Kamen Rider Zero
CH 3: Mutual Hate

“It has been several weeks since the initial attack upon Jinsoku City,” Brenda spoke, looking into the camera lens, “and over that time, more Memories have been appearing. Many believe that this is due to built up competition stemming from the appearance of ‘The Earth’s Tree.’”  The feed clipped to footage of different Dopants running around and attacking members of Amnesia. “Thankfully, due to the combined efforts of Amnesia and Kamen Rider Zero, the Dopants have been kept in check.” The feed clipped again to footage of Zero fighting off some of the Dopants, then Amnesia taking the defeated ones in. “However, many have begun to criticize Amnesia for their less than satisfactory performance lately. Some say that they are simply not doing a good enough job in fighting these new monsters, and that the mysterious Kamen Rider is doing a better job at it than they are.” 
Over on the couch, Daiki was laughing to his hearts content, curling up and eyes tearing from how hard he was laughing. Off to the side, his sister merely shook her head in disapproval, muttering things under her breath about her brother’s immaturity. 

“I still cannot see how you can remain so blissfully care-free after you lost us Edge,” she criticized him, catching his attention, “ESPECIALLY after you lost us two other Memories.” The other wolf chuffed.
“You’re still on about that?” 

“Only because you have failed to give me a proper answer,” she snapped back. Daiki rolled his eyes. 

“Well like before, Edge was just another prototype,” he explained, “The real improved Memories are yet to arrive.” 

She gave him a bitter look. “That still doesn’t explain why you chose to stand there as he was beaten down.” Again, Daiki chuffed. 

“Like I said before, I wanted to collect some data on that…Kamen…whatever person. Now I understand what he’s capable of. I was able to see it first hand. From what I’ve collected so far, he seems to be rather inexperienced in terms of fighting ability. I believe that his ridiculous durability is the only thing saving him at the moment.” He uncurled from his spot, sitting up and facing her. “And, because you are so curious, I have decided that I shall be taking action today.” 
She raised a brow. “…Action?” A shark-like grin spread across Daiki’s muzzle. 

“I’m planning to take that Zero guy out today. I even called in some back up from another customer. He may just have another of our prototypes, but it should prove to be handy considering our…icy little friend…” He chuckled. His sister continued to look on to him. 

“So…does that mean you will actually do something this time around?” Daiki nodded. 

“I am quite through simply observing by now. This time, I shall be fully engaging mister cape man.” His grin widened, revealing his sharp teeth. “After I’m through with him, The Earth’s Tree will once again be recognized as the world’s strongest source of Memories…” 

***

“Roll, roll, Roll, ROLL!” Arata exclaimed, frantically mashing the buttons on his handheld device. 

“I know, I kno—DAMMIT!” Dave slapped his forehead as his character was crushed by a large monster tail. The two of them were at Dave’s house, kicking back and playing a game. Dave let out a long sigh. “Cover me, I gotta heal up.” 
“Alright,” Arata replied, flicking his thumb across his control pad, “Oh, speaking of healing, I’m gonna head back to the hospital and visit Erika soon.” 

“How is she doing so far?” 

“She’s doing better. Her recovery is going well, but she still needs a couple more months of recovery.” The panther jerked suddenly as he was caught off guard by one of the monsters on the screen. “But because of that, I’m gonna be in charge of the shop for a little bit.” 

“That’s cool I guess,” Dave replied, pressing several buttons on his handheld, “It doesn’t really change much though.” 

“Yeah…I know…” As the two of them continued to play, Arata’s mind began to drift off. To think, all of this because I decided to become a Rider… His button mashing began to slow as he continued to deepen his thoughts. He began to think of the implications of what it meant for him to be one. As he drifted off, his character began to take more and more damage. Noticing this, Dave spoke up. 

“Uhhh,” he began, catching the attention of the feline, “you alright dude?” Arata shook his head, bringing his attention back to the game and recovering. 

“S-sorry,” he apologized, “Yeah I’m fine. Just sorta blanked out there…” 

“Well, try to do that when we’re not playing Creature Hunter,” Dave replied, “This is like…one of the few games that I actually need help on.” Arata smiled at this. 

“I know. I know.” 

***

Daiki hummed a tune to himself, leaning against a wall as he stood around in a dark alleyway. Suddenly, his phone began to ring. Ceasing in his humming, he fished out his phone from his pocket and answered the call. “Yelllllo?” 
“Yes, it’s me,” a deep voice sounded from the other line, “I’m all set to go here.” 

