It never got any easier, Miles thought.

This was the fifth time, but still, his stomach churned with anxiety; what if someone he knew found out? He'd never live down the shame from his friends, the judgment of his mentors, the disappointment from his parents, everyone he looked up to would be disgusted – as they should be! He was disgusting, after all. Miles continued to berate himself in his mind, wracked with guilt and shame. But even as he stumbled hesitantly through the dark, he couldn't deny the obvious; that he was unbelievably rock hard!

It was nighttime, 12:34 AM, to be exact. Miles knew because he nervously checked his cellphone thirty-eight times since leaving his apartment at 11:41 PM earlier. It helped keep him grounded, he thought. And it helped him keep track of when he'd turn around to leave. He always felt a twinge of humiliation when he ran back home, but not tonight. The other four times, he pussied out before even halfway through, but tonight...tonight he was going all the way! This time, Miles was determined to stay out the entire two hours he challenged himself to. Two hours of walking around the seedy section of the city park, alone, dressed like one of the twinks he always admired on the porn sites he consumed like mad. 
Oh, those young men were so attractive, with their lithe, lean bodies and boyish charms; unlike his own plain features. But that's why he was out here, to gain even a modicum of their charisma. And feel a little sexy in the process, too. If he could be even a fraction as confident as them, he was sure he could muster up the courage to go for his true goal; a man. So, one night, every week, he'd squeeze himself into tight running shorts, an equally tight shirt, calf high socks, red shoes, his older brother's varsity jacket, and to tie it all off, a baseball cap, brim worn low to avoid recognition. He knew that was a lost cause, because how many two-tailed foxes are just walking around? But it made him less anxious about being found out.
Honestly, the park was lovely at midnight, anyway. The stars were out, the flickering lights of poorly maintained street lamps, the sea-like sound of trees gently swaying in the breeze, and the quiet that let Miles think about all the dirty things he secretly desired to have done to him...his dick throbbed painfully against its tight fabric cage. Miles blushed from the sensation and hurried along the paved path meandering through the scenic park, huffing every so often as his throbbing erection rubbed against his shorts with every anxious footstep, sending tiny little sensations throughout the tip. He loved the feeling, that and the small, vibrating dildo pressed in place by his compression shorts.
12:56 AM. A little over an hour, so he only had one more to go.
In a heavily forested part of the park, Miles stopped at a bench bathed in the blinking light of a shitty streetlamp and plopped down, giving a little gasp as the dildo pressed against his prostate from the impact and rattled against it from the vibrating. That felt good, he thought, so he ground his ass into the wood, relishing in the pleasure shooting through his loins. But he grew a little self-conscious again, so he fished his cellphone out of his jacket again to check the time. 1:04 am. Just an hour more, and he'd accomplish his goal for the night. The thought made him happy enough to let out a giddy laugh, quietly. Miles gazed down his phone, watching the seconds tick away intently while idly palming at his hard dick.
Enough to not notice the man briskly jogging toward the bench to rest.
“Whew! That's a workout!” The man's rumbling voice cut Miles out of his trance and he yelped in surprise as he pressed his thighs and hands together to cover his shame.
“Huh? Oh, did I scare you? Sorry 'bout that.” The man looked worried. “I didn't think other people jogged this late at night, sorry to run up on you like that.”
“D-don't worry about it!” Miles managed to stammer “I was just taking a break, but I'll get out of your– ” Miles' words dropped out of the air as he was blindsided by the jogger; he was fucking sexy. 
The harsh, flickering light illuminated the man from above occasionally, giving him an unsettling aura, but Miles didn't care one bit. The first thing Miles noticed about him was his large stature; The man was muscular, not chiseled, but that smooth kind of muscle that looks soft to the touch while brimming with power. He was stretching now, loosening up muscles and flexing them for Miles like his own private show, displaying the rippling strength in his limbs. His shoulders were broad and exposed from the sideless tank top that gave Miles the perfect view of his sides, with a hint of pectoral muscle drawing the boy's eyes to his impressive torso, especially the peculiar horizontal crescent tattoo emblazoned on his chest, nestled right in the center of his sternum. He could even see his nipples poking through the thin purple fabric, no doubt erect from the brisk night air! He couldn't have been too much older than him, but Miles was already smitten.
The man tilted his head at the sudden stop, his red dreadlocks swaying from the motion, but shrugged his large shoulders and plopped down onto the bench, a little more forcefully than he meant to, as the boy bounced a bit. After a quick gulp from his water bottle, the man sighed contentedly before sizing the boy up. “What're you doing out here alone this late at night?...How old are you?”
Miles fidgeted under the scrutinizing gaze of the man and pressed his thighs together, trying to hide his erection. He just hoped he didn't hear the vibrator currently stuck inside him. “Th-that's kinda personal. Why are you out here and how old are you?”
