

The battlefield stretched endlessly, a desolate wasteland where the remnants of a shattered world lay in ruins. Broken structures, twisted debris, and the scorched earth were all that remained of once-thriving lands. Dark clouds churned in the sky above, and the ground beneath trembled with the steps of armies. Creatures of terrifying size and unnatural form marched forward, their monstrous bodies, half-formed and half-beast, ready for the war to come.
At the head of one army, a lone rider on a sleek, white motorcycle revved the engine. The rider, clad in brilliant orange armor, prepared for the coming battle. Behind him, an army of beasts—hungry for war, with fangs bared and claws ready—followed closely, driven by their leader’s will.
Across the field, another figure stood tall. This rider, wearing crimson and yellow armor, was mounted on a motorcycle, the engine roaring in defiance. A wave of dark creatures, far more sinister in appearance, marched behind him. The once-noble warrior had embraced the shadows, the corrupted strength of an unknown power now guiding his every move.
At the top of a craggy cliff, two figures stood apart from the chaos, watching from a distance. Their gazes were locked on the approaching riders, waiting. They could feel the tension in the air, the undeniable sense that only one would emerge from this war.
From the center of the battlefield, a glowing figure appeared. A young woman, her form radiant with an ethereal light, stood as if untouched by the storm that raged around her. She seemed to observe everything with a sense of quiet resolve, a watcher in the eye of the hurricane.
"Only one can be the victor," she whispered, her voice carried by the wind, piercing through the cacophony of battle preparations. "Who will claim the title: King of the New World?"
Her words seemed to echo across the battlefield, as the two riders prepared themselves for the final clash.
The orange-clad rider raised his weapon, his gaze never leaving the figure ahead. His grip tightened, ready for the strike that would determine the fate of the world.
The crimson-clad rider did the same, his eyes darkened, filled with the fire of vengeance. His weapon gleamed with a malevolent light, reflecting the twisted desires in his heart.
And then, with a deafening roar, they were off.
The two warriors charged forward, their motorcycles leaving trails of fire and dust in their wake. As they collided, the ground shook, and the clash of weapons sent shockwaves across the battlefield. The roar of engines and the screech of metal filled the air as the armies behind them advanced, waiting for the signal to fight.
The glowing woman watched with an unreadable expression, her gaze shifting between the two riders as the battle between them escalated. The air seemed to hum with power as the two forces collided, each determined to claim victory.
"One will fall," she murmured, "and one will rise."



The fluorescent lights flickered above Jason as he stared at the rows of data scrolling across his monitor. Numbers and graphs merged into an indecipherable blur. He leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples in frustration. His thoughts drifted across the room to Lindsay, who was bent over her microscope, her brow furrowed in concentration. She had an intensity about her that drew him in like a moth to a flame.
In the lab at Horsham, PA, they were pushing boundaries in pre-clinical sciences—researching new compounds that could one day revolutionize treatments. But lately, an unsettling phenomenon had begun to loom over their work. The Inves Forest, just outside the city, was more than just a local curiosity. It had become a source of strange reports—people going missing, bizarre plant life, and whispers of shadowy creatures prowling within its depths.
“Hey, Jason, have you heard anything more about the samples from the forest?” Lindsay’s voice sliced through his thoughts like a knife. She turned in her chair, her hazel eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and concern.
“Not much,” he replied, trying to keep his tone light. “Just the usual. People disappearing, animals acting strange.” He paused, studying her expression. “We should probably be cautious.”
Lindsay leaned forward, her curiosity getting the better of her. “A little adventure never hurt anyone, right?” She flashed him a teasing smile, and for a brief moment, the tension in the air dissipated.
Jason’s heart raced, caught between the urge to protect her and the desire to share his feelings. But he merely nodded, forcing a smile. “Right.”
As the day dragged on, Jason found it hard to concentrate. The thought of the Inves Forest kept nagging at him. After work, unable to shake the feeling, he decided to take a detour on his way home.
Arriving at the edge of the forest, Jason parked his car and stepped out. The air felt electric, charged with a sense of foreboding. He could hear the rustling of leaves and the faint hum of something alive in the darkness. The trees loomed tall and twisted, their gnarled branches reaching out like skeletal fingers.
As Jason ventured deeper into the Inves Forest, the atmosphere thickened, enveloping him in an eerie quietness that felt almost oppressive. The towering trees, twisted and ancient, loomed overhead, their gnarled branches forming a canopy that blocked out most of the fading light. Shadows danced at the corners of his vision, and the air buzzed with a strange energy that sent shivers down his spine.
With each cautious step, Jason’s heart raced. The stories he had heard—whispers of monsters and people going missing—echoed in his mind, amplifying his fear. But he couldn’t turn back now; something drew him further into the woods, a calling that felt almost primal.
Suddenly, he stumbled upon a clearing bathed in an otherworldly glow. At its center stood a massive, twisted tree, its bark shimmering like obsidian. Beneath its roots lay a treasure, something that seemed to pulse with life—a Sengoku Driver.
The sight of the Driver filled him with a mix of awe and trepidation. It looked like a futuristic belt adorned with intricate designs, and at its core lay a slot for a Lockseed, glowing faintly as if it were waiting for someone to embrace its power. Jason’s breath caught in his throat. This was it—the key to something extraordinary, but it also felt like a responsibility that weighed heavily on his shoulders.
As he approached, he could feel the heat radiating from the Driver. The closer he got, the more the air crackled around him, an electric tension that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. He hesitated, his fingers hovering above the device. What if this is a mistake? The fear of the unknown gnawed at him, whispering that he was not ready for this.
Just then, a chilling growl echoed through the clearing, snapping Jason out of his hesitation. The Inves—a grotesque creature—emerged from the shadows, its eyes glowing red and filled with malice. Jason’s heart raced as he turned to face the monster, terror flooding his senses. The Inves’ long, clawed hands reached out, poised to strike.
In that moment of sheer panic, his instincts kicked in. The Driver called to him, a beacon of hope amidst the impending danger. He lunged forward, grasping the Sengoku Driver with both hands. As he secured the belt around his waist, a rush of power surged through him, pushing aside his fear.
The Inves lunged at him, but Jason stood firm, feeling the energy of the Driver enveloping him. He knew he had to fight. With the Driver now strapped securely, he glanced around the clearing, desperate for a weapon to harness its power.
As he faced the creature, its menacing growl echoed in the clearing, sending chills down his spine. Jason’s heart raced; he still lacked the weapon necessary to fight.
Panic surged within him as he scanned the area, desperately seeking anything that could aid him. That’s when he noticed the twisted tree at the center of the clearing, its bark shimmering with an otherworldly glow. There was something there, something vital.
As he approached the tree, a chill ran down his spine. The air was charged with an unfamiliar energy, and the roots of the tree seemed to pulsate with life. He stepped closer, peering into the depths of the roots, and there they were—various Lockseeds, each radiating a unique energy.
Jason squinted, trying to comprehend what he was seeing. What are these? They looked like small, fruit-shaped devices, glowing with vibrant colors. He felt an instinctive pull toward a bright orange Lockseed that seemed to resonate with the energy of the Driver, but confusion clouded his mind. Do I just grab one? What do I do with them?
With a surge of determination, he snatched the glowing orange fruit and heard a familiar voice. Feminine and young echoing in his mind, “Unlock your potential. Become the hero.”
Suddenly, the Inves let out a deafening roar, snapping Jason back to reality. The creature was closing in on him, its claws scraping against the ground, sending up clumps of dirt and debris. Time was running out.
With no other options, Jason lunged forward and grasped the orange Lockseed. As his fingers wrapped around it, a jolt of energy shot through him, causing him to gasp. It felt like the forest itself was urging him to take this leap of faith.
“What is this?” he murmured, holding the Lockseed tightly in his hand, feeling its warmth against his skin.
The Inves charged, snapping its jaws, and Jason’s instincts kicked in. Without thinking, he inserted the Lockseed into the Sengoku Driver, the device responding with a mechanical click.
“Lock on!” The Driver pulsed, and Jason felt an overwhelming surge of power radiate through him, pushing aside the last vestiges of doubt. The glow from the Lockseed brightened, bathing him in a warm light that filled him with courage.
Jason took a deep breath and inserted a Lockseed into the Driver, his voice shaking but resolute as he shouted, “Henshin!” Light enveloped him, the transformation granting him a suit of armor that pulsed with energy. “Kamen Rider Gaim!” he declared, feeling the power flow through him.
Light exploded around him as the transformation sequence initiated. Armor materialized piece by piece, enveloping him in a kaleidoscope of colors. The Orange Slasher appeared in his hand, its weight reassuring and powerful.
In that instant, Jason was no longer just a scientist—he had become Kamen Rider Gaim. He stood tall, ready to confront the Inves, his confusion replaced by determination.
“I’m not afraid of you!” he declared, facing the creature with newfound strength.
As the Inves lunged forward, claws outstretched, Jason pivoted to the side and unleashed a powerful swing of the Orange Slasher. The blade sliced through the air, connecting with the creature’s arm, sending it reeling back. The fight became a flurry of movement—Jason dodged and countered, each strike fueled by the energy of the Lockseed.
The Inves roared in frustration, its form shifting as it attempted to regain the advantage. But Jason was now in command, weaving through the shadows and harnessing the power of the Driver. He felt alive, like he was dancing through a deadly ballet, every movement choreographed by the rush of adrenaline and the desire to protect those he loved.
Jason’s heart raced as he ventured into the depths of the Inves Forest, the eerie atmosphere pressing down on him like a weight. After finding the Sengoku Driver, he felt a surge of power and responsibility, but a wave of uncertainty washed over him. He had never anticipated this moment; the idea of becoming a hero felt daunting.
The forest was thick with shadows, the darkness teeming with the unknown. He could feel the ground tremble beneath his feet, and then he heard it—a low, guttural growl that echoed through the trees. It sent chills down his spine, and a surge of fear gripped him.
What if I’m not strong enough? He gripped the Driver tightly, his thoughts racing. He needed to find a way to protect everyone, his mind flashed off Lindsay for some reason. She didn’t deserve to be dragged into this world of monsters and chaos.
The monstrous Inves emerged from the shadows—a grotesque creature with elongated limbs and glowing red eyes. It lunged at him, razor-sharp claws extended. Jason barely had time to react, but he dodged just in time, adrenaline kicking in as he felt the thrill of battle.
“I can do this!” he shouted, swinging the Orange Slasher in a wide arc. The blade sliced through the air, missing the Inves but forcing it back. Jason’s heart pounded as he realized the gravity of the situation. He was fighting for his life—and for the people he cared about.
The Inves roared in rage and charged again, and Jason barely had time to brace himself. He swung his sword, the blade colliding with the creature’s arm, but it retaliated, landing a blow that sent him sprawling to the ground. Pain surged through him, but he quickly rolled to the side, adrenaline keeping him focused.
He couldn't let fear control him. With each moment, he thought of Lindsay—her reserved nature, her brilliant mind, and how much he admired her from afar. They worked side by side in the lab, but they rarely spoke beyond the essentials. He needed to protect her, to keep her safe from the darkness that threatened to engulf them.
Gathering his resolve, he leaped to his feet, determination surging within him. “I won’t let you hurt anyone!” He charged at the Inves again, the blade glowing with energy as he struck with everything he had.
With one powerful swing, he unleashed a finishing attack, energy crackling as the blade made contact. The Inves screeched, staggering back before collapsing to the ground, defeated.
Breathing heavily, Jason stood over the fallen creature, the weight of his victory settling in. He had faced a monster and emerged triumphant, but deep down, he knew the fight was far from over. There would be more Inves, more threats looming in the shadows.
With a heavy heart, he made his way back to the lab, eager to share what he had experienced but hesitant to reveal the truth of his transformation.
Jason returned to the lab, his mind still clouded by the weight of his recent discovery. Lindsay approached him, clearly concerned.
"Did you see anything weird last night?" she asked, her eyes searching his for some sort of explanation.
Jason paused, unsure of how to respond. He shrugged. "You wouldn’t believe me if I told you."
Lindsay raised an eyebrow but let it drop. He wasn’t ready to explain, and truthfully, he didn’t know how to put it into words.



Later that night, alone in his apartment, Jason stood in front of his mirror, clutching the Sengoku Driver. He had replayed the events in the forest over and over in his mind. The power, the transformation—it was overwhelming. But what was he supposed to do with it? Slowly, he attached the belt and clicked open the orange Lockseed.
“Orange!” the Lockseed announced cheerfully.
He placed it on the Driver and flipped the lever. “Lock on!” it responded. Light and armor enveloped him once again, and there he stood—Kamen Rider Gaim. He stared at his reflection, unsure if this was who he was meant to be.
He would return to the forest soon—but not yet.
Days passed, and Jason fell back into his routine at the lab, all while keeping his transformation a secret. He longed for Lindsay’s attention, but with this massive burden on his shoulders, everything between them felt strained. He was hiding the truth, and it made their interactions feel distant. Life seemed to carry on, but Jason knew he couldn’t ignore what he had become. He wasn’t just Jason anymore. He was Gaim, even if no one knew it yet.
Then came the attack.
It started like any other day, until the walls of the lab shook, and the alarms blared. Jason’s heart raced as Inves creatures broke into the building, causing chaos. The lab erupted into screams as the monstrous invaders charged through the halls, chasing down anyone in their path.
Jason’s eyes scanned the room, landing on Lindsay as she tried to help get people to safety. But she was cut off by one of the snarling Inves, its red eyes locked on her.
“Lindsay!” Jason shouted, rushing forward without a second thought. He shoulder-checked the creature away from her, his breath coming in hard bursts. He looked around and saw more of the creatures descending on his coworkers. There was no time. He had to act.
Without thinking, Jason tore off his lab coat, revealing the Sengoku Driver around his waist. He grabbed the orange Lockseed from his pocket, the familiar weight of it in his hand giving him a sense of purpose.
Clicking it open, the Lockseed chirped, "Orange!"
He attached it to his Driver and heard the familiar “Lock on!” ring through the air. There was no turning back. With a deep breath, he shouted, “Henshin!” and pulled down the lever.
In a flash of light, the orange armor formed around him, and Jason—no, Gaim—stood in the lab, a blue and orange samurai warrior ready to fight.
Lindsay watched in shock. Her heart pounded as she realized who it was beneath the armor. Jason. She couldn't believe it. All this time, the man she knew, the one she'd worked with, was now standing before her as something... more.
Jason, now fully transformed, raised his head. He unsheathed the Unrivaled Saber with one hand, gripping the Orange Slasher with the other. His body instinctively fell into a fighting stance. He placed the back of the blade on his shoulder, his eyes sharp and focused.
"This is my stage!" he shouted with newfound confidence.
Without wasting a second, Gaim charged at the nearest Inves, slicing through the air with his saber. The creatures were fast, but Jason was faster. His attacks were precise, his movements fluid as he protected the lab workers from the invading monsters. Each strike landed with purpose, cutting down the Inves one by one.
Lindsay stood frozen, watching Jason fight. It was him—there was no mistaking it. But how? She had no idea he was capable of something like this. He had always been reserved, hiding parts of himself, but this was beyond anything she could have imagined.
As Jason fought off the Inves, his mind raced. For the first time, he wasn’t just surviving—he was protecting the people he cared about. He was no longer a bystander. He was Kamen Rider Gaim, and the power he held wasn’t something to fear anymore.
As the last Inves fell, Jason stood tall, breathing heavily but victorious. Lindsay's eyes never left him, still grappling with the reality of what she had just witnessed. Jason had transformed right in front of her. He had saved them all. But now, things would never be the same.
As Jason stood amidst the aftermath, people began to gather, murmuring in confusion and awe. They had just witnessed something extraordinary, and the questions started to flood in.
“What’s going on?” someone asked.
“Who was that?”
“What was that armor?”
Jason knew he couldn’t hide any longer. He took a deep breath, his voice firm and unwavering as he stepped forward. “From this day forward… I’m Gaim.”
The crowd fell silent, eyes widening in disbelief. They had just seen Jason transform into a warrior, someone capable of fighting off monsters they’d never thought possible. Whispers spread through the room as people tried to make sense of what they'd just witnessed.
Lindsay stood at the edge of the crowd, still processing everything. She was shocked not only by what Jason had done but by his calm, almost casual declaration. He had been right there with them—just another person—and now he was something far more. She hesitated for a moment, then walked over to him, her steps slow and timid.
"Jason… I mean… Gaim," she said, her voice soft, still unsure of how to address him. "Thank you. You… saved us."
Jason, still holding the Orange Lockseed, ended his transformation with a swift motion. The samurai armor dissolved, and there he stood—just Jason again, the same guy they'd always known, yet somehow different. He turned to Lindsay, his small, boyish smile returning to his face.
“You’re welcome,” he said, his tone light as if he’d just done something ordinary. “But it’s all good. Anybody would’ve done the same, so you don’t need to thank me.”
Lindsay stared at him, still bewildered, but that simple smile and his casual demeanor somehow grounded the surreal experience. She nodded, unsure of what else to say. Jason, gripping his Orange Lockseed tightly, gave her a reassuring glance. To him, what mattered most was that she was safe, even if everything had just changed.
Jason could still feel the eyes of his coworkers on him, but he stood tall, knowing that this was the path he'd chosen. Despite everything, he felt strangely calm. This was his reality now.
After the attack had settled and the tension in the lab eased, one of the technicians spoke up, still eyeing Jason warily. “So… you're Gaim now?”
Jason nodded, gripping the Lockseed tightly in his hand. “That’s what I call myself when I transform. But… I'm still Jason. Same as I was before all this.”
The technician exchanged glances with others, unsure how to respond. Lindsay, still standing close to him, was the first to break the awkward silence. “Jason, we just—none of us expected this. I didn’t expect this,” she admitted quietly.
Jason turned to her, his eyes softening. “I didn’t either. This wasn’t part of any plan. But when I saw what these things—these Inves—could do, I couldn’t just stand by.” His voice dropped slightly, a mix of determination and vulnerability slipping in. “I don’t want to see anyone get hurt. So if being Gaim is what it takes, then that’s what I’ll do.”
Lindsay nodded, though her worry hadn’t entirely faded. “I get that. And… I’m glad you’re doing it. But, Jason, this isn’t something you should have to handle alone.”
Jason shifted his weight, feeling the weight of her words settle in. “I’m not alone. Not anymore.” He smiled at her, a small but genuine expression of reassurance.
The lab was starting to return to normal as people went back to their stations, though now everyone seemed to be casting glances at Jason, as if they still couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. Lindsay, still shaken by what she had seen, couldn’t stop thinking about Jason’s transformation, how effortlessly he had handled the Inves, and more importantly, how he had risked his life to protect them.
A few minutes passed before Jason spoke again, his voice quieter this time. “I’m not sure what comes next, but… whatever it is, I’ll figure it out.” He glanced down at the Lockseed, its orange symbol reflecting back at him. “I don’t think the Inves are going to stop, and if I’m right, we’re going to need to be ready.”
Lindsay looked at him with a mix of admiration and worry. “Do you have any idea what’s going on with the forest? What does all this mean?”
Jason sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Not yet. But I’m going to find out. That’s the next step.”
As the evening wore on, Jason made his way back to his apartment, the day’s events still swirling in his mind. He had revealed his identity as Gaim, and though it felt strange, it also felt… right. The people needed a protector, and he couldn’t deny that he had the power to help them. But what worried him most was the future—what more the forest might be hiding, and how dangerous the Inves could become.
Later that night, sitting alone in his room, Jason couldn’t stop replaying the attack in his mind. The way the Inves had swarmed the lab, how close they had come to hurting Lindsay and the others. It made him uneasy, knowing that this might only be the beginning.
He pulled out the Sengoku Driver and the Orange Lockseed again, holding them up to the light. The power they contained—it was more than he had ever asked for, but now it was his responsibility. As much as the idea of being Gaim had scared him at first, he knew there was no turning back now. He had to embrace this new identity.
Jason whispered to himself, almost like a vow. “Gaim… I have to be ready.”
He stood up, walking to his window and staring out into the dark streets below. Tomorrow, he would return to the forest. He would find the answers he was looking for, no matter what.
The night was still and quiet, but Jason knew that the calm wouldn’t last. The Inves were out there, and so were others—others with powers like his, others who might not have the same noble intentions.
And as the first light of dawn began to peek through the window, Jason felt a strange mix of anxiety and determination rise within him. The fight was just beginning.
And this time, everyone knew who Gaim was. But to Lindsay, and those close to him, he was still Jason—the man who had always been there, even before the power, the battles, and the transformations.
Jason spent the next few days focused on the forest, eager to understand the strange power that had transformed his life. He ventured into the depths of the woods, searching for anything that could explain the appearance of the Inves and the Lockseeds. But despite his best efforts, there were no clear answers. The forest remained an enigma—a haunting place full of whispers and strange energies.
What he did discover, however, was something even more perplexing. Hidden among the strange plants and trees were fruits unlike any he had ever seen. They were vibrant and unnatural, their colors almost glowing in the dim forest light. Curious, Jason reached for one, only to watch in amazement as the fruit began to shift in his hand, changing into a Lockseed right before his eyes.
“This place is full of mysteries,” Jason muttered to himself, pocketing the new Lockseed. It felt like the forest itself was alive, constantly reshaping and hiding its secrets.
After Jason's first public transformation and the subsequent media storm, his life was turned upside down. Everyone knew he was Gaim, and it wasn't just an exciting rumor anymore—it was fact. At work, he was treated like a celebrity.
One morning, as he walked into the lab, the buzz of conversation halted abruptly. His colleagues glanced up at him, and a few whispered excitedly.
"Hey, Jason!" one of his coworkers called from across the room. "What was it like? You know, fighting those things?"
Jason smiled sheepishly, trying to stay humble. "It was... stressful," he said, keeping his voice low. "I just did what anyone would do."
"Yeah, right," another coworker said, shaking his head. "You're not fooling anyone, man. That was insane! You’re, like, a superhero now."
Jason chuckled nervously. "I don't know about that. I’m just trying to keep people safe."
Lindsay, who had been quietly watching the scene unfold, finally spoke up. "You make it sound easy, Jason," she said, her voice a little shaky. She had seen the whole thing, but even now, she still couldn’t wrap her mind around it. "But that’s... not something anyone could do."
Jason turned to her, his smile softening. "Trust me, Lindsay, it wasn’t easy. It’s terrifying knowing what those things can do."
Her eyes flickered with uncertainty, but she tried to keep calm. "You saved all of us... I just—" she trailed off, unsure how to finish her thought.
Jason could sense the awkwardness in her tone and quickly tried to ease the tension. "Hey," he said gently, "no need to thank me. It’s all good. Anyone would’ve done the same."
Lindsay’s eyes widened. "Anyone? Jason, come on. Most people would’ve run the other way. But not you. You jumped right in—”
He interrupted her with a small laugh. “Guess I’m just stubborn like that.”
Their exchange drew more attention from the lab, and before long, Jason could feel everyone watching him. He cleared his throat and added, “From now on, if anything happens, I’m Gaim.” He said it casually, but the declaration felt weighty in the air. The name "Gaim" now carried power and responsibility, and everyone around him seemed to recognize it.
A few of his coworkers murmured in approval. "Gaim, huh?" someone said. "That’s got a nice ring to it. You’re really doing it, Jason."
As the day went on, Jason couldn’t help but notice the growing attention. Even outside of work, people recognized him from the videos circulating online. One day, as he grabbed coffee from a nearby café, a fan recognized him.
"Hey! You’re Gaim, right?" a teenager asked, excitedly approaching Jason. "That fight was awesome! You’re, like, a real hero."
Jason gave a modest nod, trying to stay low-key. "Yeah, something like that," he muttered, not quite used to the attention.
"Can you show me the transformation?" the teen asked eagerly, eyes wide with anticipation.
Jason smiled awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck. "I... don’t really do that on command," he replied.
Later that week, after enduring several more encounters with fans and coworkers, Jason found himself alone with Lindsay again. The atmosphere between them was different now—tense but not in a bad way. She’d been trying to figure out how to talk to him ever since the first transformation.
"Jason..." Lindsay started quietly, her voice uncertain. "Why didn't you tell anyone? I mean, about... this," she gestured vaguely toward him, as if she was talking about his alter ego.
Jason paused, thinking about how to respond. "I didn’t really plan on it, you know? It just... happened. One minute, I’m in the forest, and the next, I’m fighting monsters with this." He lifted his Orange Lockseed and spun it between his fingers.
Lindsay watched him closely, her brow furrowing. "And now you're Gaim—everyone knows it. What are you going to do?"
Jason sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Honestly? I don’t know. I guess I’ll just keep doing what I’ve been doing. Protecting people. Fighting these Inves... whatever they are."
Lindsay’s gaze softened as she stepped a little closer. "Well, I’m glad you’re doing it. But don’t think for a second that it’s easy for me to watch. You’re out there risking your life, Jason."
He smiled gently, appreciating her concern. "I know, but... someone has to do it, right?"
Before Lindsay could reply, a sudden buzz filled the air. It was Jason’s phone. He pulled it out to see another news alert—footage of Gaim fighting Inves was trending again. His popularity was only growing.
Lindsay glanced at the phone and sighed. "You're really becoming a big deal now, huh?"
Jason shrugged, pocketing the phone. "It’s weird. I never asked for this."
She smiled softly. "Well, whether you asked for it or not, you're Gaim now. Guess you're stuck with the fame."
Jason looked at her for a moment, his expression serious but kind. "As long as you're okay with it, I think I can handle whatever comes next."
Lindsay’s cheeks flushed slightly, and she laughed softly. "You’re too much, you know that?"
Jason chuckled, feeling a little more at ease. But deep down, he knew that the road ahead was only going to get tougher. More Inves attacks, more battles to fight, and more people depending on him. He couldn’t afford to fail.
As the days continued, Jason found himself pulled between his life as Gaim and his everyday life. More and more, his colleagues treated him like a celebrity, and even strangers began to recognize him on the street.
Jason’s routine of fighting as Gaim continued, each encounter with the Inves pushing him deeper into the thrill of heroism. The cheers from the crowd became his motivation, fueling his desire to protect them at all costs. Yet, each time he transformed, he felt the weight of the secret he carried, a burden he shared with no one.
As days turned into weeks, Jason found himself increasingly drawn to the fight against the Inves. Each time he transformed into Gaim, the thrill of battle surged through him, igniting a purpose he had never known before. He continued to train with the Sengoku Driver, mastering the capabilities of his Lockseed. In his downtime, he practiced with both the Unrivaled Saber and the Orange Slasher, learning to dual wield his blades with precision and finesse.
One evening, while wandering through the city, Jason heard the familiar sounds of chaos—a shriek and the unmistakable rumble of destruction. Heart racing, he ducked into a secluded alleyway. With a swift motion, he secured the Sengoku Driver around his waist and prepared for action.
“It’s time to protect them,” he muttered, inserting the Lockseed and shouting, “Henshin!”
The transformation enveloped him in a brilliant light, solidifying into the heroic form of Kamen Rider Gaim. The armor felt empowering, a stark contrast to his usual lab attire. As he burst onto the street, the sight of the rampaging Inves sent a shiver down his spine.
“Not again!” Gaim shouted, brandishing both the Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher. The crowd gasped as they realized their hero had returned to face the monster.
“Get back!” he commanded, guiding frightened civilians to safety. With a quick glance, he spotted the Inves—a nightmarish creature with elongated limbs and sharp claws. Its grotesque form slashed at anything in its path, causing destruction.
“Let’s do this!” Gaim charged forward, using the Orange Slasher to deflect a wild attack. The weapon felt like an extension of himself. He swung the Unrivaled Saber, delivering precise strikes while simultaneously firing energy blasts from the Orange Slasher. The crowd watched, captivated by his skill, their cheers encouraging him further.
As the battle escalated, Gaim felt the heat of the fight intensify. With the crowd behind him, he shouted, “This is my stage!” He tapped into the power of the Sengoku Driver, ready to turn the tide.
“Time to finish this!” he declared, activating the weapon’s special ability. “Orange Squash!” With a powerful leap, he executed his Rider Kick, the signature move that sent the Inves sprawling backward in a dazzling explosion of light and energy.
The crowd erupted into applause, their voices merging into a deafening roar. “Gaim! Gaim! Gaim!” they chanted, their hero standing tall amid the chaos.
Panting from the exertion, Gaim surveyed the scene. With the Inves defeated, he turned to the people, raising his hand in acknowledgment. “I’ll always protect you!” he shouted, his heart swelling with pride.
Lindsay sat in the break room with her friends Annek and Carly, watching the news footage of Jason—now known to the world as Gaim—fighting off the Inves with grace and strength. His orange and blue samurai armor gleamed on the screen, and the room was buzzing with chatter about him.
“Look at them,” Lindsay muttered, her arms crossed as she watched the scene. "Everyone's acting like he's some kind of celebrity now. Girls I’ve never even seen before suddenly want to talk to him. Just because he’s Gaim."
Annek raised an eyebrow, glancing at her. "Jealous much?"
Carly, sitting across the table, smirked. "Well, can you blame them? Jason’s not just a hero—he’s a hot hero. Gaim’s trending everywhere. Have you seen the fan accounts popping up? He’s the talk of the whole lab."
Lindsay sighed, tapping her fingers on the table. "Yeah, I know. But I knew him before all this. And now it’s like… I don’t even know if I should talk to him anymore. Everyone’s crowding around, and it’s like he’s a different person. They don’t care about him; they care about Gaim."
Annek leaned in closer. "Have you talked to him since all this happened?"
Lindsay shook her head. "Not really. I tried a couple of times, but he’s always surrounded. And I’m not about to throw myself in with all the girls giggling and flirting just to get his attention. I don’t want to be… that."
Carly smirked, nudging Lindsay playfully. "Maybe you should be. You’ve liked him for a while, haven’t you? This could be your chance."
Lindsay gave her a pointed look. "That’s not the point. I don’t want him to think I’m just another one of the fans who only cares about him because he’s Gaim."
Annek gave a sympathetic smile. "You’re different, though. You knew him before he was Gaim. Just talk to him. I’m sure he’ll listen."
Lindsay glanced at the screen again, where Jason—Gaim—was mid-battle, his sword cutting through another Inves. Her heart felt a little heavier. "Maybe," she said quietly, "but it doesn’t feel like he’s the same anymore. Everyone sees him as Gaim now, not just Jason."
Carly shrugged. "Maybe it’s time he knew how you really feel. Before one of these fangirls beats you to it."
As the crowd around Jason grew, Lindsay stood off to the side, watching the scene unfold. Her fingers tapped against the clipboard in her hands, but her mind was elsewhere, focused on the growing number of lab assistants who were flocking to him. He was surrounded by people eager to hear about his latest fight as Gaim, laughing at every joke, asking for details about the Inves he’d fought. Jason looked a bit out of place, but he smiled through it all.
Lindsay had enough.
She straightened up, took a deep breath, and made her way over to the crowd. Pushing through gently, she finally caught Jason’s attention. “Jason!” she called, her voice just a bit louder than normal. She plastered on a professional expression. "Can I talk to you for a second? There's some work that needs to be done in the lab. You know, those reports we have to finish?"
Jason blinked, turning toward her with a mix of surprise and relief. "Oh, uh, yeah, of course!" He nodded to the crowd. "Sorry, guys. Work calls."
There was a collective groan of disappointment from the others, but Jason quickly excused himself, making his way to Lindsay. He leaned in a little, lowering his voice as they walked away. "Reports? Really?"
Lindsay didn’t stop until they were well out of earshot. Once they were alone, she sighed. "No, there’s no work. I just… you looked like you needed a rescue."
Jason let out a relieved laugh. "You have no idea. They just keep asking questions, and I don’t even know what to say half the time."
Lindsay smirked, crossing her arms. "Yeah, well, I figured you could use a break before they start asking for selfies or something."
"Thanks," Jason said, his tone more sincere now. "I owe you one."
As they walked away from the crowd, Jason let out a relieved sigh. "Thanks for getting me out of there, Lindsay. Seriously, I don’t think I could’ve handled another selfie request."
Lindsay glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. "What’s the deal? You’re Gaim. Isn’t this kind of what you signed up for?"
Jason shook his head, his expression tightening a little. "It’s not that. I just... don’t really like the way I look in photos. When I’m Gaim, it’s different. My whole body’s hidden under the armor and helmet. Feels like I can just be the hero, without worrying about how I look or what people see."
Lindsay gave him a curious look. "You’re not exactly someone who should be worried about how you look, Jason. If anything, being Gaim makes you even more of a big deal."
"Yeah, but that’s the problem," he muttered. "People don’t know it’s me under there. They see this cool, armored hero, not... me." He stuffed his hands in his pockets, fiddling with the Orange Lockseed. "It’s easier to be Gaim when I don’t have to think about how I look or what people expect."
Lindsay laughed softly. "So, you’re saying you’re more comfortable in a suit of armor than out of it?"
Jason smirked, his usual confidence breaking through a bit. "Pretty much. At least when I’m Gaim, no one cares about my face."
Lindsay rolled her eyes playfully. "Please, like anyone cares about that."
As they continued walking, Jason hesitated for a moment before speaking up again. "I mean... I care, Lindsay. About how I look, I guess. I’ve never really been satisfied with my face. And it’s not like people were ever drawn to me before, so I just kind of... stopped trying to be satisfied with it."
Lindsay glanced over at him, her expression softening. "Jason..."
"It’s different now," Jason continued, fidgeting with his lockseed. "But it’s because of Gaim, not me. They only care because I’m Gaim. It’s not like they care about who I am under the armor. Just the hero in the mask, you know?"
Lindsay stayed quiet for a moment, thinking about what he said. She knew Jason wasn’t one to show this side of himself very often—this vulnerable side.
"You’ve got to stop thinking like that," she finally said, her tone gentle. "Yeah, people might see Gaim and think he’s this cool, untouchable hero, but it’s you under there, Jason. You're the one saving people. You’re the one putting yourself on the line, not some empty suit of armor."
Jason gave a small, half-hearted smile. "Maybe. But it’s easier when they don’t know it’s me. When I’m Gaim, I don’t have to worry about what they think of Jason."
"Maybe not," Lindsay said, "but that doesn’t change the fact that you’re still the one doing the hard stuff. You’re still the guy people are going to appreciate, even if they don’t know your face."
Jason sighed, his hand resting on the lockseed at his side. "I don’t like the way I look, Lindsay. I never have. That’s why I like wearing the mask." He looked down, his voice dropping slightly. "Gaim is the person I’ve always wanted to be."
Lindsay furrowed her brow, her gaze locked on him. "Jason..."
He shook his head. "When I’m Gaim, it’s easier. I’m strong, confident, and people look up to me. But when I’m just Jason... I don’t know. They didn’t care until I was Gaim. It’s not the same. I’d much rather be Gaim than Jason."
Lindsay stopped walking, standing in front of him now, her expression serious. "You really think that? You think you’re only worth something because you’re Gaim?"
Jason looked away, uncomfortable with the way she was staring at him. "It’s not just about worth. It’s about feeling... right. When I put on the armor, it feels like I’m someone else, someone better. I don’t have to worry about what people think of my face, my hair, or... anything. Gaim is the best version of me. The version of me I want to be."
Lindsay crossed her arms, shaking her head. "Jason, you’re still the same person inside that armor. Gaim doesn’t exist without you. 
Jason smiled bitterly. "That’s easy for you to say. You’ve never had to deal with it like I have. You don’t know what it’s like to be ignored, to never feel good enough. But when I’m Gaim... none of that matters. They see someone important."
Lindsay stepped closer, her voice soft but firm. "You’re wrong. It does matter, Jason. Because Gaim wouldn’t exist if it weren’t for you. And maybe you don’t see it now, but the people who care about you? They see Jason, not just Gaim."
Jason was silent for a moment, his fingers tightening around the lockseed. "Maybe. But I’m not sure I can ever feel like Jason is enough."
"You are," Lindsay said, her eyes holding his. "You just haven’t figured it out yet."
Jason exhaled, feeling the weight of his thoughts pressing down on him. "I wish it was that simple."
Jason glanced at Lindsay, a small smile tugging at the corners of his lips. "Thanks for saving me from all those people wanting selfies," he said, his tone lightening a bit. "But I’ve got some stuff to finish up here. I’ll catch you later, okay?"
"Sure," Lindsay replied, trying to mask the disappointment in her voice. As she watched him turn and walk away, she felt a familiar weight settle in her chest. The conversation they had shared was supposed to bring them closer, but instead, it felt like they were still miles apart.
Despite Jason's vulnerability, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was still off between them. She had wanted to comfort him, to offer support, but the words never quite came. It was like there was an invisible wall between them, one that she couldn’t figure out how to break down.
She sighed, running a hand through her hair as she leaned against the wall. Lindsay wanted to reach out to him, to let him know that she was there for him. But every time she opened her mouth, the words tangled in her throat, leaving her feeling helpless. Why couldn’t she find the right thing to say?
As Jason disappeared into the lab, Lindsay felt a mix of frustration and concern. She wanted him to understand that he was enough, that he didn’t need the mask to be seen. But the more she thought about it, the more she realized that it was not just about Jason; it was about her feelings too.
Maybe she was just as scared to let him see how she felt. She didn’t want to be the one who pushed him away or made him feel even less confident about himself.
“Ugh,” she muttered under her breath, shaking her head. “Why is this so complicated?”
As Jason settled back into his workspace, he couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that lingered after his conversation with Lindsay. He leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling as his thoughts raced. She was being kind, he mused, but I just wanted her to tell me I was enough for her—not some broad, general stuff. I wanted her to want me.
He replayed their exchange in his mind, wishing he had said something different. It was frustrating how he could face down a horde of Inves and transform into Gaim, but when it came to sharing his feelings, he felt like a complete coward. Why was it so hard to ask for what he truly wanted?
The truth was, every time he donned the armor, he felt powerful and invincible. But underneath it all, the insecurities he had carried for years still clung to him like a shadow. Gaim was the person he always wanted to be, but he couldn't help but wonder if Lindsay would ever see him as anything more than just that hero.
Did she even see Jason?
He ran a hand through his hair, frustration mounting. It was maddening that he couldn’t just come out and say how he felt. Instead, he was stuck in this loop of doubt, longing for her attention while feeling inadequate at the same time.
What if she doesn’t want me? That thought gnawed at him, fueling his insecurities. What if I’m not enough?
He couldn’t ignore the way she looked at him, though. There had been warmth and admiration in her gaze when he transformed, but that wasn’t the same as knowing she cared about him as a person. He wanted her to see him—the real him, the one who struggled with self-doubt and wished for her affection.
With a sigh, Jason pushed himself up from the chair. Maybe I need to do something about this, he thought, determination creeping in. He couldn’t keep pretending everything was fine. If he wanted to bridge the gap between them, he would have to be brave—both as Jason and as Gaim.




