Rouge felt Sonic whince and writhe around her fingers as she brushed her hand across him and let him flutter slowly back to his immobile gravity-dictated state of suspension. He couldn't scream but she knew he wanted to and that only served to drive the omnipotent Chaos Goddess wild!
 The faint dripping sound coming from where she'd hung Tails up faded behind Rouge as she progressed deeper inside this secret passageway; often she would avoid using someone with such luscious fur in such a way, but today she wanted something a bit different.

 The sadistic Mobian Queen bit her lip lightly with her lethal fang as she catwalked slowly down the dimly lit 30 metre long walk-in wardrobe. She reached up and ran her naked paw over Knuckles' furious but terrified face, a pose she'd decided she liked to keep him in when he was in storage; she moved on nonetheless.

 Glistening in her naked perfection now utterly free of any semblance of fur or even texture anywhere but her head she wondered out loud to her gathered former foes as she toyed with one after another.

 "Choices, choices..." And she really did have choices, every noteworthy Mobian who fought in the war and many of the most gifted humans too, albeit to a lesser extreme of entirety.

 "Which one of you..." She stopped, hands on hips and looked right then left, from her prized possession - her arch-enemy, Amy Rose – all the way back to Tails, having just finished using him as a body-towel!
 "-do I want to wear today?!" She laughed as her menagerie of living skinsuits rippled and writhed ever so slightly in response to her manic show of delight. Wriggling they could manage, but resistance was out of the question: Queen Rouge owned Mobius now and she wasn't about to stop there!
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The beginning...
Mobius, a world or wonders and conflicts; once diverse: lush, arid, frigid, dark, glorious and yet ever chaotic, Mobius is now home to the biggest human colony off the Earth.

The indiginous life of Mobius is of a diverse humanoid persuation, each individual unique somehow and yet similar to a species' of life on earth: from cats, dogs and rodents on the land, to dolphins and sharks in the seas or swallows in the skies.

 Once upon a time they were free, then they fought the humans on arrival. Then they were rounded up, now they are exhibited in zoos for humanity's amusement. It took a matter of months from their arrival to their "conquest", the humans struck with speed and ferocity; to them the Mobians were nothing more than wild animals and so the war began.

 First came their war machine, led by maniacal genius Ivo Robotnik who rained a terror in automaton form that silenced the disorganised rabble. In his ruthless desire for conquest, Robotnik rounded up every creature that moved and used them as living batteries and unwilling pilots for new, far deadlier cyborg "badniks".

 4 months since Mobius was declared "domesticated", cities now densely pack into Zones given to ease of building while badniks and robotic troopers walk every mile of land.

 There is still a fight on Mobius, going stronger now than ever before as packs of native beings gifted with immense power - brought out in their time of greatest need – attack cities and outposts daily, laying waste to squads of enemies before inevitably being routed as the bottomless pit of human resources pours reinforcements upon them.

 These "freedom-fighters" are still somewhat disorganised and spread to the four winds, but now they are dangerous, extremely dangerous; no more the nuisance they once were, Mobius is going wild once more... Rebellion is growing.
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The hulking mass of degenerate human matter known as Commander Ivo Robotnik - hanging like congealed gravy over the sides of his distinctly inadequate command chair -  stared into the huge glowing monitor on the wall of his immense laboratory/command centre. Concerned faces stared back at him alongside some angry ones as a speaker took up the reigns.

 "Doctor Robotnik, we took your word when you said Mobius was tamed, we believed you when you said we could come here and grow our mighty empire without fear!"

 "The right-honorable Lady is correct. Commander, will you at least agree that this situation is getting out of hand? I – for one – put my faith in you when you came here and delivered a swift resolution to the Mobian... problem. I would do the same again, but we must know the truth!"

 Wobbling in his chair as the incessant "whining" in his ears stopped, Robotnik let his face hang, his huge moustache lowering into a stern demeanor. "Ladies... and gentlemen! You could not handle the fucking truth!" He screamed at the screen, spitting. He chuckled, "Yesterday alone, do you know how many troopers we lost? Hmm? Hmm? Seventeen thousand!" He paused for breath.

 Sitting back, he brushed his face, "But we have been here before... The odds are not against us, they're never against us!" He enthused.

 "What do you propose to do then? What makes this situation... acceptable?" The difficult question posed.

 "Without..." Ivo Robotnik began, "-putting too fine a point on it, we do what we know works!" He rose with all the poise of a sweating sunday roast, "Honourable members of the board, how do we eliminate a dangerous species too small or tricky to kill with guns and brute force?" He posed, stepping away, "Answer: release into their midst infertile numbers and let them fuck themselves to death!" He strode around his chair and looked over it to them, hands resting on top of it.

 "And how did we end terrorism? We stamped it out, we took it all and we burnt it all up... how?" He chuckles, "But of course, we introduced double agents at every level and divided the house from within..." Curiosity faces now staring back at him, "And we will divide this mottley band of freaks just as easily! We will rise to the top once more!"

 He clenched a fist as he enthused, enchanted faces watching on from all around "We will go out there and twist them until every bit of them yearns to kill the animal next to them. We will reveal their paltry little pipe dream for what it always was!" The people around him were visibly bouncing with excitement, "And how...? How?" 

 The fingertips of one fat hand dig into the fine leather of the chair's backrest as Ivo half turns to nod at an aide. "Fire with fire..."

 The delegates are each shown images of one very particular creature, a creature the doctor has wicked, convoluted plans for. 'This is the way.' He concluded to adjourn his "performance meeting"

 All the faces save for one vanished, it enlarging to fill the screen. "Ivo." His attention caught, "I know you won't fill me in on the details, but it sounds just about madcap enough to work. However... if you're playing with fire, I'm leaving this in your hands. The fleet is going on the offensive against the gulaan, there will be no support, there will be no second chances... Do not fail me!"

 The screen blacked out, Robotnik instantly burning with rage and throwing the chair into a terminal which shatters on impact, giving off a huge ejection of sparks and smoke.

 "RRRRUUUAAARGH! The fools! The imbeciles! The cowards!!! How dare they challenge me!? How dare they question me!?" He shrieked and stormed away, throwing a scientist out of his path.

 Twitching and staring at each-other the assistants and officers seek leadership as they heave a collective sigh of relief at the mad doctor leaving the room. 'Come now.' The number two in command claps his hands, 'There is much to do. Let us prepare Agent Rouge... She cannot fail him!'
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She sighed blissfully, water beading on every inch of her impossibly smooth skin; static flashes of chaos energy arced up every fibre of her silky, short body fur and fried water droplets away on passing.

 This was a luxury she could cherish and having almost begged to help out the human invaders, she had assuaged their understandable distrust. The room was emblazoned with jewels of every sort, fitted out with every luxury and yet was just one element of what they extended to her; she was very much a necessity after all... "for now at least" she thought.

 She walked naked over to the console that was bleeping at her, tapping a button and turning away to think about what she would wear. "Agent R- ugh- I-" She looked over her shoulder as she towel dried her chest, tutting.

 "Come now, oh-handler-of-mine, that wouldn't be... proper, now would it?" She asked, turning back and dropping the towel, her fantasy physique on full, audacious show. "Now then... do you have what I need?"

 "Agent Rouge, I don't see how this is sound preparation for the campaign! You begin within the next week, you do realise that!?" She leant on the desk, exposing her naked breasts to the human on the other side of the screen, knowing full well the extent of her ability to get inside the heads of those she seduced (quite literally, albeit on a minor level)

 "Oh lighten up, would you, "Grimey?"" She purposefully misnamed the Deputy Commander. "I know there is something invaluable there, something that'll help us out! I'll be back in time for tea, as you humans say..." He sighed heavily.

 "Alright, I suppose it's better to get this out of the way." Her eyes lit up, "You're not going to like it though... Holocaust City-" Rouge tilted her head in curiosity.

 "Oh yes, your little hometown slaughter... oops!" Her so-called handler scowled in response.

 "Remember whose side you are on, Rouge!" He insisted angrily, but he held none of the intimidation-factor of the doctor. "Anyway, where the original radar facility lay was the epicentre of the whole catastrophe, that is where you will find whatever you're looking for. Though what came from there slaughtered an entire colony so this is a major risk letting you go-"

 Rouge smiled and swallowed her words to the effect of "Letting me!?" and instead opted for: "No sweat, this'll be nothing but a warm-up!" She winked and turned off the screen.

 Left to herself the vampire bat smiled wickedly, knowing how much trouble her human "handler" would be in were his exhaustive aid to be revealed to the good doctor; that was just her sexual chaos control at play of course and she thirsted for strengthening its effect along with her power full stop!

 She'd become very gifted at lying and playing the jewel-obsessed bimbo card to initally disarm those she sought to pacify and later control, but as she swung open her wardrobe she bit her lip and slid her hands over her body at what she saw.

 Sure, shiny things were her jam, but not the jewel-shaped ones, rather the Rouge-shaped ones! Shiny, skintight and deeply scented with the aromas of Latex and PVC this was her true love – suits! She had designs far beyond clothing made of dead things, though, a fantasy that made her growl with excitement... "One day!" she purred out loud and grabbed a delightfully slick PVC number.
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 The city felt unsurprisingly dead, but the nimble, supersonic flier took little heed, sweeping down and with a flip, landing dramatically. Dressed to kill, dressed accepting of the danger and lust she carried in everything she was, the only living thing for miles around took her time.

 Rouge found herself surrounded by twisted, rusting metal, collapsed buildings and skeletal remains. "Well... I guess you have to earn a name like that..." She reasoned.

 They called this place "Holocaust City", the site of the greatest loss of life in a single event on Mobius. And considering the ferocity of the Human-Mobian war that really was saying something. Millions had died in a few hours and while the details had been hushed up she had a reasonable idea.

 She strode forwards, turning as she walked, her ears flinching as she listened intently; Rouge cracked a gentle smile, "Mmm, that subtle..." She reached her hands forwards, fingertips beginning to crackle with obscure energy "-unmistakable..." She ripped open the fabric of space with a heave "-sound of Chaos!"
 She almost lifted into the cleave as though weightless, feeling the curious raw energies beam through her, conflicting on the rubicon but gentle beyond as she floated, stationary in the dark world on the other side.

 "It actually worked!" She finally exclaimed with joy; she'd known she could tear openings open ever so slightly, but the ferocity of this tear made it possible to open it fully. Now, at last she entered the realm of pure chaos in her entirety.

 Rouge span and closed the tear with a roundhouse kick, sniffing the air while taking in the sounds once again... nothing out of the ordinary (by Mobian alternate-dimension standards.) She suddenly pounced forwards, the almost vaccuum like dimension she found herself in refusing the resist her movement at all.

 By Rouge's estimations the seal she had just opened with such ease was still weak enough to slip through because it had torn wide open on that fateful day spilling its paracausal energies into the material realm.

 She reasoned that while they offered some enjoyment it was the nature of the humans' feeble reality-based constructs that made her benefactors so susceptible to raw chaos energy!

 She figured – based in part on what she knew of the war – that the humans themselves were somehow highly susceptible to these energies.

 Not how she and other mobians were: to them Chaos was a power source, something she'd discovered thanks to prying into age-old nonsense passed down through generations and tinkering with the taboo.

 Rather, Chaos tore human bodies and constructs apart, twisted and manipulated them like they were nothing more than blades of grass in the wind! The realisation had come over time to her based on the propaganda she had heard from the otherworlders, at odds with the reverence and calls to embrace (but never seek) it she had experienced as a girl.

 She span and lunged through the chaos realm, examining everything with darting eyes as she moved at mach 2, changing direction on a dime as she found her target; Rouge arrived with a thunderous impact that threw already fractured, gravity-free rocks high and wide like an asteroid field.

 "Who would have thought it was right here? Not even hidden beyond anything more tricky than a dimensional wall, hmph!" The focused bat strode inside without haste, examining all around her for further clues.

 This realm was like nothing she had ever experienced first-hand, it was truly mind-boggling but thankfully her mind – as a Mobian - was specifically evolved to deal with the infinite complexity of Chaos.

 "A myth, a legend... a gift of being able to see Chaos in other realms and tear open any rift... and yet here it is, the font of Chaos! Well this'll be handy! Hmhmhmmm" She laughed softly, emerging into the ancient chamber of the monument, spying the ornate font at its centre.

 She pounced through the air and stopped with a gush of air that intentionally shattered a statue of some winged Mobian so ruined it might as well have been no-one. All that left was a small sink atop the altar; within it a liquid shone with light and colours she couldn't even name. It was enthralling and it was exactly what she'd come looking for!

 Now Rouge (and she was the first to shout about it) had a very, very soft spot for anything shiny and an even softer one (that she would never let onto) for anything immensely powerful.