“Good, good,” Daiki replied, smiling and nodding in satisfaction. 

“Also, I know what happened between you and Edge,” the voice continued, “For your sake, I hope you choose not to do the same to me.” The wolf chuckled. 

“Oh, don’t worry your pretty little head,” a growl sounded from the other line. “I can assure you that I will be giving my full participation today. After all, mister cape man is doing things that are simply bad for my business.” 

“And the prototype?” 

“I can also assure you that yours is the final version,” Daiki replied, “After all, we need to do our best in proving The Earth’s Tree truly is the place to get the best of the best.” 

“Good,” the caller replied, “I would hope so.” At that, a click sounded out, followed by a low ring signaling the end of the call. Sighing happily, Daiki pocketed his phone, picking up his suitcase and opening it up. 

The poor fellow, he thought to himself, so easy to trick. Of course, placebos tend to play their part in these sort of situations. It’s amazing what you can do when affecting the brain’s dopamine regulator. His smile became more devilish. Then again, making the user feel good was the whole aim of these prototypes anyways. But considering the Memory of choice… He chuckled, pulling out a Driver and a Memory from the case. He slapped the Driver onto his midsection, causing the silver belt to snake around him once more. It should be easy to take down Zero. And who knows? Maybe Amnesia will want to take him down with us… He began to laugh, slotting the Memory into his belt and flicking his paw across it, slanting it and prompting a confirming sound from the device. 

>>< TRIGGER!!! ><<

***

“Only that much huh?” Arata lowered his ears to his head hearing the disappointing tone of Erika’s voice. “Well, can’t really be helped considering where we’re located after all.” She shrugged, sitting up slightly from her bed. “Either way, thanks for all of the hard work. I’m sorry you have to be the one that needs—”

“No-no-no,” Arata cut her off, “It’s alright. It wasn’t your fault in the first place.” 

“Well, it sort of is,” she tilted her head slightly, “You know what I mean…” 

“Yeah…I do…” Arata’s ears flattened again, “But it’s fine. I still don’t blame you anyways.” Erika smiled warmly. 

“At any rate,” she said dismissively, “how’ve you been holdin’ up on your ‘new job?’” 

Arata shrugged. “Eh, it’s been pretty much the same as any other day. I’m still just working at the computers I always—”

“No-no-no,” she cut him off, smirking slightly, “I mean your other…new job.” 

“Aaaaaaahhhh,” he nodded in understanding, “That one.” The snow leopard giggled slightly. “Well...it’s been…this way and that. For one thing, I’m getting to live out a childhood dream, but it’s definitely not all fun and games.” He gave her a serious look, lowering his ears slightly. “To be honest…there have been times where I was…terrified of losing my life… On that first day, and the day that I fought Edge…I could have easily died if I hadn’t been careful…” 
Erika smiled, rubbing the panther’s shoulder softly. “Well, that didn’t seem to scare you off when you were defending that family.” 

“That’s…different,” he claimed, “It’s one thing to fight one of those things one on one…but…when someone else gets involved… I dunno… I just get this…weird…other instinct… When I actually see them in danger, I just suddenly get a lot more protective.” Erika nodded in understanding. 
“Yeah…I get’cha.” She tapped a fist to his chest. “Makes ya look a bit more like a hero, ya know?” Arata laughed, nodding in agreement. “So, just out of curiosity, do you do anything flashy when you transform?” The panther blinked. 
“…..Yyyyyyyyyyeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees?” Erika laughed, shaking his shoulder. 

“You should totally do something,” she said enthusiastically, “Like…I dunno…some kind of phrase or something?” Arata chuckled. 

“Like what exactly?” 

“I dunno…maybe something Japanese,” she replied, “I mean, you’re named Kamen Rider after all. That’s Japanese, and it sounds a hell of a lot better than Masked Rider.” The two of them burst into laughing before proceeding to exchange different possible phrases for several minutes. Before they knew it, half an hour had passed. A small buzz was then heard from near the door. 

“Excuse me,” a voice sounded out through a small speaker, “but Miss Erika’s visiting hours are over now.” 

“Oh,” Arata sighed, getting up from the bed, “Well, I’ll catch ya later then.” 