One evening, as he trained alone in an abandoned warehouse, Jason practiced his dual-wielding techniques with the Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slahser. Each swing resonated with purpose, reminding him of why he had chosen this path.
Jason received an alert of Inves activity and set to the impending fight.
The familiar surge of energy coursed through him as he donned the heroic armor once more. Emerging onto the street, Gaim scanned the area, spotting the Inves terrorizing another part of the city. The creature was even larger this time, its claws gleaming menacingly in the moonlight.
“Get back!” Gaim shouted, directing civilians to safety as he brandished his weapons. He felt the rush of adrenaline and the familiar thrill of battle, the crowd cheering for their hero in the distance.
“Let’s see how you handle this!” he declared, rushing at the Inves. With both the Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher in hand, he engaged the monster, expertly alternating between slashing and firing energy blasts.
The Inves lunged at him, its claws swiping through the air, but Gaim was ready. He dodged, using his agility to evade the attack. “You’re not getting past me!” he shouted, focusing on the fight.
He felt the energy of the crowd rallying behind him. They were his support, fueling his determination. “This is my stage!” Gaim announced, channeling the energy of the Sengoku Driver. He activated the weapon’s special ability, summoning a burst of power.
“Orange Squash!” he roared, performing a perfectly executed Rider Kick. The force of the blow sent the Inves crashing to the ground in a brilliant explosion, sending waves of light cascading through the air.
The crowd erupted in cheers as Gaim stood victorious, catching his breath amidst the applause. But as he turned to acknowledge them, he spotted Lindsay at the edge of the crowd, her eyes wide with surprise. Jason’s heart sank as he realized she had seen everything again.
Before he could approach her, he felt the weight of the crowd pulling him away, wanting to thank their hero. “Gaim! Gaim!” they shouted, and he felt a mix of pride and guilt swirl inside him.
Days passed, and with each encounter, Gaim became more accustomed to the flow of battle. The city buzzed with tales of the heroic Kamen Rider who protected its streets, and Jason felt a strange mix of pride and anxiety. He found himself balancing his life as a lab technician by day and a defender by night, each role demanding his full attention.
One afternoon, while at the lab, he noticed a commotion outside. Peering through the window, he spotted a group of people gathered, phones raised, capturing the latest news. The air buzzed with excitement, and Jason felt a familiar pull in his chest. Something was happening, and he could sense danger lurking beneath the surface.
The day had started like any other in the lab, with Lindsay and Jason focused on their respective tasks. Yet, the tension in the air was palpable, lingering between them like an unspoken barrier. They exchanged fleeting glances, each one loaded with a mix of emotions that neither dared to voice.
Suddenly, a commotion erupted outside the lab. The sound of chaos—the clattering of machinery and the panicked shouts of their coworkers—snapped both of them out of their concentrated haze. Lindsay's heart raced as she turned to Jason, her expression shifting from surprise to urgency.
“Go!” she urged, her voice firm yet laced with concern. “It’s fine, I’ll be okay here. You need to help.”
Jason hesitated for just a moment, searching her eyes for any hint of doubt, but all he saw was a fierce determination. He knew he couldn’t ignore the chaos unfolding outside. There were people in danger, and he had a duty to protect them.
“Alright,” he replied, nodding decisively. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
Without another word, he rushed toward the exit. As he sprinted down the corridor, adrenaline surged through his veins. I’ve got to make this count, he thought, replaying the last few days of his new life as Gaim. The people in the lab had grown to rely on him, and the weight of their expectations fueled his determination.
As he reached the doors, the sounds of panic intensified. He quickly equipped his Sengoku Driver, the familiar weight settling against his waist as he pulled out the Orange Lockseed. “Lock on!” the driver announced, the sound echoing in his ears, urging him onward.
With a deep breath, he shouted, “Henshin!” and flipped the lever, the energy swirling around him as he transformed into Gaim. The blue and orange armor enveloped him, granting him the power he needed.
Stepping out into the chaos, he found three Inves attacking a group of frightened lab technicians. The sight of his coworkers cowering from the monstrous forms filled him with resolve. He raised his Musou Saber, its blade gleaming in the light, and positioned himself between the Inves and the terrified staff.
“Step back!” he commanded, his voice steady and authoritative. The technicians scrambled behind him, their eyes wide with a mixture of fear and awe.
“This is my stage!” Gaim declared, charging forward as he unsheathed both the Orange Slasher and the Unrivaled Saber, ready for action. The dual blades felt familiar in his hands, each one a part of his identity now.
The crowd gasped as he approached, their fear giving way to awe. Gaim positioned himself between the monsters and the civilians, a fierce protector against the encroaching threat.
“Stay back!” he commanded, focusing on the Inves that had emerged, its grotesque form looming in the shadows. It was larger this time, a more formidable foe.
The creature lunged at him with a terrifying roar, its claws slicing through the air. Gaim swiftly dodged to the side, feeling the rush of adrenaline as he countered with a slash from the Unrivaled Saber, transitioning seamlessly into its katana mode.
“You’ll regret that!” Gaim shouted, launching a series of precise strikes that made the crowd cheer.
He flipped backward, landing gracefully, and activated the gun mode, firing a volley of energy blasts. The blasts exploded against the creature, causing it to stagger back. But Gaim knew this wouldn’t be enough.
Drawing on his strength, he hit the lever on his driver, he focused the energy within him, ready to perform his signature move.
As he charged forward, he felt the energy coalesce around his foot. “Orange Squash!” he shouted, executing a powerful Rider Kick that sent shockwaves through the ground. The impact was tremendous, and the Inves disintegrated into shimmering particles, leaving the crowd in stunned silence.
The cheers erupted once more, the sound echoing in his ears as Gaim stood tall, taking in the moment. He had saved the day again, but he was also acutely aware of the responsibility that came with it.
After the crowd began to disperse, Gaim caught a glimpse of Lindsay in the distance, watching with a mixture of awe and concern. Their eyes met for a brief moment, and he felt a pang of guilt. He was struggling with being open with her, yet she was here, witnessing his battles.
He wanted to approach her, to share everything, but the weight of his secret held him back. Instead, he disappeared into the shadows, transforming back into Jason just outside the alley.
Rumors were swirling among his coworkers about Gaim’s latest exploits. Jason had heard snippets of conversation while working, fragments of admiration mixed with a hint of disbelief.
“Did you see Gaim take down that monster the other night? Incredible!” one of his colleagues exclaimed, a spark of excitement in their eyes.
“I wish I could be that brave,” another chimed in, leaning against a desk, clearly captivated by the stories. “He really saved our city!”
Jason forced a smile, keeping his head down as he focused on his work, but inside, he felt a swell of pride. Gaim was becoming a symbol of hope, and he was proud to play a part in that. Little did they know, the brave hero they idolized was just a few feet away, buried in the routine of lab reports.
As the day went on, Jason could sense something was off. A strange energy filled the air, almost electric, making him feel restless. It was just after lunch when the alarms blared, jolting everyone from their tasks.
“Everyone stay calm!” their supervisor shouted, rushing toward the nearest exit. “We need to evacuate!”
“What’s happening?” Jason asked, his heart racing.
“It’s an Inves! It’s inside the building!” came a frantic reply from a nearby coworker.
Panic surged through the room, and Jason’s mind went into overdrive. He couldn’t let Lindsay be in danger. Without thinking, he dashed toward the break room, where he had stashed his transformation gear.
“Stay back! I’ll handle this!” he called out, his voice steady despite the chaos around him. He didn’t want to reveal too much, but he needed to act fast.
Once in the break room, he transformed into Gaim, feeling the familiar surge of energy coursing through him. “Time to protect what matters!” he declared, stepping back into the chaos of the office.
As he emerged from the break room, he saw the Inves looming over his coworkers, its monstrous form sending them scattering in fear. Gaim positioned himself between the creature and Lindsay, who was frozen in shock.
“Get back!” he shouted, drawing the Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher, wielding them with confidence. “I won’t let it harm you!”
The creature roared, lunging at him with claws extended. Gaim dodged nimbly, countering with a swift slash from his saber that sparked against the Inves’ thick hide. The crowd of his coworkers gasped, eyes wide with disbelief and awe.
“Is that... Gaim?” someone whispered, the realization dawning on them.
Gaim felt the energy of their excitement, fueling him as he prepared for the next move. He could hear their cheers now, a chorus of encouragement that only strengthened his resolve. “This is my stage!” he shouted, feeling the weight of their hopes resting on him.
He unleashed a flurry of strikes, deftly maneuvering around the Inves, showcasing his mastery of both weapons. With each successful hit, he could sense the crowd rallying behind him, their fear transforming into admiration.
Then, he spotted Lindsay in the corner of his eye, her expression a mix of worry and admiration. He had to finish this quickly. With a deep breath, he activated his Rider Kick, the energy surging around him. “Orange Squash!” he yelled, launching himself at the Inves with immense force.
The impact sent shockwaves through the office, the Inves disintegrating into shimmering particles, leaving only a faint trace of its menace behind. Gaim landed gracefully, taking a moment to catch his breath as the cheers erupted around him.
“Gaim! Gaim! Gaim!” his coworkers chanted, their excitement palpable. He could see their faces filled with awe, completely unaware of the man behind the mask.
As Gaim turned to look at them, he felt a swell of pride and responsibility. He had done it again. He had saved them. But as the crowd began to surround him, eager to express their gratitude, Jason slipped away, transforming back into himself in the break room.
Stepping back into the main office, he could hear the buzz of excitement, coworkers animatedly discussing the fight.
“Did you see that? Gaim was amazing!” one colleague exclaimed, clutching a clipboard tightly.
“I can’t believe he fought that monster right here!” another added, eyes wide with enthusiasm.
Lindsay stood a bit apart from the group, her expression thoughtful. She hadn’t fully joined in the frenzy, and Jason felt a pang of regret. They weren't talking and it was getting to him.
The excitement from Gaim's recent battle lingered in the air, but Jason couldn't shake the feeling that the calm wouldn't last long. Rumors of an impending threat had started to circulate, whispers of more Inves sightings and strange occurrences in the city. He had to stay vigilant, not just for himself but for everyone around him.
A few days later, Jason and his coworkers were gathered in the lab, discussing Gaim's latest victory. The mood was light, filled with animated conversations and laughter, when suddenly the lights flickered, and the ground trembled slightly beneath their feet.
“What’s happening?” one of his colleagues asked, glancing around nervously.
“Maybe it’s another Inves!” someone else suggested, fear creeping into their voices.
Jason’s heart raced as he snuck away. “Time to transform,” he thought, feeling the familiar pull to protect those around him. In a flash of light, Kamen Rider Gaim came into view.
Before he could react further, a bright flash illuminated the room, and the air crackled with energy. A figure burst through the doorway, cloaked in dazzling armor that shimmered in vibrant shades of red and gold, resembling a knight with a banana motif.
“Who is that?” Lindsay gasped, staring wide-eyed at the newcomer.
Jason felt a mix of intrigue and anxiety as he took in the sight of the new Rider. The figure wore a helmet adorned with a banana emblem and carried a spear that mirrored the theme, its shaft decorated in yellow and green with a sharp tip gleaming ominously.
“The name is Baron!” the figure declared, his voice dripping with confidence. “But let’s be honest—I’m here to prove that I’m the strongest, and that means putting you in your place, Gaim!”
Gaim bristled at the arrogance in Baron’s tone. “You think you can just come in here and challenge me?” he replied, his brow furrowing.
Baron smirked, unfazed. “That’s exactly what I’m saying. You may have a reputation, but I want to see what you’re really made of. You’re not the only one who can take down Inves.”
The atmosphere shifted as Baron’s competitive nature hung in the air. “I’ll handle the ones outside. You take care of those inside, Gaim. If you can keep up,” he taunted, his eyes glinting with challenge.
Jason's instincts kicked in, and he couldn't let anyone get hurt. “Fine! But I’m not here to play games. Let’s just protect the people,” he shot back, determination rising within him.
Baron chuckled, clearly unimpressed. “Sure, sure. Just don’t get in my way,” he replied, dismissively waving his hand as he dashed out of the lab, his spear glinting in the light.
“This is my stage!” Gaim declared, stepping out into the chaos.
As he entered the street, a swarm of Inves erupted from the shadows, their grotesque forms surging toward the frightened citizens. Gaim wasted no time, unleashing a flurry of strikes with his Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher, skillfully fending off the attacking creatures.
“Let’s see if you’re worth my time!” Baron shouted, leaping into action beside him, his banana spear whirling through the air. “If you want to prove yourself, then show me some real strength!”
Gaim felt the pressure to perform but focused on the fight. He ducked and dodged as he delivered powerful strikes, calling out, “Orange Squash!” and unleashing his Rider Kick on one of the Inves, sending it crashing into a nearby building.
“Not bad!” Baron admitted, a hint of respect in his voice, but he wasn’t done. He pushed ahead, taking out Inves left and right, his movements fluid and aggressive. “But let’s see how you handle a real challenge!” He charged at a larger Inves, displaying his strength with confidence.
The two fought in harmony, though the rivalry simmered beneath the surface. Gaim’s acrobatics complemented Baron’s brute force as they engaged the monsters, the energy of their combined efforts electrifying the air around them.
“Gaim! Baron! Together!” a voice called from the crowd, and the citizens rallied behind their heroes, watching in awe as the two Riders fought to protect their city.
As the battle raged on, Gaim couldn’t help but feel a mix of admiration and frustration toward Baron. Though he was undeniably strong, the Rider’s arrogance made it hard to see him as a true ally.
With a swift combination of strikes, they landed the final blows on the remaining Inves, the creatures disintegrating into glittering particles of light.
With the immediate threat neutralized, Gaim turned to Baron, panting from the exertion. “You’re pretty good.”
Lindsay and their coworkers emerged from the lab, their faces filled with awe and excitement. “Did you see that?” Lindsay exclaimed, her eyes sparkling. “You both were incredible!”
Baron turned his spear toward Gaim, a fierce determination glinting in his eyes. “We have no real way of telling who’s better outside of a duel,” he declared, charging toward Gaim with an intensity that sent a thrill of anticipation through the air.
As their weapons clashed, Gaim swiftly parried Baron’s aggressive strikes, the sounds of metal ringing out in the chaos around them. The ground beneath them shook with the energy of their battle, and Lindsay watched nervously from the sidelines, her heart racing with fear for both of them.
“Gaim, please don’t fight!” she called out, stepping forward, her brow furrowed with concern. “This isn’t the answer!”
Baron, unfazed by her plea, turned his gaze toward her, pointing his spear threateningly. “Back off, girl! This is between me and Gaim!” His voice was laced with arrogance, a clear challenge to both of them.
Jason stood tall, fury igniting within him at Baron’s intimidation. “Don’t you dare threaten her!” His voice echoed with authority, resonating in the charged atmosphere.
With that declaration, Gaim surged forward, launching a series of rapid strikes at Baron. “If you want to see my strength, then let’s settle this!” His confidence fueled his movements, each strike aimed to prove he was more than just a hero in the eyes of the people.
Baron smirked, clearly enjoying the challenge. “Finally, a challenge worth my time! But let’s see if you can keep up!” He countered, his spear whirling in a dangerous arc as he attempted to regain the upper hand.
“Gaim, please be careful!” Lindsay shouted, her apprehension growing as she watched the two duel. The tension between them was palpable, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that one wrong move could lead to disaster.
Gaim’s focus sharpened, every instinct honed in on the fight ahead. “I won’t let you down, Lindsay!” he called back, determination blazing in his eyes. He unleashed a powerful swing of his Unrivaled Saber, aiming to catch Baron off guard.
Baron barely managed to sidestep, and their weapons met with a resounding clang. “Not bad, but you’ll have to do better than that!” Baron retorted, pushing back with his spear, his confidence unwavering.
The two engaged in a furious exchange, their movements fluid and aggressive. Gaim felt the pressure to perform, the need to protect not just Lindsay but also to prove himself against this new rival. Every strike was a test of skill, and Gaim was determined to come out on top.
“Come on, Gaim! Show me what you’re made of!” Baron taunted, his eyes gleaming with excitement. He lunged forward again, attempting to catch Gaim off guard, but Gaim was ready, sidestepping just in time to avoid a potentially devastating blow.
As they clashed, Lindsay stood at the edge of the fight, her heart racing with a mix of fear and admiration for Gaim. “Please, you both need to stop this!” she urged again, but her voice was drowned out by the sound of their battle.
Gaim, channeling all his strength, called out, “Orange Squash!” unleashing his Rider Kick aimed at Baron, the energy of the attack sending shockwaves through the air. He landed the kick, and Baron stumbled back, surprise flickering across his face.
“Okay, okay! Not bad!” Baron conceded, breathing heavily. “But don’t think this is over yet! I want to see more!”
With renewed energy, Baron grinned, raising his spear high. “Time for my finishing move!” he announced. He plunged the spear into the ground with force, and in an instant, banana constructs erupted from the earth, spiking toward Gaim with incredible speed. “Banana Au Lait!”
Gaim narrowly dodged, feeling the rush of air as the banana spikes shot past him. “You think that’s going to stop me?” he shouted, determination surging within him.
The two fighters resumed their clash, their rivalry fueling their strength as they exchanged blows, each vying for dominance.
As the dust settled and they both caught their breath, Gaim faced Baron, a new level of respect forming between them. “You fight well, but you can’t let your ego get in the way,” Gaim warned, standing firm.
Baron laughed, his tone light and teasing, but there was an underlying sincerity. “Ego? It’s called confidence, Gaim. You’ll learn the difference once you really start testing yourself.”


After an intense exchange of blows, Baron lowered his spear, a satisfied grin spreading across his face. “I’ll be waiting for our next challenge,” he declared, nodding toward Gaim before turning to walk away. His confidence lingered in the air, a promise of rivalry that left Gaim both intrigued and wary.
As the dust settled and the immediate chaos faded, citizens began to gather, their chatter buzzing with excitement. “Did you see that? Gaim and Baron were amazing!” one person exclaimed, eyes wide with awe.
Another chimed in, “Yeah! But I think Baron is way cooler. Did you see his spear? That banana move was epic!”
“Gaim had some sick moves too, though! His kicks were insane!” a third voice argued, shaking their head. “I mean, come on! Gaim is definitely the stronger one.”
Jason, overhearing the conversation, turned to Lindsay with a teasing grin. “Okay, you have to agree with me—Gaim is way better than Baron, right? He’s arrogant and rude, always so quick to attack!” His eyes sparkled with mischief as he awaited her response.
Lindsay blinked, taken aback by his intensity. “Jason, Baron is just... different. He has his reasons for acting that way. You don’t know what he’s been through,” she replied.
As Jason continued to process his thoughts, he couldn’t help but remember the tension between Lindsay and Baron. Turning back to her, he felt a surge of protective instinct. “You do remember that Baron threatened you, right?” he asked, his tone serious.
Lindsay’s expression shifted, uncertainty flashing in her eyes. “That was a misunderstanding, Jason. He was just trying to get a point across,” she replied, though her voice lacked conviction.
Jason’s frustration simmered beneath the surface, and he leaned closer to Lindsay, his voice low but intense. “Look, I get that you want to understand Baron, but let’s not forget that he was doing all of that just to provoke me. He wasn’t trying to protect you; he wanted a fight.”
Lindsay looked up at Jason, a determined glint in her eyes. “look, I prefer you or uh, Gaim to Baron. I mean, you have been fighting to protect others, while Baron just seems to be out for himself. He could be dangerous.”



It was a sunny weekend afternoon, and the vibrant city buzzed with life. Lindsay had been contemplating the right moment to approach Jason and his identity as Gaim. After their earlier conversations, she felt it was time to share her secret. She was determined to find him and have that discussion, but first, she decided to take a stroll through the park to gather her thoughts.
As she walked, lost in her mind, an unsettling chill swept through the air. The laughter of children and the chatter of families faded into the background as an ominous presence crept closer. Suddenly, an Inves emerged from the shadows, its grotesque form lunging at her with terrifying speed.
“Whoa!” Lindsay gasped, stepping back instinctively, her heart racing. She was trapped, cornered against a park bench, with nowhere to run.
Just as the creature prepared to strike, a figure burst into the scene, tackling the Inves away from her. It was a young man, his frame agile and determined. With a swift motion, he transformed before her eyes, donning gleaming armor adorned with a vibrant banana motif.
“Get back!” he shouted, brandishing his spear with confidence. “I’ve got this!”
Lindsay’s eyes widened in disbelief. “You’re Baron!” she exclaimed, recognizing the rider who had recently clashed with Gaim. She watched in awe as he fought with fluid precision, using his spear to deliver powerful strikes. Each movement was a testament to his strength and skill.
“Banana Au Lait!” Baron shouted, stabbing his spear into the ground. Spike-like constructs made of bananas erupted from the earth, impaling the Inves and sending it disintegrating into particles of light.
Breathing heavily, Baron straightened up, glancing at Lindsay with a mixture of pride and nonchalance. “You okay?” he asked, a cocky grin spreading across his face.
Lindsay nodded, still processing what had just happened. “Yeah, I’m fine, but… why did you save me?” she asked, her mind racing.
“Why wouldn’t I?” Baron replied, shrugging casually. “I don’t want a weakling like you to get hurt. And besides, I was bored. A little action never hurt anyone.” His tone was teasing, but there was a flicker of genuine concern in his eyes.
Lindsay took a deep breath, feeling the adrenaline slowly dissipate. “Thanks, I guess,” she said, her heart still racing. “But you could have let Gaim handle it.”
“Gaim?” Baron scoffed, rolling his eyes. “He’s not the only one who can save the day. Besides, I have my own style. And I have to show him that I’m stronger,” he replied, crossing his arms with an air of defiance.
As the echoes of the fight faded, Lindsay’s thoughts drifted back to Jason. She was left standing in the aftermath of her close call, her resolve to talk to him now overshadowed by the sudden appearance of Baron. Would she ever find the right moment to reveal what she knew?
“Don’t get too cozy,” Baron said, sensing her hesitation. “This city has plenty more Inves lurking around. You should be careful.” With that, he turned and walked away, leaving Lindsay to ponder what had just happened.
As Lindsay stood in the aftermath of the fight, her heart still racing, she felt a surge of frustration bubbling up inside her. She couldn’t let Baron’s bravado go unchallenged. “You know, for someone who just saved me, you’re acting pretty arrogant,” she said, crossing her arms. “You’re not Gaim. He fights to protect everyone, not just to prove he’s stronger.”
Baron raised an eyebrow, clearly unfazed by her words. “I don’t need your approval, lady. I’m not here to be some hero like Gaim. I fight for my own reasons, and I don’t give a damn about being a role model.”
Lindsay frowned, her disappointment mingling with the lingering adrenaline. “But why? Why do you have to act like that? Just because you’re strong doesn’t mean you should look down on others. Gaim fights for everyone. He cares.”
Baron chuckled, but there was a hint of seriousness in his gaze. “Caring doesn’t win battles, sweetheart. The strong protect the weak because they can. It’s a simple rule of nature. I don’t have time to hold hands and sing songs. I’m here to show the world what real strength looks like.”
His words were rough around the edges, but as Lindsay looked into his eyes, she saw something unexpected—a flicker of genuine care hidden beneath his bravado. It was almost barbaric, but there was a comforting truth to it. He believed in strength, and in a strange way, that belief seemed to anchor him.
“So you think it’s okay to bully people into being strong?” Lindsay challenged, still grappling with the dichotomy of his personality.
Baron shrugged, his expression shifting to one of casual indifference. “I’m not saying I’m a saint, but if they want to survive, they need to toughen up. It’s the way of the world. I don’t have to be Gaim or play nice. I just do what I have to do.”
Lindsay felt her resolve wavering. “But there’s more to being strong than just fighting. It’s about protecting those who can’t protect themselves.”
Baron paused, his gaze sharpening. “And who do you think will step up to do that? The weak?” He smirked, but his eyes glinted with an intensity that made Lindsay reconsider her stance. “Someone has to keep them safe, and if that means being a bit ruthless, then so be it.”
His words hung in the air, and for a moment, Lindsay was struck by the complexity of the man standing before her. There was something both unsettling and strangely reassuring in his conviction.
“Maybe I don’t agree with everything you say,” she finally admitted, “but you’re not as one-dimensional as I thought.”
Baron grinned, a mixture of pride and amusement. “Welcome to the real world, sweetheart. It’s not all sunshine and rainbows.”
As he turned to leave, Lindsay couldn’t shake the feeling that there was more to his story than met the eye. Perhaps Baron was not just a rival to Gaim but a reflection of the harsh realities they all faced.
“Just... be careful out there,” she called after him, her voice softening.
“I always am,” he replied over his shoulder, the confidence in his tone unmistakable. “And next time we meet, I’ll be stronger. You should keep up, too.”
With that, Baron disappeared into the shadows, leaving Lindsay to contemplate the strange encounter. Her thoughts drifted back to Jason—Gaim—who fought for everyone, embodying a different kind of strength. She realized that understanding the complexities of strength might be the key to bridging the gap between them, and she was more determined than ever to confront Jason about his identity.
Meanwhile, across town, Jason’s best friend Nick had just discovered something that would change everything. In the depths of his room, he unearthed a hidden treasure: a Sengoku Driver and a Grape Lockseed.
With a heart pounding in anticipation, Nick strapped the driver around his waist. “Here we go!” he exclaimed, his voice filled with enthusiasm. “Grape!”
In a flash of light, he transformed into Kamen Rider Ryugen, clad in violet armor that shimmered like the finest grapes. His new weapon, the Grape Dragon Gun, felt heavy and powerful in his hands.
“This is it! I’m gonna show Jason what I can do!” Nick declared, brimming with excitement as he practiced with his newfound powers.
With a determined look, he prepared for his ultimate move. “Grape Sparking!” He unleashed a barrage of energy, sending a wave of power rippling through the air.
Back in the alleyway, Lindsay’s resolve to confront Jason about her secret only intensified, while Baron watched her with a mix of interest and caution.
Nick practically bounced on his heels as he navigated through the bustling streets, a grin plastered across his face. He clutched the Sengoku Driver and Grape Lockseed tightly in his hands, barely able to contain his excitement. “This is it! I can’t wait to show Jason what I can do!” he thought, his mind racing with images of him in battle, fighting alongside Gaim.
As he reached Jason’s lab, he felt a surge of adrenaline course through him. He threw open the door, his heart pounding with anticipation. “Jason! You won’t believe what I’ve got!” he shouted, barely able to keep the excitement from his voice.
Jason looked up from a stack of files, a puzzled expression crossing his face. “What’s going on, Nick? You look like you just won the lottery.”
“I found a Sengoku Driver! And a Grape Lockseed!” Nick exclaimed, practically bouncing on the balls of his feet. “I can transform! Just like you!”
Jason’s eyes widened, a mix of surprise and curiosity evident on his face. “Wait, are you serious? You actually have one?”
“Yeah! I’m gonna be Kamen Rider Ryugen!” Nick said, the thrill of it all bubbling over. “I even practiced a bit. I can’t wait to show you!”
“Alright, let’s see it then!” Jason encouraged, feeling a surge of pride for his best friend. He stepped aside, making room for Nick to transform.
Nick’s heart raced as he strapped on the Sengoku Driver, feeling the weight of it around his waist. He held the Grape Lockseed aloft, the vibrant purple and green design gleaming in the lab’s light. “Let’s do this! Grape Lockseed!” he shouted, inserting it into the Driver.
The familiar sound of the transformation sequence began, and Nick felt a rush of energy as the armor enveloped him. “Henshin!” he called out, the air crackling with power as he transformed into Kamen Rider Ryugen. His new suit shimmered with violet and green hues, the Chinese dragon motifs wrapping around his form.
As he turned to face Jason, his heart swelled with pride. “Check me out! I’m a Rider now!” he declared, striking a pose with his new weapon, the Grape Dragon Gun, which materialized in his hand.
Jason grinned, clearly impressed. “You look incredible, man! That’s awesome!”
Nick couldn’t help but beam at the praise. “I’ve been practicing my moves too. I think I’m ready for a fight!”
Just then, Jason’s expression shifted slightly. “Be careful, though. This isn’t just about looking cool. There’s a lot at stake, especially with the Inves around.”
“I know, I know,” Nick replied, his tone serious for a moment. “But I want to be able to help. You’re always out there fighting, and I want to be there by your side.”
“Then let’s train,” Jason suggested, determination lighting up his eyes. “I can help you get ready for when the time comes. We need to make sure you’re fully prepared.”
“Absolutely!” Nick agreed, the thrill of camaraderie filling the air. They began to spar, Nick practicing his moves with Gaim guiding him through each strike.
“Remember, Ryugen, keep your guard up!” Jason called out, demonstrating a defensive maneuver.
Nick focused, mimicking the movements as they engaged in friendly combat, the sound of their laughter mingling with the clashing of their weapons.
“Grape Sparking!” Nick shouted, firing a blast from the Grape Dragon Gun as the attack illuminated the room with a vibrant burst of energy.
“That’s it! Nice shot!” Jason cheered, feeling a rush of excitement seeing his friend fully embrace his new role as a Rider.
The training continued, the two friends lost in their world of preparation and power. Outside, the city buzzed with its usual rhythm, unaware of the growing threats lurking in the shadows. But for Nick and Jason, their bond as friends and Riders had never felt stronger.
As they finished their training session, Nick wiped the sweat from his brow, his eyes shining with determination. “We’ve got this, Jason. I won’t let you down!”
“I know you won’t, Ryugen,” Jason said, clapping his hand on Nick’s shoulder. “We’ll face whatever comes next together.”
The sun dipped low in the sky, casting a golden hue over the city as Gaim and Ryugen stood back-to-back in the middle of a chaotic street. Inves poured forth from the shadows, their grotesque forms threatening the civilians nearby. The two Riders exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them.
“Let’s do this!” Ryugen shouted, raising his Grape Dragon Gun.
“Right behind you!” Gaim replied, gripping his Unrivaled Saber tightly.
With a fierce battle cry, they charged into the fray together. Gaim expertly wielded his saber, slicing through the Inves with fluid movements, while Ryugen unleashed powerful blasts from his cannon, sending enemies sprawling. The crowd that had gathered watched in awe, cheering for their heroes as they fought side by side.
“Grape Sparking!” Nick shouted, releasing a wave of energy that engulfed multiple Inves, the purple light illuminating the area as the monsters disintegrated. Gaim followed up with a perfectly timed Rider Kick, his orange aura glowing brightly as he struck down another Inves.
The synergy between them was undeniable; they moved as one, each covering the other’s blind spots, trusting in their abilities. The cheers from the crowd fueled their determination, and they fought with unwavering resolve until the last Inves fell, disappearing in a burst of light.
As the dust settled and the cheers began to fade, Gaim and Ryugen stood victorious, exchanging triumphant smiles. They raised their weapons in salute to the crowd, who erupted into applause. It was a moment of celebration, a testament to their teamwork.
Later, back in the lab, the atmosphere was charged with excitement. Technicians buzzed with chatter, gossiping about the new Riders and their explosive debut.
“Did you see how they fought together? Gaim and that new guy are practically a team already!” one technician exclaimed, eyes wide with admiration.
“Right? It’s amazing how quickly they clicked. I wonder how long it’ll be until they take on the next big challenge,” another chimed in, enthusiasm evident in their voice.
In the corner, Lindsay listened intently, a knot forming in her stomach. She felt a mix of admiration for Jason and a pang of insecurity. “So, this new guy is already his partner,” she thought, the words echoing in her mind. “He’s changing so quickly?”
As she glanced over at Jason, who was deep in conversation with a couple of other colleagues, she couldn’t shake the feeling that he was pulling away from her. Despite the excitement surrounding Ryugen’s debut, a sense of doubt crept in. “Why cant Jason just come to me?” she wondered, biting her lip. “After all this time working together, it feels like he’s chosen someone else to fight by his side.”
“Lindsay, you alright?” one of her colleagues asked, noticing her pensive expression.
“Yeah, I’m fine,” she replied quickly, forcing a smile. But inside, her mind raced. She knew she needed to talk to Jason, to share what she had been holding back, but the uncertainty lingered.
As the conversation around her continued, she steeled herself for the next opportunity to confront Jason about her feelings and the secret she had been keeping. “I can’t let this new Rider come between us,” she resolved silently, her determination growing. “I need to let him know I’m here for him, too.”
The following days at the lab were a whirlwind of excitement. News of Gaim and Ryugen's spectacular debut spread like wildfire, and the atmosphere was charged with energy. Technicians and scientists buzzed about, discussing the implications of having two powerful Riders fighting side by side against the Inves threat.
Lindsay found herself at her workstation, trying to focus on her tasks, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Jason. She couldn’t shake the feeling of being sidelined, especially with Ryugen stepping into the picture. “What if he feels like he doesn’t need me anymore?” she pondered, frustration mixing with anxiety.
Finding Jason in a conference room with his work materials spread out. “Lindsay, what's up?” he asked, looking up to her.
She stepped inside, closing the door behind her. “I need to talk to you about something important,” she said, trying to keep her voice steady.
“Sure, what’s up?” Jason replied, leaning against the wall, his casual demeanor betraying none of the anxiety she felt.
“I wanted to talk about everything that’s been happening,” Lindsay began, trying to keep her tone steady. “You’re… you’re becoming a big deal. People are looking up to you, and I just… I don’t want to get left behind.”
Jason leaned against the wall, crossing his arms. “Lindsay, I’m just doing what I can to help. I didn’t ask for all this attention.”
“I know that! But it feels like you’re becoming this larger-than-life hero, and I’m still just me,” she said, her voice rising slightly with frustration. “I want to be part of your world, Jason. I want to support you, not just as Gaim but as the person behind the mask.”
I want to be there for you through all of this,” she insisted, stepping closer. “I just can’t shake the feeling that the more you become Gaim, the more you’ll push everyone else away. I don’t want that to happen between us.”
He sighed, a flicker of guilt crossing his face. “It’s not about pushing you away. It’s just… complicated. I’m still figuring out what it means to be Gaim, and it’s hard to balance everything.”
“I understand that,” she replied softly. “But you don’t have to do it alone. I want to help you with whatever you’re facing, whether it’s fighting Inves or just dealing with all this new attention.”
Jason studied her, his expression softening. “You really mean that?”
“Of course I do,” she said, her eyes earnest. “I’m here for you, no matter what. Just promise me you won’t shut me out.”
As the moment between them hung in the air, Jason’s expression hardened, and he took a step back, feeling the weight of his own frustrations bubbling to the surface. “Lindsay..” he said, his tone shifting from soft to serious. “You’ve always kept me at arm’s length. It’s like you wanted me close, but not too close.”
Lindsay blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”
“I mean,” he continued, crossing his arms tightly across his chest, “that whenever I tried to reach out or start a conversation, you would barely hold one. It was like I was just an afterthought, a nuisance. You’d laugh and joke with your friends, but I was always on the sidelines.”
She opened her mouth to protest, but he raised a hand to stop her. “Let me finish. No matter how much I did for everyone, it felt like I was invisible to you. I was just there when you needed something, and that’s it. You didn’t even try to let me in, and it hurt. It really hurt.”
Lindsay felt her chest tighten at his words, guilt washing over her. “I… I didn’t mean to push you away. It was just—”
“Just what? I get it, you were busy. We all were. But three years of knowing each other and I only really felt like I mattered to you after I became Gaim. That’s when you decided you wanted to be part of my life. Before that, you barely even acknowledged me.” He paused, the intensity of his gaze pinning her in place. “It’s like I had to wear a mask and become a hero before you saw me as someone worth your time.”
“I’m sorry, Jason,” Lindsay said, her voice trembling slightly. “I didn’t realize… I thought I was being friendly, but I see now that I kept you at a distance.”
“It’s not just about being friendly,” Jason replied, frustration lacing his words. “It’s about being honest and open. I wanted to be your friend, to be close, but you made me feel like I was just another face in the crowd. Now that I’m Gaim, I see all these people flocking to me, and it makes me question everything.”
Lindsay’s heart sank as she realized how her actions had affected him. “I didn’t mean for it to come to this,” she said softly. “I didn’t want you to feel left out or ignored. I was just… scared. Scared of getting too close and messing things up.”
“Scared?” Jason echoed, incredulity creeping into his voice. “But you’re the one who made me feel like I was in the way! You can’t just say you want to be there for me now that I’m Gaim. Where was that support before? I needed it then, too.”
“Jason, please,” she pleaded, taking a step toward him. “I’m trying to change that. I want to support you now, really. I want to make it up to you.”
He shook his head, a mix of sadness and anger in his eyes. “You don’t get to turn this around just because I’m in the spotlight now. I needed you before, and it felt like you were always too busy or too embarrassed to include me.”
“I was never embarrassed!” Lindsay said, her voice rising in frustration. “I just didn’t know how to be vulnerable with you. It felt easier to keep you at a distance than risk losing our friendship entirely.”
“What friendship,” Jason snapped back, “we weren't friends. We weren't even work-friends. We were just people who knew each other and acted professionally! I never got to work with you, I only worked for you!”Jason could feel his tears trying to rise with his emotions. “I see all of you more than anyone else in my life and none of you wanted me when I wasn't useful! But as soon as I did something for you, you all went back to ignoring me!”
Lindsay flinched at Jason's harsh words, feeling the weight of each accusation. She opened her mouth to respond but quickly shut it, unsure of how to defend herself against the truth. “I didn’t mean to—”
Jason cut her off, his voice rising. “You didn’t mean to what? Treat me like I was invisible? I stood there in the background, watching you all laugh and joke, and I was just... there. It’s like you needed a favor and suddenly I was worth your time, but otherwise, I was just a nuisance.”
Lindsay’s heart raced as she fought back her own emotions. “That’s not fair, Jason! I didn’t realize how I was treating you. I’ve been focused on my own insecurities, and it made me blind to everything else. I never wanted you to feel that way!”
“Didn’t you?” Jason shot back, frustration spilling over. “Because it sure felt like it. Every time I tried to talk to you, you’d brush me off to go chat with someone else. And now? Now that I’m Gaim, you’re suddenly interested in me?”
“I’m interested in you as a person, not just Gaim,” she insisted, taking a step forward. “I see you, Jason! I see how incredible you are, and I’m sorry for not treating you fairly. I was always watching when I could...”
Jason’s expression softened slightly, but the hurt still lingered in his eyes. “You could have reached out. I just wanted to be liked. Even after the Gaim stuff.” Jason looked away, his expression clouded with vulnerability. “I just wanted to impress you,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper.
Lindsay stepped closer and wrapped him in a light hug, feeling the tension in his shoulders ease slightly. “I’m sorry,” she said softly, pulling back to look into his eyes. “I didn’t realize how you felt. I didn’t see it from you. You always tried to be optimistic for us. Please, let me try now.”
He met her gaze, a mix of hope and hesitation flickering in his eyes. “I don’t know if I’m worth it,” he admitted, his voice shaking slightly. “You make it sound so easy, but it feels impossible sometimes.”
As Lindsay pulled back from the hug, she gave Jason a small squeeze, her fingers gently tightening around his arm. “I really mean it, okay?” she whispered, her eyes searching his. “I’m here for you.”
Jason felt a warmth spread through him at her touch, a sense of comfort he hadn’t expected. “Thanks, Lindsay,” he replied, his voice steadying.
As Lindsay pulled back from the hug, she gave Jason a small squeeze, her fingers gently tightening around his arm. “I really mean it, okay?” she whispered, her eyes searching his. “I’m here for you.”
Jason felt a warmth spread through him at her touch, a sense of comfort he hadn’t expected. “Thanks, Lindsay,” he replied, his voice steadying. “That means more than you know.”
With a soft smile, she turned to leave, the door to the conference room closing behind her. Jason watched her go, feeling a flicker of hope igniting within him. Despite the emotional weight of their conversation, there was a lightness in his chest. It was as if a barrier had been lifted, making way for a connection he had longed for.