 The image she gladly created of being so hell-bent on riches and luxury she would give anything for them hid an insidious truth about herself and hid it very well indeed. She played the bimbo card, it must be said, impressively!
 She couldn't tell if the fluid was as viscous as it looked but she lowered a hand into it nonetheless, it was indeed thick like cream but as she leant forwards and sipped from it she realised it tasted like Chaos: everything and nothing all at once; she stumbled back in awe. "Well!" She looked around with wide eyes, her vision picking out odd, swelling rifts she could see through walls and other obstructions. Furthermore, she could sense some slender leak from each, telling signs of what lay beyond!

 A rumbling rose beneath her feet, "Time to leave!" She announced and leapt up, an aura of "chaos" energy surrounding her as she shattered the roof on passing; Rouge span and pounced away from the flailing, wild tendrils of some giant beast.

 She dodged expertly, threading the eye of a needle over and over again as she put some distance between them. She glanced back and saw the nature of the gigantic, eldritch monstrosity; it was truly a terrifying creature.

 She stopped for a moment as it seemed to regard her on realisation of her existence; "Yeeeah, don't know what you are, but I don't want to play!" She looked left and quickly shot in that direction, the lumbering creature trying to follow and bring its feelers to bear.

 Rouge effortlessly tore open a seal she wouldn't previously have been able to and turned back and gave it a wry wink; she noticed it seemed somehow calm, but thought nothing of it as she climbed through the tear, sliding it closed behind her.

 She looked out over the ruins of Holocaust City once more, "Well isn't it a pity you're trapped back in there?" She looked over her shoulder at the sealed rift as she walked, then thought to herself, "Maybe you'll find a way out one day... again!"
 Whether it was a concrete manifestation of Chaos, something conjured just for her or something else entirely the existence of it said it wasn't just a Chaos spill that had destroyed this city. Even still, the conniving mind of Rouge saw not a power to fear, but a potential new weapon should the need ever arise!
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Rouge sat, splayed out over a supersized latex coated chair, her eyes set on the rift in the corner of the room, her room. She had known about it since the start, it being in such close proximity, she'd demanded this apartment because it was here – she had never been able to open it since it was tighly sealed but her drink from the font had changed that and made this rift a guaranteed escape hatch should her employers try something stupid!

 Not only could she open it, she saw, felt and smelt it now how she'd only faintly heard it before. The longer she sat and peered and listened, the more she knew; the possibility of such exploration options throughout the world fascinated her, but it would have to wait... possibly a VERY long time!

 She turned her attention to a folder, "As a plan it's not half bad." She reasoned and glanced over the details again, "It certainly plays to my strengths, I'll give the doctor that!"

 "Hmm..." she flicked though, looking for intel on her own side – just in case – but everything of interest had been cut out. She thought to herself 'What do I do if I am discovered by them... The strongest rebels: Sonic, Tails, Tikal and Chaotix Squad... are all in the A-tier...' she grimaced as she often did on remembering their lowly grade of her own abilities (A13.) "They are all dangerous!"

 On her own rating, clearly – she reasoned – espionage and stealth were not factored in by whomever made these things up; her intentional sandbagging had certainly helped keeping her lower of-course: she was too wily to give all of her tricks away! 'How many more are there like them?' She looked through some of the intel and whistled to herself.

 A breakdown of the strengths and weaknesses of each, yeah in her current form she'd manage one-on-one with any of them, but she was walking into a hornet's nest.

 Her ears pricked, the door unlocking itself! She darted; what entered wasn't – it turned out – a superpowered being: no, it was nothing more than a snivelling, weak and disgustingly coloured human known as "Grimer", Grimey as she liked to call this bipedal slug.

 He snuck in, attempting to be stealthy, spying left and right; the door closed with a quiet swoosh behind him. He looked around, startled as Rouge watched his clumsy and inexperienced attempt at subterfuge with fascination from behind. 

 "And now you're dead!" Rouge had grabbed the human in less than a blink of his eye and gripped him adam's apple with her fingertips, just firmly enough to let him know how easily she could kill him! He gagged, fear etched across his ugly face only for Rouge to gently chuckle and shove him away.

 Dr. Robotnik's chief aide staggered forwards and turned as quickly as he could, coughing melodramatically. "Or you would be, trying that on any other mobian!" Her smile didn't so much as flicker when she saw the rage on Grimer's face.

 "Agent Rouge!" He barked, "I'll have you know that you owe me more than you can imagine! I would ask that you-"

 "Yeah-yeah, save it for your lackeys!" She interjected and swaggered forwards, her uninvited guest suddenly stunned into silence and beginning to shakily back away slightly. "Let's be honest..." She continued as her continued march pushed him back towards the bed. "-you don't expect submission from me..."

 Grimer's heel tapped the bed, the shock making him dart his eyes down then back up only to find Rouge now all but pressed against him. "-nor do you want it!" She proclaimed, her heightened Mobian senses letting her smell his excited sweat and all but taste his discomfort.

 "B-But we can't talk about that!" He muttered, almost under his breath, turning away sheepishly.

 "Don't worry, babe, I disabled every bug the moment I moved in!" She assured him, though clearly he thought there was far more to this than her merely keeping him on the puppet-strings of sexual tension and adoration.

 "Little jumpy, aren't you?" She asked and reached her gloved paws up onto his shoulders, "Maybe a gentle massage for the Deputy Commander?" She squeezed gently, but even with her lightest touch ended up forcing Grimer to sit. "Oops." She playfully concluded.

 Rouge stepped back and put her hands on her catsuit-clad hips; Grimer considered her silently and despite it being so taboo he could be executed for it, he licked his lips in eros. He must have seen the almost total-enclosure, glossy black suit and been impressed so deeply it stunned him into silence, a silence Rouge knew all too well.

 "The enemy is everywhere, I must be vigilant." Rouge raised an eyebrow as he said this, "Ahuh... Even here in the most secure area of the capital, in my room no less!" Rouge scowled, "Gah, I'm glad I'm doing this alone... You'd blow my cover instantly!"

 Rouge turned away and approached a drinks cabinet, yet another thing she approved of the humans for... or at least, she approved of their civilization! "I take it you have some kind of orders? Care for a drink while you explain?" She offered, most hospitably.

 "Yyyeees, about that..." Grimed tugged at his shirt collar as Rouge poured her drink; she knew he was nervous about this news, but she just hoped it was her time to shine.

 "Are you sure you are ready for your mission?" He asked, "Have you actually... trained for this kind of thing? Espionage, Infiltration?" He was worried about her, understandable. As lowly and pathetic as this creature was, Rouge had used him as a great source of information on other Mobians so she knew he was aware of the threat posed.

 "A bit late to be getting the heebie-jeebies, don't you think?" Rouge the Bat asked as she swaggered over towards the windows overlooking the smoggy, metal landscape of the capital.

 "Yes, yes it is..." Grimer agreed, "The doctor has given the order: We are to begin immediately!" 

 Rouge got to the balcony without a word and sipped her drink. She leant over the railing wearing a hidden grin, "Ahh!" She savoured the last alcohol she'd enjoy for some time, "Sublime!" She responded.

 "You're not... nervous?" The skinny green man asked, standing up once again. He normally kept his cool quite well, but this Mobian... She had an affect on him that even Robotnik's gravitas couldn't match.

 "Come have a look!" she gestured with her head, to which Grimer slowly responded, shuffling his feet across the apartment's luscious carpet. "Here's the reality of what's happening outside of your war rooms and planning meetings..."
 Rouge motioned to the right, "See that smoke over there? That's been burning for 3 days, it's a trooper factory." She'd been watching it and the various other goings on out around the outskirts, goings on that were gradually getting closer.

 "So they have targetted facilities this close to the city centre!?" Rouge smiled, "No Grimey, we have targetted it!" "We...? Oh. I see." Grimer agreed with this thinking at least, she wanted him in the infiltration mindset.

 "In that part of the city 5'000 humans have died during the fighting and about 50 mobian rebels; tens of thousands of troopers have been destroyed! That's a battle we can't win."

 "If it takes 100'000 to kill one mobian fleabag, then it's worth it!" Rouge laughed uproariously at this brain-dead assessment.

 "Of course! They're all just numbers to you... Me too, but if you're going to help me in this mission I need you and your people to get into the rebelious mindset!" She insisted, "It's your show of course, but to answer your question of whether I've ever done this kind of thing before... I have... My entire life!"

 Grimer saw the grimace of determination on Rouge's face and took it as steadfast dedication to the cause.

 "If we want to claim this world then you're going to have to bite the bullet and think like a freedom fighter now, Grimey! See it how they see it, think like they think!" She finished her drink and turned away from the balcony. "Let's go!" She concluded and tossed the empty glass over her shoulder and off the building.

 Grimer thought to try and grab the potentially deadly falling object but came to the correct conclusion: This was Rouge's way of saying she'd have to act like humans were her enemies from here, she was ready!
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06:00

A whirling dervish of fiery destruction, the floating, spinning-top like badnik commanded "First division engage!" Explosions continued to erupt all around the advancing machines as the group of 20-ish freedom fighters sprang into action.

 Moving between the rubble, a mixture of tanks and powers (the former being highly damage tolerant individuals cutting a path for others, the latter more technical and attack-oriented types) hit the division of troopers like a sledgehammer, breaking them to pieces everywhere.

 In amongst the chaos of the clashing battlelines, the freedom fighters were working on something, their whole reason for this latest guerilla assault.

 "The whole place is going to collapse! I'm going in to see what I can find!" The group's leader announced, drawing attention from a tank, fending off a dozen enemies at once, "Don't be a hero, Tails! There's dozens of badniks in there! Gah!" The two-tailed fox clenched his fists and looked to see his comrade struck down wounded. "Enough!" The now angered leader growled and pounced!

 Like a beam of orange, he pinballed between three-dozen robots raising a chain of explosions behind him, stopping in a hover in mid-air, tails spinning, as his team regained an advantage. He landed by the one wounded Mobian, but looked into the flames of the huge casino-like building with regret – what could he do!? 'Only a few dozen? No problem!' He decided encouragement was the ideal path to victory.

 An explosion through the side of the building and a chasing swarm of flying enemies came flooding out behind a larger figure – a Mobian! Flying at incredible speed, they ducked and wove, smashing the automated platforms all around. Rouge smirked at the excitement of it all, even the deployment had proven vicious up to now! She kicked a platform at a badnik and managed to send it spiraling down, damaged.

 Suddenly two other drones exploded in front of her, a hovering Mobian looking at her when the smoke cleared. "Wh-who are... you?" he asked, seemingly taken aback; she spied an incoming platform and thought it would make good cover, allowing herself to be hit, even as she played at desperation, saying: "You have to hel-!" Rouge hit the ground hard, shrouded in a slightly painful explosion from the suicide drone.

 Tails watched in helpless pity, then spied the dangerous badnik leading the squad from before cornering some freedom fighters; he shot down and bounced off it, unsettling it and making it spin wildly, turning on him. "How about you pick on someone your own size, droid!?"

 "Gzzkt!" It hovered motionlessly for an instant before passing an infra-red beam over him. "Priority target identified!" Klaxons sounded all around the area, much to the shock of all around.

 After a few stunned moments a new voice emerged from the drone with a Mobian locked inside. "What have you to report, Badnik?" It was-

 "Is that-!?" Tails began, shock and a little fear on his face.

 "Gzzkt! Target Miles 'Tails' Prower has been detected, your excellence!" The volatile nature of the Badnik eased as a screen appeared from it, the image of a familiar foe's face on it, "Robotnik!" The fox cried in fury.

 "Ooohoohoohoohoohoooo! A cornered fox, I've been looking for you since you destroyed my Fuel Depot three weeks ago! You're on my hitlist, freak!" Tails pointed a vigorous finger at the badnik.

 "Go to hell, you'll never stop us!" Robotic parts began to magnetise towards the badnik.

 "Oh I tend to disagree, little mutt!" Ivo retorted, never short on insults. "Meet my newest invention, this little baby turns your own destructive tendencies against you as you'll soon find out... when you meet your doom! HUAHAHAHAHAAAAA!" The screen became the centre of the machine, Robotnik watching on as it did its thing. "So long, you little ginger cretin! I'm going to enjoy watching you die!"
 Tails backed up as the badnik became surrounded in sheets and plates of metal, growing into some sort of monstrosity! "Taaails! You better do something, that thing's getting bigger!" Another Mobian encouraged him nervously.

 Tails leapt, slashing with his tails and bouncing off, curving around with forespin and striking again and again. He landed and several bits fell off, only to be replaced by other bits of scrap, magnetising in to join the scrap-bot. "Uhh-" He simply said.

 It raised a huge fist above him only to be intercepted by a swift attack out of nowhere, a sudden impact crushing its arm and forcing it to stumble as Rouge landed in a crouch. "You again!" The fox said, once more seemingly awestruck with her.

 "Yeah, figure that makes us even! Now let's get out of here!" She winked and turned to run.

 "Not yet! Not until we put this thing down!" As he leapt off, Rouge stopped mid-stride, wearing a fake expression of frustration.