“Mmhm,” Erika nodded, giving him a small wave goodbye, “See ya later.” Waving back to her, he exited the room and eventually the hospital itself. He made his way through the surprisingly empty parking lot and walked up to his bike. He grabbed up his helmet before slipping it on and mounting his vehicle. Just as he was about to rev it up, a loud siren echoed throughout the neighborhood. Arata’s head jerked up upon hearing the siren. He growled lowly, shaking his head as he revved his bike. I suppose now is better than five minutes ago… Pushing his bike forward, he turned his handle and shot off, receiving several shouts as the few people in front of the building caught sight of him. Keeping one paw on his bike, Arata reached into his coat and pulled out his Driver before slapping it onto his waist and forming the belt. He then drew out his Memory and slotted it in. 
Wait, he thought to himself as he prepared to slant his Driver, now’s a pretty good time to try out one of those phrases… Thinking about it for a moment, he shot his paw forward and activated his Memory. 

><< FREEZE!!! ><<

“Uhh…T-TRANSFORM!!!” he cried out as a sudden blizzard swept around his form. He whipped his arm out to the side as the transformation was completed, causing his cloak to flutter in the wind behind him. He took hold of his handle in both hands again before shooting forward at an even faster rate. …Ugh…needs a bit of work… 
***

Flames engulfed what used to be decorative bushes and trees along the sidewalk, now reduced to nothing but fuel for the flames. More flames adorned the sidewalks themselves as well as the walls and ceilings of various buildings. And the area only continued to burn as a lone Dopant fed and added to the flames. Amnesia troopers were off to the side, firing uselessly at it with their guns. Others were trying to hose down the flames, but producing no real effect as the fire was simply far too strong to handle. 
And of course he is not here…the Dopant thought to himself, ignoring the troopers for now, though I suppose that there’s no need for him just yet. That Zero person hasn’t shown up yet after all. As he continued to burn the place to his heart’s content, he caught movement off to the side. Glancing over to that direction, he realized that there were a few civilians fleeing from one of the engulfed buildings. Just as he prepared to turn and burn them as well, the words of what Crosshair had told him echoed through his head. 

“Please, do try to refrain from killing anyone. They could very easily become potential buyers somewhere down the line, especially if you scare them well enough…” 
The Dopant sighed and turned his attention to the Amnesia troopers trying to gun him down. Getting irritated by their presence, he thrust his arm out and launched a jet of flame at them, blasting them back and scattering their formation. Irritating little…huh? Stopping for a moment, he realized that there was a new sound amongst the chaos around him, the sound being that of an engine. Turning around, he saw the silhouette of a figure with a cape, riding in on his bike. Zero…
As Arata rode towards the scene, he immediately caught sight of the flames littering the area. Damn, looks like this one’s fire based… He shook his head. This won’t be going so smoothly… The Dopant whipped his arm out, launching a ball of fire straight at him. Acting quickly, Arata jumped off of his bike, launching himself high into the air. As the ball of fire impacted his bike, it dispersed into a cloud of snow and propelled Arata even higher into the air. With the boosted momentum, he thrust his leg out to deliver a hard kick to the monster’s face, knocking him back and staggering him. 

The monster growled out, clutching his head and huffing out jets of flame. “Well hello to you sir!” 
Arata let out a small grunt as he landed back on the ground, flicking his cloak away from his side. “Hello to you too, Dopant. Sorry I’m late to the party.” Seeing Arata standing there, the Amnesia troopers signaled to each other from the sidelines to back off for now, but keep the both of them in sight. Their actions went unnoticed by Arata, who thrust his arm out and pointed at the flaming monster. “Now that that’s out of the way, let’s get down to business!” He suddenly rushed the Dopant, leading with a forward punch from his right. Unable to react quickly enough, his shoulder took a hard blow and he staggered back. As Arata’s fist impacted the Dopant’s shoulder, a loud hiss sounded out and a small cloud of steam bursted from the contact point. Regaining the distance between them, the Dopant glanced at his shoulder and saw a thin sheet of ice encasing it. However, the heat emanating from his body caused the sheet to quickly melt away.  
“Rrrah!” he growled out as he thrust his arm forward, launching a blast of fire out from his molten hand. As it flew towards him, Arata grabbed up his cloak and whipped it out in front of him, holding onto it with his left. The attack impacted him, staggering him for several steps and causing him to withdraw several more. But the Dopant persisted, launching blast after blast at the armored panther. 

Damn, he hissed to himself, beginning to pant heavily, looks like the heat’s already starting to get to me. Looks like I need to finish this up a lot quicker. With his free paw, Arata drew his Memory out from his belt and slotted it into his side. 