After a long day of messing around in the Inves Forest, Jason found Nick leaning against a tree, catching his breath. They had just finished a rigorous training session, testing their abilities as riders and strategizing for the next time they faced the Inves.
“Hey, man, you good?” Nick asked, noticing the pensive look on Jason's face.
Jason sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah, just… got a lot on my mind.”
Nick raised an eyebrow. “You want to talk about it? Sometimes it helps to get things off your chest.”
Jason leaned against a nearby tree, crossing his arms. “It’s about Lindsay.”
“Oh?” Nick's interest piqued. “What about her?”
Jason’s gaze drifted off into the distance. “I’ve always had a bit of a crush on her, you know? But lately, things have felt… weird.”
“Like how?” Nick prodded, sensing there was more to the story.
“It’s like she’s been keeping me at arm’s length. I’d try to get closer, and she’d just pull away. But now… now she seems to want to be involved. She’s trying to get close, and I can tell she wants to help.” Jason rubbed the back of his neck, frustration evident in his tone. “And It’s like everything’s shifted since then.”
Nick nodded, trying to understand. “So, what’s the problem? Isn’t it good that she wants to be there for you?”
“I thought so at first,” Jason replied, his voice tinged with uncertainty. “But then I kinda snapped at her. I pushed her away because I don’t want her involved in this. I didn't like her interest only coming after the rider stuff.”
Nick shrugged. “Regardless of how things were, she’s here now, right?”
“I guess,” Jason admitted, his frustration bubbling to the surface.“Then act,” Nick said, clapping Jason on the shoulder. “Take the leap. If she wants in, she’ll probably jump as long as you make this response, you want her close, well now you know she wants to be.”
Jason took a deep breath, feeling a flicker of hope amidst his confusion. “Thanks, Nick. I’ll think about it.”
Lindsay was rummaging through some equipment in the lab, her mind preoccupied with thoughts of Jason. She felt the tension between them lingering after their recent conversation. As she turned to reach for a tool, her eyes caught something unusual on a shelf—a Lockseed shaped like a delicate flower, its vibrant colors drawing her in.
“What’s this?” she muttered to herself, picking it up. It felt oddly warm in her hand, almost alive. Intrigued, she tucked the Lockseed into her bag, a flicker of curiosity igniting within her.
Later that weekend, while Lindsay was busy at work, a heavy silence fell over the lab. The usual hum of activity was interrupted by a sudden tremor that shook the floor beneath her feet. Her heart raced as she exchanged nervous glances with her coworkers.
“What was that?” one of them asked, fear evident in their voice.
Before anyone could respond, a massive Inves emerged from the nearby forest, crashing through the lab’s outer wall. Its hulking, antlered form loomed ominously over the chaotic scene, and panic erupted among the staff as they scrambled for cover.
Jason was also in the lab, awkwardly avoiding Lindsay’s gaze as they worked on separate tasks. He felt the tension between them but tried to focus on the task at hand. Suddenly, the ground shook violently, and he looked up to see the monstrous Inves approaching.
“Lindsay!” he shouted, but the noise was deafening, drowning out his voice.
Lindsay’s heart dropped as she saw the towering creature. She was frozen in place, paralyzed by fear, as it advanced toward her. Just then, a figure rushed into the lab from outside—Nick had heard the commotion and came to help.
“Get back!” Nick yelled, now transformed into Ryugen, his vibrant armor shining in the dim lab lights. He charged at the Inves with determination, but the creature proved to be too powerful. After a brief but intense clash, he was tossed aside, landing hard against the lab’s equipment.
“Ryugen!” Lindsay shouted, her concern for him growing as the Inves turned its attention back to her.
Just when it seemed all hope was lost, Jason burst forward, moving on instinct. “Lindsay, get down!” he called, shoving her out of the way just as the creature lunged at her. She stumbled, surprised by his sudden action, but quickly regained her footing.
As she looked up, Jason transformed into Gaim right before her eyes, the familiar spectacle of light and power radiating around him. The lab staff gasped, shock replacing their fear as they witnessed the transformation.
“Stay back!” Gaim commanded, his voice steady and strong. He turned to face the hulking Inves, determination burning in his eyes. “I’ll handle this!”
The Inves roared, its massive antlers glinting in the lab’s fluorescent lights. Gaim charged forward, meeting the creature with fierce determination. The fight unfolded with intensity as he dodged its powerful strikes, using his agility to outmaneuver the beast.
Ryugen, having recovered from the earlier attack, rushed back into the fray. “I’m here to help, Gaim!” he shouted, unleashing a barrage of blasts from his Grape Dragon Gun.
Together, Gaim and Ryugen fought against the overwhelming odds, combining their skills in a seamless display of teamwork. Lindsay watched, a mix of awe and concern flooding her emotions. She had wanted to confront Jason about being Gaim, but now, seeing him and Ryugen in action, she felt a surge of admiration for both of them. They were brave, fighting for everyone’s safety, even when the odds were against them.
“Come on, Gaim! You can do it!” she urged, her voice rising above the chaos.
The battle raged on, but despite their combined efforts, Gaim and Ryugen struggled to gain any ground against the massive Inves. The creature’s hulking form was relentless, swiping at them with powerful strikes that sent debris flying. The lab staff watched in shock, fear evident in their faces as they began to whisper amongst themselves.
Lindsay’s heart raced as she processed their words. Jason was fighting right in front of her, and yet she felt a mix of fear and admiration. But there was no time to dwell on it. She needed to help.
“Jason!” she called, her voice breaking through the chaos. She remembered the Lockseed she had found earlier, the flower-shaped one that felt so significant. Scrambling to her bag, she fished it out and held it up, determined. “Catch!”
With a quick toss, she sent the Lockseed flying toward him. Jason’s eyes widened as he caught it mid-air. He looked at the strange Lockseed, curiosity flashing across his features.
“Let’s see what this does!” he exclaimed, activating it. The Lockseed unfolded in a flurry of petals, expanding rapidly before growing into a sleek motorcycle: the Sakura Hurricane.
“Whoa!” he marveled, quickly mounting the bike. Revving the engine, he sped past the Inves, distracting it with the sudden movement. “Hey, ugly! Over here!” he taunted, zipping around the lab as the creature turned its massive head to follow him.
Meanwhile, Ryugen took the opportunity to fire from his Grape Dragon Gun, launching blasts toward the Inves. “Keep it busy, Gaim!” he shouted, determination fueling his words.
Gaim rode past the beast, expertly slicing at it with his Orange Slasher, the weapon cutting through the air with precision. The distraction allowed Ryugen to reposition himself, unleashing a series of well-aimed shots.
As the Inves reeled from the combined assault, Ryugen reached into his pouch and tossed Gaim another Lockseed—this one shaped like a pineapple. “Here! Try this one!”
“Thanks, Ryugen!” Gaim caught it with one hand, quickly equipping the new Lockseed. He felt the energy surge through him as he transformed, his armor shifting to a dull yellowish hue as he took on the Pine Arms form.
With a confident stance, Gaim stood armed with the Pine Iron, a hefty pineapple flail, its unique design glinting in the lab’s fluorescent lights. “Alright, let’s finish this!” he declared, a renewed vigor coursing through him.
He evaded the Inves’s massive claws, using the agility of his new form to dodge its attacks. Gaim then dismounted the Sakura Hurricane, positioning himself for the final clash.
The creature snarled, clearly agitated as it swung wildly. But Gaim was faster, his movements fluid and calculated. With a powerful swing of the Pine Iron, he struck the Inves, the flail connecting with a satisfying thud.
“Take this!” Gaim shouted, unleashing a series of rapid strikes, each blow weakening the monstrous beast.
“Great job, Gaim!” Lindsay cheered, her heart swelling with pride. The atmosphere in the lab shifted as hope surged through the onlookers, their fear transforming into exhilaration.
As the Inves staggered, Gaim knew they were finally gaining ground. Together with Ryugen, they were ready to take the fight to the next level.
With the Inves staggering from Gaim's previous strikes, he quickly turned to Ryugen, who was still firing from his Grape Dragon Gun. “Let’s finish this together!” Gaim called out, determination shining in his eyes.
Ryugen nodded, understanding the plan instantly. “I’ve got your back!”
In a seamless move, Gaim hopped onto the back of the Sakura Hurricane, balancing expertly as Ryugen revved the engine. The two Riders were a blur of motion, racing toward the Inves with speed and precision.
As they approached the monstrous creature, Gaim could feel the energy building within him. “Now, let’s do this!” he shouted, preparing to unleash his ultimate attack. “Pineapple Squash!”
With Ryugen driving at full throttle, Gaim jumped high into the air, launching himself off the bike. The Pine Iron began to grow, expanding larger than a car as he soared above the Inves. The massive weapon glimmered in the light, and the anticipation hung thick in the air.
“Here it comes!” Gaim yelled, positioning himself for the attack. He executed a powerful soccer kick, the oversized Pine Iron slamming down onto the Inves with a thunderous crash. The force of the impact sent shockwaves through the ground, and the Inves let out a roar of pain.
As Gaim descended from his jump, the Pine Iron shrank back to its normal size, and he landed gracefully, channeling the energy from the attack. With a swift motion, he delivered the rest of his Rider Kick, the sheer power propelling him forward.
“This is my stage!” he yelled one last time, his foot connecting with the creature in a dazzling display of strength. The Pine Iron struck the Inves hard, sending it crashing to the ground in a heap, defeated.
The lab erupted in cheers as the monstrous form faded away, leaving behind nothing but a lingering echo of its defeat. Gaim stood tall, breathing heavily but victorious.
Ryugen dismounting from the Sakura Hurricane, Gaim returned the motorcycle to its original form, turning to check on Lindsay. He rushed over, concern etched on his face. “Lindsay! Are you okay?”
She looked up at him, relief flooding her features. “I’m fine, just a little shaken,” she admitted, her heart still racing from the adrenaline of the battle.
Gaim smiled, the tension in his shoulders easing as he took in her well-being. “I’m glad you’re safe. I wasn’t sure if I could get to you in time.”
Lindsay stepped forward, her gaze intense. “You were amazing out there, Gaim. I knew you could do it!”
“Thanks,” he replied, a hint of pride in his voice. “But I couldn’t have done it without Ryugen. We make a great team.”
As the dust settled and the last echoes of the battle faded, Jason and Nick quickly undid their transformations, the brilliant lights of their Riders dissipating around them.
“Dude, that was insane!” Nick exclaimed, a wide grin stretching across his face. “The way you rode that new bike was next level! And that Pineapple Kick? I’ve never seen anything like it!”
Jason laughed, the adrenaline still coursing through him. “Right? I was worried I would have ricocheted off of it with my kick.”
Nick nodded, his eyes sparkling with excitement. “I can’t believe we just took down that Inves together. We make a pretty awesome team!”
Determined to show him that she was different from the rest, Lindsay made a concerted effort to help him more at work. She would linger after meetings, offering to assist with his projects and brainstorming sessions. “I thought I could help with that analysis you were working on,” she said one day, joining him at his workstation.
“Sure, I’d appreciate it,” Jason replied, his expression warm yet distracted. He seemed preoccupied, glancing up every few minutes as colleagues passed by, their eyes filled with admiration.
Lindsay couldn’t help but feel a pang of jealousy when she noticed how easily everyone else slipped into his orbit. “You really took down that Inves like a pro!” one technician remarked, clapping Jason on the back. “You should give us a demonstration of your moves!”
“Yeah, come on, Gaim! Show us how it’s done!” another chimed in, laughter echoing through the lab.
Lindsay watched as Jason chuckled, clearly enjoying the banter. But beneath his laughter, she sensed a flicker of discomfort. He was navigating the fine line between being a hero and maintaining his personal life, and it worried her.
After a particularly busy day, Lindsay found a moment to pull Jason aside in the break room. “Hey, can we talk?” she asked, her heart racing.
“Of course, what’s on your mind?” Jason replied, leaning against the counter, his smile genuine but guarded.
“I just wanted to say… I’m trying but I need to let you know. I want to support you,” she began, trying to find the right words. “But it feels like everyone else wants to do the same since you’re Gaim. I just want to be special to you, too.”
Jason’s brow furrowed slightly as he processed her words. “Lindsay, you already are special to me,” he assured her, his tone earnest. “Thank you Lindsay.”
 Lindsay replied, her voice softer now. “I want to help you, not just at work but… in everything. I want you to know that I care about you.”
Jason’s expression softened, and he stepped closer. “I care about you too, Lindsay. It’s just… things are complicated right now. With Ryugen and the battles, I don’t want to drag you into that chaos.”
Lindsay smiled, her heart warming at his words. “I’m not afraid of chaos, Jason. I’ve seen what you can do. Just let me be there for you.”
For a moment, the tension between them felt lighter. Jason nodded slowly, contemplating her offer. “Okay, I’ll try to let you in more. Just give me some time.”
Lindsay took a deep breath, her heart racing as she gathered her thoughts. “Jason, I need to be honest with you about something,” she said, her voice steady but filled with emotion. “It’s been over a month since you became Gaim, and all I’ve done is wait. I waited for the day you became a public hero, hoping you’d see me like you used to. I’ve waited for the times you ran off from work, hoping you were safe. I’ve waited for you to let me in.”
Jason opened his mouth to respond, but Lindsay pressed on before he could speak. “And now there are new heroes popping up, and everyone’s treating you like some kind of celebrity. I can’t help but feel sidelined, like I’m not important enough for you, I’m sorry for making you feel the way like this. I didn’t know what it felt like and i don't like it either..”
His expression shifted to one of concern as he processed her words. “Lindsay, I never meant to make you feel that way. It’s just—”
“It’s just what?” she interrupted, her frustration bubbling to the surface. “You’re keeping me in the dark while you’re out there risking your life, fighting these monsters. And now there’s Ryugen, someone you trust more than me. I want to be there for you, but I feel like I’m just waiting for you to decide if you can trust me.”
Jason looked down, clearly conflicted. “I thought I wanted you to want me, but I don't like how it's making us feel..”
“I need you to trust me,” Lindsay interrupted, her voice softening. “You don’t have to face this alone. I’ve always been here, waiting for you to let me in, but now I need to know where I stand with you, with Jason and not Gaim.”
“I want to trust you,” Jason said, his voice low. “But things are complicated. I’m still figuring everything out, especially with Ryugen around and all the new danger.”
“Then let me be part of that figuring out,” she replied, her heart pounding with the urgency of her plea. “I want to help you navigate this chaos. I don’t want to be on the sidelines anymore.”
Lindsay stepped forward, wrapping her arms around Jason in a warm embrace. “I want to be there for you,” she said softly against his shoulder. “And because you’re Gaim, I want to make sure Jason is okay. Who saves the heroes when they need saving?”
Jason felt a rush of warmth at her words, but doubt still lingered in his heart. “Lindsay…,” he started, but she pulled back slightly to meet his gaze, her eyes sincere.
“I like you, Jason,” she confessed, her voice steady. “But my risks are my own. You can’t be everywhere at once. I don’t want to be just someone who worries about you from the sidelines. I want to support you and be part of this fight with you. I want to help however I can.”


Lindsay and her friends had been enjoying a casual afternoon, laughing and window-shopping through the town's busy streets. Her non-work friends—girls she’d known for years—were a refreshing break from the usual stress of her lab duties. But just as they turned the corner, the atmosphere changed. A growing commotion filled the air as people in the street began to scatter in panic.
“What’s happening?” one of her friends asked nervously, looking around.
Lindsay followed their gazes upward, and her heart skipped a beat. A flying Inves, monstrous and menacing, swooped down from the sky, terrorizing the crowd below. Its sharp wings sliced through the air as it let out a screech, sending people running for cover. Her friends started to panic too, their voices overlapping in fear.
“Is that an Inves?” one of them asked breathlessly. “They haven’t been seen here before!”
"Where are those heroes?!" another friend added, eyes wide with concern.
Lindsay’s eyes darted around. She knew all too well what these monsters were capable of. Her friends turned to her, looking for answers.
"Lindsay, you’ve encountered these things a lot at work, right?” one of her friends asked, her voice shaking. “What do we do?”
Before she could respond, the unmistakable sound of roaring engines filled the air. The crowd parted, and there, flying into view, was the familiar sight of Gaim. He came riding in on his sleek new bike, the Sakura Hurricane, its bright colors catching the sunlight as it zoomed forward. Lindsay’s heart skipped again, but this time for a different reason.
Riding behind Gaim was Ryugen, his partner in battle. Ryugen clung to the bike, steadying his powerful Grape Dragon Gun, firing bursts of energy at the airborne Inves. His shots hit their mark, forcing the monster to retreat temporarily as the two Riders sped onto the scene.
“There they are!” Lindsay’s friend gasped in relief. “Gaim and Ryugen!”
Lindsay stood there, her emotions swirling. She knew who Gaim really was—Jason—and every time she saw him fight, a mix of pride and worry filled her. Her friends, however, had no idea about the man behind the mask. To them, he was just the heroic warrior who always showed up to save the day.
The streets echoed with cheers as the Riders took command of the situation. Gaim revved the engine, guiding the Sakura Hurricane with precision as Ryugen continued his barrage of blasts from behind. The two worked seamlessly together, their movements in sync as they pursued the Inves through the air, driving it back with every well-aimed shot.
“Look at them go!” one of Lindsay’s friends exclaimed, eyes glued to the action. “They’re incredible!”
Lindsay’s friends were caught up in the excitement, their panic quickly replaced by awe as they watched Gaim and Ryugen engage the Inves. The Riders were now circling the creature with precision, Gaim’s bike weaving through the narrow streets, every movement controlled and deliberate. Ryugen’s energy blasts lit up the sky, forcing the Inves to dodge in erratic flight patterns.
“They make it look so easy,” one of her friends said, her voice filled with admiration. “I can’t believe how fast they showed up.”
“I know, right? They’re like… real-life superheroes,” another chimed in.
Lindsay stayed quiet, her eyes glued to Gaim. Her friends saw a hero in shining armor, but all she could see was Jason, the same guy who had been struggling to figure out where he fit in just days ago. Now here he was, risking everything for the town, for people who barely even knew his real name. Yet, despite everything, she couldn’t shake the feeling that he still believed being Gaim was the only way he’d ever be appreciated.
As the battle raged on, Gaim steered his bike in a daring maneuver, swerving just in time to avoid a swooping attack from the Inves. He and Ryugen had become an impressive duo, and the crowd cheered as they watched them in action.
“This is insane,” one of her friends breathed, pulling out her phone to record. “I’ve never seen anything like this.”
Lindsay’s mind was elsewhere, though. She wasn’t thinking about the fight, or even about the monster. She was thinking about Jason—how distant he had become, how their relationship had shifted since the world found out about Gaim. She had tried to reach him, to let him know that she cared about the person beneath the armor. But his walls were up, and she could see that the more people idolized Gaim, the harder it became for Jason to let her in.
“Do you think Gaim ever gets tired of it?” Lindsay’s voice broke through her friends’ chatter.
One of them glanced at her. “Tired of what? Saving people?”
“Yeah,” Lindsay said, though she wasn’t talking about saving people. She was talking about the pressure of being a hero, the weight of everyone’s expectations. She knew Jason was feeling it, even if no one else did.
Before anyone could answer, the Inves swooped down again, forcing Gaim and Ryugen to split up. Gaim jumped off the Sakura Hurricane in one fluid motion, drawing his Musou Saber as he landed on the ground with a flourish. The crowd erupted into cheers as he charged the creature head-on, slashing at its wings with powerful, deliberate strikes. The Inves screeched in pain, disoriented from the barrage of attacks.
“He’s so cool,” one of her friends whispered, her phone still trained on the action.
Lindsay bit her lip, feeling conflicted. She could see how everyone admired Gaim, how they saw him as this larger-than-life figure. But no one knew Jason like she did. No one knew the struggles he had faced, the self-doubt that gnawed at him whenever the mask came off.
Ryugen, now on foot, joined Gaim in the fight, firing off another blast from his Grape Dragon Gun. The combined effort from the two Riders was overwhelming the Inves. It faltered in midair, clearly wounded and struggling to keep up with the relentless attacks.
“He’s almost got it!” one of her friends exclaimed, clapping her hands together in excitement.
As the battle continued, Gaim and Ryugen found themselves in a stalemate. The flying Inves proved to be a tricky foe, swooping down at them and evading their strikes. Gaim, wielding the Unrivaled Saber, fired off several energy shots, but the beast was too agile, dodging each blast.
Ryugen, blasting away with his Grape Dragon Gun, glanced over at Gaim. "Must be nice having that sidearm all the time," he remarked with a grin. "You get to shoot and slash whenever you want."
Gaim nodded, still focused on the Inves. "It’s nice, but aiming can still be tough when it’s moving so fast. Hard to land a clean hit."
Just as he finished speaking, the creature changed tactics, swooping down toward Ryugen in a fast dive, forcing him to roll out of the way. Ryugen growled in frustration. "It’s learning to avoid you and coming for me!"
They needed a new approach. Gaim clenched his Orange Lockseed for a moment, thinking of the best way to counter the Inves. Then, an idea hit him. He switched his Lockseed to a different one, activating a new transformation.
"Strawberry Arms!" the Driver announced with a flourish. Suddenly, Gaim’s armor shifted, revealing a sleek set of strawberry-themed armor with dozens of kunai attached to it.
"Nice!" Ryugen called out, seeing the new form in action. "Now we’re talking!"
Equipped with a plethora of sharp, strawberry kunai, Gaim quickly threw several at the Inves, each one slicing through the air with precision. The creature, still flying, struggled to avoid the barrage. Gaim smirked, feeling more confident with his newfound ranged abilities. The kunai provided better accuracy than his previous attacks, allowing him to fight the airborne menace more effectively.
Gaim wasn’t done yet, though. He swiftly attached the Strawberry Lockseed to his Unrivaled Saber, triggering another move. "Strawberry Charge!" the Saber announced, lighting up with energy.
Gaim glanced over at Ryugen. "Get ready! I’m going to line it up for you. Follow my lead!"
With a powerful wave of his blade, Gaim projected a massive glowing strawberry above the Inves. The fruit burst into dozens of energy-infused kunai, raining down like a storm of shrapnel onto the creature. At the same time, Ryugen lined up a perfect shot with his Grape Dragon Gun and unleashed a heavy blast, the combined forces knocking the Inves out of the air and sending it crashing to the ground.
Seeing their opening, Gaim and Ryugen quickly switched form.
"Orange Arms!" Gaim’s armor shifted back to his original form, the familiar orange slices locking into place as his saber gleamed.
"Kiwi Arms!" Ryugen transformed as well, his body now adorned with heavy kiwi-themed armor, wielding two massive Kiwi Slicers.
Ryugen took the lead, charging toward the grounded Inves. With a quick movement, he hit the knife lever on his belt three times. "Kiwi Sparking!" his Driver announced. The energy from his Driver surged into his slicers, which began to spin like sawblades. He swung them in a wide arc, the circular rotation carving into the Inves with relentless power.
Gaim followed right behind, hitting the lever on his Driver once. "Orange Squash!" The energy built up in his leg as he leapt high into the air, aiming his foot at the Inves below.
As Ryugen’s spinning blades finished their assault, the creature let out one last screech before Gaim came down with a powerful Rider Kick. His orange-infused attack struck the Inves directly, exploding it in a flash of light and energy. The crowd watching from afar erupted into cheers as the two Riders stood victorious, the air still humming with the energy from their final attacks.
Ryugen wiped some sweat from his brow. "Nice teamwork," he said, looking over at Gaim.
Gaim, still catching his breath, gave a small nod.
As Gaim and Ryugen were approached by civilians, phones flashing and people shouting for their attention, Lindsay felt a knot tighten in her chest. This wasn’t just a simple battle. This was Jason’s life now—being the hero, being the one everyone looked up to. But she knew how much he struggled with that weight.
As if sensing her eyes on him, Gaim glanced her way for a brief second. Their gazes locked, and even though he was hidden behind his helmet, Lindsay knew it was Jason. She could feel the unspoken emotions between them, the unsaid words that lingered. But before she could do anything, Gaim called over “hey! Lindsay!”
Lindsay froze for a moment as her friends turned to her, wide-eyed and excited.
"You know Gaim?" one of them, Jenna, asked, her voice filled with surprise and a hint of curiosity.
Another friend, Kayla, leaned in with a teasing grin. "Girl, how are you just now telling us this? You’ve been holding out!"
Lindsay, still caught off guard, tried to play it cool. "Yeah, we've crossed paths a few times. It’s… nothing major." She waved her hand, but the redness creeping up her neck betrayed her discomfort.
Her friends exchanged glances, clearly not buying her casual tone. "Uh-huh," Jenna smirked. "He just happened to shout you out in the middle of a battle? Seems pretty major to me."
Lindsay’s mind raced. She didn’t want to make a scene or explain too much, but Jason—Gaim—had definitely just put her on the spot. Before she could come up with a response, Gaim, still in his armored form, made his way over, his presence commanding the attention of everyone nearby.
"Hey," Gaim said again, this time closer. His voice, though slightly muffled by the helmet, was undeniably Jason’s. "Everything okay here?"
Lindsay’s friends practically squealed in excitement, glancing at each other, starstruck. Lindsay, trying to keep her composure, nodded. "Yeah, everything's fine. Thanks for... checking in."
Jason, though hidden behind his helmet, must have sensed her discomfort. He gave a small nod before addressing the group. "You all good here? Inves won't be bothering anyone anymore."
Kayla, unable to hold back, chimed in. "We’re great! Thanks to you, Gaim!" She glanced at Lindsay again, eyes full of questions. "It’s just... so crazy that you two know each other."
Lindsay shot her a look, silently pleading with her friend not to push it further. "Like I said," she began awkwardly, "we’ve run into each other before."
Gaim, hearing the excited chatter from Lindsay’s friends, seemed a bit confused as he looked between them and Lindsay. "What’s the big deal?" he asked, the helmet slightly muffling his voice. "We’ve known each other for years. We work together."
Lindsay’s friends froze, eyes wide as they processed his words. The mystery surrounding Gaim suddenly didn’t seem so mysterious anymore. Jenna raised an eyebrow, leaning in toward Lindsay. "Wait, you work with Gaim? Like, the guy who just saved the city? You’ve been keeping this from us?"
Lindsay stammered, not sure how to explain it all, but before she could respond, Gaim—Jason—took a step back and reached for his Sengoku Driver. With a flick of the lever, the lockseed deactivated. The armor that defined Gaim’s heroic form vanished in an instant, revealing Jason standing in front of them, looking a little sheepish but still confident.
The transformation process always seemed like magic to those around him, and Lindsay’s friends gasped in shock, staring at Jason like they were seeing him for the first time.
"Yep, it's just me," Jason said with a shrug, his usual modest tone returning. "Not as flashy without the armor, but yeah, we work together." He gave Lindsay a quick glance, trying to gauge her reaction, but his attention was pulled away by his fellow Rider, Ryugen.
Ryugen, or Nick in his untransformed state, tossed Jason a casual wave. "Hey, man. I’ve gotta run, some other stuff to deal with," Nick said, already backing away from the group. "See ya later!" With that, he took off, leaving Jason alone with Lindsay and her curious, wide-eyed friends.
The silence hung in the air for a moment, and Jason scratched the back of his head awkwardly. "So... yeah, that’s me," he said, his voice more vulnerable now that his heroic form was gone. "Not exactly how I thought you’d find out."
Kayla was the first to recover, her voice filled with disbelief. "You’ve known this guy for years, and never mentioned he’s freaking Gaim?"
Jenna laughed, shaking her head. "Lindsay, you’ve been holding out on us big time."
Lindsay, still processing everything, could only manage a small laugh in return. "I didn’t know how to bring it up, honestly," she admitted, glancing at Jason. "It’s... complicated."
Jason shrugged, giving a small smile. "It’s not that big a deal, really. I’m still just... me. The Gaim stuff, it’s... well, it’s new for everyone." He seemed to hesitate, eyes briefly meeting Lindsay’s. There was something in his expression, like he wanted to say more but held back. Instead, he turned his attention to the group and added, "But hey, I’m glad I could help."
Lindsay’s friends, practically bursting with excitement, immediately swarmed both her and Jason the moment they realized they were standing next to Gaim.
Kayla, wide-eyed, leaned in eagerly. “So, Gaim... you’ve been doing this for a while now, huh? Fighting monsters and everything. How long have you known about this, Lindsay?”
Lindsay tried to answer, but Jenna, clearly more impatient, jumped in before she could speak. “I mean, come on, Lindsay, you’ve been keeping this secret for a whole month? How do you even work with a guy like him knowing he’s out there saving the world?”
Jason, already looking a little awkward from all the attention, scratched the back of his neck. “Everyone at work knows, most people only come up to me to talk about .. Gaim” he explained with a modest chuckle. “And yeah, it’s been about a month since everything really started happening. It’s always different.”
As the questions kept coming from Lindsay’s friends, they couldn't stop referring to him as "Gaim," much to Lindsay's quiet frustration.
“So, Gaim,” Jenna started again, her eyes wide with excitement. “What’s the craziest thing you’ve fought so far? I mean, these Inves things are wild!”
“It’s Jason,” Lindsay corrected for what felt like the tenth time, her voice a bit more pointed than before. “He has a name.”
Jason shot her a grateful smile, but before he could say anything, Kayla chimed in. “Right, right, sorry. But still, Gaim—sorry, Jason—you’re like a total hero! It’s gotta feel amazing saving everyone and having the city look up to you like that, huh?”
Jason shifted uncomfortably. “It’s not really about that. I’m just trying to protect people,” he said, his eyes darting to Lindsay for a moment. “And yeah, it’s Jason. I’m still... me.”
Jenna waved her hand dismissively, grinning. “Oh, come on, we all know you’re Gaim. It’s so cool! I mean, who cares about Jason when you’re out there fighting monsters?”
Lindsay stiffened, cutting in sharply. “I care about Jason. We all should.” Her tone was firm, making it clear that this wasn’t up for debate. She glanced at Jason again, and this time her gaze held more than just casual concern—it was protective.
Jason cleared his throat, feeling the tension between Lindsay and her friends. “Yeah, like Lindsay said... I’m still Jason. Gaim’s just the mask, you know? It’s not who I am all the time.”
Kayla tilted her head, not quite getting it. “But Gaim’s the one saving everyone. Like, no offense, but Gaim’s the hero here.”
Lindsay bit her lip, barely containing her frustration. “You’re missing the point,” she said, her voice quieter but still strong. “Jason’s the one behind the mask. He’s the one doing all the hard work. It’s not just ‘Gaim,’ it’s Jason out there, risking everything.”
The girls exchanged glances, a little surprised by Lindsay’s defensive tone. Jenna blinked. “Whoa, didn’t mean to upset anyone. We just thought it was cool, that’s all. You’re lucky, Lindsay, working with G—uh, Jason every day.”
Jason, still feeling a bit awkward with the attention, rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s fine,” he said, trying to defuse the situation. “I know it’s easy to get caught up in the whole Gaim thing, but... yeah, Lindsay’s right. There’s more to it.”
Jenna’s curiosity got the better of her again, and she leaned in with a playful smirk. “So, Jason, you two work together all the time, huh? Does that mean Lindsay gets to see you transform into Gaim up close? That must be wild.”
Lindsay couldn’t help but roll her eyes. “It’s not like that,” she muttered, shaking her head. “We work. We don’t sit around watching him play superhero.”
Kayla giggled. “I bet you’ve seen him transform though, haven’t you? That must be something to witness.”
Lindsay sighed, clearly tired of the constant Gaim talk. “I’ve seen him transform, yes. But again, it’s Jason. He’s not a celebrity to me, he’s someone I'm trying to respect.”
Jenna’s eyes widened, clearly more intrigued than ever as she pointed toward Jason’s sleek motorcycle. “Wait a minute... that’s your bike, right? The one you just used to fight off that Inves?”
Jason nodded, casually glancing at the Sakura Hurricane. “Yeah, it’s actually kind of special. Lindsay gave it to me, believe it or not. It’s this strange Lockseed that transforms into a bike.”
Lindsay felt all eyes on her immediately, her friends staring in shock.
Kayla raised an eyebrow, her tone incredulous. “You gave him the bike? So, you’ve known that ‘Jason’ is Gaim this whole time? And here you were, acting like you barely know him!”
Jenna added, a teasing grin spreading across her face, “You’ve been hiding this from us! First, you downplay your connection to him, and now we find out you’re giving him motorcycles? Seriously, Lindsay?”
Lindsay looked flustered, a faint blush rising to her cheeks as she stammered, “I didn’t—It wasn’t like that. I mean, yes, I gave it to him, but it was part of—”
Kayla interrupted, leaning in closer. “Oh, so now you’re giving Gaim—sorry, Jason—awesome, transforming bikes, huh? And here we thought you barely knew him.”
Jason could sense Lindsay’s growing discomfort and decided to step in. “She wasn’t hiding anything,” he said, trying to diffuse the situation. “It’s just... complicated. The whole Gaim thing isn’t something you can really talk about openly.”
Lindsay gave him a grateful look, but her friends weren’t quite done.
“Complicated?” Jenna smirked, clearly enjoying herself. “I think it’s more than complicated. I mean, you’re out here acting like you’re just coworkers, and meanwhile, you’ve known Jason was Gaim all this time and gave him a freaking bike.”
Lindsay sighed, knowing there was no way to fully explain everything without sounding like she had been hiding things. “Okay, fine. I knew for a while. But it’s not like we were best friends or anything. We just... worked together. We had our own... distance.”
Jenna and Kayla exchanged a knowing glance.
“Distance, huh?” Kayla said, smirking. “So, giving him a bike is what—your way of closing that ‘distance’?”
Lindsay rolled her eyes, but Jason couldn’t help but chuckle at the way they were poking fun at her. He looked at Lindsay with a light-hearted grin, clearly amused. “I mean, the bike is pretty cool. Definitely helped with that flying Inves just now.”
As soon as Jason turned his back, stretching after the fight, Lindsay’s friends wasted no time. They quickly huddled around her, forming a tight-knit circle that completely blocked Jason from earshot. Jenna leaned in first, her eyes sparkling with mischief.
“So, what’s the real deal with you and Jason?” Jenna asked, her voice low but eager. “You can’t seriously expect us to believe you’re just ‘coworkers.’”
Lindsay’s face flushed crimson, and she shifted uncomfortably under their gaze. “What? We are coworkers,” she said quickly, trying to brush it off.
But Kayla wasn’t buying it. She crossed her arms and gave Lindsay a playful but skeptical look. “Oh, come on. You gave him a bike, Lindsay. And don’t think we didn’t notice how you were acting earlier. There’s definitely something going on. You’ve got a crush on him, don’t you?”
Lindsay froze, her face burning even more. She opened her mouth to deny it, but the words didn’t come. Her friends just grinned wider, clearly enjoying watching her squirm.
Jenna nudged her with an elbow. “We know that look, girl. Don’t even try to deny it. You’ve been crushing on Jason for a while, haven’t you?”
Lindsay’s heart raced as she glanced over her shoulder, making sure Jason couldn’t hear. “It’s not... it’s complicated,” she mumbled, her voice barely above a whisper.
Kayla’s eyes gleamed with amusement. “Oh, it’s always complicated with you two. But seriously, Lindsay—just admit it. You like him.”
Lindsay buried her face in her hands, groaning. “Okay, fine!” she hissed, keeping her voice low. “Yes, I like him. But it’s not that simple. He’s Gaim now, and everything’s different.”
Jenna and Kayla exchanged triumphant glances. “We knew it!” Jenna whispered excitedly. “But honestly, why haven’t you told him? Jason’s not exactly blind, you know.”
Lindsay sighed, glancing back at Jason, who was still oblivious to the conversation. “I don’t know. I’ve just... I’ve never been good at that stuff. And now, with everyone noticing him because of Gaim, it feels like I missed my chance.”
Kayla’s expression softened, her teasing replaced with genuine concern. “You haven’t missed your chance, Lindsay. You’re still here, aren’t you? He’s still Jason, and he clearly cares about you. He just... doesn’t know what you’re thinking.”
Jenna nodded in agreement. “Yeah, you’ve got to talk to him. Stop worrying about all the superhero stuff. He probably needs to hear it from you more than anyone else.”
Lindsay bit her lip, feeling a mixture of nerves and embarrassment. “Maybe,” she murmured, glancing once more at Jason, who seemed completely unaware of the emotional storm brewing behind him.
As Lindsay's friends wrapped up their small gathering, they turned back to Jason, their expressions bright with excitement. Jenna stepped forward, beaming, “Thanks again, Jason! It was really great meeting you. You’re doing amazing as Gaim! Seriously, you’re like a real-life superhero!”
Kayla chimed in, “Yeah, keep up the good work! We’re rooting for you!”
Lindsay stood off to the side, a soft smile on her face as she watched her friends fawn over Jason. But inside, a pang of regret flickered in her chest. She wished she could muster the courage to say something more meaningful.
“Alright, we should get going,” Jenna said, glancing at the time. “Let’s go find a coffee shop or something. Come on, Lindsay!”
Her friends began to pull her away, but Lindsay hesitated. She turned back to Jason, who was leaning against his motorcycle, an easy grin on his face. “It was nice seeing you, Jason,” she said quietly, her voice almost lost in the bustling street.
Jason’s smile softened as he replied, “You too, Lindsay. Thanks for stopping by.”
As her friends continued to tug her along, Lindsay waved goodbye, her heart racing. “Bye!” she called, feeling a mix of happiness and anxiety wash over her.
With a final glance at Jason, she turned to follow her friends.
As they walked away, Jason climbed onto his motorcycle, his heart feeling lighter despite the ongoing challenges ahead. He revved the engine and took off, the wind rushing past him, leaving behind the noise of the crowd and the complicated emotions that still lingered between him and Lindsay.