 The robot, ever growing, faced assault from all angles, but wiped the floor with many of the lesser freedom fighters, critically wounding a few as it randomly focused on the less powerful ones in a flurry of attacks that were hugely powerful.

 After several minutes, it barely seemed to be suffering despite the three enemies it had taken time to kill. "What's the matter, 'heroes'? Can't destroy one little robot? Guess I'm gonna win then haaahahahahaaa!" Robotnik laughed, wobbling about on-screen as he did.

 "Wh-what!?" He cried off-camera, "Can't you see I'm in the middle of something!? G-grr! Fine!"

 Rouge was in cover with Tails, "You do this sort of thing often?" She asked, breaking the ice as they both tentatively watched the suddenly stationary machine.

"This... is new! I've never seen one so strong!" Tails admitted, he knew he'd find a way, but it was a worrying development anyway.

 Rouge hung her head, remembering her lines and acting her part with all suitable tact and honesty, "It must have a weakness!" The fox looked at her, taking her words to heart. "I mean, how's it getting more scrap?" She wondered.

 She'd seen the design of the machine, knew what to expect since she was definitely not meant to die today. 'A weakness...' Tails, Rouge knew, was possibly the smartest of the freedom fighters, that's why his squad was the one chosen for her to infiltrate: If she could fool him, she had a believable ally!

 'Wait! That's it!' He turned towards another group in covered as Rouge slyly smirked to herself, she'd given away just enough to make this work! 'Shorty! Reverse the polarity on your blaster and hit it full-force!' He ordered and watched one of his squad tinker away at a weapon unlike anything Rouge expected of the Mobians.

 'One more try?' Rouge asked as Tails turned back around with a nod, clearly he at least trusted her ability if not her motives yet. A deafening electrical hiss filled the air from the other cover position as the scene filled with blue light.

 Rouge jumped out of cover and spied the stumbling, damaged bot with pieces now falling off it; "Now's your chance!" She leapt and hit its 'head', kicking it repeatedly with an obscurely immense power, enough to keep it stumbling with each blow. The supersonic fox struck an instant later clean through the centre and smashed clean out of the other side, skidding to a halt covered in oil and another Mobian's blood.

 Rouge watched as aside from it losing parts, it sparked and burned, exploding violently a moment later. She heard a cheer ring out as the last (and most powerful) foe fell; Rouge barely even took pleasure in the whole thing playing out according to plan, as far as she was concerned that was just business as usual!

 Both heroes landed as the last of the freedom fighters stumbled out of the ruins, "W-we won!" One of them said, "No-" Tails replied, cutting short the celebrations, "We lost 7 people... that's no victory!"

 Rouge gasped, "But you destroyed that... thing!" someone from amongst his squad insisted,Rouge playing dumb the whole while.

 "You... who are you? Where did you come from?" The fox pushed for an answer, even though his words didn't come out as stern as he'd hoped when he looked towards Rouge.

 She sighed and shook her head before coldly and calmly replying, "I could ask you the same thing... I don't know you!" Tails approached as she let her own distrust be known.

 "Not helpful, what's your story?" Tails insisted, but Rouge's responce was as snarky and full of herself as she would henceforth present Rouge the Bat to the freedom fighters:

 "Oh I dunno, went here, went there, found myself a warm, dark place – I was loving life... then these weird, spiky robots started coming out of everywhere, killing everyone!"
 She seemed to be telling the truth; despite her strange way with words, Tails couldn't find anything to doubt in her.

 Tails sighed, "You ever hear of the freedom fighters?" Rouge tilted her head, considering this for a moment.

 "If you're the rebels they keep talking about then yeah... just what they've been saying though. Rebels, killers, they say you're dangerous, but then..." She paused to think about this, "Then they tried to kill me."

 "Look, I'm not gonna sugar-coat this, but you look like you can fight – we've lost over half our team and we're not even a mile inside the city. We're supposed to destroy a factory, it creates the stuff they need to make more badniks... those spiky robots, this... big-ass thing... you in?"

 They stared at one-another for a few seconds as Rouge blinked as if she misunderstood, "Wait, you're... actually going to where they make these things!?" His silence was telling.

 Rouge drooped forwards with a deep sigh, "GUUUUH! I finally find some help and it turns out you're all lunatics..." She grumbled "Fiiiiine! Loonies you may be, but you guys might be my only hope!"

 She sighed, "But if I'm helping, I'm in it to win!" She gritted her teeth and clenched a fist.

 "That's what we like to hear. Let's move out!" Tails' relief was palpable in his voice, Rouge smirked inwardly: She'd played part one to perfection!
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Earlier, 05:30

"Well this is the place-" said the empty room to itself. Rouge flashed into sight, smiling, "Not exactly the most luxurious or launch-points for my mission, but I'll make do." She looked around for anything of note in the room, it was literally a broof closet.

 "I was expecting more... technology." Rouge blinked, but shrugged it off "The again, I suppose all this infrastructure needs a few mops and buckets to clean it." She found a relatively uncomfortable crate to sit on as she made her final preparations. She was finally ready to get underway and while the room was nothing special, the building it was a part of was quite the opposite!

 "There are 25'000 troopers in this building and every one of them would like to join me in this room if they knew I was here; guess I'm officially undercover from here on out!" She concluded, checking her data-pad one last time before gently closing it then crushing it in the palm of her hand.

 There was a certain therapy to be found in scrunching something so technologically advanced as if it were cardboard, but Rouge didn't dwell on the minor enjoyment of that.

 "Now then..." The bat tilted her head and thought aloud, "If I get to oh six hundred hours without being prepared, I'll have 25k troopers AND a score of freedom fighters after me; I don't like those odds!" She thought it through, "I need to get the lay of the land as they say..."

 Rouge looked around the room, she certainly wasn't going to gain any intel from here. "Let's see: I know the brief, I know the enemy; buuut I have no equipment, no foothold and no backup plans... Or so my human allies think!" She grinned slightly to herself, her own preparations had long-since been underway.

 "Even still, I don't like the odds and I don't think the human appreciate quite how much trust-building is needed to execute the deep-level espionage they want." She mused and swaggered towards the door "Most pressingly..." She mused, gently pressing her large, hyper-sensitive ear against the door.

 "If I screw up this next hour I'm going to be surplus to requirements on both sides! I'm going to have to make this a perfectly choreographed routine... Good job I'm the best!" She gloated for her own amusement.

 "So I'm going to have to run riot through this building while I rustle up some havoc, get chased and crash through the south-eastern corner of the tower – a squad of Freedom Fighters are going to be there with almost perfect timing." She ran through the plan one more time.

 "I'll introduce myself during the inevitable battle and win their trust using that little emergency I've organized: a new super-badnik trial... All that leaves is for me to do my bit and make it believable!" She nodded to herself, both in her understanding of the plan and that there was nothing outside the door.

 She wasn't sure if she could pull of this little side-hustle so close to the mission, but she was absolutely going to give it a try, no matter if she had to explain later. She quietly opened the door, her senses on high alert as she once more focused on her stealth abilities and faded from the visible spectrum, a handy little trick she'd honed over years of practice.

 She slid out of the room with lizard-like flexibility and silently took to the shadows.

8

 The invisible seductress and thief had far more planned than merely clicking the mission into gear: she sensed something, something incredibly seductive in a rift near here, it was almost calling to her, creeping into her vision even when she hid that field of view, as if this particular tear was showing her something on the other side that just couldn't be kept contained!

 She herself couldn't contain her desire, her outright need to investigate – it piqued her curiosity, it offered her something unspoken and yet... she couldn't even find the words; instead she focused on her stealth operation. She knew she was invisible – one of her unique abilities she liked to keep quite literally hidden - she could move in near silence at high speed, but she also knew that any trooper more advanced than a "Grunt" had several optical modes and could pick her out with ease if they were alerted.

 She pounced to a roof and scuttled along it, understandably at home upside down. She crept over a pair of trooper robots, stood infuriatingly close to her goal – a goal she didn't have much by way of time to investigate.

 Rouge struck from the ceiling, dangling upside down and extending her claws which she flashed with a pair of decisive strikes to behead the pair from behind. Lifeless and immobile, they would pose no risk but may serve to draw some attention when it was realised what had been done.

 She wasted no time, slipping open the void and pushing the bots through before pulling herself through and closing it behind her.

 Somewhere nearby a team of advancing rebels felt a collective shiver, perking up despite their sombre mindsets. "Wh-what was that? Tails? You felt that too, right?" One asked, the other Mobians nodding in agreement, some kind of strange sensation had washed over them from the huge Casino Night building up ahead.

 For the first time in his short, but eventful life, the leader felt truly helpless and at the whims of that potent feeling. He said nothing as he was clearly being struck by it worse than the others, perhaps a result of his own closer ties to Chaos. The feeling still gripped him; it came from every angle, as though he were trying to punch through something all-pervasive, some invisible fog he had never sensed before.

 It was abating, but the feeling of something indescribably seductive and emboldening was one he would struggle to forget in quite some time. 'I dunno, but let's keep moving. Maybe we'll find out!' He sure hoped so.

 Rouge swooped around a column that rose up and up above her; she accelerated as the power in this place filled her with a ravenous hunger for power, for everything Rouge had admitted to herself, but searched for in secrecy, in behind her mask of shallow greed.

 Questionss ran through her head as she climbed the massive pillar in a swift, arrow-straight flight; questions about what it was, why it was and what it was doing here; the last thing she expected to be asking was what she asked at the top: "What... the fuck... is that?"
 She hung in mid-air, dumbfounded by the vision of shifting, warping malevolence before her; it spoke in a million voices, each emptier than a breath of wind, all combined making up nothing more than a whisper. "Khhch-hay-ohsss!" it/they spoke. "Zzzakh-riff-haisss!" The form exploded like electrical feelers and reformed in front of her, fleshing out into smooth spheroid plains of not-green-but-not-not-green objects of indescribable geometry. "Chaos...? Zz... Sacrifice!?" She was taken aback by the words, but they were a command, not a threat! But what was it she was being told to sacrifice?

 Focusing her attention on the shapes, a figure grew from the same Chaotic energy, forming bones, then mass then skin and fur, dropping to her knees. Rouge looked down – agape, "M-Mother?" She looked up with tear-filled eyes, pleading, sobbing. Rouge asked herself what the fuck was going on, but couldn't find suitable structure to put behind her thoughts; all she had was that word... sacrifice, like a challenge as much as a command.

 She cracked a smile on one half of her face, that was it! "Maybe you haven't heard, but... there's history in this!" Rouge made no qualms about spinning over and smashing the fake bat's head in with a single kick... "-and it felt no more heart-wrenching the second time!"

 Rouge stood proud atop the pedestal as the light came flooding back together, the murdered figure beneath her rejoining the swirling lights, "Eeeyyyesszzz!" The weird chaos voice responded to her act with something like glee.
 Rouge's eyes lit up, wide and excited as the energy formed into a gem; a huge, pulsing, perfectly cut gem at the centre of the platform, hovering. "Ahh...!" She marvelled over it, "Yet again I say it: what... the fuck... is that? A lush Emerald... a Chaos Emerald!"

 Her fingers touched it and even through her gloves the connection was made; her body electrified, that same energy that had drawn her here arced through her entire body, lifting her from gravity as power beyond words pumped into her through her hand.

 After a few long, life-affirming moments it subsided, but still she hovered, "This... this power! It's some kind of Chaos battery or a conduit! A controller almost, it's everything and I can use it!" She flapped her wings and rose, laughing euphorically.

 She raised a paw, regarding her white gloved paw; something natural, like an instrinsic knowledge was telling her what she could now do. She wiggled her fingers and gasped as with a little concentration she extended them and flailed them freely like tentacles that reached out to several feet long.

 "Woa-ho-ho-hooooah!" She laughed, "Shapeshifting!" And just like that she supped them back into their original forms like releasing rubber bands. "What about..." She looked down at the huge pillar beneath her and focused on her legs, pushing them together.

 Just like her fingers she made them into something like plasticine, twirling them together and sharpening everything from her hips-down into a huge drill! "Awww yeeeah!" She celebrated and focused this new chaos energy around her; a huge flap of her wings and she accelerated upwards at speeds she'd never imagined!

 She flipped in the air and aimed her new drill-legs downwards. Blurs of pink light drew like contrails from her extremities as span up her new chaos weapon; she ploughed down with all the manic speed she was carrying and smashed through the pillar like a beam of light, cracking it the whole mile's length before stopping on a dime beneath it, looking up.

 "Ohh-hoho! This power! And if I'm understanding correctly there are more challenges with these emerald rewards behind them!" She looked into the jewel as if hearing secrets untold as she unravelled her legs back into their former shapes complete with thigh-high boots.

 She learned quickly by accessing its energy: this thing linked to six others, each the same and each hidden from view in behind this veil... "I must have them! I want this power! Absolute Chaos! Absolute power! HAHAHAHAHAAAA!" Rouge roared in power-mad delight and already began to alter her future plans to factor in this new development.
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07:10

 Hunkered in a dark alley with the almost perpetual night here still shrouding the freedom fighters, patrols occasional and scattered. Tails walked to a couple of his team, one helping the other with a cut down to the bone.