“Well, I'm out for a jog, clearly and I'm 23.” The man answered plainly, not a hint of understanding Miles' flippant attitude.
'Wow, wasn't expecting that answer. This guy seems really honest,' Miles wondered. He seemed trustworthy, so he decided to reciprocate. “I'm 19.”
“And you're out jogging, too? Alone?”
“Uh, yeah!” Miles blushed at the lie, and his heart pumped when he saw the man's eyebrow rise in suspicion.
There was something...odd about the way the boy was acting, like he was hiding something. From his closed posture to his anxious fidgeting, the man figured the boy was going through something at home, maybe something he had to run away from, but in that outfit? He sized the boy up before deciding whatever he was really up to was none of his business, so he huffed in reply and dropped the topic, focusing on resting before continuing his jog. He stood and started stretching, much to Miles' delight. The way the man's tight tank top clung to his muscular torso, held in place by his sweat, it showed off all the right curves and angles – and caused his dick to harden again. Even more so, now that the man began to stretch his lower half; he turned in place and Miles's eyes laid right on the jogger's massive dick snaking down his left thigh in his shorts.
“It's big...” Miles murmured without even realizing.
“Huh? What's big?” the man blinked in surprise at the boy still sitting shyly on the bench.
Oh, crap, I said that out loud!, Miles yelped in his mind before thinking- this is exactly why he's out here, to get confidence! And if he just let this opportunity slip by, it'd all have been for nothing. Miles' heart thumped wildly as he parted his lips and mustered the courage to let the words slip out: “Y-your dick.”
“M-my what?” the man's hand shot down and covered his crotch, suddenly embarrassed.
Miles reached forward hesitantly. He looked at the man carefully, watching for any sudden movements or signs of hostility, but as he saw none, he decided to go for it- he placed his hand on the man's hand, making sure to caress the large bone-spikes protruding from his knuckles, his own seeming smaller in comparison. “This.” he whispered in the best sultry tone he could muster.
The man inhaled sharply at the unexpected touch – but he didn't move. Silently, he let the boy move his hand aside and gently rest it on his slowly stiffening penis. Their eyes caught the other's, so they stood and stared, neither willing to be the first to break the awkward tension.
The only sounds were the breeze the trees, the low hum of the blinking light, and their nervous breathing, until Miles' meekly asked if he could touch it more. The man continued to say nothing, so Miles spread his legs to show him his own erection.
“I-I'm sorry,” he paused again to gauge the man's reaction, “but you're so handsome, I couldn't help myself.” Miles looked up at the man sheepishly with eyes wide open in awe, like the boys in the porn he watched so often. “...Can I?”
The man was still as silent as a grave, and yet he did not move – so Miles took that as a 'yes' and began to slowly rub the flaccid member to life. It was warm, so warm that it helped cut away the cold from the night air. “Thank you.” he said with sincerity and smiled at the man.
An energy had filled Miles, from the pit of his stomach to the tips of his fingers. Here he was, in public, at night, with a stranger's cock in his hand – and he loved every second of it! He was giddy with glee and would not let this moment go to waste. Slowly, he lent forward and pressed his nose into the man's crotch and sniffed deeply, taking in all of his smells; like clean linen, natural scent, and body wash. God, he was hot. Every huff was like he was breathing fresh air after a dive. “I l-love your scent.” Miles murmured, a little embarrassed at admitting that.
And as intoxicating as his aroma was, the man's taste would surely be better! Miles licked his lips in anticipation and kissed the tip of the man's penis. It jumped and throbbed in its fabric prison, like a great beast clamoring for freedom. Each lick and kiss from Miles only made it throb more intensely, as well as drawing out a sharp exhale from the dreadlocked man, enticing the boy to lavish the turgid flesh  even more.
The man felt confused. If someone told him he'd be getting his dick serviced by a random boy in the middle of the night, he'd tell them they're crazy, but here he was standing doing just that! And even more puzzling, he wasn't even stopping him. It felt good, especially since he hadn't had sex in a good while...maybe this could be fun. Reluctantly, the man choked out a whisper, “Wh-what's your name, kid?”
Miles was happy to hear the man speak up, his tails swishing in delight. “M-,” he stopped himself before he said something he'd regret. “Hmm...you can call me...'Tails!'” He licked up to the waistband of the man's shorts and caught it between his teeth before pulling it down slowly, adding a sultry growl for good measure when the man's dick sprung up to attention. “...And I'll call you 'Knuckles', alright?” he said while caressing said spikes on the man's hands. The names weren't creative, but they did the job, Miles thought. 
'Knuckles' nodded slightly and stood still like a statue, unsure of what to do in this situation. The boy was looking up at him from the bench, an earnestness and eagerness to please written all over his face; The man could see it with how 'Tails' tails were swaying back and forth excitedly. God...he was actually letting a random boy in the park suck his dick! This kid is a freak.
And it turned him on far more than he ever thought possible!
