have told me that sooner.”


He scratched the back of his head awkwardly, “Yea I guess I do too. Look, I'm sorry I've been with other women. I...”


“You're young and dumb. So am I,” she said, smiling weakly. 


“I'm not forgiven am I?”


“Not by a long shot Blue, but you're going to make it up to me.”


When he smiled she felt sweetness and warmth cover her like honey. She needed that feeling more than anything, and she buried all the negatives deep down where they could shut up for a while He walked over to her, and turned her around so they were both looking at the setting sun. They lived in a little slice of paradise, but just because the world around them was beautiful it didn't mean life couldn't have it's complications. Annoying and dangerous as Eggman could be, he kept them entertained. Their friends had their own lives to start; Tails was already called upon to help in the city from time to time. Knuckles was happy as a nomad but he had always intended to visit Angel Island again some day. Sticks...well her family line was as old as the village itself so she was tasked with being both it's clown and it's guardian. The lonely little house in the forest could not be a home when she had grown up around such soft and soothing surroundings, 


“I'll spend forever making it up to you Ames, if you never leave me again,” he whispered in her ear.


As the sun finally vanished over the horizon, Sonic leaned down and began to trace tender kisses along her neck. He pressed his lips against her flesh so lightly, it tickled, and she giggled with a heavy mixture of happiness and nerves. When he reached her jawline her mirth was replaced with a light moan, such a light kiss managed to work its way deep within her. 


She turned enough to capture his lips again, matching the pace they had started, but this time his hands were just as eager. His fingers slipped easily under her poorly fitted dress, cupping her breast carefully. She was done with careful, and with her own hand she pushed his palm harder in to her chest. Taking her guide, his dextrous fingers took hold of her delicate nipple, teasing it until she felt it pushing against the fabric against her dress. It was still not enough.


Pirouetting to face him she took hold of his face and kissed him back in the hungry way he did her. Sonic was fast, but even he was having a hard time matching the ferocious dance of her tongue. He began to fight with the tie on her halter neck dress, his frustration increasing until finally, with a burst of strength, he hooked his fingers in to the fabric at her neck and tore it away from her body. The remains on her innocent youth fell about in a tattered heap on the floor, and she was stood in nothing but her pants before him.


For a brief second a look of fear crossed his face, “Woah Ames, I'm sorry, look I realise I might be pushing for things to go too fast again.”


“If you stop now,” she rumbled, “I will stand here and do what I have to to satisfy myself and you can damn well watch.”


He ripped off his gloves with his teeth.


He didn't give her time to react, be it good or bad. He jumped forward and was on her again, one hand back on her breast, the other snaking it's way down her back. 


“I've wanted to do this for so long,” he said in a deep, sultry voice, letting out a growl against her neck. Unable to utter words she simply whimpered back to him. His long digits made their way down to her ass, giving it a playful squeeze. The pressure caught her on the underside of her tail and on instinct her hips bucked to push her butt out. Her body was starting to ache for more intimate exploration.


“Don't tease like that,” she mewled.


He pulled her against him, and she rested her chin on his shoulder, breathing him in again. With one hand giving her am almost soothing back rub, his other worked its way down between her legs. With one stroke she was already whimpering again, not realising just how sensitive she had become in the build up. He was making a gentle motion back and forth, but it was not enough.


“Sonic,” she groaned, “faster.”


He never could resist a challenge like that, but her request worked against her and she was almost buckling at the knees. When his finger disappeared inside her she cried out his name. His body was heading that call, and she could feel a pressure against her stomach. She didn't want to beg for it, so she enveloped him in her palm. He crumpled worse than she had, and they pulled away from each other before they could end things too early.


Shedding the last of any clothing, they faced each other. There was a smile of satisfaction across his lips as his eyes drank her in. She was still a little coy, her arms subconsciously covering herself, but he loved that about her. He wished now he had waited for her, but what had happened had happened and they had both learned from their experiences. He no longer just wanted her, he needed her.


With a kiss on her forehead, he took her hand and guided her to the couch, gently indicating for her to lean over. She hesitated, just for a second, to be rested in such an exposed fashion, but his eyes did not veer from her back. That sweet spot, just between her shoulder blades. His hands took a hold of her hips, placing himself against her heat.


“Ames,” he breathed.


She looked over her shoulder at him and gave him the filthiest smile he had ever seen. His perfect, amazing Amy. He slid himself as deep inside her as he could, turning that wicked smile of hers in to a gasp of surprise. 


He felt like a perfect fit, and he hit a depth she didn't expect. Unlike their hasty and needy foreplay, he slid himself in and out of her with a languid pump of his hips. She could feel every milometer of his length against her front wall, making her clit cry with joy. As he grew thicker and paced himself quicker, her grip on the sofa grew harder.


His grip on her subsequently grew tighter, and though it began ache to the point of bruising it couldn't beat the desirable feeling of him losing control. There was a savageness to Sonic that he usually held at bay, but as his rasped breathing turned in to growls of pleasure she knew the caged animal was breaking free.


Running his hands against the grain of her fur, leaving lines where his fingers had been, he traced up her body and down her arms. He was leaning over her now, fingers intertwining with hers. He was growling from the very bottom of his throat; a guttural sound that cried back to their animal ancestors. Inhibitions had been lost entirely and she moaned his name over and over. When his fingers worked their way back to her sensitive button, she snarled at his dominance, but he returned the sound and gently nipped at her ear. 


He straightened up again, slamming in to her harder than he had with any of the girls he had before. He was reaching his brink, but he would not be satisfied if she didn't not feel their bodies merge completely.


“Ah...Amy...grab a cushion,” he stuttered.


“Wha-AH...wh...why?”


“Just,” he howled with the difficulty of finding words, “...trust me.”


She blindly grasped for the nearest cushion, which was no mean feat as her logical thought began to abandon her. She buried her face in the soft cover as Sonic finally hit his top speed. He mumbled several words, and perhaps in the heat of moment he didn't mean to say that heavy 'L' word, but it was amongst them all the same. 


Many things happened at once, and later she would tell him it was only because she finally reached an internal climax that he survived what he did to her. 


Through the virtually blinding pleasure of her walls crashing down, was the feeling of a deep, sharp pain between her shoulder blades. The pressure sent her limp, but with her top half already propped up and her head in a cushion she didn't hurt herself. There was a rush of warmth in her lower abdomen as Sonic released inside her, and as she felt his teeth pierce her skin she let out an almighty cry. Her orgasm racked her little body but all the time Sonic kept his grip on her. His hips pulsed as he filled her with every last drop of his seed.


He finally released his jaws when her when her body stopped quivering with shock. As the feeling came back in to her arms she tried to push herself up, but with a careful hand on her shoulder her kept her down. She wanted to fight back, but as his tongue cleaned up his mark, she fell in to a gentle purr and allowed him to stake his claim.