 "I don't like all this sitting around!" A larger member of the cast said impatiently.

 Rouge looking over to him from her sat position, "You get used to it, big feller... I've done nothing but hide since... fuck knows!" She cursed without thinking; it pained her to admit that she wasn't fully up to scratch on the modern lingo.

 He looked at her disdainfully, "You got a dirty mouth, bat!"

 She chuckled, "Believe what you want, you're not getting anywhere near it!" She stood up and turned her back, hearing him stomp towards her.

 "You don't seem to get it! Some of these kids ain't even rutted yet and you show up all waving it about. You're just a slut!" She turned to him, ferocity in her eyes as an animalistic rage she'd almost forgotten rose up.

 "What did you say? A slut!? You just watched your people die and you're worried about a bit of sass?" Rouge challenged, prodding the tank in the chest with a powerful gloved finger.

 She was holding back, she had to, but it was always like this! Something about Mobian genes got her infuriated, brought out the worst in her. She didn't remember her rage being this easy to control, though... Perhaps a bonus from the emerald?

 "Hey!" Tails butted in, "Bang, back off! It isn't the time or the place for this; Chip needs five minutes to heal up, then we move! You'll get your action, but we stay incognito until we get to the factory, understood!?" 

 "Nuh-uh! I'm gonna teach this one a lesson!" Shunting Tails out of the way, this "bang" charged head-on.

 Rouge vanished from sight, Tails and others astounded; the idiotic tank charging headlong out of the alley and into plain sight. Regaining his footing, he turned to see a squad of troopers draw their heavy weapons as they saw him. Suddenly, just as he was prepared to block, he was yanked out of the way, back into the alley as laser fire poured past the opening.

"You're an idiot!" Rouge hissed at him, pinning him to the wall by the scruff with incredible strength. Her rage was definitely more controllable! The old Rouge would either have let him get shot or smashed him like a melon against the wall!

 "Crap! Move people! Go! Go!" The scouts from the rooftop joined the frey as the team poured through the winding alleys. Rouge, wise to the city's layout through intense study, flapped her wings to rush ahead and opened a manhole cover, "Quick, down here!"

 She was ready to flee, but the rebels pulled up, "Wait! How do you know that's safe?" One asked her, "Tails, what do we do?" Laser fire blew up a wall behind them, causing them to duck instinctively.

 "It can't be any more dangerous than this, go!" He ushered them in one by one, the manhole closed behind them, "Seal it!" Tails ordered, the last to enter, a scout on the sewer roof using some form of kinetic energy to weld the cover closed with her fingers.

 They poured away from the entrance into an alcove, "Damnit!" Tails shouted aloud, "This whole mission's going down the drain!"

 "Not necessarily boss; we're only about 500 metres from the factory entrance, we may be able to get there from here." said the female scout from before, one of his lieutenants. With a stunned stare, Tails collected himself, "OK... which way, Fuzz?" She lead them on, hurrying through the echoing sewers.

 One young Squirrel talked aloud "We should have done this ages ago, this is eas-" machine-laser fire suddenly sprayed all around them, causing screams and leaps for cover. The leader's heightened reflexes and speed abilities made it like slow-motion as he watched the unfortunate young Mobian who drew the fire get blasted until he couldn't resist any longer, getting cut down by the hail of energy.

 Tails just stared, frozen in place by the sudden loss right in front of his eyes. Rouge saw it, saw the fear in his eyes; he was broken!

 Even with their main-man gripped by inaction, others leapt forwards, swiftly destroying the high-powered automatic turret in a well orchestrated move. Rouge looked back to see the fox stood over the dead body of another rebel, burnt and shredded in the flowing dirty water.

 He looked totally destroyed, too shell-shocked to be of use. 'They are dying almost too fast, dammit!' She thought with a grimace 'Some need to survive this mission at least...' She needed a plan.

 'All I need is one or two, but... Hmm, I think I have an idea; if I suggest to tell them that was climb out at the next exit and try to make that Boom character kill himself...' She schemed as the others returned to try and jolt their leader back into the game.

 'Boom is a loose cannon and... the more that die that way, the worse their leader looks.' Rouge nodded without breaking her poker face. She needed Tails to be a hero, a hero who could vouch for her!

 "Here! I used this exit once, it leads to some scrapheap or similar." Rouge said at the foot of the ladder.

 "We're still outside the complex grounds!" Fuzz interupted, "This sewer should take us right inside..."

 Rouge shrugged, "I dunno, I was being chased last time I was here."

 "I say we go on!" Another insisted, looking to Tails, drifting off into a daydream, as if a nightmare was unfurling behind his eyes. Fuzz looked down the terribly dark passage, obviously thinking, "It's too risky... You're sure this isn't guarded?"

 Rouge offered a blaise expression "That was weeks ago, but it wasn't back then-" She lied, she knew what was waiting up there, she just had to manouevre the pieces into place!

 The number two nodded and leapt onto the ladder halfway up, scaling to the top. She pressed her ear to the cover, listening intently while holding a hand out to shush her companions. After a few moments, she slid the top open and scanned about, revealing the empty plot promised. She waited and contemplated the surroundings, "There isn't much cover, we'll have to be quick!" She whispered.

 With the team ready, she pounced out and leapt behind cover, scanning the entire facility for anything of note; she signalled and two others joined her in some relative safety. "Wait- where's Boom?" Tails asked, suddenly aware of his surroundings and counting heads.

 "I don't trust this bat!" Came a distant voice, the large figure rushing into the shadows. Rouge's (closest to him in the group) ear twitched up, "No! Stop!" She shout-whispered a mere moment before a spotlight illuminated the Mobian, a badnik with a spinning ball weapon smashing him clean into a wall with a horrible injury.

 "Shit! Move!" Rouge shouted, turning back; for anyone watching (and for everyone hearing it,) the repeated whacking of the spiked ball (spinning at several hundred RPM) into the remarkably tough but eventually giving flesh of their companion would be a horrific sight, these advanced hybrid robots were almost designed to exude fear in the way they killed! With one last roar of rage Boom managed to redirect the spinning ball back into the badnik before falling dead himself.

 Grouped in the scrapyard, Tails took note, "Listen up guys – w-w-we can still finish this m-mission!" He was shaking, but a big, slick paw landed on his shoulder and he turned to find a warm expression on Rouge's face.

 "It's alright, buddy. You can do this!" He hadn't expected such warmth and compassion from her, but seemingly this mature bat – more experienced than his young squad – had just the right words to calm him!

 "Right! We're in position and we know what we have to do!" The 8 remaining rebels plus the two insurgents listened as Tails rallied. Fuzz set the huge brown bag she was carrying down and unfurled a map, Tails pointing things out, "We're about here-. First things first, we'll be heading for Objective 2, the refinery here-. Sona, you're our last tank, so we'll need you to come up big... Good luck, we'll try to keep the fights in tight spaces and keep away from the heavy weapons turrets here- and here-. After that we're going for the Primary Objective, the processing module here-"
 They all stood, plan confirmed "Rouge, if you want to survive, you'll have to join us – and that means following orders and fighting for your sisters and brothers! Can you do that?"

 She smiled, knowing full well her so-called hero needed her support while she needed his for her mission to destroy this entire rebellion! "I haven't got this far without having some wits, I know I need you if I'm ever getting out of here." Rouge said.

 "Maybe some R&R after this, but this is war: if you're not up for a fight, you're- well...!" It seemed he wanted to say something brutal and commanderly, but something changed his tune, something about Rouge.

 "What should I do?" She asked, doing her best not to be showy about how she was flirting.

 "I've gotta say I'm glad to have another flier, I need you with me keeping the skies less crowded." She nodded, reading the room with her behaviour. Seemed she was integrating quite nicely after all!
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 Rouge darted effortlessly behind the others, most of them were slowing her down, but she started thinking about the advantages of that; she could sense the portals here contained THAT energy, it was here... An Emerald, but clearly nobody else could sense it, only her, she wondered if others could open the rips and if they could, would they beat her to it!?

 She jealously thought of others claiming her emeralds, robbing her of what she should be robbing! As the self-proclaimed world's greatest thief, she took whatever she wanted – always jewels, but the thought flickered as if asking her – why jewels!?

 They leapt onto huge pipes leading up through the facility, Tails taking flight and Rouge following, "Alright people, they'll see us any moment so let's make this quick! Follow the red conduits to the Objective!" Tails commanded, looking around, "Rouge, they're exposed up there, can you help me keep the heat off them?" She nodded, diving into the fray as platforms and troop-ships began coming to bear. She nodded and leapt into the fray against the encroaching troopers.

 Lucky for them the plan Tails had concocted was working well up to now, bottlenecking the troopers who – Rouge had to admit – were a whole lot of fun to smash!

The others were almost all across the pipe, but as Rouge drop-kicked through a row of troopers she noticed the reality of the situation: this was just the vanguard and the main force was beginning to arrive!

 "Tails, We've got serious problems here!" She exclaimed before launching full-force into a drop-ship's engine to send it into a tail-spin.

 'I know! I know!' He responded as he took out troopers in mid-air, bouncing from one to the next like a pinball; so this was the so-called spin attack... 'Let's drop back, I think they're clear!'
 Rouge focused her powerful eyesight, disproving the concept of bats having poor eye-sight. Up ahead, the team were already getting to work.

 "Get it set up!" Fuzz shouted down, pouncing from her lofty position and spin-attacking a group of troopers to throw pieces and fire everywhere.

 "Fuzz, we have more transports incoming – I can't take them all out!" Shouted the lone flier in the group, a young rabbit, naive but very talented.

 "Keep going! I'll take care of the troop transports!" Rouge exclaimed on arrival and darted up, leaving the awestruck rabbit behind to fight through the ever growing numbers of ground enemies swarming at them.

 "Good going, Rouge!" Tails heaped praise on her as she used her collosal speed and strength to thrust an incoming drop-ship into another "Can you spin-dash too?" He asked as he smashed a couple of troopers with kicks.

 "Do what?" She responded, shooting him a gaze as she beheaded a trooper with a no-look back-hand.

 He grinned at her showy kill, "Heh, nevermind... Go help the others, I've got this!" Without waiting for a second invitation, Rouge swept into the smouldering hot refinery building and saw how things were developing.

 The short-tempered rebel leapt past another into a group of troopers on a gantry; a foolish move, but Rouge wasn't about to stop him. "Wait!" The other, a young female canine named Natch shouted.

 "What's happening?" Rouge landed beside her then followed her gaze to see the handful of troopers suddenly become an army of them, two badniks dropping from the ceiling and surrounding the squirrel on the gantry.

 "No, Shorty! Quick! We have to fight through to him! Try using me like a weapon-" Natch leapt and span into a ball; Rouge wasn't sure about this, but caught her and felt the spin grow in intensity.

 Her lithe, but powerful form let her leap head-long into action, using the spinning Mobian like a sawblade! She carved through a couple, but heard more and more aimless laser fire pinging about; she crouched and pounced, drilling across the gantry the young squirrel had run onto.

 Smashing one last row of troopers over the side, she let go of the young creature who landed on the railing, staring angrily at a badnik between them and "Shorty" – himself being battered down by the Other badnik.

 "Quick! We've got to get to him! Fuzz will never forgive me otherwise!" She pounced in and rattled the large, part-mobian robot with a chain of attacks but did absolutely nothing, Rouge chalked that up to a lost cause, but saw an opportunity!

 With no-one looking, she threw her arm out and created a powerful tendril of Chaos energy, grabbing something on the wall; tugging it viciously, she released a latch on a huge steel vat above them which slowly tipped towards them.

 "What?" Natch heard the creaking sound and looked up, not having seen how she did it.

 "The vat... It's tipping!" Rouge exclaimed as if shocked by what she'd covertly done.

 "B-But-" She grabbed Natch by the shoulder and stopped her from rushing to her death; her creedence needed witnesses after all!

 "He is better off dead than captured! We can't get past that thing and they'll turn him into one of them!" Rouge pleaded; the other Mobian stopped, grimacing and looking at the huge, intimidating wall of almost indestructible metal in front of her. She backed off, looking up as the vat poured its contents out, an instant sensation of heat as the molten steel emerged, "Run!"

 They sprinted back across the gantry, molten metal searing behind them, the sounds of a momentary scream silenced and the creaking of the metalwork as they leapt off it. Rouge sliced through the nearest group of troopers, all others seemingly fighting the other way. She turned and looked, the unbreakable badnik melting in a shower of sparks and robotic screams, "There were Mobians in them as well..." said the freedom fighter next to her as she came to a stop.

 A chain of explosions behind them and two others appeared, "Shorty?" Asked Fuzz, suddenly realising he wasn't there and seeing the scene of devastation ahead, "Shorty!? Oh my god!" She was stunned.