As the days turned into weeks, Jason’s life at work became a whirlwind of attention and admiration. With everyone aware of his dual identity as Gaim, his colleagues couldn’t stop discussing his heroics, often gathering in groups to share stories about the latest battle with the Inves. Jason found it hard to concentrate on his tasks with all the distractions swirling around him.
His management understood the need for him to respond to emergencies, but they also had deadlines to meet. Jason had to balance his work responsibilities with his obligations as a hero. It was a challenging tightrope to walk, and there were days when he felt stretched thin, like he was being pulled in every direction at once.
Lindsay noticed the toll it was taking on him. Determined to help, she started bringing him snacks and drinks, small gestures meant to keep his stamina up during those long hours. “You can’t just run on adrenaline, you know,” she would say with a playful smile as she placed a bottle of water or a granola bar on his desk. “Here, eat this. You’ll need your strength.”
He would chuckle, grateful for her thoughtfulness. “Thanks, Lindsay. You’re like my personal cheerleader,” he replied, trying to mask the weight he felt on his shoulders. Yet, her support made a difference, slowly chipping away at the barriers he had built around himself.
Despite the influx of attention from others, Jason found comfort in the moments he shared with Lindsay. She made a point to check on his well-being, asking how he was managing everything. “I’m okay, really,” he would say, though he appreciated her concern. It was a nice change from the overwhelming attention from his coworkers, who seemed more interested in his superhero persona than the person behind the mask.
One evening, after a particularly exhausting day, Jason mustered the courage to invite Lindsay over to his apartment. He wanted to show her the world he and Nick had been building, the theories and notes that detailed their understanding of the Driver, Lockseeds, weapons, and the Inves Forest. “I think it’s time you see what I’ve been working on,” he said, a hint of excitement in his voice.
When she arrived, Jason spread out the various notes and diagrams across his dining table. “This is what we’ve figured out so far,” he explained, pointing to a map of the Inves Forest. “Nick and I have been trying to connect the dots between the Lockseeds, the types of Inves we’ve encountered, and how they relate to the Drivers.”
Lindsay leaned in closer, intrigued. “Wow, you guys have really been busy,” she said, her eyes scanning the notes filled with sketches and observations. “This is amazing.”
“Yeah, it’s a lot,” Jason admitted, rubbing the back of his neck sheepishly. “But it’s also really complicated. I feel like we’re still missing something important.”
As they continued to sift through the notes, Jason's brow furrowed in concentration. “You know what’s really strange?” he said, looking up at Lindsay. “No one seems to have a good aerial view of the Inves Forest. Every time someone tries to map it out from above, they lose track of where they are once they go past a certain point. It’s like if you enter the forest, you don’t end up where you expect on the other side. It just keeps going.”
Lindsay tilted her head, intrigued. “What do you mean? Are you saying it’s bigger on the inside?”
“Exactly,” Jason replied, a hint of excitement creeping into his voice. “The deeper we go, the more evolved and bigger the Inves seem to become. It’s like they’re living in their own territory, almost as if the forest is a world unto itself. It’s not just a place where they swarm; it feels like it has layers or levels that we haven’t even begun to understand.”
She nodded, absorbing his words. “So, you think there’s something more to it? Like a hierarchy or a natural ecosystem?”
“Yeah,” he said, gesturing to a diagram where he had sketched out various types of Inves. “When we first started encountering them, they were smaller, more disorganized. But the further we ventured in, the larger and more aggressive they became. It’s almost like there’s a reason they stay deeper inside the forest. Maybe they’re protecting something.”
Lindsay leaned closer to the map, her fingers tracing the outlines Jason had drawn. “What do you think it could be? Some kind of nest or a central hive?”
“Or maybe even something that controls them,” Jason speculated, his eyes lighting up with the possibilities. “I wish we could get a better look at what’s happening in there. If we could just understand their behavior, maybe we could figure out how to deal with them more effectively.”
As Lindsay’s eyes wandered around Jason’s apartment, they landed on a bin tucked away in the corner. It looked unassuming at first glance, but she knew better. She approached it, curiosity piqued. When she lifted the lid, her breath caught slightly. Inside lay a collection of lockseeds, each adorned with intricate designs that represented different fruits and tree nuts.
“What is this?” she asked, picking up a lockseed shaped like an orange. “Most people would probably think this is a box of toys.”
Jason chuckled, a hint of pride in his voice. “They’re more than that. These come from the forest, and each one has its own unique properties. They’re not just collectibles; they’re essential for my transformations and strategies in battle.”
Lindsay’s fingers danced over the colorful devices, admiring the craftsmanship. “What do you have here?”
He stepped closer, pointing to a few lockseeds in the bin. “This orange one is my favorite. It’s versatile and has been my go-to for a while now. The pineapple is tougher, ideal for blunt force. Then there’s this strawberry—only used a few times, but it offers a crowd control option. And this one,” he said, holding up the sakura flower, “is special. It’s the motorcycle lockseed you gave me.”
“Wow,” she replied, her heart warming at the thought that he cherished the gift. “You’ve really made use of these.”
Jason nodded, then gestured toward a pouch strapped to his leg. “Speaking of which, I’ve been keeping my Driver and a couple of lockseeds on the go. A bit tactical, you know? It’s crucial to be prepared for anything.”
Lindsay watched as he unbuckled the pouch, revealing the sleek design of the Sengoku Driver nestled inside, along with the familiar lockseeds he favored. “This is really impressive, Jason. I had no idea you were so organized about it.”
“Thanks,” he said, a bit sheepish. “I figured if I’m going to be Gaim, I might as well be ready for anything that comes my way. Plus, with new heroes popping up, I can’t afford to fall behind. Oh, and check this. I also have these goggles for the motorcycle and some strange fog we’ve run into in the forest!”
Lindsay glanced over at the wall where Jason had pinned up photos from the forest. She settled into the couch, her eyes scanning the images. A few close-ups captured the Inves in their natural state—calm and undisturbed, or at least not in a state of trying to kill people. Intrigued, she gestured for Jason to sit down beside her.
As he took a seat, she leaned her head on his shoulder, feeling a sense of comfort in the moment. “These are amazing,” she murmured, her voice soft. “What can you tell me about them?”
Jason shifted slightly, glancing at the photos with a hint of enthusiasm. “Well, this one here is a basic Inves. They tend to be smaller and more skittish, usually lurking at the edges of the forest. But if you venture deeper, you encounter the bigger ones—those are the real threats.”
Lindsay nodded, listening intently as he continued. “These shots show their behavior when they think they’re safe. It’s fascinating to see how they interact with their environment. You can almost forget they’re dangerous.”
“Almost,” Lindsay echoed, a hint of a smile on her face. She appreciated how passionate he was about this research, and his words wrapped around her like a warm blanket. “How did you manage to get such clear shots?”
“It took some time and patience,” Jason replied, a slight chuckle escaping his lips. “Nick and I had to be careful not to get too close. The last thing we wanted was to attract their attention.”
Lindsay shifted a little closer, feeling the warmth radiating from him. “It’s incredible what you two have put together. You really care about understanding this whole thing, don’t you?”
“Yeah,” he said, his tone earnest. “The more we learn, the better we can prepare ourselves—and everyone else—against them. I just wish we could figure out why they’re evolving.”
Lindsay looked up at him, intrigued. “You think there’s a reason for their evolution?”
Jason sighed, his gaze drifting back to the photos. “I can’t shake the feeling that something is driving them to become stronger. It’s like they’re adapting to us—maybe even to our tactics. It makes me wonder if there’s something or someone behind it.”
She felt a flicker of unease at his words. “That’s unsettling. Do you think there’s a bigger threat out there?”
“It’s possible,” he admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “We’re still figuring out the lay of the land, but if the Inves are changing, it might mean there’s something more to this forest. Something we haven’t uncovered yet.”
Lindsay pondered his words for a moment, the weight of their situation settling between them. “Well, whatever it is, we’ll face it together. Right?”
Jason turned to her, the corners of his mouth lifting slightly. “Yeah, together. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
As she leaned her head on his shoulder, they sat in comfortable silence, enjoying the calm before the storm. But Lindsay felt a surge of determination bubbling within her. “You know, Jason, I want to help. I don’t just want to be your support—I want to be a part of this fight, whatever it is.”
He shifted to look at her, his expression a mix of surprise and concern. “Lindsay, I—”
“No, hear me out,” she interrupted gently. “You’ve let me in more than I expected, and I want to show you that I’m here for you, both as Jason and Gaim. I can help with research, logistics—whatever you need. You don’t have to do this alone.”
Jason’s brow furrowed, clearly wrestling with the idea. “But it’s dangerous. I don’t want to put you at risk.”
“I can handle myself,” she insisted, a fire igniting in her eyes. “I’ve been waiting for you to let me in, and I’m not going to back down now. We’re all in this together, right?”
His gaze softened, and he seemed to realize how serious she was. “Okay. If you really want to help, I won’t stop you. But promise me you’ll be careful. I can’t protect you if you throw yourself into danger.”
“I promise,” she said, a sense of purpose flooding her. “I’ll stay close and help however I can.”
As the conversation shifted back to the photos and research, Lindsay settled deeper into the couch, her head still resting on Jason’s shoulder. While flipping through the images, her gaze caught on something unusual in one of the photos.
“Wait a second,” she said, pulling away slightly to get a better look. “What’s that?”
Jason leaned in closer, squinting at the image she was pointing to. In the corner of one photo, a woman seemed to glow, almost fading out of frame. Her presence was ethereal, a stark contrast to the natural surroundings of the forest.
“Who is that?” Lindsay wondered aloud, feeling a shiver run down her spine. “Is that… part of the Inves?”
“I don’t know,” Jason replied, brow furrowing in confusion. “I didn’t see her when I took the photo. It looks like she’s almost... phasing in and out.”
s they continued to examine the photo, Jason’s expression shifted from curiosity to confusion. “This is strange,” he murmured, furrowing his brow. “Lindsay, this area is one of the deepest parts of the forest that Nick and I could venture into. It’s dangerous even for Gaim and Ryugen. We barely made it out.”
Lindsay looked up at him, her concern deepening. “What do you mean?”
“I mean, there’s something about this part of the forest,” he explained, glancing back at the photo. “The deeper you go, the more it loses its Earth-like quality. It becomes twisted and alien. The Inves are larger and more aggressive there, and the terrain itself is unpredictable. It’s not a place for anyone to be wandering around freely.”
“But that woman… she shouldn’t have made it that far,” Lindsay said, her heart racing. “It’s too dangerous. What if she’s in trouble?”
Jason shook his head, the worry evident in his eyes. “That’s what doesn’t make sense. How did she get there? And why? If she was there during our scouting, she could have been in serious danger. It feels wrong to think about.”
Lindsay frowned, trying to piece together the puzzle. “So, you think she might be connected to whatever is happening in the forest?”
“Possibly,” Jason replied, his tone serious. “If the Inves are evolving, then maybe something else is going on in those depths—something that can attract or influence people. It might not just be a matter of survival; there could be other forces at play.”
She nodded, her mind racing with possibilities. “We need to find out more. If she’s linked to the Inves or the forest, she could be a crucial piece of this mystery.”
Jason leaned back, frustration bubbling beneath the surface. “I want to help her if she needs it, but we can’t go charging in blindly. It’s not just about us anymore; we have to consider what else is lurking in those depths.”
As they lingered in the moment, Lindsay wrapped her arms around Jason, pulling him close. He felt a rush of warmth flood his cheeks, a mix of surprise and happiness at her affectionate gesture. “You have to keep coming back,” she said softly, her voice sincere. “Every time you ride that motorcycle, you need to come back to me.”
Jason's heart raced as he processed her words. “I will,” he promised, his voice barely above a whisper. “I wouldn’t dream of staying away.”
“Then promise me,” Lindsay said, her expression earnest. “Promise me you’ll always ride back home to me. No matter what happens out there.”
Jason met her gaze, the warmth of her words filling him with determination. “I promise, Lindsay. I’ll always come back to you.”
The next day, the atmosphere in Jason’s apartment buzzed with a newfound energy as Lindsay sat at the small table, typing away on her laptop. She was surrounded by the notes and photos they had collected, her brow furrowed in concentration. “Okay, guys,” she said, glancing up at Jason and Nick. “We need to organize our research on the forest and the Inves. We can’t just keep going in blind and hoping for the best.”
Nick raised an eyebrow, smirking as he leaned back in his chair. “Looks like someone’s ready to take charge. Your girlfriend really knows how to organize a team, huh?”
Jason chuckled, shaking his head. “She’s not my girlfriend… yet. She’s just really passionate about this.”
Lindsay shot him a playful glare. “I heard that, you know. And yes, I am passionate about this. We can’t afford to waste time or resources. If we want to understand the forest better, we need to collect samples and data systematically.”
Nick nodded, clearly impressed. “I think it’s great. I mean, you’re right. We need a plan if we’re going to take on whatever’s lurking out there.”
“Exactly,” Lindsay replied, her fingers flying across the keyboard. “I’m thinking we should break down our tasks. Jason, you can focus on scouting for new areas to explore, and I want you to take detailed notes on any changes you observe. Nick, I’d like you to gather samples of the flora and fauna we come across. We need to analyze everything we find to understand how the Inves are adapting.”
Jason smiled at her enthusiasm, feeling a mix of admiration and affection. “Sounds like a solid plan. I’ll do my best to get more intel out there.”
“Good,” Lindsay said, her tone confident. “We need to venture deeper into the forest to learn more. If we can find a safe route, we’ll minimize the risks and maximize our findings.”
Nick chuckled again. “You really have a knack for this. Maybe I should start taking notes from you.”
“Just doing what I can,” she said with a shrug, but Jason could see the spark in her eyes. She was in her element, and he couldn’t help but feel proud to be working alongside her.
The sun hung high in the sky as Gaim and Ryugen traversed the outskirts of the forest, their senses heightened. Suddenly, a shadow swept overhead, and they looked up to see a massive flying Inves swooping down toward them, its grotesque wings beating furiously against the air.
“This wasn’t part of Lindsay’s plan!” Nick shouted, gripping his Driver tightly as he prepared for battle.
“Yeah, no kidding!” Jason replied, swiftly activating his Driver. “I’ll handle it! Time to switch up!” He inserted the strawberry lockseed into his Sengoku Driver, the familiar sound echoing as he called out, “Strawberry!”
With a flash of light, Gaim transformed into his Strawberry Arms, his armor glistening with vibrant red and green accents. He focused on the airborne creature, raising his arm as a wave of kunai shaped like strawberries materialized around him.
“Take this!” he shouted, launching the kunai at the Inves. The projectiles shot through the air with precision, striking the creature and sending it spiraling down from the sky with a deafening roar.
“Nice shot!” Nick called out, his eyes narrowing as he switched his Driver to Kiwi Arms. “I’m going in!” He activated the lockseed, transforming into Ryugen. The armor shifted around him, donning a fresh green hue, and he grasped his Kiwi Slicers, ready for action.
As the Inves crashed to the ground, it writhed in pain, trying to regain its footing. Ryugen charged forward, his Kiwi Slicers glowing as he closed the distance. “Time for some up-close action!” He slashed at the beast, expertly dodging its desperate strikes while delivering precise, powerful cuts with his weapons.
Gaim watched as Ryugen moved in for the attack, impressed by his partner’s agility. “Let’s finish this together!” he called, preparing for their ultimate combo.
Nick nodded, grinning as he ducked beneath the creature's thrashing limbs. “On my signal!” He spun around, slashing with his Kiwi Slicers, creating openings for Gaim to strike.
Gaim took a deep breath, readying himself. “Now!” He lunged forward, unleashing a flurry of kunai while Ryugen followed up with a rapid series of slashes. The combination overwhelmed the Inves, pushing it back and preventing it from recovering.
With a final, decisive blow, Gaim shouted, “Strawberry Slice!” He drew his arm back, channeling energy into the kunai before launching them in a spiraling wave. The barrage of strawberry-shaped projectiles struck the Inves, causing a massive explosion of fruit-flavored energy, sending the creature crashing to the ground for the final time.
Panting heavily, Gaim and Ryugen stood back, watching as the defeated Inves dissolved into a cloud of glittering particles. “That was intense!” Nick exclaimed, pulling off his helmet and looking at Jason with exhilaration. “We handled that pretty well!”
“Yeah, we did!” Jason replied, adrenaline still pumping through his veins.
As Jason and Nick began to make their way back, Jason’s eyes were drawn to a patch of vibrant flowers blooming amidst the greenery. They looked unlike anything he had seen before, their petals radiating a soft, luminescent glow. Curiosity piqued, he pulled out his phone and snapped a few quick photos.
“Nick, check this out!” Jason called over, pointing to the unusual flowers. “These look way different from the fruits we’ve collected.”
Nick approached, intrigued. “They’re beautiful! Do you think they’re safe to—”
Before he could finish, Jason reached down and plucked one of the flowers. As soon as he did, a strange energy pulsed through the air, and they both felt a sudden shift. In an instant, the flower transformed into a clunky, colorful lockseed, the design resembling the petals of the flower they had just picked.
“Whoa! What just happened?” Nick exclaimed, holding the lockseed up to the light.
“Let’s find out!” Jason replied, excitement surging through him. They clicked the lockseeds together, and as they did, the flowers grew larger and unfolded, revealing two sleek motorcycles with rose-inspired designs—Rose Attackers.
“Nice! These are perfect!” Jason grinned, mounting his new motorcycle, the engine purring with energy beneath him.
“Let’s see what these babies can do!” Nick said, revving the engine of his Rose Attacker. They both took off, the wind whipping past them as they sped through the forest, the unique motorcycles gliding effortlessly over the terrain.
“Check this out!” Jason shouted, pulling ahead and executing a smooth drift around a tree. The Rose Attacker responded beautifully, allowing him to maintain control while showcasing their new ride.
“Not bad, Gaim!” Nick called out, matching Jason’s moves as he zipped alongside him. “These motorcycles feel amazing!”
As they raced through the forest, Jason couldn’t help but feel a sense of freedom and exhilaration. The Rose Attackers allowed them to navigate the terrain with speed and agility, and he was grateful for this unexpected turn of events.
“I can’t believe we just found these!” Jason laughed, exhilaration surging through him as they rode side by side. “What do you think Lindsay will say when we tell her?”
“Knowing her, she’ll probably want to take one for a spin!” Nick replied, chuckling as they navigated a narrow path lined with trees. “But let’s not keep her waiting too long. We need to report back and see if there are any other surprises waiting for us!”
After an exhilarating ride through the forest, Jason returned to the lab on his newly acquired Rose Attacker, the sound of the motorcycle echoing through the hallway. Lindsay looked up from her workstation, her eyes widening in surprise at the sight of him.
“Whoa! What’s that?” she exclaimed, rushing over to inspect the stunning motorcycle.
“This is my new ride!” Jason said, grinning ear to ear. “Nick and I found a flower lockseed that transformed into these motorcycles.”
As if on cue, Nick revved the engine of his own Rose Attacker nearby, the vibrant colors shining in the light. “And it rides like a dream!” he called out, clearly enjoying himself.
Lindsay beamed, excitement bubbling over. “This is incredible! You guys are really uncovering some secrets in the forest.”
“Yeah, we took a bunch of notes while we were out there,” Jason replied. “But we got attacked pretty early on, so we had to cut our trip short.”
Lindsay's expression shifted to concern. “Attacked? By what?”
“Just some flying Inves. Nothing we couldn’t handle, but it caught us off guard,” Jason said, shrugging it off. “We managed to take it down using our new lockseeds and some teamwork, but it was definitely unexpected.”
“Thank goodness you’re okay!” Lindsay said, relief flooding her voice. She quickly flipped through the notes, her eyes scanning the details Jason had collected. “These are great! We need to analyze this data and figure out how we can use it moving forward.”
As she focused on the notes, Jason stole a glance at her, feeling a mix of admiration and concern. “You’re really dedicated to this, aren’t you?” he asked softly.
Lindsay looked up, her expression earnest. “Of course. I want to help you guys, and I want to understand what we’re dealing with. This forest is full of surprises, and I want to make sure you’re both safe.”
Jason nodded, appreciating her support. “Thanks, Lindsay. It means a lot.”
Nick rode over on his Rose Attacker, the engine purring smoothly. “You guys should try these out together sometime! They’re a blast!” he said, grinning.
“Definitely. I still prefer the Sakura Hurricane for now, though,” Jason replied, glancing back at Lindsay. “But these Rose Attackers are a solid addition.”
“Just wait until you see what else we can find out there!” Nick added enthusiastically.
As Jason, Nick, and Lindsay delved deeper into their research, the enigmatic Baron navigated the same twisting paths of the Inves Forest. He had been meticulously exploring its depths, seeking not just adventure but power.
The Baron had spent hours clashing with various Inves, using his formidable skills to hone his abilities and discover new lockseeds. Each battle was a test, and he relished every moment, relishing the thrill of the fight and the promise of becoming even stronger.
Today, he had found something extraordinary—an array of flower lockseeds unlike any he had encountered before. With a sly grin, he activated one, watching as it transformed into a sleek Rose Attacker beneath him. The motorcycle purred to life, its floral designs shimmering in the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy above.
Mounting the Rose Attacker, the Baron felt a rush of exhilaration. This was more than just transportation; it was an extension of himself, a powerful ally for his journey deeper into the forest. He revved the engine, the sound echoing like a challenge against the tranquil surroundings, and sped forward, the trees blurring past him as he embraced the thrill of the ride.
As he rode, the Baron felt an undeniable pull toward the heart of the forest, where the mysteries—and the Inves—lay thick. He was on a quest not just for power, but for answers. The forest had secrets, and he was determined to uncover them, no matter what stood in his way.



As the Baron navigated the winding paths of the Inves Forest on his Rose Attacker, he felt the atmosphere shift. The air thickened with anticipation, the silence punctuated only by the soft rustle of leaves and the distant calls of unseen creatures. His senses heightened; he was not merely a rider in this realm—he was a predator seeking prey.
Suddenly, a flicker of movement caught his eye. He slowed, peering through the dense underbrush. There, in a clearing, a group of Inves were gathered. These weren’t the typical low-level beasts he had faced before; they appeared larger and more menacing, their forms twisting in the shadows. Their presence hinted at a greater threat lurking nearby.
With determination coursing through him, the Baron dismounted his Rose Attacker, adrenaline surging as he prepared for the next confrontation. He could feel the energy of the forest pulsating around him, urging him forward. He reached for a new lockseed, his fingers brushing against its surface—Mango.
“Let’s see what you’ve got!” he declared, inserting the lockseed into his Driver with a satisfying click. The transformation was swift and explosive, his Mango Punisher materializing in his hands.
With a fierce cry, he charged at the nearest Inves, his weapon poised for attack. The brute force of the Mango Punisher contrasted sharply with his previous strategies of quickness and precision. He raised the massive weapon high above his head, feeling its weight shift as he focused on his target.
“Crush!” he shouted, bringing the Mango Punisher down with all his might. The impact resonated through the forest, shaking the very ground beneath him. The Inves barely had time to react as the weapon descended like a falling star, smashing into its grotesque form with a bone-crunching force.
The creature was obliterated in an instant, its body splintering apart under the weight of the attack. The Baron stood over the remnants, breathing heavily, the thrill of brute strength fueling his confidence. He reveled in the sensation of raw power—the simplicity of destruction.
“Looks like brute strength has its perks after all,” he smirked, his eyes scanning the area for more foes.
The forest responded with a hushed whisper, the shadows shifting as more Inves emerged from the depths. They encircled him, their eyes glowing with malice, but the Baron felt undeterred. He could hear the faint echoes of the woman’s warning in the back of his mind, but for now, he was consumed by the thrill of battle.
With the Mango Punisher gripped firmly in his hands, he readied himself for the next assault. “Come at me!” he taunted, the anticipation of conflict electrifying the air around him.
As the Inves lunged, he swung the Mango Punisher with practiced ease, using its weight to his advantage. Each swing was a devastating arc of power, crashing through the ranks of the creatures. The force of his strikes left a trail of destruction in their wake, and the Inves faltered under his onslaught.
But amidst the chaos, he remained vigilant, aware that strength alone wouldn’t be enough to conquer this forest entirely. He would need to combine it with strategy and insight—the very qualities that had led him to this point.
After dispatching several more Inves, he paused, scanning the area for any signs of the deeper mysteries of the forest. It was time to strike a balance between his newfound brute strength and the finesse that had brought him this far.
As the Baron rode deeper into the heart of the forest, a sense of unease began to settle in the pit of his stomach. The air felt charged, thick with energy and tension, as if the very atmosphere was warning him of impending danger. He tightened his grip on the Banana Lance, ready for anything.
Suddenly, a figure emerged from the shadows—a Rider, clad in striking white and light green armor that exuded an aura of power and authority. The armor was samurai-inspired, yet distinctly different from the design of Gaim. This was no ordinary foe. The Rider carried a Unrivaled Saber that gleamed ominously in the filtered light of the forest, and in his other hand, he wielded a massive shield known as the Melon Defender.
“What are you?” the Baron demanded, assessing the situation. “Who do you think you are?”
The mysterious Rider responded with a confident smirk, “I am Zangetsu, and you will find that I am not to be trifled with.” Without warning, he charged forward, the Melon Defender raised high.
Caught off guard, the Baron barely had time to react as Zangetsu swung his saber. He instinctively shifted into his Banana Arms, raising the Banana Lance to defend himself. The clash rang out like a thunderbolt, the sound echoing through the trees. Baron quickly realized he was on the defensive, forced to evade rather than attack as Zangetsu pressed the assault.
Zangetsu moved with fluid grace, his skill apparent in the way he maneuvered his weapons. He used the Melon Defender to block and deflect the Baron’s attacks, easily countering with swift strikes from his Unrivaled Saber.
The Baron struggled to keep up, his own experience proving insufficient against the relentless barrage. Zangetsu expertly disarmed him, sending the Banana Lance flying from his grip. The Baron staggered backward, regaining his balance just in time to see Zangetsu poised to strike again.
Switching tactics, the Baron activated his Mango Arms, wielding the two-handed Mango Punisher with renewed determination. He swung with brute force, hoping to overpower his opponent through sheer strength. But Zangetsu was unfazed, his movements precise and calculated.
“You’ll need more than just brute force to defeat me,” Zangetsu taunted, sidestepping a swing from the Mango Punisher.
The Baron felt the frustration rising within him as Zangetsu deftly countered his attacks, the Melon Defender absorbing the blows with ease. Just as he thought he might gain the upper hand, Zangetsu unleashed a flurry of strikes with the Unrivaled Saber, overwhelming the Baron.
With a decisive move, Zangetsu activated his Melon Sparking, channeling energy into a devastating attack. The Baron barely had time to react as Zangetsu closed the distance, striking with a speed that left him breathless.
In an instant, the fight was over. The Baron fell to the ground, consciousness slipping away as he realized he had been bested. His last thoughts were of acknowledgment—Zangetsu was undeniably the strongest opponent he had faced, at least for now.
As darkness enveloped him, the last thing he heard was the sound of Zangetsu's voice, lingering in the air like a challenge: “You may rise again, but remember this—strength alone is not enough.”
With that, the forest fell silent, the only evidence of their clash the lingering energy in the air and the faint rustling of leaves in the distance.
As the stories of Gaim, Ryugen, and even Baron circulated throughout the city, capturing the attention of the public and inspiring a sense of hope, a new duo emerged on the scene. Unlike their predecessors, who were driven by a sense of duty and responsibility, these two were a pair of hotshot rookies who seemed more focused on fame and recognition than the well-being of those they were supposed to protect.
The first of the duo was a punk with a wild, rebellious spirit. With spiky hair and a black outfit that matched his fierce attitude, he wielded the power of the Pinecone Lockseed, transforming into the black-clad warrior known as Shadow. Armed with his weapon, the Shadow Pine, he had a knack for showmanship, reveling in the thrill of the spotlight and the cheers of the crowd.
Beside him stood his counterpart, a well-dressed nobleman whose refined appearance contrasted sharply with Shadow’s punk persona. He wielded the Acorn Lockseed, becoming the brown warrior known as Gridon. His weapon, the Acorn Hammer, was as grand as his ambitions, and he too sought to bask in the glory that came with being a Rider. Together, they flaunted their abilities, performing over-the-top stunts and daring feats that dazzled onlookers.
Rather than focusing on genuine heroics, Shadow and Gridon made a spectacle of themselves. They thrived on the attention they garnered, always seeking to outdo one another in their quest for fame. Social media buzzed with their antics, and they quickly became all the rage, capturing the imagination of the public with their flashy moves and charismatic banter.
As Gaim and Ryugen continued to fight valiantly against the Inves, Shadow and Gridon found ways to exploit the chaos for their own gain. They often arrived on the scene of battles after the real heroes had already put in the hard work, swooping in to take credit and make dramatic entrances.
“Look at us!” Shadow would shout, brandishing his Shadow Pine with flair. “We’re the ones who really saved the day!”
Gridon, ever the smooth talker, would follow up with a grin. “With style and grace, of course! What’s a hero without a proper image?”
Their antics didn’t go unnoticed by Jason and Nick. While they were busy working to understand the forest and the Inves, they couldn’t help but feel a mix of annoyance and concern at the antics of Shadow and Gridon. They were riding on the coattails of true heroes, and it was clear their motivations were far from noble.
“I can’t believe these guys,” Nick muttered, watching a livestream of Shadow and Gridon flexing for the cameras after a minor scuffle with a few low-level Inves. “It’s like they think this is all just a game.”
Eventually, Lindsay found herself in the middle of a growing crowd that had gathered around Shadow and Gridon, the duo that had taken the city by storm. Their identities were well known, and as they basked in the attention, Gridon spotted Lindsay. With a charming smile, he approached her, confidence radiating from his every move.
“Hey there, gorgeous. What’s a girl like you doing with those two when you could be with a real warrior like me?” he said, his tone smooth but laced with an air of entitlement.
Lindsay rolled her eyes, crossing her arms. “I’m not interested, Gridon. I’m here to support my friends, not to play your little games.”
Shadow chimed in, smirking. “What’s the matter? You don’t want to be with the heroes everyone’s talking about? I mean, look at us!”
Frustration bubbled up in Nick as he watched the scene unfold. He stepped forward, ready to confront the pair. “You guys need to show some respect! Just because you’ve got a flashy image doesn’t mean you can act like this.”
“Whoa, back off, man,” Gridon said, waving a dismissive hand. “You don’t want to get in our way. This is our time to shine, and you’re just jealous you can’t get the attention we do.”
As the crowd continued to grow, curious onlookers began to murmur, wondering why Lindsay was turning down someone as popular as Gridon. Whispers filled the air: “Why wouldn’t she want to be with him?” and “Look at all the people he attracts!”
At that moment, Jason walked up, sensing the tension in the air. He recognized the two Riders but didn't reveal his connection to them. “What’s going on here?” he asked, his tone calm yet assertive as he placed himself between Lindsay and the two Riders.
Shadow grinned, folding his arms. “Just enlightening her on who the real heroes are, buddy. You know how it is—”
Before he could finish, Lindsay stepped forward, her voice sharp and unyielding. “You two are ridiculous. You think this is all a game, don’t you? Just look at how you’re treating people. You’re not heroes; you’re just chasing clout.”
The crowd fell silent, surprised by Lindsay’s boldness. Jason and Nick exchanged glances, proud of her courage but wary of how Shadow and Gridon would react.
Gridon scoffed, clearly taken aback. “Excuse me? We’re the ones out there fighting. You’re just another face in the crowd.”
Lindsay shook her head, her expression fierce. “You think it’s all about fame and attention? Real heroes don’t act like you two. They protect people and put their lives on the line, not just for show. You might have a crowd around you now, but when the chips are down, we’ll see who stands up.”
Jason felt a surge of pride for her as the crowd began to murmur in agreement, inspired by her words.
“Let’s go, Lindsay,” he said, gently nudging her away from the scene. “You don’t need to waste your time with them.”
Nick stood beside her, backing her up. “We’ve got more important things to focus on than their egos.”
As they turned to leave, the tension hung in the air, and Lindsay shot one last glare at Shadow and Gridon. “Good luck with your little fame game. Just remember, when things get tough, it’s the real heroes who come through. Not the ones chasing popularity.”
As the tension in the air thickened, Lindsay felt her heart race. She had turned to walk away from the confrontation when Shadow transformed, his armor flashing into existence with a dramatic flare. He grabbed her by the shoulder, anger blazing in his eyes. “You think you can just disrespect us and walk away? You’ve got some nerve!”
Lindsay's surprise quickly morphed into indignation. “I’m not interested in your bravado, so let go of me!”
Gridon, caught off guard by Shadow’s aggressive move, raised his hands in a placating gesture. “Hey, man, chill out. This isn’t how heroes act,” he said, his tone hesitant.
Jason, standing nearby and observing the scene unfold, immediately sensed the escalating confrontation. He couldn’t let things get out of hand, especially not in front of Lindsay. With determination etched on his face, he stepped between them, forcefully tossing Shadow’s hand off her shoulder. “If you want to fight, then fight me,” he declared, his voice steady but laced with an underlying challenge.
A ripple of whispers spread through the gathering crowd. Gridon raised an eyebrow, his amusement evident. “This nobody thinks he can challenge us? What a joke.. But why does he look so familiar?”
Just as the atmosphere reached a boiling point, Baron appeared on the scene, having overheard the escalating tension. His presence commanded attention as he transformed right in front of the crowd, revealing himself without a hint of concern. “I want to see if these rookies are more than just talk,” he said, his voice booming with confidence.
Gridon glanced at Shadow, and after a moment of silent agreement, he transformed as well. “Alright, two on one should be quick work,” he stated, readying his weapon with a swagger that belied his inexperience.
As the fight began, Baron stood his ground against the duo, demonstrating his skill. He dodged their attacks with practiced ease, countering with precision. Yet, as the fight continued, it became evident that Baron was struggling. Shadow and Gridon, while lacking in training, were relentless in their pursuit, and two against one proved to be a challenge even for the seasoned fighter.
Jason knew he had to intervene. Watching Baron work to keep the duo at bay made him realize that time was running out. He quickly pulled out his Driver, adrenaline coursing through him as he ran toward the scene.
Jason felt the adrenaline surge through him as he prepared to transform. With a determined shout, he raised his Driver high, calling out, “Henshin!” The words echoed in the air, drawing the attention of everyone around him.
In an instant, a brilliant flash of light enveloped him, illuminating the space as the energy coalesced around him. The familiar armor of Gaim materialized, piece by piece, with each segment fitting seamlessly into place. First came the sleek, orange chest plate emblazoned with intricate designs, followed by the vibrant blue accents that radiated power. His helmet formed last, encasing his head in a protective embrace while the visor glimmered like a beacon.
As the transformation completed, Gaim stood tall and resolute, the embodiment of strength and courage. The crowd gasped in awe, their whispers quickly turning into excited shouts as they recognized the legendary hero before them.
“Gaim!” they cheered, the name resonating through the throng as he flexed his arms, the Unrivaled Saber gleaming at his side. Jason felt the weight of their expectations and the responsibility that came with his role, but also a sense of empowerment. He was not just Jason anymore; he was Gaim, the hero they needed in this chaotic world.
“Let’s settle this,” he declared, his voice steady and confident as he stepped forward, ready to face the challenges that lay ahead.
With a fluid motion, he wielded the Orange Slasher and his Unrivaled Saber, expertly knocking away Shadow and Gridon, sending them sprawling back in surprise. The crowd erupted in cheers and gasps, their excitement palpable as they witnessed the true identity of Gaim.
“Enough!” Jason’s voice rang out, his tone commanding yet filled with purpose. “This isn’t how heroes behave!”
As Gaim stepped forward, his dual swordsmanship shone. He moved with agility and strength, using his weapons not just to attack, but to break up the escalating conflict. With every swing, he demonstrated the skills that had made him a legend in the fight against the Inves.
Baron, catching his breath, couldn’t help but feel a surge of respect for the hero who had come to his aid. “You really are the real deal, Gaim,” he admitted, ready to fight alongside him against the inexperienced duo.
As Gaim skillfully engaged both Shadow and Gridon, he couldn’t help but notice their lack of coordination. “You two may have the numbers,” he said, dodging a poorly aimed strike, “but you’re relying too much on bravado and not enough on training. If you want to be heroes, you need to work together.”
Gridon, frustrated, tried to charge at Gaim but was swiftly blocked. “We can take you!” he shouted defiantly.
“Prove it!” Gaim retorted, spinning gracefully and disarming Gridon with a flick of his wrist.
The crowd cheered louder, chanting Gaim's name as he displayed his mastery of combat. With a swift move, he knocked Shadow to the ground, his weapon poised at the ready. “This is your last chance. Stand down and learn what it means to be a hero, or face the consequences.”
Shadow, realizing the futility of the situation, exchanged a glance with Gridon, who was still struggling to regain his footing. “Fine,” Shadow spat, the anger in his voice dissipating as he raised his hands in surrender. “We’ll back off for now.”
As the two rookies retreated, Baron turned to Gaim, a newfound respect in his eyes. “You’ve got a way of commanding the spotlight,” he remarked, a smirk tugging at his lips. “I guess that’s what makes you Gaim.”
Gaim nodded, his expression softening as he glanced at Lindsay, who had been watching the whole encounter. Her eyes were wide with admiration and relief. “Thanks for having my back, Gaim,” Baron continued, clapping Jason on the shoulder. “But maybe next time, we could team up instead of showing off for the crowd?”
Jason chuckled, a sense of camaraderie blooming in the moment. “I’m always up for a partnership, just as long as it’s for the right reasons.”
As the crowd began to disperse, their excitement still buzzing in the air, Lindsay stepped forward, her gaze fixed on Jason. “You were amazing,” she said, her voice filled with sincerity.
“Just doing what I can,” Jason replied, a hint of bashfulness creeping into his tone. “But it’s more than that. I need to protect those I care about, especially you.”
As the dust began to settle from the fight, Jason’s attention shifted to Baron. He noticed the way Baron moved; it was subtle but telling. The confident bravado that had defined his demeanor moments before had waned, replaced by a slight wince as he clutched his side. Something was definitely off.
“Hey, you okay?” Jason called out, concern creeping into his voice.
Baron waved him off, trying to appear unfazed. “I’m fine. Just a scratch.”
But Jason wasn’t buying it. He rushed over and propped Baron’s arm over his shoulder, instinctively shifting into a supportive stance. “Give it a rest. You’re clearly injured,” he insisted, helping him move away from the commotion of the crowd. “Those two idiots might have seriously hurt you with their recklessness. You can’t keep doing this all alone, you know?”
As Mason hesitated, the facade of toughness cracked. “Fine. You win,” he muttered. “I’m Mason. Let’s get this over with.”
With Jason supporting him, they made their way to Jason's apartment, with Lindsay and Nick following closely behind. As they entered, the atmosphere shifted from the tense confrontation outside to a more casual environment, though the urgency remained palpable.
Jason guided Mason to the couch, carefully lowering him down. “Just sit tight; we need to assess your injuries,” he said, grabbing a first-aid kit from a nearby shelf.
Lindsay moved closer, her brow furrowed in concern. “What happened out there?” she asked, pulling out some antiseptic wipes. “You looked like you were really struggling against those two.”
Mason winced as Jason began to clean a gash on his arm. “I was in a fight earlier,” he admitted, trying to steady his breathing. “I thought I’d recovered enough to take on the white one—Zangetsu. He’s tougher than he looks. Those two idiots just made things worse with their recklessness.”
“Yeah, they definitely don’t train like we do,” Jason replied, shaking his head. “You need to take better care of yourself. You’re not invincible, you know?”
Mason shot him a sharp look. “And you think you’re in a position to lecture me about care? You’re the one who jumps into fights without a second thought!”
“Touché,” Jason admitted, a hint of a smile playing on his lips. “But seriously, you’ve got to stop being a lone wolf. You’re better off working with others, even if it means putting up with their egos.”
Nick chimed in, “We’re all in this together, man. It’s not just about individual glory. We’ve seen how fast things can turn chaotic. Trust me, you’d be stronger with us.”
As the atmosphere in Jason's apartment began to settle, Mason glanced at Nick, his curiosity piqued. “So, who are you, anyway?”
Nick crossed his arms and smirked. “I’m Ryugen. Nice to meet you.”
Mason raised an eyebrow, a mixture of surprise and respect crossing his face. “Ryugen, huh? I’ve heard of you. The guy with the Grape Lockseed. Impressive.”
“Thanks,” Nick replied, a hint of pride in his voice. “And you’re the guy with the Banana Lance, right? I didn’t expect to see you here after that scuffle.”
“Yeah, well, things didn’t go as planned,” Mason admitted, rubbing the back of his neck
Jason leaned forward, his interest piqued. “So, what’s the deal with Zangetsu? You mentioned him earlier. What do you know about him?”
Mason sighed, his expression growing serious again. “Zangetsu is a powerful Rider I encountered in the deeper parts of the forest. He wields the same Unrivaled Saber as Gaim and has this massive shield he uses to block attacks.”
Lindsay frowned, recalling the photo from earlier. “Wait, isn’t he the one glowing in that picture?”
“No,” Mason replied, shaking his head. “That figure in the photo was a different person. I’m not sure who she is, but it’s strange to see someone glowing like that in such a dangerous area. Zangetsu is a skilled fighter, but he’s not the one glowing. I thought I could handle him, but he took me by surprise. His skill is insane.”
“Is he a threat?” Nick asked, concern etched on his face. “I mean, we’re trying to figure out how to handle the Inves. The last thing we need is another powerful Rider complicating things.”
Mason shrugged, wincing slightly as he shifted on the couch. “It’s hard to say. He seemed to have his own agenda, but I don’t think he’s an outright enemy. He’s definitely not like the two wannabes you had to deal with earlier. He fights with purpose. I just wish I knew what it was.”
“Sounds like we need to keep an eye on him,” Jason said, determination in his voice. “If he’s as strong as you say, he could be a valuable ally—or a serious threat. Either way, we need to gather more intel.”
Mason leaned back on the couch, the weight of his injuries momentarily forgotten as he spoke. “Listen, I’m not here for some petty heroism or glory. I’m more interested in testing my strength. That’s why I’ve been spending so much time in the forest. It’s a place where I can push myself without the distraction of people who think they’re saving the world.”
Nick exchanged glances with Jason, unsure how to respond. “So you just want to fight?”
“Pretty much,” Mason replied, his expression serious. “But I’d rather not have to deal with those two wannabes trying to prove themselves. With someone like Zangetsu out there, who actually knows what he’s doing, I can’t afford to be a target.”
Lindsay crossed her arms, her frustration growing. “So you’re telling us you’re just going to run off and do your own thing while we’re out here trying to figure out how to protect people? That’s not how this works, Mason.”
He raised an eyebrow, unfazed. “I’m not here to play the hero. If I wanted to, I’d be doing it alone. But I will work with you guys—as long as you don’t get in my way.”
Jason nodded, understanding Mason’s perspective. “I get it. We all have our reasons for fighting, and if you want to challenge your strength, that’s your choice. Just know that if you need us, we’ll be there.”
Mason smirked slightly, a hint of camaraderie shining through. “Looks like we’re not so different after all. I respect a good rivalry.”
“Same here,” Jason replied, feeling a connection form between them. “Just keep in mind, we’re all on the same side against the Inves and whatever else is lurking out there. But if we cross paths in the forest, don’t think I’ll hold back.”
Lindsay, still frustrated with Mason’s attitude, interjected, “Just remember, we’re not here to babysit you, either. You may want to challenge yourself, but we’re trying to keep people safe. Don’t let your ego get in the way of that.”
“Fair enough,” Mason replied, acknowledging her concern. “Just keep your eyes open. If we run into Zangetsu, or if those two idiots try to start something, I’ll fight alongside you. But I won’t change my style for anyone.”
Lindsay sighed, realizing that Mason’s stubbornness was unlikely to change anytime soon. “Just… be careful, okay? You may not care about being a hero, but we do.”
The atmosphere in the forest was thick with tension as Baron and Ryugen squared off. The sounds of rustling leaves and distant calls of wildlife surrounded them, but all attention was focused on the two Riders. Jason stood off to the side, transformed into Gaim, but he remained on standby, ready to assist if necessary. Next to him, Lindsay was mounted on the Sakura Hurricane, her eyes darting between the two combatants, a mix of worry and curiosity etched on her face.
“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Lindsay asked, her voice low. “We’ve already seen how unpredictable this forest can be, and now they want to spar?”
Jason shrugged slightly, glancing at the two Riders. “It’s a chance for them to test their strengths against each other. They need to know what they’re capable of if they’re going to work together. Besides, we’re here if anything goes wrong.”
Lindsay nodded, but her unease remained. “I just wish we could focus on our research instead. We have so many unanswered questions about the Drivers and Lockseeds. But all we’ve done is fight and run into more Inves.”
“Trust me, I get it,” Jason replied, glancing at the forest around them. “But sometimes, you need to know what your allies are made of. Plus, this sparring match could teach us something important about the Drivers and Lockseeds. Look at how they each fight; we might pick up some tactics or techniques we can use later.”
As they spoke, the sparring match began in earnest. Baron transformed into his Banana Arms, his confidence radiating as he brandished the Banana Lance. Ryugen, now in his Kiwi Arms, matched his energy, gripping the Kiwi Slicers tightly, ready for a quick and agile fight.
“Let’s see what you’ve got!” Mason taunted, charging forward and thrusting the Banana Lance at Nick.
Nick dodged gracefully, using his agility to weave around Mason’s attack before countering with a quick slice of his Kiwi Slicers. The two exchanged blows, the sound of their weapons clashing echoing through the forest.
Lindsay watched intently, her mind racing with thoughts of their research. “I wish we could analyze their movements. There’s so much we can learn just by observing them.”
Jason glanced at her, sensing her frustration. “We will. Once they’re done, we can break down their techniques. You know how they both use their Lockseeds; they each have different strengths and weaknesses.”
As the sparring match continued, Baron showcased his brute strength, utilizing the sheer weight of his attacks to force Ryugen on the defensive. But Nick’s training was evident as he adeptly countered Mason’s powerful strikes, moving in close to exploit any opening. The back-and-forth was intense, but it was clear that both Riders were holding back, not wanting to seriously injure one another.
Lindsay leaned forward, eyes narrowing as she focused on their footwork. “See how Mason charges in? He relies on overwhelming strength. But Nick is using his speed and agility to stay just out of reach. If we could harness those tactics in our research, we could learn so much more about how these Lockseeds function in combat.”
Jason nodded, impressed by her observations. “Exactly. The way they adapt their fighting styles could give us insights into the different Lockseeds and how they can be utilized effectively.”
Just then, Mason launched a powerful overhead strike with his Banana Lance, which Nick barely managed to block with his Slicers. The impact sent a shockwave through the ground, and Lindsay felt the vibrations beneath her. “Maybe we should be ready to jump in if this gets too intense,” she suggested, gripping the handles of her motorcycle.
“Agreed,” Jason said, ready to transform at a moment’s notice. “But let’s see how they handle