>>< FREEZE: MAXIMUM DRIVE!!! ><<
Flicking his arms out, Arata’s body dispersed into a cloud of snow before suddenly bursting into a powerful blizzard. As it swept around the area, the Dopant tried to shoot flames out at it. However, the sheer force of it not only extinguished the flames around them, but it also severely cooled down the magma monstrosity, causing its flames die down and its slimy exterior to suddenly harden and blacken. 
After a few seconds of raging on, the blizzard faded away and Arata re-solidified over the Dopant, shooting forward and delivering a powerful kick to his head. The blow stunned him temporarily, leaving a sizable crack making him stagger, but he was otherwise alright. He roared out in anger, swiping out at the air before his flames burst from his body again, though to less of a degree than before. 

But still a lot for me to handle, Arata thought to himself regretfully, shielding himself from the heat with his cloak. The Dopant charged at him, gathering fire in his fist before fire punching Arata in the chest. However, Arata countered by making a left hook with his ice charged fist, landing it straight in the head. As the Dopant staggered back, Arata stepped back and away from him, taking a defensive stance. Once the Dopant recovered, he thrust his arm out and launched a jet of flame at him. Arata quickly grabbed up his cloak and whipped it across his body, shielding most his body from the blow but still forcing him to endure the intense heat of the flames. He growled lowly as he realized it was becoming progressively harder to breathe properly. 
When the flames finally ceased, Arata charged forward and turned on his heels to deliver a roundhouse kick from his right. The Dopant reacted quickly, bringing his arms up and blocking the hit. However, a loud hiss sounded out as they came into contact with each other, making the two of them immediately withdraw. The Dopant examined his arm, and Arata examined his leg. A large black spot had formed where the two of them came into contact. Arata stepped away again, suddenly realizing that his leg felt…somehow more fragile than before. The Dopant winced and stepped back as well, loud snaps sounding out as the outer layer of his arms cracked. 
“Heh,” the Dopant laughed nervously, “what’s the matter? Can’t you take the heat?” Arata took another defensive stance, leaning more on his other foot. 

“Oh I’m just fine,” he remarked, “but can you endure more frost bite?” The Dopant roared out, charging forward and gathering a ball of fire in his palm. Meeting the challenge, Arata charged as well, charging his fist with a powerful aura of ice. The two of them punched forward, their fists connecting with each other and causing a huge cloud of steam to burst between them, blowing each of them away from each other. Arata hit the floor rolling before coming to a stop. He groaned slightly and looked around. It was getting more difficult to see correctly. He was sure it was due to the steam, but as sudden fatigue washed over him, he began to think otherwise. 
He growled to himself slightly; a sudden pain had shot up his arm and made him withdraw. He adjusted his stance so that his left was to the front, and his right was hidden beneath his cloak. He strained his eyes to try and see through the steam. It wasn’t difficult to figure out where the Dopant was due to the light emitted by his flames, but figuring out where everything else was proved to be more difficult. With that in mind, Arata slowly backed away, choosing to stay rather than to try and flee. He still had people to protect after all, and he still had to defeat this Dopant. 

Suddenly, the Dopant’s light split off. Quickly realizing that he had launched a ball of flame, Arata jumped off to the side to evade. He felt an intense heat radiate behind him, confirming that it had been an attack. Another one shot forward, and Arata jumped back to his original spot. Due to the two attacks, there were two “tunnels” in the cloud that was slowly dissipating. Looking through them, he saw the Dopant prepare another attack. 
Here it comes… The Dopant swung his arm out and a bright light shot towards him. Easily seeing through the attack, Arata evaded to the side again. But as Arata rolled to a crouch, another light shot towards him. He hastily jumped out of the way, only for the light to arc around and strike him in the torso. Arata let out a grunt as he hit the ground hard, his body aching from the unexpected attack. He laid there for a moment, having felt his body crack from the blow. Wh…why did…what…happened? With great effort, he rolled over to his side. The cloud was beginning to fade away, providing the panther a clearer image of his surroundings. Everything was pretty much the same as it was prior to the cloud. 
…Except for one…crucial difference. 