 "He leapt ahead, Fuzz, we got ambushed!" Natch told her, the female squirrel looked into the melting illuminated eye of the defender badnik as it and the gantry it was on fell away like water. "They captured him, we had no choice." Rouge said in no unclear terms, Fuzz looking at her with tear-filled angry eyes.

 "He was her Brother..." The Rabbit, Cream spoke up. "You... *sniff* you did the right thing..." The others were shocked, "No... no... I know what you're thinking, but... I'll explain later, let's go! We're already behind schedule." Amazed by the squirrel's steel as she picked up her bag.

 "What the hell was that noise?!" Tails arrived, troopers beginning to march their way in increasing numbers. "WOAH!" He saw and felt the heat of the steel pouring.

 "Tails..." Natch shook her head and approached him; she spoke softly into his ear as the rest of them took out some of the closest troopers. Rouge overheard what was said, a little more praise for her in keeping Natch safe.

 "Fuzz-" He tried to approach the late Shorty's sister as she set up a bomb to one side.

 "Not now, Tails." She held up a hand, but was clearly sniffling. "We only need to set a few more up." He waited a moment, realising she needed to be left to her own devices.

 "Right. I'll take a few of our people and start on towards the reactor!" And with that he signalled to Rouge and three others, the team now splitting up.
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Things were getting intense! They carried on towards the main objective, but the troopers never seemed to stop coming and had now cut them off from the team behind.

 Back out in the open, the humans were bringing out bigger and bigger ships, too big to easily take out and in amongst them Badniks were beginning to drop onto the battlefield too.

 Rouge swung in an arc, a flurry of kicks taking out anything in her path, Tails doing likewise; smashing through another ship something caught her eye: a symbol, painted onto the side of one of two massive troop-ships. She smiled, it was her time to shine!

 She flipped in mid-air and – straightening herself horizontally – twisted into a whirlwind and plouged feet-first through the big troop-transport, exploding out of the far side a second later. Tails stopped as he saw it, watching the chain of explosions as the 100-foot long ship crashed from the sky "Woah!" He said aloud, thoroughly impressed by the act.

 Not having time to think, he shot down to the group as they smashed forwards to the large monolith-like construct on the west of the compound. He landed with a spin-attack, sending a leading badnik stumbling; He span and sliced clean through it with a tails attack, stepping back as it exploded in its usual shower of blood and oil.

 "Flick, get that thing set up fast!" He ordered, everyone else: cover him! Rouge landed on one knee, grimacing as the others formed a perimiter. Tails ran over to her and picked her up by one arm, "You OK? That was seriously impressive! I've never seen someone take one of those out!"

 The bat winced, "Hurt like hell though- ow!" She righted herself, quite proud of her acting: it hadn't hurt, far from it, the ship had contained a not insignificant amount of Mobius Rings, that and with her hammerspaced Emerald giving her that ability, she had been basically invincible during the attack!

 She heard a cry and looked left to see a Mobian struck by heavy weapon fire, blocking with her hands, but being visibly pushed back; weapons fire rained from the other side too, tails leaping at the impending troopers.

 "This is insane!" Rouge leapt towards the attacking heavy weapons trooper and smashed it with a single punch, the cry from behind her said it was too late as other fire killed the injured Freedom Fighter. Little matter to her of course, but the rebels' mission and her infiltration process was getting grim!

 Only Tails, herself and one other still standing in this team as reinforcements kept pouring in. Flick was cut off as heavy fire filled the area around him with sparks and energy.

 "Tails!" He called to Tails in fear and pain before an explosion threw him through the air. Tails reacted and ran to the downed mobian and the device he had been trying to set up; another Mobian dead.

 "More of those nasty special ones coming!" Rouge cried out in warning, Tails was flumoxxed – this was unwinnable! His team was dead and he had no plan! There was only him... he was surrounded and hadn't the know-how to make the EMP-bomb work: he regrettably abandoned the mission!

 "Fall back..." He muttered under his breath, his eyes wide in disbelieving horror as Rouge came to his side and grabbed his arm, startling him and making him look up at her.

 "What do we do? I don't know about you but I don't wanna die!" They were semi in cover for now, but the troopers were encroaching.

 "Let's go... Mission failed." A tear rolled down his cheek, it had all been for nothing as his legs began to quiver.

 "Woah, woah! Don't go soft on me yet! Come on, you have to run! I'll cover you!" He nodded, sniffling, he'd seen his share of horrors and that realisation made Rouge glad she was on the right side, even if she was currently playing it friendly with these losers. As far as she was concerned, this was mission accomplished!
 "But..." He sniffled, but she smiled warmly.

 "You're more important than me, I get it... Maybe I'll find a way out too." He handed her something a scrap which she read: details telling her where to go, she nodded and pushed him, "Go!" This was the break she needed to find her next emerald!

 As soon as Tails was out of sight Rouge tore open a handy rift and vanished from this world and the play-chasing troopers that made all kinds of ruccus in her wake to cover her.

 They were programmed to pretend to attack her, make it look like they were using the exact same strategies and weapons fire, but in reality they were firing the laser equivalent of blanks. No Mobian would know that of course... Well, maybe just one and she was glad to know it!
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 Elsewhere, Grimer looked into a screen, pleased and yet baffled. "Deputy-Commander Grimer, we have seven more detachments ready but subject Rouge has vanished." He stood, "The last remaining rebel in the splinter party is retreating sir, do we engage?" "Negative, Operation Rupture comes first and the continued existence of Tails is currently beneficial to infiltration mission alpha, shepherd him out of the complex where he cannot help the others."

 Grimer leant over a screen... "Vanished... Where are you?" He pondered, wondering to himself if she had some hidden power or if her stealth skills were just that good.
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Rouge once more found herself in the warping, mystifying realm of chaos itself; she could hear it calling to her, begging to be taken and controlled. And so she took flight, weaving through hovering, shattered rocks and pillars towards a clear destination on the other side of these asteroids.

 As she flew, she felt the tears into the real world all around her, like one way mirrors she could glimpse through the see a world that couldn't look back. It made this the most perfect place from which to stage her ultimate power grab!

 Rouge slowed as she approached a courtyard-like surface, flourishing the Chaos Emerald out of Hammerspace as she touch down, cautiously climbing a short staircase with her objective just beyond it, She steps onto the courtyard's main floor, a similar energy to the Green Chaos from before rising from all around, this time Chaos Red. It formed some kind of obstacle course surrounded by a chaos energy box. "Houelduar uoaf emrauld... wuonn... teiyuhr tuwooo... Adjhylatyy!" "Tier two, huh? It knows I have one already and it's getting more difficult?!" She cursed her luck, maybe this wasn't going to be all sunshine and rainbows. "I think it said agility..." The Bat pondered, "Bring it on!"

 She took a moment to size up a maze of anti-gravity traps and deadly looking weapons arrays interspersed with platforms dotted with clear footholds that she wouldn't need as a flier; when quite ready, she pounced!

 Ducking and weaving, the thieving bat launched through the death-traps and swinging, deadly obstacles with less than a movement out of sync. "Piece of cake!" Rouge said, confidently downplaying what had been anything but.

S she flipped over one last swinging blade and landed with poise on the platform at the far end. She stepped forwards towards the amorphous mass signifying her goal and as she did, the course collapsed and congealed into a glowing Chaos Ruby.

 Rouge reacheed out as the red glow illuminated her (by her standards,) subtle, partial body-suit. She sighed in delight as its power began to flow into her, multiplying her already boosted powers to levels she began to doubt any of the freedom fighters could hope to match!

 Considering Rouge had every other advantage beside power it would be a one-sided fight against any of them already and the thought alone made her cackle wickedly; she was almost almost peerless with much more yet more to come!

 "Eyoo howld owur zizterrr green, eyoo seek mourr offv ussz!" Rouge listened to the frazzled chaos voice but realized it was far more eloquent and easy to understand, she'd noticed that from earlier but it was even more pronounced now.

 "Aurr eyoo preppparrred tou haurnesz sutch pauwaarh!?" Rouge looked to the amorphous swelling of ruby chaos energy in front of her, recognising the presence as identical to the new emerald.

 She smiled, "Ready, oh voice of god?! This is everything I desire: Absolute power! Hell, even these tests to bring out the absolute worst in me to prove me capable of using that power to deliver absolute chaos... I fucking love this stuff! Bring it on, I want... No, I need more!"

 "Guuuud... Thee zekond flayvore is eyooursz!" The red seemed pleased, Rouge feeling her Chaos powers multiply as it settled into her palm, her eyes blinking in bliss as its power and that of the green surged through her.

 She lifted it to closely examine the exquitie jewel and sighed heavily, her hands aglow with a gentle pink energy, particular to her own designs; with a thought, she hammerspaced the pair of emeralds to check out her new gift.

 Rouge knew - once more - without having to ask, what she could now do and once again lifted a hand to experiment. Her fingertips didn't wiggle out and move like tentacles this time, no, they shot out to over a foot in length tapered towards glistening, spiked tips! "Ooooh!" She purred in delight and swung her new claws through a large stone pillar: it was like slicing a carrot!

 She grinned, delighted at this new ability on top of the stupendous raw power, claws this sharp could cut just about anything!
 There was more, though... She could feel it! She looked down her body and thought about being stealthy; she faded from sight like many times before, only this time even the creaking of her suit and her footfalls became silent, her scent vanished from the wind and even her movements caused nothing so much as a gust of air.

 "              " She said out loud, shocked to find even her voice was perfectly silenced. "                " She shrieked with all of her innate bat power, a deafening scream that everyone for miles should have been able to hear except it was silent on every wavelength.

 Rouge's lips appeared, puckered excitedly "Perfect stealth!" She said out loud before instantly hiding them again; a few moments later, a large pillar on one side of the altar exploded violently as if hit my something immensely powerful and destructive.

 "         hahaHAHA!" Rouge laughed, reappearing as she did, stood fully three metres from the destroyed pillar, the architecture shredded by a hidden spear of her energy! "And I can attack from stealth too!" She was delighted, but all of that was just a bonus atop the huge surge in strength, speed and every other physical attribute she'd received from the second emerald!

 "Yoo are attuned two uz!" the gems seem to be gaining understanding of the language now, speaking much clearer. Rouge glanced back up and shook her body out a few times; like shaking rain off, she removed her disguise and was her own, buxom self again!

 'I sure am, weird chaos voice!' She giggled victoriously before pouncing up to swing in a huge loop back down beneath the courtyard.

 She'd no idea how she could just her emeralds disappear while sticking with her as if being held, but the joy of chaos was that it made so little sense while offering such limitless power!

 She flew, glowing with Chaos Energy, heading for a rift to tear open as she saw the giant tentacle creature from before on the horizon eyeing her up more cautiously now. Was it the same, she wondered... It didn't seem as monstrous somehow; maybe at was smaller, but that could have just been the distance between them.

 "Hmm? Are you... observing me? Well have fun! I'm a hell of a piece of ass, so I don't blame you!" Rouge giggled fearlessly in the face of an eldritch monstrosity and dragged herself back into the real world.
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07:38

 "We can't hold them off much longer!" Cream cried aloud, forced to stay out of the skies by the situation. The fighting was intense, constant trooper reinforcements, swarming in only to be smashed to bits.

 "We haven't got any other choice!" Fuzz exclaimed as she fiddled with the now armed detonator in her hand; she jumped back in shock as out of nowhere Rouge hit a nearby command console hard with a mighty smash and sparks.

 The bat bounced off and landed hard with a pained cry. The console flashed an emergency alert and started sounding warning sirens all around.

 "ROUGE!" Cream exclaimed, genuine concern in her voice as she eyed up the svelte bat without even thinking about it, she seemed even more important to her all of a sudden, perhaps it was her sudden arrival out of nowhere craching into the machinery but she felt something deeper, more sensual almost though she had little idea what that really meant.

 "EMERGENCY! EMERGENCY! PROCESSING CELL OVERLOAD IN PROGRESS! EVACUATE THE VICINITY IMMEDIATELY!" The alarm spoke, alerting everyone as Fuzz picked the most recent arrival up, Rouge a little dazed – she made it seem that way at least.

 Letting herself look up at the Squirrel through lowered eyelids, she found Fuzz to be almost pretty up close; to the sandy-furred creature on the other hand, Rouge was more and more in her rights to show off her merchandise the way she did.

 When she got this close even she – a true hetero - felt herself getting uncontrollably warm as she never had for another female of any Mobian species, even her own with whom attraction was usually stronger. "EVACUATE! T-MINUS 2 MINUTES TO CATASTROPHIC RUPTURE!"

 "Ugh... I got seperated from Tails, tried to help him get away but..." She was a little wounded, her suit looking more than a little grubby despite Mobians' innate ability to extend their defensive abilities over their clothing.

 "And everyone else...?" Fuzz asked, Rouge shaking her head and offering up a piece of paper, the thing Tails had given her; Fuzz knew what that meant.