Ever since their disappointing loss to Gaim, Shadow and Gridon had been struggling to maintain their image as the new hotshots of the Rider community. The public’s enthusiasm for them had waned, and the duo felt the pressure mounting as they attempted to salvage their reputations. They set out to create a training video, hoping to showcase their skills and regain some credibility.
As the cameras rolled, Shadow flexed his muscles dramatically, trying to embody the tough persona he had cultivated. “This is how you really train as a Rider!” he boasted, glancing at Gridon, who was nodding enthusiastically, albeit with a hint of uncertainty. They went through a few warm-up routines, but it was clear their lack of discipline and actual training was showing.
Just as they were about to demonstrate some combat techniques, a figure emerged from the trees, capturing the attention of everyone present. It was a muscular man with striking features and an undeniable aura of confidence. Dressed in a fitted training outfit, he had an almost otherworldly charm about him. The crowd paused, intrigued, as he approached.
“Seems like you two could use a real lesson in combat,” he said with a smirk, eyes glinting with mischief. “Let me show you how it’s done.”
Before Shadow or Gridon could respond, the man produced a Lockseed, activating it with a flourish. The transformation was mesmerizing; he turned into a spiky green warrior named Bravo, the power of the Durian Lockseed radiating from him. Armed with twin short swords shaped like saws, he embodied strength and agility.
The camera rolled, capturing the moment as Bravo declared, “Time to show these wannabe heroes what real fighting looks like!”
Shadow and Gridon exchanged glances, their bravado faltering as they realized they might have bitten off more than they could chew. Bravo launched himself into action, moving with grace and precision that left the crowd in awe. He effortlessly dodged their attacks and countered with a series of quick, fluid strikes, the Durian Saws spinning through the air.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Bravo teased, spinning to evade a clumsy strike from Shadow before delivering a powerful kick that sent him sprawling. Gridon tried to capitalize on the distraction, but Bravo was already there, disarming him with a swift move and sending him tumbling to the ground as well.
The video continued to roll as Bravo charmed the crowd, effortlessly dispatching both fighters. “These so-called heroes are all show and no substance!” he proclaimed, his voice echoing through the forest. “If you want to be a real Rider, you need to train harder and leave the theatrics behind!”
As the crowd cheered, Shadow and Gridon lay defeated on the ground, their faces flushed with embarrassment. They had come to reclaim their image but were now the butt of Bravo’s performance, which was quickly becoming the talk of the town. With the audience captivated by Bravo’s charisma and skill, Shadow and Gridon’s attempts to assert themselves as heroes crumbled further.
In the aftermath of the video’s release, social media exploded with comments praising Bravo and deriding the duo. Shadow and Gridon quickly realized they had a long way to go to recover from this blow to their pride, as they watched the tide of public opinion shift away from them once again.
Bravo’s rise to fame was meteoric, his training videos trending widely on social media as he effortlessly dispatched Inves while charming the crowd with his bravado. The more he fought, the more he captured the public's attention, showcasing not just his strength but also a flair for showmanship that left others in the dust.
However, amid the cheers and accolades, Bravo’s competitive spirit flared. He couldn’t shake off the nagging feeling that there were still figures in the Rider community who needed to be put in their places—namely Baron and Ryugen. Both were undeniably capable, but Bravo’s frustration boiled over at their differing attitudes towards heroism.
“Baron thinks he can just waltz around acting like he owns the place,” Bravo muttered to himself one evening after dispatching yet another wave of Inves. “And Ryugen? He’s too busy playing the reluctant hero to take this seriously. It’s time someone reminded them what it means to truly fight for the people.”
Determined to confront Baron, Bravo began his search through the depths of the forest, where the fighting was fiercest. He needed to send a clear message to Baron about what it meant to be a hero. As he rode through the shadows, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he needed to face Ryugen too; the duo of Gaim and Ryugen had become synonymous with strength and courage, but Bravo questioned if they truly embodied the ideal of heroism.
He had heard whispers about Gaim’s impressive feats, and while he respected the blue and orange warrior’s skills, there was a part of him that craved a personal confrontation. “If Gaim is the perfect example of a hero,” Bravo thought, “then I need to see it for myself. I need to prove to myself and everyone else that I can surpass him.”
Finally, Bravo caught up with Baron, who was in the middle of a training session, honing his skills in an isolated part of the forest. Dismounting his Rose Attacker, Bravo approached, arms crossed, with an air of confidence that radiated intensity.
“Mason,” he called out, his voice cutting through the forest air. “We need to talk.”
Baron, mid-stretch, turned to see Bravo striding toward him. “What do you want, Bravo? I’m busy,” he replied, his tone flat and uninterested.
“Busy pretending to be a hero? Look, I know you think you’re hot stuff, but it’s time you realized the weight of that title. You’re not just fighting for yourself anymore. You have a responsibility.”
Mason’s brow furrowed at Bravo’s words. “You don’t know anything about me. I fight my battles how I see fit.”
“That’s exactly the problem,” Bravo shot back. “You’re too focused on your own strength. What about those who look up to you? They need more than just power; they need someone who cares!”
As the two clashed verbally, the tension escalated. Mason took a step closer, his expression hardening. “You think you know everything about heroism? You’re just a showman. I’ve seen more in battle than you can imagine.”
“Is that so?” Bravo challenged, stepping into Mason’s space, their rivalry simmering. “Why don’t we settle this right here? I’ll show you what real strength looks like.”
Before either of them could act, they heard a voice behind them. “What’s going on here?”
It was Nick, transformed into Ryugen, who had approached just in time to see the confrontation brewing. “Bravo, are you here to pick a fight with Mason? That’s not how we do things.”
“Looks like everyone’s out for a good time,” Bravo said, a smirk creeping across his face. “I was just reminding your buddy here what it means to be a true hero.”
Nick’s gaze flicked between the two, sensing the electric tension in the air. “We don’t need to be fighting amongst ourselves. We have enough problems with the Inves to worry about.”
“But I want to face Gaim,” Bravo interjected, his voice full of resolve. “I need to see if he’s really the hero everyone says he is. If he is, then I’ll respect it. If not, I’ll prove that there’s a new champion in town.”
Baron exchanged a glance with Nick, who shook his head. “You think Gaim is just going to roll over for you? It’s not about proving anything to anyone; it’s about protecting the people.”
“Then let’s see if he’s really worthy of the title,” Bravo replied, his determination unyielding. “If Gaim can handle me, then maybe I’ll reconsider my stance.”
With that, Bravo set off on his Rose Attacker, determination coursing through him. He was ready to challenge Gaim, to pit his strength against the legendary hero. In his mind, it was the only way to prove himself—not just to the public, but to himself.
Meanwhile, as Mason and Nick watched Bravo ride away, they both knew that the clash between Bravo and Gaim was inevitable. “He’ll regret that challenge,” Mason muttered, a hint of a smile on his lips. “Gaim is no ordinary hero.”
Nick nodded in agreement. “Let’s hope he’s ready for what’s coming. It’s going to be one hell of a showdown.”
Bravo, the flamboyant yet formidable Rider, was no stranger to extreme situations. A former Navy SEAL and an accomplished pâtissier, his skills in both combat and crafting exquisite desserts were unmatched. He had built a reputation not just in the military but across Europe, renowned for his delicate and intricate confections that amazed even the finest culinary experts of France. But now, Bravo’s attention had shifted. He wasn’t here to impress with pastries; he was here to challenge the best.
Baron and Ryugen, knowing Bravo’s intentions, had been pursuing him, trying to dissuade him from his reckless course. Mason rode alongside Nick, both of them concerned about Bravo’s obsession with proving himself as the top Rider. Despite their efforts to stop him, Bravo’s resolve was unshakable, and his Rose Attacker tore through the forest path, the edge of the woods looming ahead.
At the forest's edge, Jason stood with Lindsay, carefully reviewing the latest data they had gathered from their last venture into the depths. Lindsay was explaining a new theory about the Lockseeds’ connection to the strange energy in the forest when they heard the sound of an approaching motorcycle.
"Who's that?" Lindsay asked, her voice tense as she spotted the unmistakable silhouette of a Rider speeding toward them.
Jason narrowed his eyes as he saw the familiar green and spiked figure of Bravo riding toward them. "Bravo…"
Before they could react, Bravo skidded to a halt in front of them, dismounting his Rose Attacker with practiced ease. His piercing gaze locked onto Jason as he walked forward with purposeful strides. He was clad in his Rider form, the spiked durian armor gleaming in the sunlight, his twin saw-like weapons—Durian Saws—resting on his back.
“Gaim!” Bravo’s voice boomed with challenge. “I’ve heard enough about you. The people call you a hero, and your reputation speaks for itself, but I need to see it for myself. I challenge you, here and now!”
Jason, standing in his civilian form, took a step forward, his hand instinctively reaching for his Sengoku Driver. “Bravo, we don’t need to do this. We’re on the same side. We should be working together, not fighting each other.”
Lindsay glanced nervously between Jason and Bravo, sensing the rising tension. “Bravo, this is unnecessary. Jason—Gaim—has done nothing but protect the people. We don’t need any more fights.”
But Bravo wasn’t backing down. He unsheathed one of his Durian Saws, twirling it expertly in his hand as he spoke. “I’m not here for petty heroics. I don’t care about titles or fame. I want to see if you truly are the Rider everyone claims you to be. If you’re really the best, then prove it to me in battle.”
Just then, Baron and Ryugen arrived, pulling up on their bikes, breathing heavily after trying to catch up with Bravo. Mason stepped forward, clearly frustrated. “Bravo, you idiot! You don’t need to do this. This isn’t some game!”
Nick chimed in, trying to calm things down. “Come on, man, this isn’t the way. Gaim’s not the enemy.”
Bravo turned to them with a dismissive wave. “Stay out of this, both of you. This is between me and Gaim.”
Jason sighed, knowing there was no way to talk Bravo down from this. He could see the determination in Bravo’s eyes—this was something the former SEAL needed. With a glance at Lindsay, Jason nodded.
“Stay back,” Jason told her softly as he pulled out his Driver and the familiar Orange Lockseed. “I’ll take care of this.”
Lindsay frowned but nodded, stepping aside as Jason snapped the Driver around his waist. Bravo grinned beneath his helmet as he readied himself.
“Let’s do this,” Jason muttered, clicking the Lockseed.
“Soiya! Orange Arms! Hanamichi, on stage!”
In a flash, Jason transformed into Kamen Rider Gaim, his orange-themed armor materializing around him as the Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher appeared in his hands. The crowd around them seemed to sense the gravity of the moment, and even Baron and Ryugen stepped back, allowing the two Riders to face off.
Bravo wasted no time. He charged forward, swinging both Durian Saws in a flurry of precise, powerful strikes. Gaim parried with his Unrivaled Saber, sparks flying as the two weapons clashed. Bravo was relentless, his military training evident in every move. He fought with the precision of a soldier but with the elegance of a master craftsman, each strike flowing into the next like a perfectly executed recipe.
Gaim, however, held his ground. Using both his Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher, he deftly blocked and countered Bravo’s strikes, the two Riders moving in a deadly dance. For a moment, it seemed like they were evenly matched, but Gaim began to notice that Bravo’s attacks were becoming more calculated. He was testing Gaim, pushing him to reveal his full strength.
“You’re holding back!” Bravo growled, stepping back for a moment. “Show me what you’re really made of, Gaim!”
Gaim gritted his teeth, flipping the switch on his Lockseed. “Orange Au Lait!” With a powerful slash, he unleashed a wave of energy toward Bravo, but the durian warrior deflected it with a swift spin of his saws.
“Not bad,” Bravo smirked. “But let’s see how you handle this!” He activated his own finishing move. “Durian Au Lait!” Spinning his twin Durian Saws, Bravo unleashed a devastating cross-slash attack, sending a wave of spiked energy hurtling toward Gaim.
Gaim jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding the attack, and countered with a swift combo of slashes. The two Riders clashed again, each refusing to give an inch, their abilities and resolve equally matched.
As the battle raged, Lindsay, Mason, and Nick watched in awe. Lindsay’s eyes were fixed on Jason, worry and admiration mixing as she saw him fight with everything he had. Bravo was undeniably strong, but Jason wasn’t backing down.
The battle between Bravo and Gaim quickly escalated as Bravo relentlessly pushed Gaim back, his twin Durian Saws slicing through the air with expert precision. Gaim struggled to hold his ground under the relentless onslaught, each of Bravo’s strikes landing with brutal force, pushing him further and further back.
As the two clashed, the noise of their battle attracted unwanted attention. From the edge of the forest, a small swarm of Inves emerged, their feral eyes locking onto the fighters. The monsters hissed and growled, hunger driving them as they advanced toward the chaos. Lindsay’s eyes widened in alarm as she noticed the approaching creatures.
“Jason! The Inves!” she called out, her voice trembling.
Jason, still transformed as Gaim, saw the danger but had no time to react before the Inves started pursuing both Lindsay and the other fighters. Mason and Nick quickly sprang into action, transforming into Kamen Riders Baron and Ryugen.
“Henshin!”
Baron, armed with his Banana Lance, and Ryugen, wielding his Grape Dragon Gun, charged forward to engage the Inves. They quickly became swarmed, each dealing with multiple enemies at once. The creatures were relentless, attacking from every angle, forcing the two Riders into a fierce battle.
Meanwhile, Gaim found himself trapped. Bravo, with his singular focus on proving himself, continued his assault on Gaim, completely ignoring the Inves swarming around them. Gaim struggled to fend off the invaders while also dealing with Bravo’s ruthless attacks.
“Bravo, stop!” Gaim shouted, parrying a strike with his Unrivaled Saber. “This isn’t the time for a duel! We need to protect the others!”
But Bravo remained unmoved. His voice rang out, filled with determination. “I don’t care about those creatures! This fight is between us! I won’t stop until you prove yourself worthy!”
An Inves lunged at Bravo, but he effortlessly tossed it aside with a brutal kick, not even breaking his stride as he continued to press the attack on Gaim. Jason gritted his teeth, frustration mounting as he struggled to both defend himself and protect Lindsay.
Baron and Ryugen were still locked in combat with the swarm, unable to break free to assist. The Inves were unrelenting, and despite their best efforts, they couldn’t get to Jason and Lindsay in time.
Lindsay stood frozen, watching the chaotic battle unfold, knowing Jason was trying to protect her but seeing how much he was struggling. Every time he tried to fend off Bravo, another Inves came charging toward him, forcing him to divide his attention.
Gaim let out a breath, his mind racing. I have to end this. I can’t protect her and fight Bravo at the same time.
Bravo lunged again, his Durian Saws flashing as he swung them toward Gaim’s head. Gaim barely managed to block the blow with his Unrivaled Saber, but the force of the strike sent him stumbling backward, closer to where Lindsay stood.
In that moment, several Inves turned their attention toward her, hungry and ready to strike. Jason’s eyes widened in horror. He couldn't let them get to her. The fear and desperation to protect Lindsay ignited something inside him.
With a renewed resolve, Gaim shouted, “Enough of this! This is my stage!”
His grip on the Unrivaled Saber tightened as he charged forward, determination blazing in his eyes. In a series of rapid, precise strikes, Gaim unleashed a devastating counterattack. His Orange Slasher glowed with energy as he tore through the air, cutting down three Inves with ease. Each slash of his blade was powerful and deliberate, sending sparks flying as the creatures fell to the ground.
Lindsay stepped back, watching in awe as Gaim fought to protect her, dispatching the Inves with expert precision. Even as Bravo continued his assault, Gaim deflected the strikes and fought off the monsters, showing incredible skill and agility in the face of overwhelming odds.
Bravo paused for a moment, watching as Gaim not only pushed him back but also fought to protect those around him. A hint of respect flickered in Bravo’s eyes as he saw Gaim’s resolve.
But Gaim wasn’t finished. With a fierce roar, he dashed toward Bravo, his Unrivaled Saber glowing with orange energy. He unleashed a powerful combo of slashes, pushing Bravo back for the first time in their fight. Bravo grinned beneath his helmet, impressed by Gaim’s strength and determination.
“You’ve got fire in you after all!” Bravo declared, parrying one of Gaim’s strikes with his Durian Saws. “I like that!”
Jason’s eyes narrowed as he blocked another of Bravo’s strikes. “This isn’t about winning or losing, Bravo. It’s about protecting those who can’t fight for themselves.”
With one final powerful swing, Gaim unleashed his Orange Au Lait finisher, sending a wave of energy crashing into the remaining Inves and pushing Bravo back, ending their pointless duel.
Bravo stood up, dusting himself off, still wearing a smirk under his helmet. “Not bad, Gaim. You’ve impressed me. But next time, I won’t be so lenient.”
Jason, breathing heavily but still determined, deactivated his Driver and turned to Lindsay, making sure she was okay. Bravo, satisfied with the battle, called it off and left, his challenge met, leaving Jason standing victorious.
Lindsay rushed over, relief washing over her. “Jason... thank you.”
Jason gave her a small smile, glancing over at Mason and Nick, who were just finishing off the last of the Inves. “No problem. We’re all in this together.”
Lindsay, her heart still racing from the danger, rushed over to him, her eyes filled with gratitude. Without thinking, she wrapped her arms around him in a tight hug, relief flooding through her.
“Thank you, Jason,” she whispered, her voice shaky but sincere.
Jason blinked in surprise, but he smiled, feeling the warmth of her embrace. “I just did what I had to.”
Lindsay pulled back slightly, her gaze lingering on him for a moment. Then, before either of them could react, she leaned in and kissed him gently on the cheek. The gesture was soft, quick, but it sent a surge of warmth through Jason, who froze, completely caught off guard.
Nearby, Bravo, who was still dusting himself off from the fight, was the only one close enough to catch the moment. Beneath his helmet, a knowing grin spread across his face, though he didn’t say a word.
Jason, his face flushed from both exhaustion and the unexpected kiss, glanced at Lindsay, unsure of what to say. Lindsay, too, seemed to realize what she had done and quickly took a step back, her cheeks slightly red, but she didn’t apologize. Instead, she smiled softly at him, a quiet connection passing between them.
Bravo cleared his throat, breaking the silence. “Well, well... it seems I’ve stumbled upon something quite sweet.” He chuckled, his tone teasing but playful. “Don’t let me interrupt.”
Jason shot him a look, embarrassed but not angry, and Lindsay gave Bravo a half-smile, knowing he wouldn’t make a scene about it.
“Alright, Bravo,” Jason muttered, still flustered. “Let’s just get out of here.”
As Jason, Lindsay, Nick, and Mason continued their investigation into the mysteries of the Inves Forest, things were beginning to feel more organized. They had refined their research, gathered better samples, and started mapping out the deeper areas. But one thing remained constant: Bravo.
The flamboyant former Navy SEAL and master pâtissier continued to pop up, much to the surprise of the group. At first, Bravo’s over-the-top nature grated on their nerves. He would suddenly appear with a fresh set of theories, having analyzed their notes, maps, and even the most complex data like it was second nature.
"You've missed a crucial factor in your analysis," Bravo said, dropping a meticulously annotated map on the table during one of their strategy sessions. “You see, the Inves behave differently when it comes to the natural vegetation here—particularly the fruit-bearing plants.”
Lindsay arched an eyebrow. “How do you know that?”
Bravo smirked, casually pulling out a tray of pastries from his bag. “It’s all in the details, darling. Just like perfecting a soufflé.”
Jason couldn't help but groan under his breath. Bravo was exhausting, but... he wasn’t wrong. Every observation and theory Bravo proposed held weight, and it was starting to become clear that he wasn’t just showing off.
In fact, over time, Bravo started to become an unexpected asset. His Navy SEAL training made him more adept at tactical planning than anyone had anticipated. While Mason had brute strength and Jason was skilled in combat, Bravo’s methodical nature and quick thinking in high-pressure situations often gave them the edge they needed to make it through tough encounters.
Whenever the team ventured deeper into the forest, Bravo would appear, much like clockwork. He had even managed to decipher some of the more puzzling areas of the forest they had struggled with for weeks. He became someone they could rely on—not that they’d ever admit it, at least not yet.
“He’s kind of... better than us at everything,” Nick muttered one evening as they gathered around a makeshift campfire on the forest edge.
Jason rolled his eyes, “Don’t remind me.”
Even Lindsay, who was always so focused and determined, found herself softening toward Bravo. She appreciated his ability to take her detailed notes and find patterns in the forest’s ecology that she hadn’t even considered. And the pastries—well, those were a bonus. They were so good that even Mason, who usually scoffed at anything outside of combat, couldn’t resist.
Despite the rocky start, Bravo was slowly becoming more than just an annoying sidekick. They couldn’t get rid of him if they tried—and truthfully, after a while, none of them really wanted to. Bravo, in his own eccentric way, was as dedicated to solving the mystery of the Inves Forest as any of them. He had integrated himself into the team’s goal, and before they realized it, they had formed an odd yet efficient partnership.
"Fine, Bravo," Jason sighed one day after yet another flawless demonstration of tactical insight from their new "partner." "I guess you’re part of the team now."
Bravo beamed, clearly enjoying the begrudging acceptance. “Oh, darling, I’ve been part of the team from the start. You’re just realizing it now.”
The others exchanged knowing glances. As frustrating as Bravo could be, they knew he was right.
As the group settled in around the campfire after another long day of navigating the Inves Forest, Nick shot a glance at Bravo, who was basking in the glow of his latest contribution to their mission.
“You know,” Nick started, “it’s Jason’s team. He put this whole thing together, got us started on this journey.”
Bravo chuckled softly, looking at Nick with a bemused expression. “Oh, sweetheart, I think you’re mistaken. While I admire Jason’s heroics and his leadership in battle, it’s pretty clear this team belongs to Lindsay.”
Lindsay, who had been sitting quietly with her notes, looked up, caught off guard by the statement. Jason, too, glanced at Bravo in mild surprise, though there was a hint of acknowledgment in his eyes.
“What are you talking about?” Nick frowned, still defensive of Jason. “Jason’s the one who’s been leading us through all this.”
Bravo smiled, more diplomatic this time. “Jason brought you all together, yes. He’s the glue, no doubt about it. But it’s Lindsay who’s been steering the ship. She’s the one organizing the research, directing the investigations, giving you all tasks. She’s taken the reins of this operation, whether you realize it or not.”
Nick opened his mouth to protest, but then glanced over at Lindsay. She had been doing a lot more lately—managing everything, keeping them on track, and coming up with strategies. He had to admit Bravo had a point.
Jason leaned back, his face thoughtful. “He’s right, you know.” He looked at Lindsay with a soft smile. “This team... it hasn’t been mine for a while. You’ve been running it.”
Lindsay blinked in surprise. “I’m just—”
Jason cut her off gently. “You’re the one who’s made sure we haven’t gotten lost in all of this. You’re the reason we’re making progress.”
Nick nodded, albeit reluctantly. “I guess... I didn’t think about it that way.”
Bravo leaned back with a satisfied grin, tossing his hands up. “See? Even the fearless leader agrees.”
Lindsay, now slightly flustered, tried to brush it off. “I just organize things. You guys are the ones who do all the fighting.”
Jason shook his head, his voice firm but warm. “It’s not just about the fighting, Lindsay. None of this works without you.”
The group fell into a comfortable silence as they absorbed the realization. The dynamic had shifted a long time ago, and it was Lindsay’s quiet but strong leadership that had kept them all together. Even Jason, the heart of the group, recognized that the real head of their team had always been her.
Lindsay smiled, a rare and genuine one. “Okay, fine,” she said with a small laugh. “But we’re all in this together.”
Jason grinned back. “Yeah, we are.”
Bravo clapped his hands together, breaking the tension. “Now that’s settled! How about a celebratory dessert? I’ve got a recipe that’ll knock your socks off.”
Frustrated and humiliated by their declining reputation, Shadow and Gridon found themselves stuck in a cycle of failure. Gaim, Ryugen, and even Baron had easily overpowered them time and time again, while the public's admiration shifted further away from their flashy appearances and toward the real heroes. Desperate, the duo devised a new plan—they needed to eliminate their competition, and there was only one Rider strong enough to do it.
After some brainstorming, they decided to approach the formidable Bravo, the former Navy SEAL and highly skilled pâtissier who had become a dominant force among the Riders. If anyone could take out Gaim, it was him. Determined to buy their way back to the top, they made their way to Bravo's bakery.
Stepping inside, Shadow and Gridon were immediately greeted by the warm, intoxicating aroma of freshly baked pastries. But they weren’t here for sweets. They were here for Bravo.
Bravo stood behind the counter, wiping his hands on a dish towel with his usual confident smile. "Ah, my favorite pair of underdogs! What brings you two fine gentlemen to Chez Bravo today?" he asked in a cheerful tone, clearly not sensing the tension between them.
Shadow leaned in, his voice hushed. "Bravo, we need a favor. A big one."
Gridon chimed in, trying to sound serious but coming off more desperate than intended. "Yeah, we need you to... uh, take out Gaim for us. We're willing to pay. Name your price."
Bravo raised an eyebrow, intrigued but not entirely surprised by the audacity of their request. He crossed his arms and leaned on the counter. "You want me to take out Gaim, huh? Interesting. But, my dears, I’m afraid you’ve come to the wrong pâtissier."
Shadow and Gridon exchanged confused looks. "What do you mean?" Shadow asked.
Bravo chuckled and shook his head. "Gaim, Ryugen, Baron—those aren’t just Riders I’ve encountered in the field. They’re my trusted comrades. In fact, Gaim and I have been working closely together, and I consider myself his unofficial bodyguard. We’re on the same team, sweethearts."
Both Shadow and Gridon’s eyes widened. "Wait, what?" Gridon stammered. "But... we thought—"
Bravo cut him off, still smiling but with an edge of seriousness. "You thought I’d take down Gaim for a couple of coins and a shattered ego?" He sighed, his tone softening. "No, no, my little éclairs. You don’t need to eliminate the competition; what you need is some real, disciplined training. It’s painfully clear that you haven’t truly committed to this life as Riders."
Shadow’s frustration boiled over. "We’ve tried training! It’s not working—nothing’s working. Gaim, Ryugen, Baron—they’re all leagues ahead of us!"
Gridon nodded vigorously in agreement. "Yeah! We’re out here every day, and nothing we do is enough. We’re... we’re becoming jokes."
Bravo gave them a long, considering look, then spoke in a more fatherly tone. "Strength doesn’t come from flashy fights or fame, boys. It’s built through dedication, discipline, and understanding your role in this fight. Gaim, Ryugen, and even Baron understand that. They’ve all earned their place through sweat and struggle. You? You’re still focused on appearances, on shortcuts. You’ll never get anywhere like that."
Shadow and Gridon exchanged glances, their bravado deflating as they realized the truth in Bravo’s words. They had been so focused on looking the part that they’d neglected the real work. The fame they craved had blinded them to the true path of a Rider.
Bravo’s smile returned as he reached over and grabbed two fresh pastries from the counter, handing them to Shadow and Gridon. "Here. Take these, on the house. And if you ever want to stop pretending and start becoming real Riders, you know where to find me."
The two Riders took the pastries, unsure of what to say. They had come looking for a way to take out their rivals, but instead, they had been given something much more valuable: a chance to change.
As they left the bakery, Shadow muttered under his breath, "I guess we’ve got a lot of work to do."
Over the last few weeks, Jason, Lindsay, and the team had been making steady progress with their investigation into the Inves Forest. One of the major breakthroughs was the discovery of more Lockseeds. They had come across an assortment of new ones—walnut, watermelon, melon, more grape, orange, lemon, and an overwhelming amount of pinecone and acorn Lockseeds. The team cataloged each one carefully, noting its effects and power levels.
As they sorted through their findings, Bravo, ever the observant one, offered his own theory. "It seems that certain Lockseeds—like the pinecone and acorn—are more common," he mused, examining a walnut Lockseed in his hand. "Traditionally, when something is more common, it tends to be less powerful. This could be the case here."
Lindsay, who had been engrossed in her research, came to a similar yet more refined conclusion. "You might be right, Bravo," she agreed, holding up one of the rare fruit-type Lockseeds for comparison. "But there’s more to it. Based on what we’ve discovered, I think the flower-type vehicles, like the Rose Attacker, aren’t actually Lockseeds at all. They just look similar, probably for design consistency. But their function is different."
Jason nodded in agreement. "So, the fruit Lockseeds seem to be the more powerful ones—like mine with the Orange Lockseed or Nick’s Grape Lockseed. They give us stronger transformations and weapons."
Lindsay continued, her brow furrowed in concentration. "Exactly. The fruit-type Lockseeds are rarer and seem to offer greater abilities. The nut-type Lockseeds—like acorn and pinecone—are far more common, and they don’t provide the same level of power. It’s possible the Inves Forest has a natural hierarchy based on the rarity of these Lockseeds."
Bravo, always one for analysis, leaned against the table. "So, we’re looking at a system where the nut-type Lockseeds are the 'foot soldiers,' so to speak—lower tier. The fruit-type, on the other hand, might be considered elite."
Mason, who had been mostly quiet until now, crossed his arms and chimed in. "Makes sense. When I fought Zangetsu, I noticed his Melon Lockseed was just as rare and powerful as Gaim’s Orange Lockseed. He definitely wasn’t using some common type."
Nick, flipping a Grape Lockseed in his hand, raised an eyebrow. "So, the more fruit-type Lockseeds we find, the stronger we become. And the nut-types are just... well, stepping stones?"
Lindsay nodded. "In a way, yes. We’ll keep analyzing, but it’s becoming clear that the fruit-type Lockseeds are rarer and offer much greater potential for combat. If we can uncover more of them, we’ll be better prepared to take on whatever’s lurking in the deeper parts of the forest."
Bravo, with a smile on his face, patted Lindsay on the back. "Well, sweetheart, looks like we’ve cracked a part of the mystery. Now let’s see if we can find more of those rare fruit Lockseeds. We’re going to need them."
Jason, deep in thought as he examined a Lockseed, glanced over at Mason. "Hey, Mason, I’ve been thinking... if these Lockseeds grow from trees and have these fruit designs, do you think... maybe we could eat them?"
Mason, who was casually flipping the Mango Lockseed in his hand, paused and gave Jason a quizzical look. "Eat them? Seriously?"
Jason shrugged. "I mean, they're based on fruit, right? It’s not that far-fetched. Maybe they have some hidden effects we haven’t discovered yet."
Nick, overhearing, chuckled as he tapped his Grape Lockseed. "I don’t know, man. Imagine eating one of these and turning into a Rider mid-bite. Wouldn’t be the most graceful transformation."
Lindsay chimed in, shaking her head but intrigued by the idea. "There’s definitely some organic connection between the Lockseeds and the trees in the forest. But whether they’re actually edible..." She trailed off, thinking it through. "It might be dangerous to try without testing. What if eating one messes with the transformation system?"
Bravo, leaning in with a dramatic flair, gave a playful grin. "Now, now, darling, we don’t need anyone chomping down on a Lockseed and exploding into a giant fruit monster. Though I have to admit, it would make for quite a show."
Jason chuckled. "Yeah, probably best not to try. But it’s still a weird thought. If they’re like fruit, maybe there’s something more to their nature than just power-ups. Maybe they’re connected to the forest’s ecosystem in ways we haven’t figured out."
Mason leaned back, still considering it. "I’m not exactly volunteering to be the guinea pig, but it’s not the craziest theory. These things grow like fruit, so who knows? They could have some biological properties we haven’t tapped into yet."
Lindsay scribbled down a note. "We’ll add it to the research list. But let’s not start munching on Lockseeds just yet."
Jason smirked. "Yeah, fair enough. I’ll hold off until we know for sure that they won’t turn us into fruit salad."
During a quiet moment between missions, Jason casually turned to the others. “Hey, have you guys ever noticed something weird? Like, after a fight... you're not hungry? At all?”
Nick paused mid-bite of a snack he’d been munching on and blinked. “Huh. Now that you mention it, I never really feel hungry after a battle.”
Mason frowned, leaning back against a tree. "You’re right. After all the fighting we’ve been doing, you'd think I’d be starving, but I just don’t feel it." He crossed his arms, intrigued by the observation. "I’ve always chalked it up to adrenaline, but now that I think about it, it’s almost like the energy from the fight keeps me going."
Bravo, who was polishing one of his Durian Saws, chuckled with amusement. "Darling, you might be on to something. Normally, I’d be famished after a workout like that, but after Rider battles? Not even a hint of hunger. Though, I still eat for pleasure, of course." He winked, gesturing to a box of pastries he had brought with him.
Jason continued, scratching his head. “Yeah, exactly. It’s like the fights drain us physically, but we don’t need food after. Almost like the Lockseeds or our transformations are supplying the energy. I wonder if it's tied to the Lockseeds themselves—maybe the fruit energy or whatever is keeping us sustained.”
Lindsay, who had been typing on her tablet nearby, looked up with a curious expression. “That’s an interesting theory, Jason. If the Lockseeds are derived from organic sources, it’s possible they provide some sort of nutritional or energy replacement when we use them. It would explain why you don’t feel hunger, but your body’s still functioning at peak performance.”
Mason nodded. “Makes sense. The transformations probably draw on some energy source that our bodies normally would replenish with food, but the Lockseeds are doing it for us.”
Nick added, “So, does that mean we’re not actually burning calories the same way in battle? Or are the Lockseeds just super-efficient at fueling us?”
Bravo, with a grin, waved a finger dramatically. "Regardless of the reason, it's a delightful side effect! But I’ll still take a croissant over no meal at all, thank you very much."
Jason laughed. “Yeah, I’m not complaining. Just something I’ve been wondering about.”
"So, we all have our main Lockseeds, right? But what’s your second favorite?"
Nick leaned back against a tree, smirking. "Easy. Kiwi. The Kiwi Arms is a solid backup when Grape’s not cutting it. Those slicers are great for getting in close, and it’s got a solid balance between offense and defense."
Mason, still as serious as ever, looked thoughtful. "Mango’s been growing on me. The sheer power and weight behind that Mango Punisher is something else. It’s different from my Banana Lance, more brute force. I like switching it up when I need to hit hard."
Bravo, lounging nearby, raised an eyebrow and put a hand to his chest dramatically. "Darling, that’s a fun question! While Durian is obviously my first love, the Watermelon Arms has a certain... panache. Its sheer size and the fact it turns into a walking fortress? Simply fabulous. Plus, I can carry more style into battle."
Lindsay glanced up from her tablet, joining in the conversation. “I don’t transform like you guys, but from a scientific perspective, I’d say Melon has the best design after Orange. It’s elegant and strong, very reliable.”
Jason nodded, thinking “You know, I really like Walnut. It's fun just to box with those big fists.”
Mason leaned against a tree, crossing his arms as he looked at the group. “So, if we’re talking favorites, what about least favorite Inves? I think we can all agree there are some really annoying ones out there.”
Nick chuckled, rolling his eyes. “Definitely those damn flying Inves. They just hover around, making it impossible to get a good hit in. So irritating!”
Lindsay nodded, “I have to agree. The flying ones are just a pain. They seem to always have a knack for dodging attacks, and their aerial agility makes it hard to pin them down.”
Jason chimed in, “I’d say any of the ones that can camouflage or blend in with the environment. You think you’ve cleared an area, and then they pop out of nowhere. It’s like fighting ghosts.”
Bravo smirked, “Oh, sweethearts, let’s not forget about those large, lumbering ones. They might seem easy to deal with at first, but when they start swinging those massive limbs around, it’s a whole different ballgame. They’re just too slow to take seriously.”
Mason chuckled. “You’re right, Bravo. But honestly, my least favorite is probably the ones that explode on impact. There’s no finesse to them, just pure chaos. You think you’re winning, and then—boom! You’re getting blasted back.”
Nick laughed. “True! It’s always the ones you least expect that get you. It’s like they’re designed to ruin your day.”
Outside the chaotic boundaries of the Inves forest, the sun hung high in the sky, casting a warm glow on the training ground where Bravo had gathered Gaim and Ryugen for an intense workout session. The atmosphere buzzed with energy as Bravo paced back and forth, eyeing his two teammates with a determined expression.
“Alright, you two,” Bravo declared, clapping his hands together. “We’re going to push our limits today! I want to see what you’re really made of. Training isn’t just about fighting Inves; it’s about being ready for anything!”
Gaim, dressed in his training gear, nodded eagerly. “I’m ready! What do you have in mind?”
Ryugen, adjusting his stance and cracking his knuckles, smirked. “Let’s get this over with. I have no intention of falling behind.”
Bravo grinned, pleased with their enthusiasm. “Good! We’ll start with some endurance drills. I want you both to sprint to that tree and back—five times! And don’t take it easy just because I’m here.”
Without hesitation, the two Riders took off, sprinting at full speed. Bravo watched closely, noting their form and stamina. As they completed the first round, he called out, “Faster! You’ve got more in you!”
As they pushed themselves, Bravo’s competitive nature kicked in, and he couldn’t help but join in, sprinting alongside them. The trio raced back and forth, laughter and shouts of encouragement filling the air.
Meanwhile, Baron watched from a distance, a mix of amusement and annoyance on his face. He leaned against a nearby tree, arms crossed, choosing to opt out of the rigorous workout. “You guys have fun with that,” he called out, smirking. “I’ll just focus on my own training.”
Bravo glanced over, shaking his head in mock disapproval. “Come on, Mason! Don’t be a loner. Join us! It’s not like you’re too good to sweat a little.”
Baron shrugged. “I’m just not interested in running around like a madman. I’d rather focus on honing my skills with the Mango Punisher.”
“Suit yourself!” Bravo shouted back, turning his attention to Gaim and Ryugen, who were catching their breath after the fifth sprint. “Now, let’s move on to strength training! Grab those heavy logs over there and do some lifts.”
As Gaim and Ryugen moved to the logs, Baron rolled his eyes, clearly not impressed by their antics. “You guys are ridiculous,” he muttered under his breath, but he couldn’t deny the slight twinge of admiration he felt for their dedication.
Bravo continued to encourage Gaim and Ryugen, pushing them through various exercises, from log lifts to agility drills. Their laughter echoed throughout the training ground, creating a stark contrast to the lurking dangers of the Inves forest.
“Alright, I think that’s enough for today!” Bravo finally declared after an hour of relentless training. The three Riders collapsed onto the grass, panting and drenched in sweat.
“Not bad, right?” Bravo said, a satisfied grin on his face. “You both pushed yourself further than before. That’s what I like to see!”
Gaim chuckled, wiping his forehead. “I can definitely feel it. Thanks for the push, Bravo.”
Ryugen, catching his breath, nodded in agreement. “Yeah, you know how to keep us on our toes.”
As the group relaxed, Baron approached, arms still crossed but a slight smirk creeping onto his face. “I’ll admit, it looks like you guys had some fun. But don’t think you can get ahead of me that easily.”
Bravo shot him a playful glare. “We’ll see about that! Next time, you’re joining us, Mason.”
“Maybe,” Baron replied, turning to head back toward the edge of the forest. “But I’m still going to be the one who takes down the strongest Inves. You can keep your workouts.”
The four heroes—Baron, Bravo, Gaim, and Ryugen—had become an inseparable force against the relentless tide of Inves attacks. Despite their contrasting personalities, they found themselves frequently in the news spotlight, captivating the public's attention. Each member brought something unique to the table, and their synergy, though sometimes strained, proved to be effective in battling the monstrous threats that plagued their city.
Every time they suited up to fight, the media eagerly awaited the next thrilling showdown, and the headlines screamed about the latest victories. News reports detailed their daring exploits, from intense battles against swarms of Inves to heartwarming rescues of civilians caught in the chaos. The public admired their bravery, and many saw them as symbols of hope in uncertain times.
Baron, with his cocky demeanor and lone-wolf mentality, often caught the eye of reporters eager to capture his larger-than-life persona. His unique Mango Punisher and fierce fighting style made for exhilarating visuals, and he often turned interviews into showcases of his bravado. Yet, beneath his confident exterior lay a warrior dedicated to his craft, pushing himself harder with each fight. Despite his tendency to act independently, Baron occasionally recognized the importance of teamwork, especially when faced with formidable foes.
Bravo, with his Navy SEAL training and culinary expertise, added a different layer to their dynamic. He was the calm, collected strategist, always thinking several steps ahead. His charisma charmed audiences as he shared his passion for pastries and combat, showing that a hero could have diverse talents. His witty remarks often lightened the mood, even during the most intense battles.
Gaim, the seemingly perfect example of a hero, quickly became a fan favorite. His dual swordsmanship and unwavering determination resonated with the public. As a protector of the innocent, he earned the title of the people's champion, symbolizing resilience in the face of danger. Gaim’s humility and bravery were celebrated, making him a role model for aspiring heroes.
Ryugen, always cooperative and eager to collaborate, found his role as the reliable anchor of the team. His cool demeanor and powerful fighting style made him a force to be reckoned with, and he embraced the idea of working together to achieve common goals. Ryugen often bridged the gap between Baron’s lone-wolf approach and the team’s collective efforts, showing that even a lone wolf could thrive in a pack. His rivalry with Baron added to the intrigue, as their contrasting styles often clashed, much to the delight of their fans.
Despite their conflicting personalities, the four worked surprisingly well together. Their bond grew stronger with each encounter, as they learned to rely on one another's strengths and cover each other's weaknesses. They often trained together, exchanging techniques and strategies, forging a powerful team dynamic that was undeniable.
In the eyes of the public, their contrasting styles complemented one another beautifully. Baron’s aggressive tactics balanced Bravo’s tactical approach, while Gaim and Ryugen’s fluid movements combined with their power made for an impressive display in battle. The media couldn’t get enough of their thrilling collaborations, creating a narrative that highlighted their growth and development as a unit.
The headlines painted a picture of four heroes standing against the darkness, each of them representing a different aspect of heroism. Whether through bravado, strategy, determination, or strength, Baron, Bravo, Gaim, and Ryugen were united in their fight against the Inves, embodying the very essence of teamwork amidst their individual quirks and challenges.