Miles licked and lapped at the base of Knuckles' shaft, taking extra care to curl his tongue around it – or at least attempt, since his cock was huge. After leaving the base covered in a thin film of saliva, Miles methodically drug his tongue down over Knuckles' balls, feeling each wrinkle and fold, loving how plump they were. His tongue retreated back, up the shaft, both over and under, gliding over every pulsing vein, aiming to cover the entire monster is his spit. And when he was done with the shaft, Miles teased the frenulum on the underside of the head with faint licks then pursed his lips around the bulbous, almost purple glans. He watched Knuckles' immaculate chest expand and compress with his increased breathing and was happy, as he was certain it was due to his worshiping of this godly cock. 
After pausing for a deep breath, Miles closed his eyes, pursed his lips, and plunged Knuckles' dick into his mouth. He loved it! He loved feeling the spongy head piston in and out; feeling the rigid, warm flesh slide across his tongue; feeling the man's pelvis brush against his nose; especially how it throbbed inside his mouth; everything about it was heavenly and made Miles' head spin with ecstasy. He reached up with one hand to cup Knuckles' balls and the other to massage his taint in a double assault of pleasure – he'd seen that trick online!
“Oh, fu-fuck, Tails!” Knuckles growled. Miles' tails were wagging wildly now, just like how his head was bobbing back and forth, and it was such an endearing sight. The slick glide of the boy's lips over his dick made his nerves fire off across his shaft and glans, especially when Miles began to lightly graze his fingertips over his taint – now that was a sensation Knuckles had never felt before! But before long, Knuckles found himself bucking his hips in time with Miles' bobbing, creating a smooth rhythm.  It was good, so good in fact that Knuckles gently caressed the sides of Miles head and started to thrust earnestly, filling the night air with the boy's sudden gags and the nasty, sloppy slurps of fellatio.
They continued their lewd coupling for five minutes or so before Knuckles felt that familiar tingle deep within his loins bubble up his shaft. His legs trembled and knees buckled as he sped up and put more force into his thrusting, standing on the balls of his feet – and with a cry of “T-Tails, I'm close!”, he just barely pulled out then Knuckles' erupted seventeen looooong, gooey ropes of cum onto Miles waiting tongue and cute face. God, that was good, Knuckles thought as he gasped for breath. 
“On my face, really? My mouth was wide open.” Miles chided with a chuckle.
“Sorry, Tails, I didn't want you to choke. I, uh, make a lot.”
“I can see that.” 
When Knuckles came out of his daze he was greeted with the sexiest sight; Miles' cute face absolutely drenched in cum, his mouth agape and tongue lolling out to cup his copious amounts of seed as if he were at a lewd doctor's appointment. Then he watched in disbelief as Miles swallowed his huge load and then licked all around his mouth for the remaining cum before wiping his face with the sleeve of his varsity jacket. Oh, yeah, this kid is definitely a freak.
Miles, for his part, was beaming with pride. His first facial and it was at the hands of this stud. There would be no end now, he knew as soon as the first thick rope of semen coated his muzzle; he was hopelessly addicted to this red Adonis.
They crashed back into the bench, both huffing and still warm from their sexual workout. Miles felt fantastic, like he just overcame a huge hurdle and looked to handsome stud that made his goal a reality.
“Um, thank you, Knuckles.” Miles flashed a cocky grin, so unlike his usual self. Then his phone buzzed from an alert he set up. 1:15 AM. He had more time before he had to get back home, and there was no way he'd let this end with just a blowjob. So he turned to Knuckles, mind ablaze with lust and eyes filled with hunger, threw one leg over his waist and straddled him, resting the seat of his pants right on top of the large erection. “Are you maybe up for more?”
“I, uh-” He didn't even get to protest before Miles' lips met his and set his whole body on edge. It was surprisingly chaste compared to the filthy oral sex they just had, but that was kind of endearing.
“Please?” Miles pleaded, even grinding his taint on the large cock to tease the man. Taking one of Knuckles' hands in his own, he brought it up to his lips and began to suck on the bone-spike enticingly. The other, he brought to his ass, encouraging the man to grope and feel at it.
Truth be told, even after that amazing blowjob, he was still aroused as fuck and those cheeks did feel amazing nestled around his cock...what's the harm anyway? No one came around here this early in the morning.
Knuckles replied by giving Miles' ass a firm but gentle smack. “Don't regret it, boy.” he flashed a cocky grin of his own.
“You think I can't handle you? I think I handled you quite well just now.” Miles said happily, a tinge of embarrassment blushing onto his muzzle. “Now let's see if you can handle me.”
Knuckles perked up at that and began to knead the boy's ass in earnest. It was soft and small, but sexy all the same. Knuckles' hand crept to where the boy's hole would be, but instead found something hard and buzzing. 
“Damn, you were just walking around in the dark with that in your ass?” 
Miles blushed sheepishly and confirmed it had been on the entire time, albeit on low. “D-does that bother you?” But he knew the answer was 'no' since Knuckles was still stroking his cheeks, massaging needed warmth into them. The rush of being touched by such a man made Miles push back into those strong hands and hum contentedly.