 "Let's go! Don't know how, but it sounds like we're done here!" And so they ran, dropping into a ventillation shaft and sprinting through it below the marching robots, speedsters leading their slower allies. 
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08:02

 The sound of weeping met the remnants of Fuzz's team as they approached the rendezvous through the sewers, they hadn't said a word between them since their escape.

 Tails noticed their presence and wiped his nose, uncurling from the ball he was in and standing. "Fuzz!" He exclaimed, "Rouge! You're alive!? H-How?" She was suddenly at the centre of it all, not to mention seemingly the centre of everyone's concern "I... can't even explain it... I ducked, I weaved... it was hell but then I just...I ran to the other team."

 "Well... I'm glad you're all alright!" He wore a weak smile, his face-fur a little puffy where he'd been crying. "We couldn't destroy the reactor..." He admitted.

 "That may be, but we did a little more damage than expected! And..." She flaunted the detonator; Rouge, if she were of a more reckless approach, would have tried to grab and destroy that thing; as it was, she was far too savvy!

 Fuzz explained the situation "Even though we weren't able to destroy the reactor, but we did manage to destroy the Refinery which will at least shut the plant down for a few weeks. Can't be easy to replace, right?" Cream then asked the pressing question she hadn't been clued up on.

 "Where's everyone... else?" She realised and hung her head, fighting back tears.

 "It was a suicide mission... I knew it from the fucking start!" Tails was grabbed by Fuzz who pulled him aside. "Hey, we made it out and we did a lot of damage... Here!" She handed him the detonator and he looked from it to each of the survivors in turn.

 "Yeah... This one-" He pushed the button with a satisfied growl "-is for those we left behind!" The distant booms and shaking of the earth said it all, dust falling from the ceiling as they laughed, but one of them was hurting more than the others.

 Fuzz looked at Rouge when she saw her staring back, "You OK? That was pretty bad back there..." Fuzz nodded to the question.

 "I... survived, but... so many didn't!" Rouge offered her a hug which she almost unsurprisingly accepted.

 'It turned out pretty perfectly if you ask me!' Rouge thought to herself, an absolute massacre with just enough survivors for her ends! It seems Rouge's offer of consolation meant more than it should have to Fuzz who suddenly, inexplicably began weeping on Rouge's shoulder.

 "Hey, hey..." Tails said with a soft tone, patting Fuzz's other shoulder while sparing more than one glance towards Rouge. The empowered thief's mind began whirring as she recalled it being more than merely Fuzz who had warmed so swiftly to her, perhaps this was an effect of the emeralds and she could... alter other Mobian's perceptions perhaps?

 She wanted to be trusted by the rogues so the growing feelings for her were welcome in being accepted by the freedom fighters, however if this was some kind of growth in her towards other Mobians, whether sex-appeal or otherwise, she liked it! It made sense to begin conniving ways to leverage this to her advantage - as always!
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 Tails returned to the group revitalized, brief scouting mission complete "OK team, obviously we've been hurt, we've lost people and we're tired, but we're getting out of here! We'll go via route 7 and head for the Hill-top outlook. In an hour we should be out of the city, then we skip across no-man's-land in 30 minutes before we can find shelter and try to forget this whole thing. Move out!"

 The journey back out of the city went largely uneventfully; troopers still patrolled, while from the shadows they saw humans walking the streets in protective suits, staying away from unlit areas.

 The deep, dark city of Metropolis was a hive of activity and danger and the crew currently fleeing it were the danger! Rouge had plenty of time to think about what had happened, who she was and what she thought of this all – it was a short time where she could be relatively free with her thoughts.

 'Rouge... Why are you doing this?' Rouge asked herself, walking at the back of the small pack, but all smiles to hide her inner logical arguments, 'Being a fugitive escaping Metropolis isn't exactly what you dreamed of, is it?!'

 She decided to take the harshest line of logic about it all, this had been stressful after all 'I'm doing this entirely willingly! Why? Because I love the high life! I love luxury, I love being catered to and pandered to! I love hot baths, cleanliness and fine dining... I love civilization and I'm not about to let these savages take it from me!'

 Oh yeah, that made this trek and the current situation feel a whole lot better! She wondered about these other Mobians, though.

 'I bet  this lot have never experienced any of that! All these people buzzing about in their sophisticated, cleanly polished body suits? They live in the lap of luxury – each and every one of them, but that luxury takes sacrifice and that sacrifice is at the expense of the natural world... and its creatures!'

 Rouge smiled to herself, 'They want to bring all that down, all that progress... and for what?! Some chaos-damned trees or something?! Pah!'

 'To think I was raised to believe in that too... until I decided for myself! I've seen what this new world can offer... and I want it! All of it! It should all be mine, right down to those shiny suits on people's backs!'

 "Uuurgh!" Rouge wailed, tripping rather embarrassingly over a rough join in the destroyed pipe they were clambering through.

 She realised she'd been in her own little world and shook some sense back into herself, looking up to find all of her new friends worriedly reaching out to help her up. 'As well they should!' She thought, mostly angry at herself.

 "Are you alright, Rouge?" They seemed to be almost tripping over each other to be the one to help her, but she shooed them all away and stood up with grace of her own.

 "Yeah, thanks..." She sighed, brushing some muck off her dirty suit, thankfully this one wasn't one of her favourites, not to mention she could simply shapeshift the dirt away... If only she weren't having to keep up apearances!

The Past...

~ "She shows extreme promise, doctor: all of the speed and strength we have observed in many of the most powerful rebels and yet she is also conniving, manipulative... She calls herself Rouge." Grimer extolled Rouge's virtues in secrecy to the good doctor.
 "That's all fine and good, Grimer, but this thing is not a she! It is a project, regardless or where you found it and what it once was – think of it like a machine: we will use and then it will be disposed of!" The big, fat fascist declared, much to Rouge's disgust.
 "Yes Commander Robotnik, I understand!" Grimer, the snivelling worm accepted his master's justice.

 'So that's how it is, is it?' Rouge thought to herself as she listened in on the conversation; she wasn't about to let herself be... disposed of!~
~ "We believe it's the mysterious non-energy within them that makes these mobians so physically adept. Our recently acquired double-agent, Rouge the Bat claims they call it Chaos Energy."
 "And yet we still have no way of measuring it! No way of even proving it exists... Just an absence, a vacuum where energy should be, but refuses to be..." Doctor Robotnik mused on this, in a particularly affable mood and willing to lend his immense intellect to this issue.

 "Oddly sir, it seems to have had a very positive impact on life-expectancy, leaving any plan to wait them out dead in the water."

 "I see... But if we could somehow learn to harness it!" The mad doctor grinned wickedly at the thought, "Think of the strides humankind could make, Grimer!" He reasoned, "We need more information from our... pet Mobian. See to it that she cooperates, no matter the expense!"

 "Yes sir, of course."

 This convo was much more Rouge's cup of tea, 'Any expense, huh?' She smiled, 'Don't mind if I do!'~

~ "Sir, I have some more information on the nature of Chaos energy!" Grimer exclaimed, rushing in, unaware that he was interrupting a strategy meeting; Ivo turned slowly to him in that way someone so large has to.

 "Good work Grimer, come lend your mind to this..." He beckoned his assistant, more of a science-chief, in to look over a map around which high-rankers were gathered.

 "General Reynolds believes her agents have discovered one of the Mobian rats' hiding places..." Grimer saw the illuminated element on the holographic display, it looked like any other piece of hillside.

 "You said you understand this... Chaos Energy... Do you see it posing a problem to us destroying this enemy facility?" The general of the fleet asked, a very prim and proud woman; tall and fierce of features.

 "Well, about that...' Grimer cleared his throat, 'There are, according to Rouge, over a dozen hidden villages across the world, some even she doesn't know the locations of."

 "What?! And is this one of those places?!" The General demanded, towering over Grimer threateningly.

 "Based on the fragmentary information she gave me, yes, however..." He gulped in the huge military woman's presence, flanked on the other side by the doctor who watched on, getting impatient.

 "Out with it, Grimer!" Ivo demanded, slamming a big fist down.

 "Well, she claims that these villages are places of power, protected by some kind of shields formed from this abundance of Chaos energy."

 "Dammit!" Reynolds grimaced, "And is this information trustworthy?" She pried, they were her ships on the line out there.

 "Oh Deputy Commander Grimer is most confident in his project with the Mobian defector! I'm sure he wouldn't provide us with phooey information..." Doctor Robotnik claimed, now glowering over Grimer, making him feel very small. "Would you, Grimer?" His tone was ferocious, threatening in the extreme.

 Grimer gulped, "N-No, sir! Never!"

 "Good, but I think we should test out the validity of this information, see how far we can trust the winged rat!" Rouge tutted in disgust at being referred to like that.

 "General, you will stage a small-scale skirmish high above this... village... and use it as cover for testing whether this shield exists or not. If it does, we need a good idea how strong it might be if we are ever to root out these creatures once and for all!"

 "Yes, sir!" The General saluted, bowed and marched away.

 "As for you, Grimer..." That threatening tone again. "Get every location from that Mobian, I was co-ordinates, no matter what it takes!"

 'Heh, they won't do him any good...' Rouge thought, relaxing back and munching on some finely sliced "ham", a product from earth that she'd grown rather fond of. 'But if it'll get me a bit more tailor-made latex and some shinies for my crib... I'll play along!' She giggled, this system was surprisingly easy to game!

~ "Grimer, this Mobian of yours... Rouge, was it? Have you any concrete plans for her yet?" Rouge was pleasantly surprised to hear the commander refer to her not as an 'it'.

 "Yes, sir! In fact, I just forwarded some new biometric data we collected to the Badnik team this morning, they say it will accelerate Super-badnik production dramatically!" Grimer confidently responded, sat across from the Doctor who seemed deep in thought.

 "Positive news as that is, it isn't what I'm referring to and you know it!" Ivo said from behind his hand, stroking his moustache irritably. "We spoke of plans to deploy her covertly and dismantle their operations from within."

 "Ah, yes... Operation Rupture. Rouge is ready, insistent even!"

 "I see." He sounded suspicious, "And what is your honest verdict? Is she only insistent because she intends to join up with them and report top secret intel about our operations?"

 "Wha?" Rouge could only hear the conversation, but she imagined Grimey's face must've been a picture right then. "Sir, given the information she has provided us with and her aid in our research I firmly believe she is committed to the cause against the rebels!"

 "You had better be right, Grimer. I want her out there killing off this fucking plague of fur so I can be done with it and this whole worthless planet! Do I make myself clear?" He hadn't raised his voice, just been very, very to-the-point.

 "Y-Yes sir, perfectly clear."

 "Good, bring her to me. Given the stakes I both need her, but also need to know I can trust her!" This was an unexpected twist, Rouge would actually have to share a room with that horrible creature! "And be discreet about it, Grimer. She may have security clearance, but I don't want anyone seeing her who doesn't need to know!"

 "I'll make the preparations, sir!"~

~"So?" Doctor Robotnik asked sharply, looking around the smug green man who had entered the meeting room a lone. "Where is your-"

 Rouge cut him off before he could foolishly insult her any further, fading into view laid out atop his PA's desk.

 "Grimer... Your pet is getting fur on everything!" She scowled as Rouge looked back with a potent, unflustered expression; now that she got a good look at him, this man was truly foul by every definition!

 "I'm not his pet, Doctor... And I'm not yours either!" Rouge sassily corrected him, looking resplendent in one of her favourite rubber suits. "I've made my position very clear from day one: I want to help you clear out the rest of my kind so I can live like a queen!"

 "Ha..." Ivo laughed, "Hahahaha! Grimer, she's a truly nasty piece of work after all!" He sounded positively delighted and approached; however he did it that would have been weird, but the almost obsessive look in his eyes made it super creepy!

 "If your grace is ready to see me, does that mean you're finally going to let me go break up their little rut-fest?" She asked, holding up a rubber gloved palm to tell him to stop there, a few feet in front of her, "That's close enough to see all the detail you need."

 "Hmph!" The doctor huffed, "I didn't think one could be so... civilized!" He exclaimed "Do they even understand personal boundaries?" He stroked his moustache curiously; she knew it by the sound she'd heard when eavesdropping, but it was, perhaps, the only physically impressive thing about the man.

 "~Hhhh-~" Rouge sighed in frustration. "Doctor, we'll get through this a lot faster if you stop thinking of me as one of those horrid, unclean creatures and instead as more of a... gun for hire!"

 "Heh... You seek to negotiate with me, then? Try and push my generosity to breaking point?" Rouge raised an eyebrow, maybe she'd been a bit too keen in asking for freebies...

 "Not at all, Doctor..." She span on the desk and launched up with a flap of her wings, hovering effortlessly above the large man and looking him square in the face.

 "Fact is, if I wanted to I could kill you, Grimer and everyone in your command centre before enough troopers and Badniks could get in here to stop the bloodbath!" She threatened and held her fingers out in front of his face dangerously. He didn't so much as flinch.