While investigating the depths of the Inves Forest, Bravo and Ryugen navigated the twisting paths and eerie landscapes, their senses heightened by the unfamiliar terrain. They were on high alert, aware that danger lurked around every corner. Their mission was to gather intelligence on the source of the Inves' attacks, but they were unprepared for the unexpected encounter that lay ahead.
As they ventured deeper, they stumbled upon the notorious duo of Shadow and Gridon. The scrawny riders were tangled in a fierce battle, their overconfidence crumbling against an overwhelming threat. Bravo raised an eyebrow at the sight; the two had found themselves in a precarious situation.
“Looks like they’ve bitten off more than they can chew,” Bravo remarked, glancing at Ryugen.
Ryugen nodded, his expression serious. “They must have underestimated their surroundings again. We need to help them.”
The two approached cautiously, ready for whatever awaited them. As they neared, they caught a glimpse of the threat: Zangetsu, the strongest rider, stood poised and powerful, his white armor glinting ominously in the dim light of the forest. He wielded his Unrivaled Saber and Melon Defender with expert precision, effortlessly countering Shadow and Gridon’s frantic attacks.
“Get back!” Shadow yelled, swinging his Shadow Pine in desperation, but Zangetsu was unfazed. With a flick of his wrist, he deflected the strike, leaving Shadow staggering back, struggling to regain his balance.
Gridon attempted to flank Zangetsu, wielding his Acorn Hammer, but Zangetsu anticipated the move, sidestepping with fluid grace and countering with a brutal strike that sent Gridon crashing into a nearby tree.
“Is this the best you two can do?” Zangetsu taunted, his voice steady and calm. “Pathetic.”
Bravo and Ryugen exchanged glances. It was clear that Zangetsu was toying with them. They had to act quickly.
“Let’s jump in!” Bravo said, transforming into his green spiky warrior form. “Bravo!”
Ryugen followed suit, his own transformation echoing through the forest. “Ryugen!”
With renewed vigor, the two rushed into the fray. Zangetsu turned his attention to them, intrigued by the sudden shift in the battle dynamics. He seemed amused at the prospect of facing more opponents.
“More fools willing to challenge me?” Zangetsu smirked. “This should be entertaining.”
As Bravo engaged Zangetsu, he quickly realized just how formidable the rider was. Zangetsu’s movements were precise, each strike calculated to exploit weaknesses in Bravo's defenses. Bravo blocked with his Durian Saws, but Zangetsu’s strength pushed him back, forcing him to rethink his strategy.
Meanwhile, Ryugen joined Shadow and Gridon, trying to rally them. “Get back on your feet! We need to work together!”
Gridon nodded, gritting his teeth as he struggled to rise. “We can’t let him show us up again!”
“Focus!” Ryugen commanded. “We need to distract him so Bravo can land a hit!”
As Zangetsu continued to press Bravo, the sheer skill and power of the strongest rider became evident. Each blow was heavy and unyielding, leaving Bravo to constantly adapt and evade. Just when he thought he could gain an advantage, Zangetsu would seamlessly counterattack.
With a burst of determination, Bravo channeled his skills, performing a series of swift strikes aimed at Zangetsu’s flanks. “Enough of this! You’re not the only one who can fight!”
Zangetsu dodged expertly, but the intensity of Bravo’s assault forced him to momentarily shift his focus. Just then, Ryugen and the others surged forward, trying to capitalize on the opening.
“Now, together!” Ryugen shouted, and the four riders launched a coordinated attack on Zangetsu, each taking their turn to strike and divert his attention.
Zangetsu, however, remained unfazed. With a swift motion, he used his Melon Defender to block their combined assault and retaliated with a fierce counterattack that sent all four riders reeling back.
“Impressive teamwork,” Zangetsu commented, a hint of respect in his tone. “But it’s not enough.”
As they regrouped, Bravo couldn’t help but feel the pressure of Zangetsu’s strength weighing down on them. “We need to find a way to turn the tide,” he said, glancing at Ryugen and the others. “We can’t let him intimidate us.”
s Bravo faced Zangetsu, he couldn’t help but admire the warrior’s skill and poise. “This is a truly beautiful warrior,” he mused, watching Zangetsu move with an elegance that seemed effortless. “An amazing man who outshines all of us. Not a single motion wasted.”
Zangetsu’s composure was intimidating, yet Bravo felt a spark of admiration. He knew they were in a fight for their lives, but the artistry of Zangetsu’s combat style captivated him. The aura surrounding Zangetsu was one of mastery and confidence, and Bravo couldn’t shake the feeling that they were up against a rival who was on a different level.
Meanwhile, somewhere else in the Inves Forest, Lindsay found herself deep in thought, her heart racing as she contemplated her next move. She had been working alongside Jason for so long, their partnership solidified by shared experiences and close calls. Yet, with every passing day, the tension between them grew more palpable. She couldn’t deny it any longer—they were undeniably attracted to each other.
“Jason,” she started, her voice steady but laced with vulnerability, “we need to talk about… us.” She glanced around, ensuring they were alone before continuing. “There’s something between us, and it’s getting harder to ignore.”
Jason looked at her, his expression a mix of surprise and concern. “Lindsay, I—”
“Just hear me out,” she interrupted gently. “We’ve been working closely for so long, and I can’t shake this feeling. We’ve been through so much together, and now with everyone on this little team, it’s harder to just be… us.”
Lindsay took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. “I don’t want to make things awkward or ruin our partnership, but it’s becoming impossible to pretend that I don’t feel something more for you. I care about you, and I know you feel it too.”
Jason’s expression softened, and he rubbed the back of his neck nervously. “I do feel it, Lindsay.”
Jason took a step closer, the space between them charged with anticipation. “I told you a long time ago that I want you,” he said, his voice steady but filled with emotion.
Lindsay’s heart raced as she met his gaze, feeling the weight of his words. “Then let’s do something about it,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper, yet filled with determination.
Without a second thought, Jason reached out and pulled her into him, their bodies pressing together. He brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingertips lingering against her skin as he closed the distance between them.
“Yeah, let’s not wait,” he said, his breath warm against her cheek.
Lindsay looked up at him, her heart pounding. “I want this, Jason. I want you.”
And before either of them could second-guess it, Jason leaned in and kissed her deeply. It was a kiss full of unrestrained passion, the kind that had been building between them for far too long. She responded eagerly, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him closer, as if they were the only two people in the world.
As they pulled away, both breathless, the weight of their unspoken feelings lifted. Jason’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “So, is that what you meant by ‘do something about it’?”
Lindsay laughed, the sound light and carefree. “Something like that.”
The distant roar of the forest reminded them that danger still loomed, but in that moment, they chose to embrace their connection rather than worry about how it might complicate things.
Lindsay pulled back slightly, searching Jason's eyes for reassurance. “Let’s date. Please,” she said, her tone earnest yet playful. “But later, and not here. I don’t like when the group is split up like this. Where’s Mason, anyway?”
Jason chuckled softly, the tension easing between them. “Yeah, it’s probably not the best time to be distracted,” he agreed, glancing around the forest as if expecting Mason to pop out from behind a tree. “Last I saw him, he was off doing his own thing. You know how he can be.”
Lindsay nodded, a smile creeping onto her face. “He’s probably off training or something. That guy takes his rivalry seriously.”
“Yeah, and we can’t forget about Bravo either,” Jason added. “I can only imagine what kind of workout he has Ryugen doing right now.”
Lindsay grabbed Jason's hand, leaning into him, savoring the moment as they waited for their eventual date. The warmth of his presence was comforting, a stark contrast to the chaos lurking in the forest.
Meanwhile, not far from them, Gridon and Ryugen found themselves on the losing end of a fierce confrontation. Zangetsu’s fluid movements and powerful strikes were overwhelming. With a swift motion, both were knocked out of their transformations, landing heavily on the ground. Their earlier bravado had been replaced by disbelief as they struggled to regain their bearings.
Bravo, trying to rally and keep the momentum, faced Zangetsu head-on. Despite his skills, he found himself bested by the imposing warrior. Defeated, he collapsed to the ground, breathless and shocked by the display of strength before him.
Shadow, witnessing the downfall of his teammates, became desperate. Fueled by fear and frustration, he lunged at Zangetsu in a last-ditch effort to prove himself. However, the seasoned rider effortlessly countered his attack, delivering a powerful blow that sent Shadow sprawling. As his driver shattered upon impact, the reality of defeat hit Shadow hard, and panic set in. He scrambled to his feet and fled into the depths of the forest, leaving behind the remnants of his pride.
Just as Zangetsu turned his attention back to Bravo, the sound of rapid footsteps broke through the tension. Baron jumped into the fray, his eyes locked on Zangetsu with fierce determination. “Ryugen and Gridon get bravo to safety!” he urged, his voice steady and commanding. “I’ll hold him off!”
Ryugen, still dazed but with a sense of urgency, nodded to Gridon. “We need to move!” he exclaimed, helping Gridon to his feet as they made a hasty retreat with Bravo, leaving Baron to confront the strongest rider alone.
Baron clenched his fists, facing Zangetsu with a mix of respect and defiance. “I’m not backing down,” he declared, charging forward.