“Well, I can't fuck you with that in the way.” Knuckles gently patted the dildo, sending a shiver up Miles' spine. For a few minutes, Knuckles continued to tease Miles with his hands and sandwiching his dick between the boy's cheeks, until, finally, he worked up the nerve to fuck him.

Miles smiled at the man and made a show of giving a sultry moan. “Then take it out, please!” He even wiggled his hips for emphasis.
The man's large finger traced around the edge of the vibrating intruder, lightly touching the boy's quivering ring. It was slick from sweat and other bodily fluids, making the touch smooth, enticing the man to double his efforts to send little pricks of pleasure to his- the boy.
Miles sighed happily at the sensation- then gasped when Knuckles turned it to max strength, gripped the vibrator firmly, and slowly began to drraaag it out, making sure to twist and turn the toy all the while. And just when only the violently shaking tip was touching Miles' winking hole, the man plunged it in again, out, in, out and in, over and over. “N-no, please...” Miles' voice was shakey from the brutal assault, “don't tease me...”
But Knuckles didn't stop. He was mesmerized by how Miles' tight hole clung to the vibrating, even forming around the bumps. He was entranced by the loud whirring of the engine and the perverse squelches as he kept stabbing the thing into his- no, the boy, he had to remind himself again.

“You gotta,” Miles hand clasped on Knuckles' wrist just as he was about to plunge it back in, then he laughed nervously. “You g-gotta chill out, Knuckles!” Miles said breathlessly, his body still reeling from that brief ordeal.

The man blinked in surprise, as if he just broke out of a hypnosis, before he adopted a look of worry. “God, I'm sorry, Tails. I didn't hurt you, did I?”

Miles shook his head calmly. “No, Knuckles, no. You didn't hurt me.” This man clearly wasn't used to this kind of activity, his expression of slight horror making that plain to see. Miles guessed this was uncharted territory for both of them, which made the man's enthusiasm all the more endearing. Miles looked up at the man with a smile, wanting to make sure he understood that nothing was wrong. “I just...” then he reached down and softly stroked Knuckles' throbbing dick. “...want this instead.”

It was so big, Miles thought to himself, much bigger than the toy that had just slipped out of his ass and lay forgotten on the grass below them, vibrating still. He'd have something much better soon, anyway. After lowering his hips, he could feel the heat radiating from Knuckles' powerful cock on his anus, pulsing and throbbing with desire. Gingerly, he sat on top of the bulbous head and sighed happily when he felt a little bead of precum touch his waiting hole.

“Do you want it, too?” Miles wanted to be sure the man was okay with going this far.

Knuckles gulped loudly, before he nodded dumbly and croaked out a hoarse 'yeah.'