 "Ha!" She laughed before he could and backed off, "You're as much of a bad-ass as I've heard, Doctor!" She wafted gently to the side, "Of course you know I'm not going to do that, because you paid for all my lovely jewels and clothing and food... You know I'm an asset!" She puckered her lips as she stretched, mid-air, "So use me like one!"
 "Grimer..." Ivo said after a few moments contemplation.#

 "Yes, sir?"

 "Keep your eyes open for intel on potential targets for deep enemy infiltration. That's where Operation Rupture will begin!" The evil genius announced, the wicked smile on Rouge's face confirmation to him of her commitment!~
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 "Rouge!" She was being shaken by the arms by Fuzz, "Come on girl, we can't sit about here forever! We have to keep going!" There were others around her, obviously she was the last to wake from their little rest.

 "Ugh- I... I overslept?" Tails handed her a makeshift drinks canister which she duly drank hurriedly from. She hoped she hadn't said anything during that weird dream, all of her recent history with the humans replaying for some reason...

 "Nah, not much. When did you last eat?" Rouge felt her stomach rumble at the mention of food because she made it rumble, her power by now already all but removing any need for outside sustenance.

 "I'd been ignoring it until you went and reminded me hun." She admitted, pushing up to her feet.

 Quickly handed some snacks of a sort, Rouge ate as if she were famished, the others' eyes rarely leaving Rouge as if they were incapable of looking any other way.

 For her part the world's greatest thief and now possibly most powerful entity had begun silently drawing up plans to deal with the over-eagerness problem her new powers seemed to be creating.

 Bringing up the rear once more, Tails looked into Rouge's eyes with a knowing stare and found a concern within the beautiful blue orbs.

 "Bad dream?" He asked, Rouge gawking a little, but nodding cautiously.

 "Y-yes... Of things I don't even know really happened." She lied believably.

 "Chaos... You know about Chaos, right? We Mobians are full of the stuff, myself especially! It works in the strangest ways." Tails lectured.

 "You... especially?" Rouge asked, pretending to be fascinated to know more and lighting up his eyes in the process.

 "Sure! You too, most likely!" He confirmed, "The more Chaos we have access to, the more powerful we are." She knew that, but nodded as if interested. "Where... did you like before the invasion?" Tails asked.

 Rouge bit her tongue on wanting to react to this being an 'invasion'; to her it was domestication! A taming of the wild, a civilization, the humans called it and she was more than eager to reap the spoils of that civility, even if she had no plans to personify it.

 "I was a loner, always have been." She admitted, her fool-proof back-story, carefully comber over to make sure it was water-tight. "I wandered, lived in the jungles, in the caves, I explored!" She wore a perfectly acted wistful smile, "Sorry..." She giggled flirtily, "I've never been good around others..." She explained and gently stroked his arm as she did, fully aware of the effect it would have on him.

 "It must have been hard... being alone after the... y'know-" He hinted at something buried deep down in Rouge's memories, something she'd had to dig up to paper over it with a story.

 "I've never talked about it." She shut him down, her vision going glassy as she stared off into space. "But... maybe when I trust you a bit more..." Her voice tailed off as if she was trying to be nice, but couldn't through the painful memories.

 Tails took the message, bought it hook, line and sinker. "R-Right! You don't need to stress over it... If you never feel like it, it's fine!" He laughed nervously and supportively, snapping Rouge partly out of her trance.

 She smiled back and nodded, a little seductively perhaps, but that was all part of the game at this point!
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 Rouge looked up and across the relative mountain known as the Hill-top Zone; the others were tired, but she felt wired!
 She knew the risks, but also knew the power she had at her disposal. Maybe the word of their team wouldn't be enough, maybe she would be recognised or spotted as an enemy agent – anything could happen and she was ready!

 There wasn't long left, she was casually flying at nearly the speed of sound, two others flying alongside, she herself unburdened by carrying another, unlike Tails, stuck hoisting Fuzz.

 'Lucky for me, whole world is littered with rifts, not just the cities – I have a feeling I will find a way out quite easily if things go south!' She considered as they swooped alongside the mountain range.

 'Remember why you're doing all this, girl! And remember what's at stake... You may be quite the wonder, but you can still cop it in any number of ways so be wary!' Just as she was getting to thinking about consequences, she felt a twinge of something calling out to her: another emerald shrine!

 Things took a turn when she heard the distinctive sound of airborne combat in the distance... Had the empire found the rebels?! Was it going to end already?! She wasn't yet sure if this was a blessing or a curse...

 Tails shifted his weight to hold Fuzz with one hand and gestured for them to drop down to a lower height.

 She was puzzled by the firefight suddenly lighting up the sky in the distance; it wasn't where they were heading but she knew the attacking ships to be of the Empire's fleet.

 The other fleet seemed almost ancient though, they looked chaotically made and poorly kept – not to mention they were being ripped apart by the imperial vessels!

 She settled on it being a simple clash with pirates, but it was a little too close for comfort and she hadn't received any kind of warning about this. As she thought about it, she hadn't had a chance to check in, so that made sense.

 She caught up with Tails just above the treeline, crying out as huge explosions rocked the hillside, throwing the party to the four winds.

 She landed with style out of sight of the others, she'd seen the shell coming, but had let it strike true for just such an opening! The huge battleship that had fired it may have seen them or just fired anyway, but it was still about, soaring overhead.

 "This seems a bold if not reckless move by the empire!" The jewel huntress considered, but it was honestly of no concern right now, she sensed two things in close promixity that were much more important:

 First: a convenient rift not far from her locations. Second: a shocked Mobian, seemingly all alone out here and down rubbing her head. This presented both an opportunity and an issue...

 "Hey!" She chose a proactive approach, hurrying over to the downed Mobian, a black-scaled lizard! The light glistened off the dark Mobian in a most alluring way, "You OK?" She asked, stood akimbo over the downed Mobian.

 "Huh?" Rouge turned her seduction up to full, oozing Chaos energy in an attempt to bring this one under her power rapidly. It had not gone unnoticed that the weaker Mobians were more susceptible to her powers. "Woah..." The Mobian uttered, staring up at the shapely silhouette in a rubbery suit.

 'Oh yeah! Still got it... Wait, I've got it more than ever!' Rouge thought and reached out a paw, snagging the lizard's shaking limb as she too offered one; Rouge pulled the lizard up into her arms and squeezed her close, "It's not safe here!" She purred and sensed the creature swoon, "You'll have to trust me!"

 The lizard nodded, almost stupidly, big jaw hanging slack in Rouge's intimidating and seductive presence. Rouge launched towards the rift and tore it open with a swipe of one hand.
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 "WAAAAH!" The shocked and terrified Mobian in Rouge's grip cried out as they entered the Chaos realm, to such an ordinary (if attractive) Mobian, this was mind-blowing and genuinely uncomfortable.

 "The presence of raw Chaos a bit much?" Rouge asked let the Mobian drift away from her a little as she herself hovered without so much as flapping her wings.

 "I dunno if this was a smart idea bringing you in here, but you souldn't die, which is better than what would happen out there with that battleship about! How does it feel? This energy, this power?" She asked, watching the other Mobian contort and almost twist into different shapes under the whims of this realm..

 "Overwhelming... As if... my senses have suddenly sprung to life – I feel its power... it's so wonderful, but... it hurts!" The lizard grimaced, maybe she hadn't realised but this realm was playing havoc with her solid form.

 "What's your name, girl?" Rouge asked, sliding closer again and letting the besotted lizard ogle the full beauty of the vampire bat who had kidnapped her.

 "M-M-M-Met!" She stammered, almost slavering. "Holy cow, you're beautiful..." She continued without thinking.

 "I know I am, M-M-M-Met... I'm gorgeous!" She posed, "Irresistible, even!" She puckered her lips and sensed every element of this Mobian give herself to Rouge's sexual chaos control.

 "But this power... This is Chaos? It's never been this raw, this consuming and sharp!" Rouge smiled.

 "Yeah, it's pretty raw alright!" Her friendly air was a fake one, Met was suffering to the point where Rouge wondered if the lizard might sudden implode. She didn't, but her pain was evident!

 Rouge wondered at that moment what the word 'sympathy' meant. She'd caused this and while this ophidian Mobian was just a tool, Rouge felt something... It wasn't what she thought sympathy was though, more... enjoyment? "Anyway, we need to get this done fast!"

 With a single flutter of her wings Rouge grabbed and dragged Met with her towards the emerald shrine; she had no intention of sharing this power with her captive, but as she sensed Met almost coming apart at the seams mentally as much as anything she wondered what a big enough jolt of Chaos could let her do to or with this creature!

 "This place and what I've found here is something you were never meant to see..." She looked back at the lizard who was becoming almost liquid-like between the speed and the Chaos Energies "But I brought you here to share this with you..." Her words made the other Mobian's cold heart beat almost audibly in her chest, so besotted was this creature with Rouge!

 She unhammered her chaos emeralds (one hovering above her,) to a loud gasp from the suffering lizard who continued to squint through the pain, "I want you to see this!"

 "Come on!" Rouge flew with incredible speed and power, Met almost struggling to hold herself together with the raw severity of Rouge's movements and moments later they arrived at a crumbling shrine hovering in this indescribable ether.

 Within moments a shapeless blue something rose before them and Met thought her mind might collapse at the mere sight of something so impossible!

 "Houlder off emeraldz... tuu... teihr threei... Connkwesszt!" The Blue glowing mass of chaos spoke while Rouge gasped, wondering exactly what that might mean. Met grabbed her head and began to scream before collapsing into an almost melting, kneeling black glob.

 "Conquest? I- Met?" She looked down at the throbbing, rippling glob of black goo.

 "Nonononono! I can't! I can't!" The lizard wailed, hissed and clawed at her own wobbling skull.

 "Youer compannion cannut handul thiz presensz, shee szhould neverr havv comme too thiz playce!" Rouge turned back towards the shapeless presence in momentary shock, she understood.

 "That's what you want me to do..." Rouge calmly conceded,  "Met... Met, baby!" Met relaxed a little at the sound of Rouge's voice and tilted her head up. The presence, the Chaos energy, everything was just too much even for Rouge's words to overcome. She was slipping, her mind was tearing itself apart but she had to hold on... for Rouge!

 "Yes...?" She asked, tears streaming down her face, the bat looking down on her and rubbing her slick head with more than a slight enjoyment given the smooth, almost glossy texture of her black scales. "It's OK." She smiled, lying "You can let go!"

 A part of Rouge had hoped for this eventuality from the moment she grabbed the Mobian, but this was perfect! Maybe, just maybe this was finally the moment when her dream of a "Mobian Costume" would come true! A suit of another living, breathing being to shape around herself and wear! Somehow this presence knew to offer her this opportunity!

 It had always been a far-flung dream but this emerald presence wanted her to take Met, this attractive black entity, strip her mind away and turn her into an extension of the one true ruler of Chaos: Rouge the Bat!

 "But... I can'-T leave YYY-ou!" Met struggled to even get the words out between lightning strikes of insanity and torment.

 "You won't." Rouge's eyes... Met saw it now... They were cold, calculating. She had set this all up with the pure intension of taking her mind away! In that clarity the words flowed more freely as emotion.

 "Rouge... Why?" She sobbed. "You... want me to be nothing more than... a thing?!" She demanded, not sure if she felt like she was being betrayed or deeply understood.

 "You want that too. I am going to wear you!" Rouge asserted, though little did she know how many times she would come back to those words, both in fondness and with malevolence in mind! "You shouldn't suffer any longer. I can't let you!"

 There, just the slightest... Met saw it: love! The love she craved and while it was little more than a twinkle in Rouge's eye, it was enough!

 If it had been pure betrayal Met might have fought back, but she wanted this... she'd been walking this path since the moment she laid eyes on Rouge! She was destined to become hers and while she'd not understood how that might happen, this was the perfect solution!

 She could lend Rouge her body and meagre power under the wonder bat's control; without a will of her own Met would never let her down!

 She nodded, bringing a faint smile to Rouge's expression; in the thief's head however, Met was still looking like a deliciously slick glob of scaly, almost living latex she was about to wear. She couldn't care about loss, about what this creature wanted... What Rouge wanted more than anything in the world right now was to wear Met!

 Rouge knelt face-to-face with Met who had solidified on her knees and as a way of giving thanks Rouge kissed her; Met felt her mind and body become light as if everything she had ever wanted just came to pass. While she was in that momentary state of stupor Rouge tilted the lizard's head back and sank her sharp fangs into Met's juggular!

 Chaos provided: it gave her the power and it gave her the means! Met was delicious as her fundamentals gushed down Rouge's throat, her mind and consciousness reduced to a beverage as her body thinned out.

 It took mere moments as if Rouge were emptying a juice packet "AAH!" but all that was left draped over her arms like a slick scaly catsuit as Rouge opened her fangs to sigh in delight!

 "YEEEEEESSSS!" And as was customary the nondescript blue thing commended her then collapsed into a perfect gleaming blue gem of just the right size to fit in the palm of Rouge's hand.