Lindsay couldn't help herself. Despite the tension surrounding them, the looming danger of the forest, and their friends caught up in the chaos, she found comfort in being close to Jason. Sitting beside him, she gently tugged at his vest, her fingers tracing along his arm. It was as if being near him softened the fear, the unknown of what was ahead.
Her lips brushed his cheek again, soft and tender, a quiet promise for what was to come. They had a future together, one she was excited about, but in this moment, she wanted to savor the small, stolen moments of intimacy. The forest around them may have been filled with danger, but right now, with Jason beside her, everything else faded away.
She smiled up at him, holding onto his arm a little tighter, her heart racing not from fear but from the excitement of being close. "I can’t wait for our date," she whispered, her voice barely above a breath, her cheek resting on his shoulder.
Jason wrapped his arm around Lindsay, pulling her close. For so long, he had wanted this—just to be near her, to hold her like this. The dangers of the forest seemed distant now, eclipsed by the warmth of her presence. It was hard to stay vigilant when the one thing he had been longing for was right beside him.
He pressed a gentle kiss to the side of her head, feeling her relax into him, and rested his head on hers. The connection between them, unspoken yet powerful, made it clear that they were ready for more. Despite the chaos of their world, here, in this quiet moment, it felt like nothing else mattered.
"I'm excited for our date, too," he whispered, a smile tugging at his lips. Holding her this close, it was hard not to get lost in the feeling.
Lindsay smiled softly, still nestled against Jason. "I was thinking we could keep it simple," she said, her fingers tracing light circles on his vest. "Maybe dinner at that little place by the water? The one with the patio... where we can just sit and talk. I want it to feel relaxed, no rush."
She paused, her voice quiet but filled with warmth. "I know we’re always busy with... all this," she gestured to the forest, "but I want our first date to be about us. No distractions, no missions, just... you and me."
Lindsay looked up at him, her eyes filled with hope. "What do you think?"
Jason smiled, feeling a warmth he hadn't experienced in a long time. The weight of their responsibilities, the constant danger, all faded for a moment as he imagined the simple evening Lindsay described.
"I love that idea," he said, his voice soft but sincere. "I’ve wanted this for a while... just time with you, without all the chaos." He squeezed her hand gently. "Dinner by the water sounds perfect. I don’t care what we do, as long as it’s with you."
He looked down at her, eyes filled with affection. "We’ll make it happen, I promise. After this... after everything, I’ll give you the kind of date you deserve."
Lindsay smiled at his words, feeling her heart race. "It’s a date then," she whispered, leaning in to kiss him on the lips this time—just a quick, soft kiss, but enough to make her feel a little light-headed.
Just as they pulled apart, they heard distant rustling from the forest. Lindsay tensed slightly, her eyes flicking to the treeline. "Sounds like Mason’s fight is still going," she said, a little reluctantly pulling back from their moment. "We should get ready. It’s not over yet."
Jason nodded, though he kept his arm around her for a few more seconds, reluctant to let the moment go entirely. “We’ll handle this... and then it’s just us." He kissed her forehead, then stood up, his focus slowly shifting back to the danger ahead.
Lindsay stood with him, adjusting her gear, ready to support the team—knowing that, for the first time, they had something more to look forward to than just another fight.
As Nick and Gridon struggled to carry the injured Bravo back to their base camp, they couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched. The dense forest around them seemed to close in, and every rustling leaf made them uneasy. They were both exhausted, their bodies aching from their previous encounter with Zangetsu.
Suddenly, a shadowy figure stepped out from behind the trees, clad in gleaming lemon-colored armor, his eyes glowing with a sinister blue light. In his hand, he wielded an elegant yet menacing rapier.
"Who’s that?" Gridon gasped, fear creeping into his voice as they halted their progress.
The new Rider, his voice cold and sharp, spoke. "I am Duke," he said, his eyes locking onto them. "It seems I've found Gaim’s little squad." He smirked, his voice dripping with arrogance. "Now, let’s see if you’re as strong as your leader."
Nick quickly set Bravo down, ready to fight, but his body screamed from fatigue. Gridon, barely standing, raised his weapon in defense. They knew they weren’t in any condition for this fight.
As they made it back to camp, Jason and Lindsay were already waiting, helping the injured Bravo settle into a resting spot. The tension in the air was palpable as they prepared to discuss the next move. But the moment was interrupted by the arrival of Duke, who stepped into the clearing, his armor gleaming in the dappled forest light.
Jason narrowed his eyes as he quickly assessed the situation. He could feel the menace radiating from this new Rider. Without a word, he transformed into Gaim, ready to protect his friends. "Stay back," Jason warned, stepping forward with his Unrivaled Saber and Orange Slasher.
Duke chuckled darkly. "I’ve been waiting for this moment, Gaim. I’ve followed your exploits, and now I want to see for myself if you truly deserve the title of 'hero.'"
Jason didn’t waste time exchanging words. He charged, dual-wielding his weapons, trying to take advantage of his speed. But as their blades clashed, it became immediately apparent that Duke was a master of technique. His movements were precise, swift, and without error, each thrust of his rapier calculated to exploit any opening Gaim left.
Jason was struggling to keep up, even with his dual swords. Duke’s form was flawless, his swordsmanship a level beyond anything Jason had encountered before.
"You’re good," Duke taunted, parrying one of Jason’s strikes effortlessly. "But you’re not good enough."
With a quick step back, Duke initiated his finishing move. His armor gleamed, and his rapier began to glow with a bright, lemon-yellow light.
“Lemon Au Lait!” Duke declared, lunging forward with a devastatingly precise thrust.
Jason tried to block, but the sheer force and precision of the attack sent him reeling. The tip of Duke’s rapier struck hard, piercing his defenses, and the energy from the strike sent Gaim flying backward. He staggered, falling to the ground, gasping for breath as pain radiated through him.
Duke stood tall, gazing down at the fallen hero with a satisfied smirk. "You're a disappointment, Gaim. I expected more from someone with such a reputation."
Lindsay rushed to Jason's side, her eyes wide with concern. “Jason!”
Gaim groaned, clutching his chest, his breath labored. Duke’s power had overwhelmed him, and he wasn’t sure if he could stand up again, let alone fight.
Duke casually twirled his rapier. “It’s a shame, really. You had potential. But potential isn’t enough.” He turned his attention to the others, his blue eyes glowing menacingly as he surveyed the rest of the group.
The air was thick with tension. Lindsay clenched her fists, looking for a way to help, while Nick and Gridon, still battered, struggled to stand. Bravo, injured but watching from the sidelines, narrowed his eyes, trying to gauge Duke’s next move.
“Jason…” Lindsay whispered, her hand gently touching his armor, her voice filled with worry.
Duke’s smirk faded as the familiar sound of "Lock On!" echoed through the forest. He turned to face Gaim just in time to see a massive, mechanized Watermelon descending from above, engulfing Gaim in an impressive transformation. The mechanized armor clamped down around Jason, forming Watermelon Arms, a hulking suit of armor with its own heavy blades and advanced weaponry.
Duke’s confident demeanor faltered for the first time as Gaim Watermelon Arms wielded the enormous blades with raw power, each swing forcing Duke to go on the defensive. Duke’s speed was no match for the sheer strength of the blows, and he quickly found himself overwhelmed. His rapier, once so precise, now barely deflected Gaim’s massive strikes.
Gaim, now towering in his new form, didn’t relent. With a powerful leap, he soared into the sky, his armor gleaming in the sunlight. The onlookers below watched in awe as the massive suit deployed an array of cannons and blasters. From above, Gaim unleashed a devastating barrage of gunfire, forcing Duke to stumble backward, barely able to defend against the rain of attacks.
Just as Duke was struggling to regain his footing, another crash of sound caught everyone’s attention. From the forest edge, Baron’s defeated body was hurled into the camp like a ragdoll. He crashed into the ground with a thud, his armor flickering as his transformation dissolved, revealing a battered Mason. Standing tall and unbothered behind him was Zangetsu, his presence commanding immediate respect and fear.
Zangetsu strode forward, his white and green armor glowing with power, his calm yet menacing aura filling the camp. Without hesitation, Gaim Watermelon Arms redirected his firepower towards Zangetsu, who effortlessly dodged and deflected the barrage with his precision.
The intensity grew as Gaim, Duke, and Zangetsu all faced off in the clearing. Seeing Gaim’s newfound strength, Duke and Zangetsu exchanged a glance, silently agreeing to work together. Despite their differences, they recognized that Gaim’s power in this form posed a threat too great to handle individually.
Duke and Zangetsu moved in unison, attacking from both sides. Zangetsu's masterful use of his Melon Defender and Unrivaled Saber complemented Duke's elegant rapier strikes, and the two Riders forced Gaim to fight with everything he had. It was an awe-inspiring sight, watching the two powerful adversaries push Gaim to his limits.
The onlookers—Lindsay, Nick, and Gridon—watched in shock and admiration. The raw power and teamwork displayed by Zangetsu and Duke were impressive, but Gaim Watermelon Arms held his ground. The clashing of blades, explosions of power, and unyielding strength filled the forest, leaving everyone in awe.
"This...this is unreal," Nick muttered, watching the Riders clash in the most intense battle they had ever witnessed.
Lindsay’s heart pounded as she watched Jason, now the center of attention, holding his own against two of the strongest Riders they had encountered. She clenched her fists, silently cheering for him.
The battle raged on, each Rider giving their all, but Gaim’s Watermelon Arms proved to be a force to be reckoned with. His overwhelming power kept both Duke and Zangetsu on the defensive, impressing even those who thought they had seen it all.
As Zangetsu and Duke nodded to each other, the intensity of the battle shifted. They stopped their assault on Gaim, both lowering their weapons but keeping a firm, confident posture. Duke, with a smug smile, looked at Jason in his Watermelon Arms form.
"You all have been... test subjects," Duke announced with a chilling tone. His eyes gleamed with excitement. "I’ve been waiting for this moment—the chance to see the fruits of my labor in action."
From his belt, Duke revealed a large red driver—the Genesis Driver—and attached it to his waist. Zangetsu followed suit, revealing his own Genesis Driver. The sight of the new drivers sent a wave of unease through the group. These weren't ordinary Lockseeds—they were something far more advanced.
Duke continued his explanation, clearly proud of his creation. "Thanks to our experiments and the data we’ve collected from you, we’ve been able to cultivate stronger, more powerful Lockseeds. Allow me to introduce the Energy Lockseeds—the strongest strains yet."
With a smirk, Duke lifted his Lemon Energy Lockseed, and Zangetsu produced his own Melon Energy Lockseed. Both activated their Energy Lockseeds with a crisp, metallic sound.
“Melon Energy!” “Lemon Energy!”
The sound of transformation echoed as they equipped their new forms, evolving into Zangetsu Shin: Melon Energy and Duke Shin: Lemon Energy. Their armor gleamed with energy, and each Rider held a newly designed weapon: the Sonic Arrow. This bow-shaped weapon radiated power, doubling as both a ranged and melee weapon.
The transformation wasn’t just cosmetic—Jason could feel the sheer force radiating from them. Before he could react, both Riders fired energy arrows from their Sonic Arrows, targeting him in the sky. The arrows moved with precision and speed, striking Gaim’s Watermelon Arms mid-flight, forcing him to descend quickly. The barrage of arrows was relentless, each one packed with explosive energy.
Gaim barely landed before Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin were on him again, now using their Sonic Arrows as bladed weapons. The two closed the distance, their strikes swift and coordinated. Zangetsu Shin slashed with controlled precision while Duke Shin’s attacks were wild and aggressive. Together, they left Gaim no room to counter.
Despite Gaim’s powerful Watermelon Arms, the two Energy Riders overwhelmed him. Their attacks were relentless, combining the devastating power of the Energy Lockseeds with the versatility of their Sonic Arrows. The advanced tech of the Genesis Drivers allowed them to output far more power than Gaim could handle in his current state.
Lindsay, Nick, and the others could only watch in horror as Gaim struggled to keep up with the relentless assault. His defenses, once formidable, crumbled under the barrage of energy blasts and close-range strikes.
Jason, battered and exhausted, tried to defend himself, but it was no use. The sheer power of the Energy Lockseeds overwhelmed his Watermelon Arms form. With one final coordinated attack, Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin landed their blows simultaneously, sending Gaim crashing to the ground, his armor sparking as he fell, his Watermelon Arms flickering and eventually fading.
As Jason struggled to stand, Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin stood over him, their Sonic Arrows ready to strike again.
“This,” Duke said, voice dripping with satisfaction, “is the future of the Riders.”
Zangetsu Shin remained silent, but his cold, calculating gaze said everything: they were not just Riders—they were now the apex of power. And Gaim, no matter how strong, wasn’t enough to face the full might of the Energy Lockseeds.
The battlefield was silent, except for the low hum of energy radiating from the two victorious Riders.
As the group, battered and exhausted, was led deep into the heart of the forest, Lindsay clung to Jason, doing her best to support him as he struggled to stay on his feet. The defeated Riders—Jason, Nick, Mason, Gridon and Bravo—were forced to march in silence as Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin led the way. Hours of walking brought them to a remote area, where a team of scientists were busy working at a large, high-tech base camp.
The most unusual sight, however, was the massive tree that loomed over everything—towering, twisted, and ancient. Its bark pulsed with a strange energy, and the air around it felt heavy with power. The tree was clearly central to whatever Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin had been studying. The group was positioned in front of this imposing tree, under the watchful eyes of the Genesis Riders.
Zangetsu Shin, his voice calm but authoritative, finally spoke. “We’ve been studying the forest and this tree for a long time now. You thought the Inves were the greatest threat, but they are merely pests—a distraction from the real concern. The future of humanity requires power, and this tree is the key.”
Lindsay frowned, trying to make sense of what Zangetsu was saying. "What do you mean? If the Inves aren’t the real threat, then what are you preparing for?"
Duke Shin, more flamboyant and theatrical, stepped forward, twirling his Sonic Arrow with ease. “Humanity has always sought strength. The strong will rise, and the weak will fall. We’re simply making sure that we stand at the top when that happens.”
Baron, tired of listening to their cryptic reasoning, suddenly made his move. He leaped at Zangetsu Shin, aiming to catch him off guard, while Bravo tried to flank Duke Shin. The two Riders moved swiftly, ready to turn the tables on their captors.
But before either could get close, a woman dressed in a sharp business suit and blazer suddenly appeared. Her movements were precise and calculated—almost too fast for the eye to follow. With effortless grace, she grappled both Baron and Bravo, using their own momentum against them. In seconds, she had them both restrained, holding them down with surprising strength.
“Enough,” she said, her voice cold and businesslike. “You don’t want to make this worse for yourselves.”
Baron, struggling against her hold, gritted his teeth. "Who the hell are you?"
The woman smiled, though it didn’t reach her eyes. “I am Yoko, the security detail for this operation. Your little outburst is pointless.”
Duke Shin chuckled, clearly entertained by how easily Yoko had dealt with Baron and Bravo. "Yoko here is far more than just security. She ensures that no interruptions stop our progress.”
Zangetsu Shin looked down at the restrained Riders and nodded approvingly at Yoko. "Power comes in many forms. This team here, the research, and the energy we draw from the forest—these are the tools we will use to secure humanity’s future."
Jason, still weakened but alert, looked up at the massive tree. "What... what is this tree? Why are you so obsessed with it?"
Zangetsu Shin gave Jason a calculating look. “This tree predates all of us. Its roots extend through the forest, connecting to every Lockseed and Rider system. We’re tapping into its power, harvesting the energy it provides, and refining it. The Energy Lockseeds you saw? They’re just the beginning.”
Lindsay tightened her grip on Jason, fear and uncertainty gnawing at her. “But what do you mean for humanity? What’s your real goal?”
Duke Shin waved his hand dismissively. "You wouldn’t understand just yet. But soon, when the final stage is ready, you’ll see. And if you’re still standing by then, you might even be allowed to join us."
As the tense silence stretched on, Gridon, still shaken from his earlier defeat, eyed the edge of the camp nervously. His mind raced, trying to figure out a way to escape this escalating nightmare. The Genesis Riders were far too powerful, and now, with this mysterious woman Yoko holding Baron and Bravo with ease, Gridon saw no other option but to flee.
He cautiously took a step back, inching closer to the tree line, trying not to draw attention to himself. But before he could make a break for it, Yoko’s sharp eyes caught his movement. In a swift and fluid motion, she released Bravo and Baron, who were still too stunned to move, and darted towards Gridon.
Before he could react, Yoko had him by the arm, locking his wrist in an iron grip. "Where do you think you're going?" she asked coldly, her expression unamused. With a swift tug, she pulled Gridon back toward the group, forcing him to stumble and nearly fall to the ground.
"I-I wasn’t going to run!" Gridon stammered, trying to backpedal, but Yoko wasn’t having any of it.
"Don’t lie," she said flatly. "You’re in no condition to run. Even if you were, do you really think you could escape?" She pushed him back into the center of the group, her piercing gaze daring anyone else to try something foolish.
Gridon swallowed hard and lowered his head, knowing he had no choice but to stay put.
Jason watched all of this unfold, still reeling from the immense pain of his earlier battle with Duke and Zangetsu Shin. Every move he made sent sharp pangs through his body, and the sight of Lindsay looking worried but strong beside him only made him feel worse. He had to protect her, had to protect his friends—but he was too weak right now. They all were.
Lindsay, sensing his discomfort, squeezed his hand, giving him a reassuring glance. Despite everything happening, she still had faith in him. She leaned in and whispered, "We’ll figure this out. Just hold on, Jason."
Yoko stepped back into position, watching the group closely, while Duke Shin turned to Zangetsu Shin with a satisfied smirk. "Well, it seems like we’ve proven our point. They're no match for us."
Zangetsu Shin, more composed, gave a small nod. "They have potential, but they lack direction. However, they might still be of use to us."
Baron, now back on his feet, couldn’t take it anymore. "What the hell do you want with us? If you’re so strong, why don’t you just finish us off?"
Yoko, standing between the Genesis Riders and the group of defeated Riders, smirked. "We don’t need to. Not yet. You’re still useful to us—whether you realize it or not."
Duke Shin stepped forward, his gaze locked on Jason. "Gaim, be certain to remember we are out to solve problems and you're a part of our experiment. Don't think your antics of heroism change the truth."
Jason’s mind raced, trying to piece together what Zangetsu meant. "I’m not your experiment. I’m not going to help you with whatever twisted plan you have."
Duke Shin chuckled darkly. "You already are, whether you like it or not. Every battle, every Lockseed you’ve used—it’s all part of the data we’ve been collecting. You’re helping us refine the perfect Rider system. And when the time comes, we’ll be ready."
The words sent a chill down everyone’s spine. Lindsay looked at Jason, worry creasing her brow. "Jason… we need to get out of here. We can’t let them keep us here."
Jason nodded, his mind racing for a plan. He glanced over at Baron, Bravo, Nick, and even the now-defeated Gridon, who looked more terrified than ever. They needed to find a way to escape this nightmare.
But just as Jason began to think of a plan, the ground trembled slightly. Zangetsu Shin looked toward the massive tree, his expression unreadable.
"The time is approaching," he said quietly to Duke Shin.
As the group sat in the dimly lit tent, the atmosphere was thick with uncertainty. They were all aware of the precarious situation they were in, but no one knew what to do next. The sound of the forest outside, filled with the rustle of leaves and distant sounds of the Inves, only heightened their anxiety.
Suddenly, a brilliant light cut through the darkness, illuminating the tent. The others squinted as a figure emerged, glowing with a soft radiance. As the light faded, they recognized the figure: it was the same girl from Jason’s vision, the one he had seen in the photo.
“Who are you?” Jason asked, instinctively moving closer to Lindsay, who had been sitting beside him. The group watched, both bewildered and hopeful.
The girl smiled gently, her eyes sparkling with a warmth that calmed the tension in the tent. “I’m here to help you,” she said softly. “But you must believe in yourselves and trust the strength within you.”
Before anyone could respond, she stepped forward and waved her hand. A shimmering aura surrounded each of them, and they felt the restraints that bound them dissolve away. The group exchanged incredulous glances, half-wondering if they were dreaming.
“Wait!” Lindsay exclaimed, her heart racing as she recognized the girl. She felt a pang of jealousy as she watched the girl move toward Jason. As the girl placed a caring hand on Jason’s face and leaned in to kiss his cheek, Lindsay’s heart sank. The kiss was soft and tender, but it sent waves of insecurity coursing through her. What did she have that Lindsay didn’t?
The girl smiled and began to fade, leaving Lindsay feeling uneasy and overshadowed. “This is your moment, Gaim. Believe in yourself,” she said as she disappeared.
As the last remnants of her presence dissipated, Jason felt a powerful surge of energy wash over him. In her wake, a luminous bloom appeared before him, slowly unfurling to reveal a shining Lemon Energy Lockseed nestled at its core. Alongside it was a strange mechanical piece, designed similarly to his Driver, which allowed for the insertion of Lockseeds.
“Lindsay, look!” Jason exclaimed, his voice filled with awe. He reached out, the Lemon Energy Lockseed pulsating with a vibrant glow in his palm.
Lindsay forced a smile, masking her frustration. “That’s… incredible,” she replied, trying to shake off the feeling of jealousy that still lingered.
“I think she’s connected to this forest in some way,” Jason continued, examining the new Lockseed and mechanical piece. “And maybe she sees something in us we haven’t realized yet.”
The others moved closer, their curiosity piqued. Bravo, still recovering from his earlier encounter, leaned in for a better look. “Can you use it?” he asked, his voice tinged with hope.
Jason nodded, excitement brewing within him. “I think so. It’s like she was giving me a gift—a chance to unlock something new.”
As Jason held the Lemon Energy Lockseed up to the light, he felt a surge of energy flow through him. With a determined expression, he attempted to attach the Lockseed to his Driver, eager to unlock its potential. But as he clicked it into place, a sudden error message flashed across the screen.
“Error! Incompatible Lockseed!”
Jason’s heart sank. “What? No! Why isn’t it working?” he exclaimed, frustration washing over him. He twisted and turned the Lockseed, hoping to find a way to activate it, but the screen remained unyielding.
Lindsay watched, her own emotions swirling as she noticed Jason’s struggle. He looked so determined, but it was hard not to feel a twinge of jealousy knowing that this mysterious girl had kissed him and now this Lockseed wouldn’t work for him.
“Maybe you need something else to activate it,” Lindsay suggested, trying to be helpful despite her mixed feelings. “Or perhaps it’s not meant to work with your Driver yet.”
Jason nodded, still focused on the Lockseed. “I need to figure this out. If this is what she meant by a gift, there has to be a way.”
The group gathered around, eager to help. Bravo leaned in closer, examining the Lockseed. “It might be tied to a specific condition or event. We should analyze it further.”
Jason sighed, “I can’t believe I finally get a new power, and it won’t activate.” He felt a mix of disappointment and pressure, especially with everyone watching.
Jason took a deep breath, focusing intently on the Lemon Energy Lockseed and the new mechanical piece that had appeared in front of him. It looked similar to his Driver but had a different design—sleeker, more intricate, as if it were crafted for something beyond his current abilities.
With a determined look, he inserted the Lockseed into the mechanical device, hoping it would bridge the gap between him and the new power. The device lit up momentarily, but then the screen flashed another error.
“Incompatible Equipment!”
Frustration surged through him as he pulled the Lockseed out and examined it closely. “Why can’t I use this?” he muttered, his brow furrowing in concentration. He reinserted the Lockseed several times, each attempt met with the same disappointing error.
Lindsay watched him closely, her heart sinking a little more each time Jason's face fell with each failure. She felt a mix of pride in his determination and annoyance that the girl who had just kissed him was the source of his frustration.
As they all crowded around Jason's Driver, their hands were busy tugging at various pieces, desperately trying to find a way to integrate the new mechanical piece and the Lemon Energy Lockseed. In the midst of their frantic exploration, they accidentally knocked the faceplate off Jason's Driver.
“Did you guys just break my Driver?” Jason exclaimed, his eyes wide with disbelief.
Lindsay quickly leaned in, pointing at the exposed mechanism. “Wait! Look, it seems like you can slide that piece into here!” she said, her eyes brightening with newfound hope.
With everyone focused, Jason carefully positioned the new piece alongside his existing orange Lockseed, aligning them in a way that seemed promising. As he slid it into place, he felt a surge of energy course through him, the Driver responding to the new configuration.
“Henshin!” he called out, activating the Driver once again. The familiar voice chimed back, but now it was accompanied by a new sound, almost like a mechanical roar.
“Mix!”
The transformation sequence began, enveloping Jason in a radiant light. The energy locked in the new piece and the Lemon Energy Lockseed fused together, creating a striking visual spectacle.
When the light faded, Jason stood tall in his newly transformed state, adorned with Gaim Jimber Lemon Energy Arms. The armor featured a vibrant lemon pattern, symbolizing the power he had just unlocked. In his hand, he wielded a sleek Sonic Arrow, designed specifically for this form.
“Wow, this is incredible!” he marveled, pulling back the arrowstring with ease. The weapon felt perfectly balanced in his grasp. “I can’t believe it worked!”
The group erupted in cheers, excited to see Jason harnessing this new power. “Let’s test it out!” Bravo urged, clapping Jason on the back.
As Jason and the others tinkered with his Driver, finally activating his new form as Gaim Jimber Lemon Energy Arms, Zangetsu Shin stood at a distance, watching with a cold, indifferent gaze. Despite the power Jason had just unlocked, Zangetsu's expression remained unimpressed, his arms crossed as if he were observing an insect.
"Still nothing more than a test subject," Zangetsu muttered quietly, his voice carrying an air of superiority. His eyes scanned the group, dismissing Jason's new transformation as if it were just another phase in his larger experiment.
Jason, sensing Zangetsu’s disdain, stepped forward in his new Jimber form. “What is it with you and calling us ‘test subjects’?” Jason shouted, his frustration boiling over. “We’re fighting for survival, not to be part of some experiment!”
Zangetsu Shin didn’t flinch. “Your survival, your power, even your struggle—it's all data. Data we’ve been gathering from the start. You may think you’re making progress, Gaim, but all of this is a mere trial. Nothing more.”
Jason gripped the Sonic Arrow tightly, the insult cutting deep. “You really think I’m just some lab rat? I’ll show you I’m more than that!”
Zangetsu, still unbothered, gestured towards Duke, who was standing beside him. "He's convinced himself he's something greater. But this entire forest, the Lockseeds, the Drivers—they all serve a larger purpose. And you, Gaim, are just another piece in the puzzle. Nothing special."
Jason's heart pounded, but he kept his stance firm. "I’m done being part of your games."
As Gaim Jimber Lemon Energy Arms stood ready, his new form glowing with an unfamiliar, raw power, Duke Shin and Zangetsu Shin watched with keen interest. "Fascinating," Duke said, his voice filled with intrigue. "That Energy Lockseed wasn’t meant for a standard Driver. I wonder how it’ll hold up." Zangetsu, although stoic, allowed a small nod of agreement, signaling to Duke that they'd let Gaim test his newfound strength.
Before leaving, Duke Shin casually pressed a button on his wrist. “Let’s see how you handle this, Gaim.” Immediately, a deep rumble echoed from the forest, followed by the sounds of approaching Inves—massive creatures from the deeper part of the forest, larger and more menacing than any they had faced before. At the same time, several Tulip Hoppers, strange two-legged machines piloted by scientists loyal to the Genesis Riders, emerged, flanking the group.
Gaim, along with Ryugen, Baron, Bravo, and Gridon, was surrounded. The odds were suddenly stacked against them.
"Here they come!" Jason shouted, gripping his Sonic Arrow tightly. His eyes burned with determination, the power of the Lemon Energy Arms flowing through him in ways he hadn't experienced before. It was almost overwhelming how much stronger he felt, and yet, he knew he needed to focus. This was his moment, his stage.
"Gridon, stay close!" Bravo barked, keeping an eye on the panicked rider. Despite his fear, Bravo reminded Gridon, "This is how you become a hero. Hold your ground."
"I’ll try!" Gridon stammered, clearly overwhelmed, but he managed to transform and ready himself for the fight.
As the massive Inves charged toward them, Ryugen kept close to Lindsay, making sure she wasn’t in the direct path of danger. "Stay behind us!" Ryugen called out as he engaged one of the monstrous Inves, firing off shots with his Grape Dragon Gun.
Lindsay watched in awe and concern as Jason, in his new form, took the lead. The strength of Gaim Jimber Lemon Energy Arms was undeniable. His movements were more fluid, and each strike of his Sonic Arrow reverberated with immense power. It wasn’t just the Lockseed—it was how he wielded it, how the energy seemed to blend with his skill.
"Is this... what Duke was talking about?" Jason thought as he cleaved through an Inves with a powerful swing of his weapon. "This power... it’s beyond anything I’ve felt before."
Tulip Hoppers, with their mounted cannons, fired energy blasts at the group. Gaim deftly dodged the shots, firing his own barrage of energy arrows from the Sonic Arrow. The explosions lit up the battlefield, sending Inves flying as he cleared a path for his team.
"This is my stage!" Jason shouted, feeling the rush of battle and the thrill of his newfound power. He charged forward, slicing through the attacking Inves with quick, decisive movements. Each arrow fired from the Sonic Arrow was like a powerful declaration—he wasn’t just a test subject, and he wasn’t just part of their experiment. He was a warrior, and this battle was his to win.
Baron, meanwhile, fought on the opposite flank, his eyes scanning the battlefield. “Stay sharp, Ryugen! Bravo!” he called, reminding them that, despite their recent skirmishes, they still needed to work as a team.
Bravo, ever the tactician, was quick to respond. "I’m watching Gridon! Focus on your side, Baron!" With a flourish, Bravo slashed through two charging Inves, his movements precise and elegant, even in the chaos of battle.
As the battle intensified, Gaim led the charge, his Lemon Energy Arms giving him the strength to keep pushing forward. With every arrow he shot, every swing of his weapon, he knew that this was a turning point. He wasn’t just reacting to what the Genesis Riders threw at him anymore—he was commanding the fight, taking control of the battlefield.
Gaim, fully embracing the power of his Lemon Energy Arms, leaped across the battlefield with an unmatched ferocity. The Sonic Arrow became an extension of his body, seamlessly transitioning between close-range strikes and long-range volleys of energy arrows. Each shot landed with devastating precision, cutting through the horde of Inves and forcing the Tulip Hoppers into disarray. Jason moved like a whirlwind—grappling Inves, slamming them to the ground, then leaping back into the air to unleash a barrage of energy arrows. His performance on the battlefield was nothing short of extraordinary, a spectacle of power and agility.
Meanwhile, Baron had slipped away from the main fight, making his way to one of the Genesis Riders’ tents. Inside, his eyes fell upon a stash of Drivers, a potential opportunity to turn the tide. "These could give us the edge," Mason thought as he reached for one. But just as his fingers brushed the device, he was ambushed—Yoko appeared, delivering a swift kick to knock him back.
Mason quickly transformed into Baron Banana Arms, easily overpowering Yoko at first. "You’re no match for me," he growled, pushing her back with a heavy strike. But Yoko wasn’t done. With a cold smirk, she pulled out a Genesis Driver and slotted in a Peach Energy Lockseed. “Henshin.”
In a flash of pink light, she transformed into a powerful warrior clad in peach-colored armor, wielding her own Sonic Arrow. The energy weapon crackled as she aimed it at Baron, forcing him on the defensive. The power difference was immediately clear—her Peach Energy Arms form gave her an edge Baron hadn’t anticipated. The energy arrows fired with precision, forcing Baron to dodge and block, unable to immediately counter.
"You Genesis Riders really don’t know when to quit!" Mason grunted, grabbing one of the Drivers in the tent and securing it to his belt. But Yoko, with her enhanced abilities, was relentless, keeping Baron pinned in a flurry of arrows and quick sword strikes from her Sonic Arrow.
Elsewhere on the battlefield, Bravo continued his fight, expertly fending off Inves while simultaneously encouraging the nervous Gridon. "Don’t just stand there! This is your chance! Strike now!" Bravo commanded, keeping an eye on Gridon as the younger rider hesitated.
With Bravo’s guidance, Gridon finally mustered the courage. Spotting a distracted Inves, he moved in and executed his Acorn Squash finishing move, smashing the Inves to the ground in a burst of energy. "I-I did it!" Gridon shouted, momentarily triumphant.
But the celebration was short-lived. A sudden blast of energy from one of the Tulip Hoppers sent him flying, the fear returning as quickly as it had left. "W-Watch out!" Gridon cried, scrambling for cover.
Bravo, still fending off Inves, looked back at Gridon with frustration but also a glint of pride. "You’ve got it in you, Gridon. Now keep going!" He blocked a strike from an Inves and retaliated with a powerful slash, all the while making sure to keep Gridon in sight, coaching him through the battle.
Gaim’s continued dominance on the battlefield didn’t go unnoticed by the Genesis Riders. Duke Shin and Zangetsu Shin watched from a distance, clearly intrigued by the raw power and skill Jason displayed with the Lemon Energy Arms.
"He’s stronger than we anticipated," Duke mused, a hint of admiration in his voice.
"He’s still nothing more than a test subject," Zangetsu countered coldly. "But we’ll see just how far he can go."
As the battle raged on, Ryugen desperately called for Gridon to assist him in protecting Lindsay. The cowardly rider was trembling, but Ryugen's determination pushed him forward. Together, they tried to shield Lindsay from the chaos, dodging rampaging Inves while scanning for a path to safety. Bravo, meanwhile, had locked into a fierce combat with Marika, the new female Rider. A former SEAL, Bravo was an expert in hand-to-hand combat, but Marika’s skill with her Peach Energy Arms and Sonic Arrow kept both him and Baron at bay.
Marika's movements were graceful yet powerful, blocking and deflecting attacks from both Riders without breaking a sweat. Though neither side could gain ground, it was clear that Marika was a formidable opponent, and Baron and Bravo were struggling to keep her contained. Baron, ever the lone wolf, activated his Mango Arms, launching a mighty Mango Squash finishing move at Marika, but she deftly countered the attack, sending Baron tumbling down a hill toward the mysterious tree that had been at the center of so much intrigue. As he reached the bottom, his eyes widened in shock at what he saw—it wasn't just any tree. There was something deeply significant about it, something that went beyond just the forest.
At the same time, Ryugen and Gridon, hiding in one of the tents, were trying to sneak Lindsay out. Lindsay, however, noticed something unusual: a set of new flower-type Lockseeds and Lock Vehicles hidden away in a storage crate. She quickly stuffed several of them into her bag and handed a couple to Ryugen and Gridon, explaining they might need them soon.
Back on the battlefield, Gaim was engaged with a massive, rampaging muscular Inves. His Sonic Arrow wasn’t enough to end the fight quickly, and the Inves was charging at him with relentless power. Jason quickly activated his Lemon Jimber Squash finishing move, unleashing a devastating, piercing energy shot from his Sonic Arrow that sliced through the Inves, taking it down in a powerful explosion.
Just as Jason caught his breath, Baron came crashing through the underbrush, landing near him in a heap. "Mason!" Gaim shouted, seeing his ally dazed from his encounter with Marika.
Baron, still recovering from his fall, managed to stand, activating his Mango Arms once again. He hurled himself back into the fray, clashing with Marika. His Mango Squash collided with Marika's defensive maneuvers, but she was quick to strike back, hitting Baron hard enough to cancel out his transformation. Jason prepared to engage Marika himself, but before he could, a blast of energy came down from above, striking her.
High in the sky, Ryugen appeared, riding a sleek, flying motorcycle-like machine—the Dandeliner. Beside him, Lindsay clung tightly to the vehicle, tossing more Dandeliner Lock Vehicles to Baron, Bravo, and Gaim. Ryugen’s entrance was perfectly timed, forcing Marika to retreat as more reinforcements arrived. Baron, Bravo, Gaim, and even the reluctant Gridon quickly activated their own Dandeliners, taking to the skies.
The group of Riders, now on their Dandeliners, soared through the air, dodging blasts from the ground as the Genesis Riders’ forces attempted to shoot them down. The Tulip Hoppers tried to give chase, but the Riders, now equipped with these new Lock Vehicles, were too fast. They weaved between the trees and Inves, staying just ahead of their pursuers. Gridon, scared as he was, managed to stay on his Dandeliner, following Ryugen’s lead as they made their escape.
As they broke free from the Genesis Riders' research camp, Jason glanced over at Lindsay, who was riding alongside Ryugen. His heart raced with a mix of adrenaline and relief. "We made it," he thought, but he knew this was just the beginning. There was more to uncover about the tree, the Genesis Riders, and the mysterious power of the Energy Lockseeds that had just started to change the rules of their battle.
The forest had settled into an uneasy calm as the group of Riders soared through the air on their Dandeliners, the wind whipping past them as they darted between trees and dodged incoming fire from the Genesis Riders' forces below. The tension from their escape still hung heavy in the air, but for a moment, they had respite.
Jason glanced over his shoulder at Lindsay, her determined expression only slightly masking the concern she had for him. Her presence was comforting, but he knew this was no time for distractions. Ahead of them, Nick—Kamen Rider Ryugen—was focused, guiding the group through the dangerous terrain, with Gridon nervously clutching his own Dandeliner, trying not to fall behind.
As the group landed in the clearing after their harrowing escape, the Riders caught their breath, still shaken by the intensity of the battle. Jason, now clad in his Jimber Lemon Energy Arms, looked around at his teammates. The new power coursing through him felt strange, almost too powerful, but there was no time to dwell on it now.
Mason—Kamen Rider Baron—was standing off to the side, visibly troubled. Ever since he ventured near the massive tree that the Genesis Riders had been focused on, something seemed to weigh on his mind. Jason approached cautiously, sensing the tension.
"Mason, what happened back there?" Jason asked, his voice serious. "You were gone for a while. Did you find something?"
Mason turned slowly, his eyes dark with the weight of his discovery. "That tree... it's not just some focal point of their operations. There's something beneath it. I found a village—ruins." He paused, the words seemingly difficult for him to say. "This place... it's bigger than we thought. The deeper you go, the more it feels like it's ancient. Whatever the Genesis Riders are up to, it’s not just about the Inves or the fights."
Jason furrowed his brow, clearly intrigued. "A village? How could that be? I thought this forest was just a cover for their experiments. Are you saying there’s something more under the surface?"
Mason crossed his arms, still looking unsettled. "Yeah. The whole forest, the tree, the Lockseeds—it's all connected to something ancient. I saw carvings, symbols, remnants of a lost civilization, something bigger than we thought. And these Genesis Riders... they’re using us, gathering data from our battles to figure something out."
Kamen Rider Ryugen—Nick—stepped forward, concern evident in his voice. "Wait, so the Inves, the Lockseeds—they’re just tools? What’s really going on here?"
Mason nodded. "That’s exactly what I’m saying. We’ve been fighting, but it’s like we’re just pawns in whatever game they’re playing. This goes deeper than we imagined."
Lindsay, standing beside Jason, clenched her fists, her earlier jealousy now replaced by a gnawing sense of dread. "So, they’ve been using us this whole time? For what, some ancient mystery?" Her voice was tense, barely hiding her anxiety.
Deciding they've been through too much, they have to leave and regroup somewhere more safe. As they group fled the forest.
"We can’t stay here," Jason said, his voice carrying a weight of urgency as he steered his Dandeliner through the branches. "We need to find a place to regroup and strategize."
"Where do we go?" Lindsay asked, glancing back at the fading Genesis Riders’ camp. Her heart raced, still reeling from the adrenaline of battle and the sting of jealousy from earlier. "We can’t just head back to the lab, not after everything that’s happened."
Mason nodded in agreement, his eyes scanning the horizon for any sign of a safe location. "There’s an old warehouse I know of—far enough from here that they shouldn’t be able to find us right away. We can lay low for a bit and figure out our next steps."
Gridon, still riding his Dandeliner with a mix of excitement and fear, chimed in. "Is it safe there? What if the Genesis Riders find us?"
"They won’t," Bravo replied, his tone firm as he took the lead on his own Dandeliner. "We’ll have time to plan and get our bearings. It’s important we don’t rush into anything. We need to think this through."
Ryugen, who was flying just behind Bravo, turned to Gridon. "Just stick close to us, and we’ll make sure you’re safe." He offered a reassuring smile, trying to boost the younger Rider’s confidence.
With a determined nod, Gridon followed Ryugen, while Mason took a moment to glance at Lindsay, who was still visibly shaken. "You okay?" he asked, his voice softer now.
Lindsay sighed, trying to shake off her earlier feelings. "Yeah, I’m fine. Just… a lot happened back there. I’m worried about what’s next."
Jason overheard their conversation as they flew ahead of the group, the tension between Lindsay and the mysterious woman who had kissed him still hanging in the air like a thick fog. He felt compelled to reassure her, even if just for a moment. "Lindsay, I—" he started, but she quickly interjected.
"No, Jason, let’s focus on getting to safety first." Her tone was firm, but her expression softened slightly. "I just want us to be safe."
As they continued to fly, the towering trees of the forest began to thin out, revealing a small clearing ahead that housed the old warehouse Mason had mentioned. It looked abandoned, with rusted metal walls and broken windows, but it appeared sturdy enough to provide shelter.
"There it is!" Mason called out, pointing ahead. "That’s our spot!"
The group descended, their Dandeliners touching down lightly on the cracked concrete outside the warehouse. They quickly transformed back to their normal forms, the tension of battle still palpable in the air as they gathered together.
"Alright, let’s get inside," Jason instructed, scanning their surroundings for any signs of danger. "We don’t have much time."
As they entered the warehouse, a sense of relief washed over them. The interior was dark and dusty, filled with old crates and cobwebs. It felt secluded, a stark contrast to the chaos outside.
"This will do for now," Mason said, looking around. "Let’s set up a plan."
They huddled together, forming a tight circle as they began to discuss their next moves. Jason opened his mouth to speak, but Lindsay beat him to it.
"We need to figure out what the Genesis Riders are really after," she said, her voice steady. "Mason’s discovery about the ruins could be crucial. If they’re tied to the Inves somehow, we need to know more."
"And we need to figure out how to get you all those new powers," Nick added, a hint of determination in his tone. "Those Genesis Drivers and Energy Lockseeds could change everything for us."
Jason nodded, still feeling the power surging within him from the Lemon Energy Lockseed. "We’ll need to gather intel and maybe even infiltrate their camp again. We can’t let them continue their plans unchecked."
Bravo crossed his arms, a serious expression on his face. "We’ll also need to train and prepare for what’s coming. This was just a skirmish, and they’ll be back with a vengeance."
Gridon, still trying to build his confidence, chimed in. "I can help! I’ll do whatever it takes to fight with you guys!" His voice was steadier now, emboldened by the camaraderie of his fellow Riders.


Shadow sprinted through the dense underbrush, his heart racing. Panic surged through him as he glanced back, half-expecting the white Rider to appear at any moment. The memory of the brutal fight replayed in his mind: the swift, powerful strikes that had broken his Driver and left him feeling helpless. He had escaped, but now he was lost in the wilderness, fear gnawing at him.
"Where do I go?" he muttered to himself, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "I can’t keep running forever."
As he stumbled through the trees, a rustle caught his attention. He turned, eyes wide, but only saw shadows dancing in the fading light. Desperation clawed at him, and he spotted a strange fruit hanging from a branch. It looked ripe and vibrant, glistening with an otherworldly sheen.
"Maybe this will work," he thought, scrambling towards it. "I just need a Lockseed. If I can transform..."
He grabbed the fruit and took a bite, its flavor bursting in his mouth. But before he could savor it, an energy arrow whizzed past, striking the ground at his feet with a crackle of power.
"What’s this? A little lost puppy?" a mocking voice called out from atop a nearby hill. Shadow squinted, recognizing the figure standing confidently, the sleek silhouette of the Genesis Rider Sigurd, adorned in a striking gray and red design.
"Who are you?" Shadow shouted, confusion and fear mingling in his voice.
Sigurd grinned, his Cherry Energy Arms glinting in the dim light as he drew his Sonic Arrow, aiming it lazily at Shadow. "Oh, don’t worry. I’m just here to play." He fired another energy arrow, this time closer, forcing Shadow to dodge to the side.
"Get away from me!" Shadow shouted, panic overtaking him. He dashed in another direction, but Sigurd followed, his laughter echoing through the trees.
"Look at you run! It’s almost sad," Sigurd taunted, firing off another arrow that whizzed past Shadow’s ear. "You think that fruit will save you? Pathetic!"
Shadow’s heart raced as he stumbled again, adrenaline coursing through him. "I just need a chance! I can’t let you do this!"
Sigurd rolled his eyes, clearly amused. "You really think you can take me on? You’re nothing but a scared little insect. How cute." He fired another energy arrow, this one deliberately aimed at the ground, sending up a shower of sparks. "Now, why don’t you show me what that little fruit can do?"
Shadow felt a surge of anger amid the fear. "You think I’m scared?" he shouted defiantly, even as he glanced around for an escape route. "I won’t let you win!"
Sigurd’s laughter rang out again, more sinister this time. "Oh, I’m not winning. This is just too much fun. Keep running, Shadow. Let’s see how long you last."
With that, Shadow turned and sprinted deeper into the forest, determined to escape Sigurd’s twisted game. But the dark, looming shadows of the trees only seemed to grow thicker, and he could feel the presence of the lurking Inves behind him, stalking him like a predator.
"I just need to find somewhere safe..." he panted, desperately looking for a way out of this nightmare. The weight of his situation pressed down on him, the stakes growing ever higher as he fought to survive.
Shadow’s heart pounded in his chest as he fled deeper into the forest, branches scratching at his skin as he ran. The sound of laughter echoed behind him, taunting him with every step. Sigurd was toying with him, deliberately missing his shots, letting him feel the rush of fear without the pain of a hit.
"Keep running, little insect," Sigurd called out mockingly. "It’s almost entertaining!"
The trees blurred past as Shadow sprinted for what felt like an hour. The darkness of the forest closed in around him, and dread gripped him as he felt something unsettling begin to stir within. The fruit he had eaten was infecting him, its energy seeping into his very being. He could feel it twisting and reshaping him, a strange heat coursing through his veins.
"No, no, no!" Shadow gasped, panic rising in his throat. "What’s happening to me?!"
He stumbled, falling to his knees as the transformation took hold. Shadow cried out in terror, his body contorting in ways he couldn’t comprehend. He could feel his bones cracking, skin stretching, and his vision shifting as the world around him warped.
In a final, desperate bid, he leaped to his feet and launched himself forward, hoping to catch Sigurd off guard. But the Genesis Rider was ready; he effortlessly sidestepped the attack and fired his Sonic Arrow, the shot striking Shadow’s side and sending him tumbling to the ground.
"Aww, did I hurt you?" Sigurd taunted, stepping closer. "Let’s finish this!"
He triggered his finishing move, calling out, "Cherry Energy Sparking!" The air crackled with energy as Sigurd unleashed a powerful blast, the arrow tearing through the air toward Shadow.
Shadow’s body convulsed and twisted further as the transformation completed, morphing into a grotesque lizard-like Inves. Confusion and pain flashed in his eyes as he struggled to comprehend what he had become, but it was too late.
With a sickening sense of finality, Sigurd’s arrow struck true, the energy piercing through Shadow’s new form. He felt the life drain away, a haunting calm washing over him as darkness enveloped his vision.
"Goodbye, little bug," Sigurd said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "Enjoy your new life... or lack thereof."
As Shadow fell, the last remnants of his humanity slipped away, leaving nothing but a lifeless Inves in the depths of the forest, swallowed by the shadows.
In the dimly lit warehouse, the group gathered in a circle, the tension of their recent battle still hanging heavy in the air. The sound of their heavy breathing filled the silence as they took a moment to catch their breath and assess the situation.
Lindsay sat beside Jason but maintained a slight distance, her mind racing with thoughts of the glowing woman and the kiss that had caught her off guard. Jason, still riding the adrenaline from the fight, glanced at her, sensing her unease but unsure how to bridge the gap.
Mason, ever the observant one, couldn’t help but notice the lingering tension. He cleared his throat, his voice breaking the stillness. “Did you all notice that glowing woman?” he asked, directing his gaze toward the others before locking eyes with Lindsay. “She looked just like you, Lindsay.”
The room went quiet, and all eyes turned to Lindsay, who felt her cheeks flush. She shifted in her seat, her discomfort palpable.
“Yeah, I… I saw her,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “It was just a coincidence.”
Mason raised an eyebrow, clearly unconvinced. “A coincidence? She appeared, and she gave him a new power. Doesn’t that seem a little too strange?”
Jason looked between them, caught off guard by Mason’s directness. “Maybe it was just a manifestatio. We’ve seen odd things happen before,” he suggested, trying to diffuse the situation.
Mason shook his head, not letting it go. “But the resemblance is uncanny! What if she’s connected to you somehow? I mean, how many people can just glow like that and look like one of us?”
Lindsay crossed her arms defensively, staring down at her lap. “It doesn’t mean anything. I’m just me. There’s no connection.”
Jason leaned closer, concern etching his features. “Lindsay, it’s okay to be curious or even worried about it. We’re all dealing with a lot right now. If there’s something you want to share…”
Lindsay’s heart raced at the weight of their attention. “I just think it’s weird. I don’t know why she looked like me, and it’s probably just a coincidence.” She avoided their gazes, feeling the tension simmering.
Lindsay took a deep breath, her heart pounding as she finally decided to open up. “You know, I’ve actually been less interested in the forest for a bit now,” she confessed, her voice steadying. “I was hoping you all would find her. Ever since I saw that first photo of the glowing woman, I can’t shake this feeling. I feel… drawn to her.”
The group exchanged glances, surprise etched on their faces. Mason leaned forward, intrigued. “What do you mean? Drawn to her how?”
“It’s hard to explain,” Lindsay continued, her eyes reflecting the uncertainty swirling in her mind. “There’s just something about her that feels familiar. I can’t stop thinking about her.”
Jason listened intently, his brow furrowing in thought. “I think I might know what you mean.” He hesitated for a moment before sharing his own experience. “When I first walked into the forest and found the Driver, I heard a woman’s voice too. It told me to unlock my potential and become the hero.”
Lindsay’s eyes widened. “You heard a voice? Just like that?”
Jason nodded, his expression serious. “Yeah. At the time, I thought it was just my imagination or something. But now, with everything that’s happened, I wonder if there’s more to it. Maybe this glowing woman is connected to the power we’ve been given.”
The room fell silent as the weight of Jason’s revelation settled in. Mason scratched his head, trying to piece it all together. “So you both think this woman is somehow guiding us? Maybe she wants you, Lindsay, to embrace something deeper?”
“It’s possible,” Lindsay said, her excitement mingling with apprehension. “But why? What does she want from me? From all of us?”
Baron chimed in, looking thoughtful. “Maybe she represents a part of ourselves we haven’t discovered yet. Something we need to embrace to become stronger.”
“Or maybe she’s a warning,” Bravo added, his voice low. “We’re venturing into dangerous territory. If she’s connected to this power, we need to be cautious.”
Lindsay felt a mixture of hope and fear swell within her. “What if she’s trying to help us?”
Gridon, unable to contain his anxiety, shifted nervously from one foot to the other. “I don’t get it! First, we’re fighting those inves, then we’re taken captive by those Genesis Riders, and now we’re talking about glowing women and mysterious powers?” His voice rose with each word, panic evident in his eyes. “What if we’re in over our heads? What if we’re not cut out for this? I mean, I can barely keep my own head straight!”
Baron crossed his arms, his expression stern. “You think I care about your fears? We’re in a fight for our lives, Gridon. Either step up or get left behind. We can’t afford to have anyone second-guessing themselves right now.”
“Easy for you to say!” Gridon shot back, his voice trembling. “You’re strong! You can hold your own! But me? I’m just… I’m just me!” He dropped his head, shoulders slumping in defeat.
Bravo stepped closer, trying to lend some support. “Listen, we all have doubts, but that doesn’t mean we can’t fight back. It’s okay to be scared. Just remember, you’re not alone. We’re a team.”
Baron scoffed. “A team doesn’t have room for weakness. If you want to be a hero, you better start acting like one. We can’t babysit you while you wallow in doubt.”
Gridon glared at Baron, his frustration boiling over. “What do you want me to do? Just pretend everything’s fine when we’re up against Genesis Riders? It’s not that simple!”
“Life isn’t simple!” Baron shot back, his tone sharp. “You want to survive? Stop whining and fight. Nobody’s asking you to be perfect, but you need to get your head in the game!”
Lindsay glanced at Jason, who nodded in encouragement. “Gridon, we’ve all been scared. But Baron’s right. We can’t let fear control us. We need to face this together.”
“Yeah, but that was different!” Gridon protested, running a hand through his hair. “This is a whole new level! We’re dealing with Genesis Riders, crazy powers, and now a mysterious glowing woman? I just want to go home!”
Mason put a hand on Gridon’s shoulder, trying to ground him. “I get it, really. But running away won’t solve anything. We have to face this together. You’re stronger than you think.”
Gridon took a deep breath, trying to rein in his spiraling thoughts. “Okay, okay. I’ll try. But can we at least have a plan?”
Mason rolled his eyes. “Yeah, good luck with that. Just know that hesitation gets people killed. If you want to be part of this, you better start acting like it.”
Bravo interjected, trying to ease the tension. “Both of you have good points. We need to be cautious but also proactive. Jason’s right; we can’t afford to be reckless. But Mason has a point too—when we engage, we need to do so with strength. It’s about balance.”
Mason threw his hands up in exasperation. “I’m all for strategy, but if we keep overanalyzing, we’ll miss our chance! Sometimes you just have to take the leap!”
Jason shook his head, exasperated. “Taking leaps is great until you hit the ground hard. We need to be smarter about this.”
“Yeah, well, smart doesn’t always win the fight!” Mason replied, his voice rising. “You want to play chess with them? Go ahead! I’ll be over here doing what needs to be done!”
Jason’s gaze hardened. “If you want to throw yourself into danger, that’s your choice. But don’t drag the rest of us down with you. We can’t afford to lose anyone else.”
Mason clenched his fists, taking a moment to breathe deeply. “I’m not looking to lose anyone. I’m just tired of feeling helpless. Sometimes it feels like we’re just waiting for our next defeat.”
Lindsay stepped in, trying to calm the brewing storm. “Both of you, listen. We’re all feeling the weight of this fight. We’ve faced a lot, and it’s understandable to feel overwhelmed. But let’s not tear each other apart. We need to work together, combining both our strengths and strategies.”
As the argument intensified, Mason’s frustration boiled over. He drew his Lockseed, holding it up defiantly. “You think you can just stand there and lecture me about strategy while we’re facing these threats? I’m not going to let us sit around and get picked off one by one!”
Jason, equally frustrated, grabbed his own Lockseed, pointing it at Mason. “And I’m not going to let you charge in without thinking! We need to be smart about this if we want to survive!”
Nick stepped into the middle of them, raising his hands in a placating gesture. “Hey, come on, guys! This isn’t helping anyone. We’re all on the same side here. We need to focus on what’s ahead of us, not fight each other.”
Mason glared at Jason. “This isn’t about you, Gaim. It’s about survival! If you want to sit back and strategize while the rest of us fight, then fine!”
Jason shot back, “I’m not sitting back! I’m trying to keep us alive, Mason! But you can’t just rush into danger without a plan!”
Nick cleared his throat, trying to defuse the tension. “Look, we’ve all had a rough day. We need to work together, not against each other. We’ve got to figure out how to take down the Genesis Riders and keep ourselves safe.”
Mason’s eyes narrowed as he looked at Jason, his frustration still simmering beneath the surface. “Maybe it’s time for a rematch, Gaim. Let’s see if you can back up that talk with some real strength.”
Jason straightened up, meeting Mason’s gaze with determination. “Maybe it is. But not now, Mason. We have bigger problems to deal with.”
Before the tension could escalate, Lindsay stepped forward, placing a hand on Jason's arm. “Jason, let’s not do this now. We need to focus on the threats we’re facing, not each other.”
Bravo, sensing the brewing conflict, quickly intervened, stepping in between Mason and Jason. “Hey, both of you! This isn’t the time for a showdown. We just survived a crazy fight, and we need to stick together. Fighting each other won’t solve anything.”
Mason huffed, crossing his arms. “I just want to see if he’s as tough as he claims to be.”
Mason huffed in frustration as he transformed, the vibrant colors of his Dandeliner flickering to life around him. “I’ll do this my way, Gaim! You just wait and see!” He revved the engine, the sound echoing in the warehouse, before speeding off into the unknown.
Jason watched him leave, shaking his head. “If he wants to get himself killed, then that’s his choice.”
Gridon, still feeling the weight of the day’s events, glanced around the warehouse. His eyes landed on the Sengoku Driver that Mason had left behind. “Wait a second,” he exclaimed, stepping closer. “If he transformed, then what’s this doing here?”
Bravo walked over, curious. “Mason found it in a tent. Maybe we could use it. Especially with Baron going AWOL on us.” He picked up the driver, examining it thoughtfully.
Lindsay leaned in, her eyes wide with possibility. “Do you think someone else could become a Rider? If we can figure this out, it might give us an edge against the Genesis Riders.”
Jason thinks for a moment, a glimmer of hope crossing his mind. “I know the right guy for this Driver. He could make use of it.”
Jason looks at Lindsay, concern etched on his face. "Hey, are you okay? You seemed a bit distant after... you know, the glowing woman. We had plans for a date, and then I was kissed by your glowing doppleganger. I get it if it’s weird for you, but I just want to make sure you’re alright."
Lindsay bites her lip, her eyes darting away for a moment. "I’m... still trying to process everything," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper. "Seeing that woman was... strange. It’s like a part of me recognized her, and I can’t shake off that feeling."
Jason nods, trying to understand. "I mean, it’s understandable. That kind of thing would freak anyone out. But I’m still here, you know? I care about you, and I don’t want this to come between us."
"I know," she replies, her voice softening. "It’s just... I felt a connection to her, and then seeing you kissed by her... it threw me off. I don’t want to lose what we have."
"Neither do I," Jason reassures her. "We can work through this. Just... don’t shut me out, okay? I want to be here for you."
Lindsay just nods.
As Jason drives Lindsay home, the car is enveloped in a comfortable silence. Both of them are lost in their thoughts, still grappling with the events of the day. The tension hangs in the air, unaddressed yet palpable.
When they finally arrive at her house, Lindsay hesitates at the door, looking at Jason with a mix of emotions. "Thanks for the ride," she says softly, her voice barely breaking the silence.
"Yeah, of course," Jason replies, forcing a smile despite the weight of the moment. "Take care."
As she opens the door, Lindsay turns back, her heart racing. Without thinking, she leans over and kisses him gently. It's a sweet, lingering kiss that momentarily erases all doubts and worries.
"I still want our date," she whispers, pulling back slightly to look into his eyes. "I just don’t like how I was feeling about the glowing woman and you. I hope you understand."
Jason's breath hitches at the unexpected kiss, warmth flooding through him. "I understand," he replies, a smile breaking through his earlier apprehension. "Whenever you’re ready."
"I’ll see you soon?" she asks, her gaze searching his for reassurance.
"Definitely," he assures her, his heart hopeful. With one last glance, Lindsay steps inside, leaving Jason to contemplate the complexities of their situation.
At work, Jason and Lindsay sit together at a small table in the break room, enjoying their lunch. A comfortable tension fills the air as they hold hands discreetly beneath the table, their fingers intertwined, hidden from prying eyes. They exchange shy smiles, both knowing they’re crossing a line yet feeling an undeniable connection.
“How’s your salad?” Lindsay asks, trying to maintain a light tone despite the heaviness of their unspoken feelings.
“Not as good as this,” Jason replies, glancing down at their joined hands and squeezing hers gently. “But I’ll manage.”