“Good~” Miles cupped his hands around Knuckles' own and guided them to his hips. “I love the feeling of your hands on me.” he whispered in the man's ear, thoroughly enjoying how much he had this beast under his spell. “Now fuck me, please?”

Miles' hands found themselves gravitating towards the man's wide pecs and toyed with them, grasping, rubbing, and squeezing them softly. This hunk was so soft and muscular all at the same time, it drove the boy insane! He couldn't help but pull at the man's large, erect nipples. And they were damp from sweat and shining in the low light from the flickering lamp; a terribly delicious sight, enough for Miles to lean forward and shove the man's tanktop aside to clamp his lips on one and attack it fervently with his tongue. He swirled his tongue around the sensitive nub, savoring the salty taste of Knuckles' flesh and endeavoring to cover the entire thing with his spittle.

All this attention made Knuckles inhale deeply. If he didn't keep his focus now, he'd blow before he could even get inside this cute boy. Guiding one had to his rigid penis, he lined it up with the boy's hole and kissed the tip to the sweaty ring.

“F-fuck, Tails...this is crazy!” But neither of them stopped.

In response, Miles only switched to the other nipple and began to lower himself onto the waiting cock, moaning at the broiling heat that invaded his body. F-fuck, it was even better than he dreamed of and now he knew he'd never get enough.

Glaciers moved more quickly than how slowly Miles sank unto Knuckles' dick, eagerly enjoying the sensation of being filled, stretched, utterly claimed. It was burning hot, almost uncomfortably so as Knuckles' rod plunged deeper and deeper into his silky, warm depths, but this would not deter the boy; it only filled him with more desire.

Inch after agonizing inch trudged into the boy's quivering ring of muscle, conquering this new territory as its own. “O-oh, Knuck-les!!” Miles groaned with delight.

“Tails...” he huffed in response.

They continued moaning and shaking until, at last, Miles' soft cheeks were nestled perfectly into the cleft of Knuckles' pelvis. His large dick engulfed in the boy's guts.

They were embracing now, Knuckles' arms wrapped around Miles' waist, pressing their torsos together intimately. It was so hot from their bodies being so close together, they forgot it was a cold enough night for their breaths to become fog.

“You feel amazing.” Knuckles huffed.

“Th-thank you.”

They sat there, staring at each other, enjoying the feeling of the other until Knuckles coughed awkwardly and asked if he should start moving in a hushed tone. Miles nodded affirmatively and the man began to retreat from the blazing heat of Miles' ass, wincing and hissing at each tug of their flesh and every spark of pleasure rending through his loins. They started slow, just getting a feel for each other.

Knuckles had to admit, it was very difficult for him to just not go buck wild. He had only had sex once before, a long time ago with some bat woman, and he wasn't very socially inclined, so this kind of midnight tryst was simply not something he ever thought would happen; and yet here he was, balls deep in one of the cutest boys he'd ever seen – and in public, no less!

He looked down at said boy, whose eyes were closed and mouth agape in a breathless gasp; he seemed to be utterly lost in pleasure. Something stirred in Knuckles from the fact that he was the reason this boy was transfixed. Something like a perverse pride, a sense of satisfaction. And it felt great.

Emboldened by this new feeling, Knuckles leaned down to whisper into the boy's ear: “You like it?”

“Yes, I do.” Miles moaned again, his body gently rising and falling with Knuckles' thrusts.

“And you want more of me?”

“Yes, I do!” Miles wrapped his arms around the man's neck and rested his head on his shoulder. “I do, a lot, Knuckles.”

So he put more power into his thrusts. Soon the sounds of vibrating and the muffled clap of furred flesh filled the brisk night air, creating a cacophony of sex and lust.

Every time their loins met, their bodies spasmed and nerves fired. This was some intense sex, Knuckles thought. He was determined to give this boy the pleasure he wanted, so he tightened his hug, pressing their torsos together even more before spreading his legs wide for leverage and lifted his ass off the bench for more powerful thrusts.

Oh, it was fantastic. The first crash sent a wave of pleasure throughout his dick, from the cling of Miles' hole dragging across his shaft, surrounding it in warmth. Knuckles groaned quietly. Slowly, he pulled out, before bucking up suddenly, nudging Miles off his lap slightly and eliciting a yelp from the cute boy. He, himself, groaned as his hole snugly clung to his massive dick. Another thrust, another yelp, another groan. They continued this cycle for a while, each time Miles melting into Knuckles' embrace more and more until he was practically clinging to him for dear life.

