D.A.N.G.E.R Strikes
Prologue

Sonic could smell the revolting stench of toxic waste from where he stood. He could hear the heavy footsteps of the swatbots guarding the fortress; the fortress that held his mother hostage. Sonic quickly darted into the fortress; so fast, the robots couldn’t see him.
Inside, Sonic gazed at the horrid roboticizer. I hope I’m not too late. . .Sonic thought. If Robotnik had a chance, he would instantly roboticize the hedgehog’s mother. Sonic gulped and now looked around. Where could Robotnik be hiding his mother? Sonic stepped into the room and was suddenly plunged into darkness.

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>


Sonic slowly opened his eyes to bright light. He blinked a few times, his eyes adjusting. Sonic took in his surroundings, which wasn’t much. He was in a chrome colored room and strapped to a metal examination table, the only piece of furniture in the area. Sonic heard a click. He turned his head to the left and saw that a door had opened. A figure came into the light. Sonic instantly recognized him.


“Eggman!” he exclaimed, “Where’s Mom?! What’s going on?!”


“Calm yourself pork boy,” Eggman sneered. “Wherever she is, Queen Aleena’s fine.” Sonic gave a confused look. “But. . .” he started.


“You see, Hedgehog,” Eggman spoke, breaking Sonic’s train of thought, “I spread the rumor about finding Aleena and holding her hostage, hoping you’d hear about it and come to rescue her.”

“So, the whole set up was a trap?”


“Yes, and you fell for it!”


Sonic watched as Eggman fiddled with a syringe. Seeing the needle sent unpleasant chills down the hedgehog’s spine.


“W-what’s the n-needle for?” Sonic stuttered, fear flooding his body.


“Oh, just a little project,” Eggman simply replied. He turned to Sonic and disinfected the inside of his upper arm.


“Wait,” Sonic spoke, panicking. “What are you doing?!” Eggman carefully slid the needle into Sonic’s vein. Sonic screamed in pain as whatever liquid was in the syringe entered his bloodstream. Eggman removed the needle but quickly turned back with a paper cup.

“Drink this,” Eggman ordered.


“What is it?” Sonic inquired, heavily panting.


“None of your business. Just drink it.”


“It is my business!” Sonic replied. “It’s my right to know what I’m putting in my system!” Eggman frowned. Before Sonic had time to react, he found that the contents of the cp were literally being forced down his throat! Sonic choked and coughed, then, when he could breathe again, shouted, “What the Hell was that for?!” Sonic felt dizzy. “Whoa. . .that was weird. . .” His head throbbed. He turned to look at Robotnik. “Wha-what did you do to me?!” Sonic then lost consciousness.