 "UUUUUGH!" She claimed it out of the air and moaned in delight, arching her back as the blue energy coursed into her, the emerald supplicating itself to its new forever mistress!

 "Well... This worked out scrumptiously!" Rouge purred as the blue gem vanished into her personal hammer space with its colleagues; she took Met's remains by the shoulders and let her drape down like she were eying up a new outfit.

 She really did look like a bespoke catsuit with just the facial features of a lizard hood to say she wasn't designed for Rouge; the bat wasn't so easily discouraged though! The blue emerald had indeed provided her new capabilities and chief amongst them was to manipulate living material, to keep it perpetually fresh without sustenance in whatever form it was in at the time.

 The Other ability was to be able to extend some of her shapeshifting and stealth abilities to that matter, a way to design her living costumes in a small way!

 She pulled the former full bodied Mobian in to her face and sniffed her as if taking in the breadth of her existence through her scent "You're perfect, baby! Thankyou!" She grinned and bit her lip, "Now to get changed and give myself an alibi!"

 The kinky, single-minded bat rose effortlessly from the crumbling platform and released the lizard costume to hover weightlessly in front of her.

 Reaching down, Rouge slipped her right thigh-high down and slid her shapely foot out, gently flexing her toes; at odds with herself and Met her boot fell towards the platform only to suddenly be caught in a bubble of anti-gravity chaos; the second boot arrived moments later and rested next to the first as if mounted on a mannequin.

 Gently Rouge dislodged the thick, pink PVC loveheart from the front of her costume and grabbed a zipper that had been hidden beneath it; a work of chaos introduced itself as the moment she grabbed the zipper head the zipper body it belonged to appeared down the front of her suit where it hadn't been a moment earlier.

 "Mmmmmaaaahh!" Rouge sighed as she felt it open up, the almost rubbery substance of her cosume gently peeling away from her body; she wiggled her hips to slide out of it and let her usual outfit slip down and join the boots in the bubble below her.

 "Not long now..." She whispered to Met, stroking her slick, scaly fabric lustfully; she still had gloves between her naked form and Met's so she took one glove by the fingertip and almost like she were showing off for her next outfit, she slipped it off with a single smooth movement.

 Her opera gloves joined the rest of her former outfit in storage and Rouge inhaled deeply in her true naked form, eyeing up the slick black one-piece that had once been a living Mobian; she licked her lips, "Now then..."

 Her naked skin finally touched her abductee as she gently took hold of her and span her around. "How... do I climb into you...?" She wondered, pulling Met's skin against her body to feel her texture.

 "Oooh!" She softly exclaimed in delight both at the fabric against her skin but also the gentle movement Met seemed to still make trying to pull herself against Rouge. She was indeed still alive!

 "Hmhmhmmm." Rouge gently chuckled, "You do feel scrumptious, but that's not going to work..." She pulled the loose yet thick lizard hood to make it look up at her, "There's only one opening..." She wore a deliciously naughty expression that said this was just how she wanted it "So say "ahhhh!", my new skin-suit!"
 Her big, powerful fingers pried Met's jaws open as she let the costume slide down her naked bosom; Rouge pulled gently and felt the slick Mobian's fabric begin to slowly stretch like she were made of a thick rubber that would never tear!

 Leaning forwards, Rouge raised her right knee, "You like my feet, darling?" Rouge asked, filled with naughty intent and committed to treating her new costume as exactly that: a possession, not a person! Her toes first, then her whole feet slid into Met's mouth. "Have a taste!"
 First she felt the lizard's fangs but they were soft as if purposefully designed to not snag her skin... because that's exactly what Rouge had designed when she turned Met into a costume; Chaos truly was an incredible tool of manipulation in the wrong hands!

 Rouge could feel Met's insides as her foot slid down her throat, the costume was smooth on the inside yet not wet; Met was simply slippery without leaving any kind of residue!

 "Mmmm!"  Rouge gently moaned as she scrunched up Met's torso to let her slide her foot right the way down into Met's own right leg until she smoothly slipped her foot all the way into Met's own.

 She wrapped her hands around the living sock she wore and slowly slid both hands up her right calf to pull Met tight around her lower leg. "Oh that's a wonderfully snug fit!" She exclaimed in delight;  she'd always been more voluptuous than most but she could only imagine how she'd look in this new skin!

 Met had her mouth around Rouge's thigh with her whole body condensed to let the emerald wielder dress one leg at a time; the second came soon after, the free-floating bat gently widening Met's jaws to slip her left toes in.

 The irony of this wasn't lost on the treasure hunter as she realised "Hmm, you lizards tend to eat your food like this, don't you? Swallowing it whole... Or is that snakes?"

 "Either way, it just seems to make this all the more natural, doesn't it?" She giggled softly, wondering if this way of feeding her pet lizard by way of forcefully penetrating her whole body had a name. She settled for calling it "invading", a phrase that made her feel particularly victorious!

 "Theeere..." The skin thief purred as she pulled Met tight around her second lower leg. "Mmm, this is already wonderful, don't you think?" Of course Met did, Rouge had erased the entirety of her suit's mind aside from the part that thought about the one and only triple emerald wielder!

 She slid her thumbs into the corners of Met's mouth and began to gently pull the slick, delightful living costume up her shapely thighs! She wiggled her toes and feet a little in delight as the tight one-piece slowly stretched and smoothed its ruffles out over her skin.

 "Mmm, but it just gets better from here!" She insisted as she pulled her outfit up to her hips and leant back to more forcefully slide its tight living fabric around her curves.

 "MmmmMMMMmmm!" The world class thief moaned as she pulled her companion up to her waist and felt her tighten between her hips; sliding her hands down there she found the obvious entry point and slid her fingers into Met's snatch.

 "UUUGH!" The wearer moaned once again as she felt her costume convulse in pleasure, a pleasure she shared as she lined up the other Mobian womanhood with her own and felt the smoothness of thick rubbery skin slide inside her own aroused space.

 The feedback of her fingers felt slightly dulled as well it might through a living piece of clothing, but the sensations were delightful all the same! She didn't need to do much careful arrangement as Met seemed to masterfully fit to her shape and line her sex with her own snugly of her own accord!

 "Ooh I think I need a little break!" Rouge panted and laid back in mid-air "hmhmhm-" she softly chuckled then leant forwards, raising a leg to look at it caked in another living entity "-hahahahmmmmmMMmm!" She ended her laugh with a moan as she wriggled a little inside Met.

 Turning a little she looked behind herself to wave her short tail and watched the whole lizard tail it was within move to her commands. "Oh interesting!" She'd never had a prehensile tail so it was certainly something "OK I'm good!"

 While the power rush was incredible just seeing herself half dressed in another person like this, she was eager to put the whole thing on! She reached down and widened Met's jaws by her right side with her left hand; slowly she slid her right hand into the opening and found the arm hole within.

 She brought her left fingers out and took Met's baggy right arm inside her palm; gently pulling she slid the lizard around her penetrative right arm in pass after pass until her fingers reached into Met's own, her gloves; carefully arranging the fingers she pushed her own digits into the fullest recesses.

 Raising her right arm in front of her, Rouge puckered her lips in delight as she pulled Met tight like a glove around her hand lower arm, flexing her fingers inside the now mindless lizardskin suit. She felt so fucking powerful, this was everything she'd dreamt of and this was just the putting on!
 In a somewhat compromised position she managed to do similar for her left arm and get her hand right up inside Met; finally set, Rouge straightened up and gently pulled up on the remainder of her new suit, wiggling back and forth to slide deeper inside as the whole thing rippled and moved around her body.

 With Met pulled up to below her copious bosom she couldn't help but smile. "I bet these are what you've been waiting for, right?" She asked rhetorically as she folded her wings into her back as tightly as she could.

 "Then why wait any longer? You're a living costume, even if your every motion is mine to dictate..." She knew how she would normally put on such a catsuit, she had plenty of experience in that regard but the idea of her outfit doing it for her was simply too enticing to resist. "Bra me!"
 With the outfit all the way up to Rouge's chest Met didn't have much mass to work with but she called upon her natural instincts and rippled what she had available to scrunch her upper torso and neck up to the base of Rouge's rack.

 With a staging post she had the strength to loosen her jaws and slowly push upwards. "MmmMMMMmmm! That's it, girl!" Rouge groaned as she watched the shimmering blackness push her tits up and slowly wrap its lips around her big, round knockers, its lips finally covering her nipples.

 "Aww, now don't tell me you're full already!" Rouge teased the almost but not quite mindless costume as it paused to gather its strength as if using her perked nips as handholds.

 "I can feel you breathing, gasping for air! I can't describe how amazing that sensation is, but I don't need to... do I?" Her words seemed to soothe Met, "After all, I'm the one who's going to be wearing you henceforth!" The lizard began to push up, tightening herself up to just below the bosom.

 "All you need to worry about it wrapping your big, thirsty lips around my big..." Met surged, Rouge bit her lip gently, "firm..." another surge "-gemstones!" With one last surge Met covered Rouge far enough to leave just a little cleavage and her shoulder exposed.

 "Good giiiirl!" She swooned and raised her arms to slide the suit right up over her deltoids and snugly up to her collarbone. Smoothing herself over with her hands Rouge pulled the sheer black glistening bodysuit up the the nape of her neck.

 "Now then..." Rouge slid her jaw gently to one side, this would prove a truly unique experience! Taking Met's mouth like the collar of a shirt in both hands she pulled the tight outfit up as she leant her head back.

 She took some pleasure the resistance and stretching of Met as she pulled the lizard's head up around her own and paused as Met reached the back of her ears.

 She wondered if this might be a problem, she'd folded in her wings to let the lizard cover them, but... "Wait... My wings?!" She half turned and look back, they were nowhere to be seen ruffling the costume, she couldn't feel them either!

 "But then..." She was almost worried for a moment but as soon as she felt herself wanting her wings back they began to sprout, wrapped tightly in the black rubbery substance of her costume! "Ooooh! I see!"
 She fully grew them and gave a flap, they worked alright and the thin coating of lizardskin actually felt delightful caked across them!

 "So then just as easily..." She focused on shrinking her wings and they did indeed shrink away! "Wow! This must be your doing...?" She wondered as she spawned in her blue emerald, though perhaps this was some kind of power she was borrowing from the costume, lizards being flexible and all..

 Or maybe she herself simply learned this shapeshifting power now thanks to the untold units of Chaos Energy coursing through her body with three emeralds plugged in to her soul?

 Rouge hoped for the latter since this whole experience was not just fulfilling a lifelong fantasy for wear living clothing but further fueling a desire for a whole wardrobe!
 "So..." She looked up and focused on her own ears; Met, by nature, had no fins or other ear equivalents, therefore she'd have to fully smooth away her own, beloved ears. It worked and in moments she found her scalp to be exquisitely smooth though she was by extension deaf!

 Pulling Met at last over her head she paused with the lizard's lips locked below her muzzle and over her brow; She paused for a moment and reached up to where Met's ears should meet her head and as she slid her fingers into the lizard's ears she found herself almost unconsciously copying the shapes within on herself!

 "Woah!" She hear herself say through far less effective ears on the sides of her head; it was a strange experience, but ultimately as part of her "invasion" it was just another part of the fun! "Perfect!" She concluded with a wicked smirk.

 "Which just leaves your... mask!" Rouge didn't give Met the honour of calling her face a face, it was a mask now and like sliding down a visor the bat pulled her new mask closed top and bottom.

 Met's stretched mouth finally found relief as her snout closed around Rouge's lips; the fundamental differences between the bat's own muzzle and the suit's snout made no difference as her own face comfortably fit within the shape of Met's overall head shape.

 With a little shifting of her jaw, a few tenses of her new mouth and a couple of blinks to line up Met's eyes with her own like contact lenses Rouge finally got comfortable in her total-enclosure, living full body costume experience and gave a big stretch of every part of her body.

 Sure, she was supposed to have been quick about all this, but those foolish feral Mobians could damn well wait while she enjoyed herself! With a sigh Rouge decided it was time to get back to business, though... That battleship wasn't going to scupper itself!
 She focused and found a rift not far away; she'd folded away her wings but such was Rouge's control over this Chaos power that she effortlessly swam through open space anyway, her big new tail wagging to help her move. She'd find a way to come back for her other suit some time.

 She stopped as she reached the rift, her lizardskin gloves only partially delved into the tear in reality as she looked towards a giant floating mess of ruins.

 "You can look now, you know!" She shouted and watched as almost cautiously the eldritch abomination that had once attacked her peered out with one of its strange, unknowable eyes. It was almost definitely changing shape, shrinking slightly but more than anything becoming more... Mobian-like.

 She stared at it, felt the lack of animosity in the thing; its strange behaviour and expression spoke of something bordering respect she thought... perhaps with enough power she could not only tame that monstrosity but mould it to her will!

 The thought excited her, but Met... or rather Rouge wearing Met had more pressing issues to attend to!