“Kn-Knuckles, I–!” Miles' words caught in this throat, choking out another moan of wanton pleasure. “I love this so much.”

They gazed into each others eyes, faces inching closer until their lips met in a feverish kiss, as trying to press themselves into one being. Miles was trembling from the forceful bucking of this red Adonis and from excitement of being made into his sexual plaything. Then Knuckles pushed up, but instead of withdrawing, he ground his hips into Miles like they were dancing. Oh, this boy was heaven.

Then Miles pulled away, a thin bridge of saliva connecting their tongues the only evidence of their deep kiss. “I want to ride you.”

He rose from Knuckles, his dick releasing with a soft pop and turned his back to the man, then placed his feet on both sides of the man's hips, squatting over his towering dick. Then, taking one of Knuckles' hands in his own, he brought it to his lips and swirled his tongue over the bone-spike again before lowering it to his ankle and gesturing the man to grab the other. “Steady me?”

Knuckles nodded and quietly waited, heart beating with trepidation for when Miles would engulf him again.

This time, Miles was quick. He slammed down and speared himself on Knuckles' cock and howled as the bulbous head collided with his prostate, before plunging past it, rubbing it the entire time. They were nestled together again, but Miles lifted himself off, then crashed down again. His legs were trembling, tremors of pleasure ripping through his body and he found his breathing heavy. Every so often, he'd pause to grind his hips, like Knuckles did before, and to catch his breath. But he still didn't have enough, Miles thought. Time to pick up the pace.

Miles sped up, surprising Knuckles. The force of their collisions caused flecks of cum, sweat, and all manner of bodily fluids to spray out, along with the telltale claps of vigorous sex. They were staring at each other again, breathing heavy.

Knuckles mouth was close to Miles' chest, and he sought to return the favor from earlier, so he took one of Miles' pecs into his mouth and slathered his saliva all over his nipple, even nibbling at it to draw more whines and moans from his boy. His boy. That sounded right, Knuckles decided.

They continued their sexual dance, unaware of anything else in the world, focusing only on each other, eyes staring into the others like both were in a trance of pure lust and want.

Then a great tremor seized Miles, making him whine in pleasure– he was close! “Knuckles, I'm–“

“Me too.” he breathed huskily. “Pull off so I can–“

“No!” Miles shook his head. “I want you inside..!”

“You sure?!” But it was too late, as they both erupted within quick succession, Miles spraying into the night sky and Knuckles filling his boy to the brim, so much that it sputtered out when Miles kept slapping his ass into Knuckles.

“Oh, Kn-Knuckles!!!”

“Fuuuck, Tails!!”

Together they groaned and howled, only focused on each other and their bodies crashing together one last time, trembling and quivering from the pleasure.

“Oh-Oh! Oh, my god, Knuckles...” Miles collapsed backwards onto the man, his breathing ragged.

“Fuck, Tails...” Knuckles was extremely pleased with himself. He knew, after this, he would definitely want to see this mystery boy again. “That was amazing.”

They fell quiet again, as Miles laid his head on Knuckles' chest to enjoy the gentle rise and fall of the man's nervous breathing, like being rocked to sleep. Knuckles stroked Miles, arm, content to stay and bask in the fleeting pleasure.
Then they both jumped at the buzzing alarm coming from Miles' pocket.
He fished the phone out and grimaced at the screen. 1:45 AM. “Crap, I totally forgot, I have to get home!” He was frantically grabbing at his disheveled clothes.
“Tails, wait–“ Knuckles was interrupted when Miles turned and planted another reserved kiss on his lips and smiled innocently.
“I'll see you tomorrow morning, yeah?” He didn't wait for a reply and started walking in the dark, toward home. “See ya, handsome! Maybe I'll tell you my real name~” And then he was gone.
Knuckles was left alone, dumbfounded at what the fuck just happened. Suddenly he was cold, covered in drying cum and clammy sweat. “Gross.” He said, more than a little embarrassed at the thought of anyone seeing him like this. He should probably get home himself and get a shower. So he jogged away  so he wouldn't get caught. Maybe Tails would want to shower with him, too.
The night soon fell relatively quiet again, the only sounds being the hum of the unmaintained lamppost– and the still buzzing vibrator under the bench.
