Episode 1: The Aftermath

Note: I know it’s a little short, but my others plan on being longer.
It has been exactly one year since the destruction of the doomsday machine by the freedom fighters and there is relative peace throughout the land. The freedom fighters spend their days playing and receiving daily lessons on their past from King Acorn. The fighters are still wary that Dr. Robotnick did not die and that, somewhere out in the shadows, his powers grow. They were not worried, however, because they knew when the time came to fight they would rise up as a team like they had before, and crush whatever Doctor Robotnick’s evil mind could conjure up. Little did they know however that Doctor Robotnick, upon returning to his crushed and destroyed lab, was introduced to an evil far greater than his own, one that COULD defeat the freedom fighters, but not now. This newly released evil was still weak from hundreds of years in the void where it had been cast, laying in hiding from King Acorn’s knowledge and learning all about the land from which he came. It just as secretly escaped the void and like a shadow, slunk into darkness unseen, looking for anybody evil enough to revive him. To do this, he needed a special gem of great power, of which we find our heroes learning about from King Acorn at this very moment.


“So this ‘master gem’”- Sonic said, interested in learning for the first time since the return of King Acorn  “It has incredible power?”


“Yes,” replied King Acorn, “but nobody, not even I, know what it’s true potential is. That is why, since the beginning of its creation, it has been guarded by a noble race who have sworn to protect its power forever. Only they hold its secret.”


“Who are these people? Are the like us?”


“Well…” King Acorn said wearily “These people are called… he pauses, deciding whether or not to tell Echindas. And yes, they are somewhat like us.”


“Let’s go see them!” said Sonic “We can get them to fight with us!”


“No,” King Acorn said hastily “The Echinda are a noble but secluded race who don’t accept company too well I’m afraid. But enough of this, it is time for you young warriors to get your rest.


As quickly as they came they jumped up and departed. The freedom fighters lived in various places in the forest. Sally and Bunny went to their room, which was made from a large stump in the ground. Rotor went to his lab in the ground, most likely continuing on some crazy invention. Sonic raced Tails to their room. Although Sonic had superior speed, their room was high up in a tree, which forced Sonic to climb up while Tails flew. Sonic saw Tails coming and pretended to be struggling climbing the tree.


“Beat me again, little buddy” Sonic said to Tails when he reached the top. Sonic had a habit of letting Tails win, both because they were friends and because he loved to see Tails’ excitement at beating his idol in something. Sonic and Tails had a special bond, one that would last them their whole lives, and which would one day cause one to sacrifice himself for the other. They went inside. All that the room composed of was a table, 2 chairs, a bunk bed, and 2 windows opposite each other. Most of the rooms were like this, except for King Acorn and Rotor, who preferred personalizing their rooms a little more. Sonic lay there for a long time after Tails had fallen asleep, as he did many nights, thinking. King Acorn wasn’t totally honest today, Sonic thought, he is hiding something and I have to find out what, but I won’t ask him. Tomorrow I will just run off to meet these Echindas alone and find out the whole truth for myself. Sonic usually thought about things like this while in bed, or about Sally. He can still remember when they were on the edge of destruction at the hands of the Doomsday machine. There Sonic and Sally shared their deepest thoughts with each other, both fearing they would never be able to say them again. The machine had gone away, but what Sonic and Sally said could never go away. I love you echoed in his mind, yet even with this knowledge Sonic was too shy to express his feelings openly in front of Sally. With those words still echoing throughout his conscience he fell asleep, and dreamed of the good times still to come.

* * *

Somewhere, deep in the forest, a noble race guards a gem of untold power. Out in the Darkness an evil grows worse by the second. In the forest, a small band of freedom fighters dream of good times of yesterday and to come. These three groups are completely different, yet each of their fates intertwines with each other to form one great tapestry. Neither of them could have predicted with all the knowledge in the world on how each would eventually collide in the greatest and most important battle of all time. Great wise men would later call it the battle of power, by which the fate of the world hung, but for now each groups lies serenely unaware of their fate. And, somewhere, a certain hedgehog dreams of what could, and may still happen, between him and a certain ground squirrel.