Standing alongside the Dopant was another individual, clad in light blue armor everywhere on his body. A thin, ‘W’ shaped crest adorned his forehead with a bright red crystal adorning the middle of it. His eyes were of the same red, glowing brightly and almost appearing as though they were peering into Arata’s soul. A silver, clunky segment of metal stuck out of the right side of his helmet, covering his eye and revealing a large scope with crosshairs lining the lens. A ragged, brown cloth was wrapped around his neck and covered most of his torso, which would have hidden the multitude of red and yellow Memories strapped to him. Seemingly molded to the sides of either of his thighs were two holsters, ones that presumably holstered the twin pistols that the strange figure wielded. Despite the arsenal of Memories the figure appeared to have, what shocked Arata the most was the presence of a Lost Driver strapped to his waist, a ‘T’ symbol in the shape of a pistol seen on the light blue Memory slotted into the Driver. 
The Dopant glanced over to the figure before chuffing. “Took you long enough to appear, Crosshair.” Crosshair chuckled, lowering one of his pistols. 

“My sincerest apologies for not appearing sooner,” he replied with a bow, “but I wished to gather a bit more data on our little caped crusader before jumping in.” He flicked a lever on the back of the pistol he lowered, ejecting a bright yellow Memory from the bottom and causing the firearm to lose a bit of coloring. He then reached for the straps on his torso and slipped out a red Memory before loading it into his gun. 

>>< HEAT!!! ><<

A punk rock metal tune sounded out from the device as his gun gained bright red designs along its sides. Crosshair twirled the pistol around on his index finger before taking aim at Arata. “But now I’m content, so how’s about we teach him a lesson?” He fired off multiple shots at the armored panther, forcing him to hastily jump away from the blazing fireballs. He panted heavily as he rolled to a stop; the heat was really beginning to hinder him. Crosshair glanced at the Dopant. “Well? We’re not taking turns. Have at him!” The two of them faced Arata, letting loose a barrage of fireballs at him and forcing him to continue to jump around helplessly. 

But as he jumped to the side another time, Crosshair easily saw through his movements and let loose a shot aimed at where he would land. His estimation was correct, and his attack landed as soon as Arata’s feet hit the ground. He cried out as he felt the heat of the flames burn him severely. He was blown onto his back, and he felt large cracks open up from within his body upon hitting the ground. But the attacks did not cease, only continuing to pelt him. With a pained growl, Arata quickly rolled himself when he finally found the chance to do so. He prepared himself to bolt forward in an attempt to find cover. 
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

But he suddenly recoiled as a loud screech flooded his ears. He let out a surprised yelp of pain and slapped a paw over where his ears would have been. The attacks suddenly ceased, the attackers confused by this sudden action. Arata growled out in desperation and pain. Dammit! he cursed in his head, Not now! Of all the times, why now! 
Crosshair shook his head and took aim. “It doesn’t matter what he’s doing. It’s an opening!” Mercilessly, the two of them continued their assault, letting loose multiple balls of fire. Arata cried out again as he was once again blasted into the air and off of his feet. He let out a pained cry as he hit the ground hard, feeling more cracks open up from within him. The flames continued to pelt him down, hammering him again and again and keeping him grounded. While it only lasted for a couple of minutes, it felt like ages before their attacks finally ceased. The Dopant panted heavily as the flames on his back died down, his body emitting a soft hiss as they went out. Crosshair clicked his tongue, using his thumbs to pull down the levers on his pistols and emptying the spent Memories onto the ground. “Tch, still not down?” 
As the Dopant stood there and recovered and Crosshair loaded in new Memories into his guns, Arata simply laid there and stared up at the sky. Every gasp of breath he took brought about pain from within him, and every little movement he made caused his body to ache even more. As his vision began to blacken, he realized that he didn’t have much time left. If he was going to make a comeback, it had to be now. With a trembling hand, he pried his Memory out of his belt. Using the little amount of strength he had left, he slotted it into the compartment at his side. 
And nothing happened. 

Desperately, he clicked the button at his side again and again. Still nothing. He growled weakly, slamming his fist into the ground. Crosshair loaded the second Memory into his gun, laughing in amusement as he watched Arata’s feeble attempt at a counter attack. As he took aim at the helpless panther, he caught movement out of the corners of his eyes. He and the Dopant looked around as Amnesia troopers came out of their hiding spots and surrounded the three of them. 
“Hands up!” the commander shouted as they all aimed their guns at the pair, “Drop your weapons and get on the ground!” Several warning shots were fired at their feet. “NOW!!!” A moment passed, and Crosshair briefly glanced back at the Dopant. He then glanced up at the copter, quickly realizing that they were now in the public’s eye. Suddenly, an idea formed in his head. 

With a chuckle, Crosshair began to step forward. The commander immediately commanded for his troops to open fire, and they complied. A minute passed of them continuously pelting him and the Dopant with automatic shots, causing sparks to fly and smoke to fill the area. When they were finally given the command to cease fire, they were forced to endure a long moment of silence as they waited for the smoke to clear. Once it finally did, the troops drew back in shock at the sight that greeted them. Not only were the two of them still standing, but it also appeared as though the continuous attacks hadn’t even left a scratch. Even Crosshair’s ragged cloth was still in tact, with black smears being the only evidence that he had even been attacked. 
Crosshair cleared his throat. “Yeah, anyways-GREERTINGS!” He tossed his arms up in the air, aiming his guns upwards as he stepped forward like one would in the middle of an introduction to a play. “I am SO glad that everyone is here for my presentation. I am sure by now that everyone is convinced of the abilities of Memories from The Earth’s Tree.” He pointed a gun straight at the copter. “Even if you folks can’t actually hear me at the moment, I am sure the general gist of my message has gotten across to you. Why yes ladies and gentlemen; our Memories are the ABSOLUTE best.” He then aimed his other gun towards Arata, who still had yet to rise back up. Crosshair looked to the commander of the troops. 

“Not only have we proven that Amnesia itself can’t do anything against us, but we’ve also taken care of that insignificant Zero character.” He then reached for the straps along his torso, slipping out two yellow Memories and loading them into his guns. “It is time that I drive in the fact that there is nothing you can do against us. We. Are. Stronger. NO ONE can stop us. No army, no Amnesia,” he pointed a gun at Arata, “and CERTAINLY no…Rider…” He pressed down on panels at the bottom half of his guns, earning a response from the Memories within. 
>>< LUNA: MAXIMUM DRIVE!!! ><<

“Now how’s a taste of the fruit of The Earth’s Tree?” He thrust both guns out, holding down the triggers and letting loose an absolute barrage of attacks everywhere. The attacks all whirled around as they sought out targets. The Amnesia troopers all tried to fire back, but there were simply too many of the shots to counter, and as a result were blasted off of their feet. Crosshair then turned to the Dopant. “I believe our work here is done. Let us take our leave.” The Dopant drew back in obvious surprise, prompting the shooter to chuckle. “Do not worry. We are certainly not leaving it at this. After all, you need time to recharge, and we need to make sure that our message is driven into the minds of every civilian of Jinsoku, as well as…well…everyone else.” 

“So then, what is the plan?” 
“We return tomorrow. And then the next day, and the next, and the next, and then the next.” He twirled one of his pistols around his index finger before holstering it at his side. “How else would we make an impression?” He chuckled again before gesturing for the Dopant to proceed in the opposite direction. He nodded and turned to walk with Crosshair trailing not too far behind. One of the troopers in their way struggled to his side, thrusting his gun out in an attempt to shoot. However, Crosshair proved to be faster and shot him down before he had the chance. 

“Wait,” the Dopant said, pointing to Arata, “what about him?” Crosshair glanced over to him briefly. He chuffed once. 
“It’s fine,” he replied, “It’s like I said, he can’t do anything to us. None of them can.” He holstered his second pistol casually. “Just allow the little weaklings to quarrel. They will destroy each other in due time.” He glanced over to him again. “Hmph. Besides, we need something for the people to hope on. That way, we can just crush their hopes again. And then let it build up again, and crush it again.” He turned away from the downed panther, facing towards the darkness of the alleyway. “Let’s go. We don’t need to waste another minute on them.” With a nod, the Dopant followed Crosshair into the cover of the darkness, disappearing from sight. 
“A…after them!” the troopers’ commander shouted out, staggering to his feet. Several other troopers followed suit, getting up and hastily chasing after the two of them, only to be blown off their feet by several shots of light. Crosshair holstered his guns again before slipping back into the darkness. Several of the other troopers began to surround Arata, who had only begun to gather himself. 
He groaned as he came to, the sight he was greeted with being the sight of the troopers closing him in. He felt several of them tug at his belt, though not making any progress in removing it. He thought he felt them tug at his Memory, but one again not making any progress. 
“Seven to HQ,” one of them said, holding a hand to the side of his head, “Yeah, we got one. The other two are out of our grasp.” He waited for a moment. “Mhm…yeah…alright. We’ll take him in. Over and out.” This was the last thing Arata heard before falling back into unconsciousness. 
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