Mason out in the alien forest, searching for any sign of the Genesis Riders. He moves cautiously, but the remains of their camp are long gone, leaving him frustrated and concerned. “Where could they have gone?” he mutters to himself, kicking at a stray stone.
Back at the warehouse, Bravo is focused on his work, going through data and analyzing their last encounter with the Genesis Riders. The atmosphere is tense as they prepare for whatever comes next. Suddenly, Gridon bursts into the room, his face a mask of worry.
“Bravo!” he exclaims, catching his breath. “I need your help. I haven’t seen Shadow since we left the forest, and he’s not answering his phone!”
Bravo looks up from his work, brow furrowed. “Shadow? You haven't seen him?”
Gridon replies, anxiety bubbling over. “He just disappeared after the fight with the white one. I’m worried something happened to him.”
“Alright, let’s figure this out,” Bravo says, setting aside his work. “We can’t leave him out there. We need to find him before it’s too late.”
Gridon nods, determination replacing his fear. “Right. We can head back into the forest together.”
As they prepare to leave, Jason and Lindsay finish their lunch, unaware of the unfolding search for their missing teammate. They’re lost in their own world, making plans for their next date while the looming threat of the Genesis Riders and the mysteries of the forest linger just outside their minds.
Jason spots Dillon across the break room, busy organizing equipment for the upcoming projects. He takes a deep breath, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness about what he’s about to propose. They’ve bonded over their support roles at work, each playing crucial parts behind the scenes, and Jason knows Dillon has a good head on his shoulders.
“Hey, Dillon!” Jason calls, making his way over. Dillon looks up, a friendly smile spreading across his face.
“Hey, Jason! What’s up?” Dillon replies, setting down a stack of boxes.
Jason glances around to ensure no one else is listening before lowering his voice. “I wanted to talk to you about something important. It’s about the Genesis Riders and… well, I think we need more help. And I think you’re the perfect person for it.”
Dillon raises an eyebrow, intrigued. “More help? What do you mean?”
“I’ve got a Sengoku Driver that I want to offer you,” Jason says, his excitement bubbling. “I think you could really make a difference. And I want to give you one of my favorite Lockseeds—the Walnut Lockseed. It’ll help you transform.”
Dillon’s eyes widen in disbelief. “You want me to become a Rider? Are you serious?”
“Absolutely,” Jason nods earnestly. “I know you’re not a fighter, but you’ve got the skills and the smarts to make it work. We need all hands on deck if we’re going to take on the Genesis Riders and whatever else is out there. You’d be more than just a support role—you’d be on the front lines with us.”
Dillon runs a hand through his hair, weighing the offer. “I don’t know, man. This sounds a bit intense. I’ve never fought anything in my life.”
“I get that,” Jason reassures him, “but we’ve all had to step up in ways we never expected. And I trust you. Plus, with the Walnut Lockseed, you’d have a unique ability to use in battle. You won’t be alone; we’ll all have your back.”
After a moment of contemplation, Dillon’s expression shifts to one of determination. “Alright, let’s do it. I’m in. But you’d better not let me get hurt out there!”
Jason grins, feeling a surge of hope. “I promise. We’ll work together and figure this out. Let’s make sure we’re ready for whatever comes next.”

The day had been fairly uneventful at the office, but as Jason and Dillon wrapped up their work, an unsettling tension filled the air. Just as they prepared to head out, a loud crash echoed through the building. A swarm of Inves burst through the doors, their grotesque forms causing panic to erupt among the employees.
Jason’s heart raced. He glanced at Dillon, who was already looking frightened but determined. “We need to do something!” Jason shouted, adrenaline pumping through his veins as he clutched his orange lockseed.
“Go!” Dillon urged. “You can’t let them hurt anyone!”
Without another word, Jason transformed into Kamen Rider Gaim, his armor glinting in the fluorescent lights of the office. “Time to fight!” he declared, rushing into the fray as Inves swarmed around him, threatening his coworkers.
As Jason battled fiercely, striking down the monstrous Inves with his Orange Slasher, he noticed Dillon still standing by the entrance, frozen in fear. But then Dillon caught the eye of one of the Inves, and the creature lunged at him.
“Now or never!” Dillon shouted, determination flooding his voice. He grabbed the Sengoku Driver that Jason had given him earlier, fumbling slightly but regaining his focus. With shaking hands, he equipped the driver and inserted the Walnut Lockseed.
“Henshin!” Dillon shouted, his voice resolute as a powerful wave of energy enveloped him. When the light faded, Dillon stood transformed into Knuckle Walnut Arms, his armor shimmering with a deep walnut brown and his fists equipped with the Walnut Bombers.
The onlookers gasped, both in awe and disbelief. “What the—?” one of his coworkers exclaimed, watching as Dillon’s transformation completed.
“Let’s do this!” Dillon shouted, his confidence surging. He charged into the battle with impressive speed, surprising everyone with his strike boxing skills. “Get back, everyone!” he called, using his newfound power to knock back a group of Inves.
As Dillon fought valiantly, Jason took down another Inves, but the sudden sound of energy arrows zipping past him made him turn. From the corner of his eye, he saw a figure with a greyish armor design standing on a nearby rooftop—Genesis Rider Sigurd.
“So, you’re the infamous Gaim,” Sigurd taunted, his voice dripping with mockery. “Let’s see how you fare against a true Rider.”
With that, Sigurd unleashed a barrage of energy arrows, forcing Jason to dodge and counter with his blast from his unrivaled saber. The two began to engage in a fierce battle, each strike resonating with the chaos around them.
Meanwhile, Dillon was making a name for himself as Knuckle. “Walnut Squash!” he yelled, unleashing a devastating punch that shattered an Inves like it was a walnut, sending bits of monster flying in every direction. The crowd cheered, their fear turning to hope as they witnessed Dillon’s strength.
Jason fought against Sigurd, their blows exchanging in a furious dance of power and agility. “I won’t let you hurt anyone!” Jason declared, focusing his energy. As they continued to clash, Dillon shouted from behind him.
“Gaim, I’ve got your back! Let’s finish this!”
With renewed determination, Jason nodded. He combined his strength with Dillon’s newfound abilities, and together, they pushed back against Sigurd and the remaining Inves.
Jason gripped his Orange slasher, his focus unwavering as he faced the imminent threat of Genesis Rider Sigurd. “These guys are no joke,” he warned Dillon, who was now transformed into Knuckle. “Try to deal with the Inves. I’ll take care of this.”
Dillon nodded, determination in his eyes. “You got it, Gaim!” He turned to face the approaching horde of Inves, ready to put his new abilities to the test.
From the sidelines, Lindsay watched with a mix of concern and admiration as Jason and Dillon fought together. Their synchronized movements and unyielding spirit sparked hope in her heart, but she couldn’t shake the anxiety coursing through her veins.
“Let’s see what you’ve got,” Sigurd taunted, his voice dripping with arrogance as he unleashed a volley of energy arrows at Gaim. The arrows whistled through the air, each one a deadly threat. Jason dodged and weaved, retaliating with strikes of his own, but Sigurd remained relentless.
The two clashed again, the sound of their weapons ringing out in the chaos. Jason could feel the strain of the battle but refused to back down. He activated his Lemon Energy Lockseed, the vibrant yellow energy swirling around him. “Lemon Jimber Arms!” the driver shouted, transforming in a flash of light.
With newfound strength, Jason faced Sigurd, who merely smirked, “You think you can best me? You’re just a foolish Rider.”
“This is my stage,” Jason declared, equipping his Lemon Energy Lockseed to his Sonic Arrow. He charged his finishing move, calling out, “Lemon Energy Full Charge!”
Sigurd responded with his own attack. “Cherry Energy Full Charge!” he shouted, launching his energy arrows towards Jason.
The two attacks collided in a brilliant display of light and energy, a storm of power that illuminated the battlefield. Jason gritted his teeth, pushing against the force of Sigurd’s attack. With a burst of determination, his Lemon Energy broke through Sigurd’s Cherry Energy, striking the Genesis Rider and knocking him to the ground.
As the dust settled, Jason watched in disbelief as Sigurd’s transformation was canceled, revealing a shifty-looking man he’d never seen before. The Cherry Energy Lockseed fell to the ground with a soft thud, and Jason quickly snatched it up.
“Pathetic,” Sigurd sneered, struggling to rise. “You’re a worthless Rider if all you care about is saving people. This was supposed to be fun, unlike that idiot who managed to get his driver broken.” His gaze darkened, a hint of bitterness creeping into his voice. “That freak was a lot more satisfying after he became an Inves.”
Jason narrowed his eyes at Sigurd, determination burning within him. “I don’t care about your twisted sense of fun. I’m here to protect people, no matter what.”
“Save your breath, Gaim,” Sigurd hissed, still trying to gather his strength. “You’ll regret this.”
With Sigurd down for the moment, Jason turned his attention back to Dillon, who was still fending off the relentless swarm of Inves. “Knuckle! Let’s finish this!” he called out, ready to combine their strength once more.
As Gaim and Knuckle took down the last of the invading Inves, a momentary lull settled over the battlefield. The ground was littered with remnants of the fierce fight, but the immediate threat had been quelled. However, in their focus on the swarm, neither Jason nor Dillon noticed Sigurd slipping away, disappearing into the shadows of the forest.
“We did it!” Dillon exclaimed, ending his transformation. “That was insane!”
Jason followed suit, reverting back to his human form. He ran a hand through his hair, catching his breath. “Yeah, we make a pretty good team,” he admitted, a smile creeping onto his face.
“Thanks for believing in me,” Dillon replied, a hint of pride in his voice. “I didn’t know how I’d handle myself out there, but you made it feel… easier.”
Jason chuckled, wiping sweat from his brow. “It’s all about working together. I knew you’d pull through. I just wish we’d caught that Genesis Rider.”
Dillon frowned, glancing back at the forest where Sigurd had vanished. “He got away, but we’ll get another shot at him. It’s not like he can hide forever.”
Jason nodded, his expression turning serious. “Yeah, and when we do, I’ll make sure he knows he can’t just toy with people like that.”


Bravo and Gridon pushed deeper into the dense, shadowy forest, their senses heightened as they searched for any sign of Shadow. The air was thick with tension, and every rustle of leaves made Gridon flinch.
“Are you sure he came this way?” Bravo asked, glancing around at the trees towering over them like silent sentinels.
Gridon shook his head nervously. “I-I’m not sure, but he was last seen near the edge of the forest. He wouldn’t just disappear, right? He has to be around here somewhere.”
“Stay focused,” Bravo said, his voice steady. “Shadow’s tough; if he’s out here, he’s probably trying to keep himself safe. We just need to find some clue or trail to follow.”
The two moved cautiously, stepping over gnarled roots and weaving between thick trunks. Bravo scanned the ground for footprints or signs of struggle while Gridon occasionally called out for their missing friend.
“Shadow! It’s Bravo and Gridon! Can you hear us?” Gridon shouted, his voice echoing through the trees.
Silence greeted them, amplifying the unease in the air. Bravo sighed, running a hand through his hair. “I can’t believe we’re still out here. What if he’s hurt?”
“We won’t think like that,” Bravo replied, trying to keep Gridon’s spirits up. “He’s resourceful. Remember how he handled himself in the forest before? He’s likely just trying to figure things out.”
Gridon nodded, but his eyes darted around, clearly unsettled. “I just… I can’t shake this feeling that something’s wrong. The way he was acting after the last fight—he was scared.”
“Yeah, I get it. But panicking isn’t going to help us find him,” Bravo said firmly. “Let’s check that clearing up ahead. We might have better luck seeing something from there.”
As they approached the clearing, they noticed unusual markings on the ground—deep scratches that seemed to indicate a struggle. Bravo crouched down, examining them closely.
“Look at this,” he said, pointing at the ground. “These scratches are fresh. Something definitely went down here.”
Gridon stepped closer, anxiety creeping back into his voice. “Do you think it was an Inves? Or something else?”
“Could be either,” Bravo replied, standing up. “But we need to keep moving. Let’s head in the direction these scratches lead.”
As Bravo and Gridon moved deeper into the forest, the atmosphere became increasingly eerie. The trees closed in around them, their branches twisting and turning like grasping fingers. Every crack of a twig echoed ominously, heightening their sense of urgency.
“Do you really think he’s okay?” Gridon asked, glancing over his shoulder as if expecting to see Shadow behind him.
“He has to be,” Bravo replied, though the uncertainty in his voice betrayed his confidence. “We’ll find him. He’s stronger than he looks.”
As they ventured further, they stumbled upon a small clearing where the sunlight filtered through the canopy, creating a patch of warmth amidst the chilling shadows. In the center of the clearing lay a torn piece of fabric caught on a low-hanging branch—a dark cloth that Gridon recognized.
“Wait a minute… that looks like Shadow’s jacket!” Gridon exclaimed, rushing toward the fabric. He gently tugged at it, confirming his fears. “This is definitely his!”
Bravo joined him, frowning as he took in the sight. “If he left this behind, it means he must’ve been in a hurry. We’re on the right track. He couldn’t have gone far.”
Suddenly, Gridon’s attention was caught by a faint sound in the distance, like a low growl mixed with a rustling of leaves. His eyes widened, and he turned to Bravo. “Did you hear that?”
“Yeah, I did,” Bravo said, scanning the trees around them. “It’s coming from over there.” He pointed toward a thicket on the far side of the clearing.
With caution, they approached the thicket, moving slowly to avoid drawing attention. As they neared the edge, they could see movement within the bushes. A pair of glowing eyes watched them intently, and a low growl emanated from the darkness.
“Is that… an Inves?” Gridon whispered, his voice trembling.
As Bravo transformed into his Rider form, the air crackled with energy. “Henshin! Bravo!” He felt the familiar rush of power as the Durian Arms materialized around him. The distinct sound of chainsaws revving filled the air as he wielded the Durian Saws, their blades gleaming in the dappled sunlight.
With fierce determination, Bravo locked eyes on the beast-like Inves before him—a massive creature with jagged claws and glowing red eyes. It let out a guttural growl, baring its teeth in a menacing snarl.
“Let’s see what you’ve got!” Bravo challenged, rushing forward with his saws spinning. He executed a series of rapid slashes, the blades whirring as they cut through the air. The Inves retaliated, swiping at Bravo with its razor-sharp claws.
“Not today!” Bravo ducked under the strike, spinning around and delivering a powerful upward slash that sent the Inves staggering back. He took a moment to assess the situation, but just as he was about to launch another attack, he caught sight of Gridon, who was preparing to transform.
“Gridon, now!” Bravo shouted, urging him on.
“Got it! Henshin! Kamen Rider Gridon! Acorn Arms!” Gridon declared, his voice filled with resolve. The transformation enveloped him in a burst of energy, and he emerged, wielding the Acron Arms, which enhanced his strength.
With a battle cry, Gridon charged forward, aiming his Acron Hammer at the Inves. “Let’s take this thing down together!” He swung with all his might, but the Inves dodged, lunging at Gridon with surprising agility.
Bravo seized the moment, launching into the fray. “Hey ugly! Focus on me!” He dashed forward, revving his saws. With a flurry of strikes, he aimed to distract the Inves, allowing Gridon to line up his shot.
As Bravo engaged the creature, Gridon took a breath, focusing on his target. “Now, let’s finish this!” He raised his hammer high and brought it crashing down with all his strength. The impact sent shockwaves through the ground, and the Inves howled in pain.
Bravo followed up with a combination of spinning slashes, pushing the Inves back. “Keep it off balance, Gridon! We can’t let it regroup!”
The Inves snarled, slashing out wildly, but Bravo was relentless. He ducked and dodged, using the speed of the Durian Saws to his advantage. “You’re not getting away that easily!”
With a fierce battle cry, Gridon struck again, using his Acorn Hammer to deliver a crushing blow to the creature's side. The Inves stumbled, exposing its flank. “Now, Bravo!”
“Durian Slice!” Bravo shouted, revving his saws to full power. He dashed in, unleashing a devastating series of attacks that tore through the Inves’s defenses.
The creature howled in agony, its form flickering as it began to lose its cohesion. It staggered backward, clearly on the brink of defeat.
Gridon stepped forward, raising his hammer once more. “Let’s end this together!”
“Right!” Bravo echoed, positioning himself for the final strike. “Now! Let’s go!”
With a coordinated effort, they charged the weakened Inves. Bravo unleashed a final series of spinning slashes, while Gridon swung his hammer down with tremendous force. “Acorn Smash!”
The combination of their attacks proved too much for the beast, which erupted in a brilliant explosion of dark energy, showering the forest in a cascade of shimmering particles.
Panting, the two Riders stood amidst the fading remnants of the Inves, catching their breath.
“We make a pretty good team,” Gridon said, a grin breaking across his face as he looked at Bravo.
After several fruitless hours searching the dense forest, Bravo and Gridon decided to push deeper, hoping to find any sign of Shadow. They navigated through thick underbrush and tangled vines, but the deeper they went, the more disorienting the forest became.
“Where could he have gone?” Gridon muttered, frustration creeping into his voice. “He wouldn’t just disappear like this.”
“I don’t know,” Bravo replied, scanning their surroundings. “But we can’t keep wandering around here forever. It’s time to regroup. Let’s head to Jason’s apartment and check in with him. He might have some leads or at least some fresh eyes on the situation.”
The two Riders exchanged nods and made their way back through the forest, retracing their steps with urgency. After a short trek, they emerged from the treeline, relieved to leave the oppressive atmosphere of the woods behind.
Once they arrived at Jason’s apartment building, they hurried inside and up to his unit. Bravo knocked on the door, and they waited anxiously for a response.
After a moment, Jason opened the door, a look of surprise crossing his face. “Hey, what brings you guys here?”
“We’ve been searching the forest for Shadow,” Gridon explained, his tone serious. “We couldn’t find any sign of him. Have you heard anything?”
As Jason replaced the band-aids and small dressings on his arms from their recent fight, he turned to Bravo and Gridon, a serious expression on his face. “Something strange happened today,” he began, tossing the Cherry Energy Lockseed to Bravo, who caught it with a raised eyebrow.
“I encountered some Inves at work,” Jason explained, “but it wasn’t just them. I had a buddy, Dillon, who transformed into a new Rider—Knuckle. Together, we managed to fend off the Inves, but then I ran into a Genesis Rider named Sigurd.”
“Sigurd?” Gridon echoed, his interest piqued. “What was he like?”
“Dangerous,” Jason replied, his brow furrowing. “He seemed to enjoy the fight. I managed to beat him, and I took this Lockseed from him.” He gestured to the Cherry Energy Lockseed in Bravo’s hand. “But he slipped away before I could press him for answers. Just before he left, he mentioned something that sent chills down my spine.”
“What did he say?” Bravo asked, leaning in.
“He said it was so much fun to pursue a guy who had his driver broken… and then turned into an Inves.” Jason’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Do you think he was talking about Shadow?”
Bravo’s face darkened, and Gridon clenched his fists. “That’s not good. If Shadow really has become an Inves…”
Jason shook his head. “I don’t want to believe it, but we have to consider the possibility. We’ve seen what can happen to people who get caught up in this chaos. Sigurd’s words could mean he’s the one who took Shadow down.”
“We have to find him,” Gridon insisted. “If there’s a chance Shadow is still out there, we can’t waste any time! We need to track down this Sigurd and get more information!”
Bravo nodded, gripping the Cherry Energy Lockseed tightly. “If he’s responsible, we’ll make him pay. He can’t just toy with people’s lives like that.”
Jason sat on the edge of his bed, anxiety swirling in his chest as he dialed Lindsay’s number. After a few rings, she picked up, her voice brightening the otherwise tense atmosphere.
“Hey, Jason! What’s up?” she asked, but he could sense an undercurrent of worry in her tone.
“Lindsay, we need to talk,” he replied, trying to keep his voice steady.
“What’s wrong?” she asked, concern creeping into her voice.
“It’s about the Genesis Rider who attacked me at work today,” he began, running a hand through his hair. “His name is Sigurd, and… what he said was really unsettling. He mentioned something about having fun chasing a guy who had his driver broken and then turned into an Inves.”
Lindsay’s breath caught in her throat. “That doesn’t sound good. Who was he talking about?”
“I think it was Shadow,” Jason said, his heart racing. “Bravo and Gridon have been searching for him, but they haven’t found any trace. And I think Sigurd was telling the truth. His pride was hurt; he was trying to brag. If Shadow really became a inves and Sigurd killed him.. I.. I.. uh..”
“Are you serious?” Lindsay gasped. “We can’t just assume that! What if he’s still out there?”
“I want to believe that too,” Jason admitted, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on him. “But with Sigurd’s words hanging over us, it’s hard to think otherwise. If Shadow has really become an Inves…”
Jason leaned back against his bed, running a hand over his face as the weight of the situation settled heavily on him. “Before, it was just fighting,” he confessed to Lindsay, his voice tinged with anxiety. “But now… people are getting killed. If the Inves are born from people, then how many people has Sigurd killed? How many lives are lost because of this?”
Lindsay could hear the tremor in his voice, the rising panic that was bubbling just beneath the surface. “Jason, you’re not a killer,” she said firmly, trying to anchor him amidst the storm of his thoughts. “You’re fighting to protect others, not to hurt them.”
“But what if I can’t protect them?” he shot back, his hands trembling slightly as he clenched them into fists. “What if I’m just contributing to the cycle of violence? I feel like I’m losing control of everything. I never wanted this to escalate into something like this.”
“Jason, listen to me,” Lindsay said, her tone softening as she sensed his despair. “You’re doing everything you can to keep people safe. You’re not the one taking lives; you’re fighting against those who do. There’s a difference. You’re a hero.”
He shook his head, the fear gnawing at him. “A hero? It doesn’t feel that way. It feels like we’re all just pawns in some twisted game. And the more I fight, the more I realize how little control I have. I don’t want to become something I can’t take back.”
Lindsay felt her heart ache for him. “You’re not alone in this, Jason. We’re in it together. You have us—me, Mason, Nick, and the others. We’ll figure it out.
Jason stared blankly at the phone, his heart pounding in his chest. He felt the weight of the conversation pressing down on him, and when he glanced at his driver sitting on the desk, the sight filled him with a mix of anger and despair.
In a sudden surge of frustration, he hung up the call without a word. The click of the phone disconnecting echoed in the silence of his room. He couldn't bear to think about what he had become or what he was fighting against.
With a surge of emotion, he picked up the driver and, in one swift motion, tossed it into a nearby bin. The clatter of the device hitting the bottom felt like a finality he wasn’t ready to confront. He turned away, not wanting to look at it any longer, as if the act of throwing it away could somehow erase the burden it carried.
Jason ran a hand through his hair, pacing the small room. The weight of the world felt too heavy, and he needed an escape. He couldn't shake the feeling that he was losing himself in the chaos, and for a moment, he just wanted to forget it all. The driver, the fights, the fear—it all felt suffocating.
Taking a deep breath, he moved to the window, staring out into the night. He needed to clear his head, to find a way to focus again. The darkness outside seemed to reflect the turmoil within him, a silent reminder of the battles still ahead. But more than anything, he knew he couldn’t ignore the reality of what was happening. Shadow’s fate weighed heavily on his mind.
Lindsay sat on her bed, the phone still pressed against her ear, replaying the last moments of her call with Jason. The abrupt end to their conversation gnawed at her, worry creeping into her thoughts. She couldn't shake the feeling that something was seriously wrong.
“Come on, Jason,” she murmured, glancing at her phone screen, hoping for a message that wouldn’t come. After a moment of indecision, she dialed Nick’s number, hoping he might have a better chance of reaching Jason.
“Hey, Lindsay! What’s up?” Nick answered, his voice bright but quickly shifting to concern when he heard the tone of hers.
“Nick, I need your help. It’s about Jason. Something’s off.” She took a breath, gathering her thoughts. “I just got off the phone with him, and… he’s really shaken up. He thinks that Shadow might have turned into an Inves and that Sigurd killed him. He’s scared, Nick.”
There was a pause on the other end, and Lindsay could almost hear the wheels turning in Nick’s head. “That’s serious. What did Jason say exactly?”
“He seemed really anxious, more than I’ve ever seen him. It was like he was spiraling. I tried to comfort him, but he just… hung up on me,” she admitted, frustration lacing her voice. “He threw his driver away, Nick. He’s not himself.”
“Okay, we need to talk to him. I’ll head over to his place. Do you think he’ll be okay?” Nick asked, concern evident in his tone.
“I don’t know,” she replied, biting her lip. “He didn’t answer when I tried calling back. I’m really worried about him. He’s feeling guilty about everything, and I don’t want him to go down that path.”
“Got it. I’ll check in on him,” Nick reassured her. “Stay by your phone, okay? I’ll let you know what happens.”
“Thanks, Nick. I really appreciate it,” Lindsay said, her voice trembling slightly.
Nick stood at Jason’s apartment door, holding a bag of popcorn and a soda in one hand, feeling a mix of concern and determination. When Jason finally opened the door, his expression was tired, eyes slightly red-rimmed as if he hadn't slept well.
“Hey, man,” Nick greeted, forcing a smile as he stepped inside. “I figured you could use some snacks.”
“Thanks,” Jason mumbled, accepting the offerings with a weak grin. He took a seat on the couch, looking as if he was carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. Nick plopped down next to him, the familiar feel of the couch bringing a slight comfort.
“I talked to Lindsay,” Nick began, gauging Jason’s reaction. “She’s worried about you. There’s a lot of implications from your call.”
Jason let out a heavy sigh, running a hand through his hair. “Yeah, I know. I just… everything’s spiraled out of control. It’s not just fighting anymore, Nick. People are dying.”
“Exactly,” Nick said, nodding. “But maybe that’s why we need to take a step back. I mean, we’ve been so deep into this Rider stuff. It’s like it consumes our lives. Maybe it’s time to be normal again, you know?”
Jason raised an eyebrow, the hint of a smile breaking through his cloud of anxiety. “Normal? What’s that like again?”
“Hey, I don’t know! But remember the last time we just hung out? We played video games, watched terrible movies, ate junk food—none of this life-and-death stuff,” Nick replied, chuckling softly. “How are you feeling, really?”
Jason’s expression turned serious, the weight of Nick’s question evident. “I don’t know, man. I feel… guilty. Like I’m a killer. I thought I could handle this, but every time I think about what Sigurd said, it makes me sick. What if Shadow is really gone? What if I couldn’t save him?”
“Jason, listen to me,” Nick said firmly, leaning in closer. “You’re not a killer. You’re a hero. You’re trying to protect people, and that counts for something. Just because we’re dealing with some dark stuff doesn’t mean we’re losing ourselves. We can still be who we are, even in all this chaos.”
Jason leaned back against the couch, his gaze distant and troubled. “You know, Nick, I don’t think I can do this anymore,” he confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. “I tossed the driver somewhere in my room.”
Nick’s expression shifted from concern to alarm. “What do you mean you tossed it? Jason, you can’t just throw that away! It’s who you are now. It’s what you’ve become!”
“I get that, but I don’t want to be this anymore,” Jason said, frustration creeping into his tone. “I didn’t sign up for people dying, for this whole—whatever it is we’re stuck in. Every time I think about what that Genesis Rider said, I can’t shake this feeling that I’m just waiting to become something terrible.”
Nick shifted closer, urgency in his voice. “But you’re not terrible. You’re trying to help people. You’ve saved lives, Jason. Just because things are getting dark doesn’t mean you have to walk away from it all.”
“I don’t know if I can keep fighting when I’m scared of what I might become,” Jason replied, looking down at his hands. “I thought I could be a hero, but it feels like every time I try to do something good, it just leads to more chaos. What if I end up hurting someone I care about?”
“Look, I get that it’s heavy right now,” Nick said, attempting to reassure him. “But you’re not alone in this. We’re all in it together. You’ve got me, Lindsay, everyone. If you walk away, you’re letting them down too. And you can’t just toss away your potential, man. You’re Gaim. You’ve got a purpose.”
Jason met Nick's gaze, a flicker of uncertainty crossing his features. “Maybe, but right now it feels easier to just run from it all. I don’t want to keep fighting if it’s going to tear me apart inside.”
Nick took a deep breath, knowing this was a crucial moment. “So what are you going to do? Just give up? I know you don’t want to be a killer, but you’re not. You’re a fighter. It’s okay to be scared. Just don’t let that fear control you. You have to confront it.”
Jason leaned back, contemplating Nick’s words. “I don’t want to fight alone, and right now, I feel like I’m losing my grip on everything.”
Nick leaned back, arms crossed, his expression shifting to one of contemplation. “So, what have you really been fighting for this whole time?” he asked, his tone probing but gentle. “Think back to the first time you transformed. The first time you stopped a rider fight. Even the moment you let Lindsay into this life. You’ve been fighting for something, Jason. It wasn’t just blind heroism.”
Jason paused, the weight of Nick’s words hanging in the air. He looked down, memories flooding his mind—the excitement and determination when he first became Gaim, the adrenaline of each battle, and the rush of protecting people he cared about. “I... I fought to protect those I love,” he finally admitted, his voice quiet but firm. “I wanted to make a difference, to keep people safe, to ensure that they wouldn’t have to go through what I did. I never wanted anyone to feel helpless.”
“Exactly,” Nick encouraged, leaning forward. “You’ve got a purpose. It’s more than just being a hero; it’s about connection, about fighting for the people in your life. That’s what makes you a true rider, not some mindless warrior. You’re not just a soldier; you’re a protector, and that’s what drives you. But if you give up now, what does that mean for those people? What happens to them?”
Jason’s brow furrowed deeper, the weight of his thoughts pressing down on him. “But what about the Inves?” he asked, his voice heavy with concern. “If people can turn into them, doesn’t that mean they’re innocent in all this? They didn’t ask to become monsters. How can we fight them when they were once just... normal people?”
Nick took a moment to process Jason’s words, his expression turning serious. “I get what you’re saying,” he replied, nodding. “It’s complicated. Those people didn’t choose this fate, and it’s hard to think of them as enemies when they could have been anyone we know.”
“Exactly,” Jason said, running a hand through his hair in frustration. “What if Shadow was one of those innocent people? What if he didn’t even want to become an Inves? It feels wrong to fight them when they were once just like us.”
Nick leaned forward, trying to help Jason work through his feelings. “It’s a harsh reality, but we have to remember that inves always attacked us. The Inves are in fact dangerous”.
Nick’s expression grew serious as he leaned back, contemplating Jason’s words. “I hear you, but I don’t know if they can be saved. I’m not saying we should just go in there and kill them because we hate them. It’s more complicated than that.”
Jason opened his mouth to respond, but Nick continued, his voice firm. “Look, I’m doing this because if I don’t, those who can’t protect themselves will be killed. It’s not about hatred; it’s about survival. We have to make tough choices to protect the innocent. That’s what being a Rider means.”
Jason absorbed Nick’s words, his heart heavy with the weight of their implications. “But how can we live with that? Every time we take down an Inves, we could be ending someone’s life—someone who was once just like us. It feels like we’re fighting against the very thing we’re trying to protect.”
“I get it, trust me,” Nick replied, his voice softer now. “But we can’t let our emotions dictate our actions. If we hesitate out of pity, we risk losing more lives—people who don’t have the power to fight back. That’s why we’re here, to protect those who can’t protect themselves.”
Jason sighed, the frustration boiling within him. “So what do we do? Just keep fighting and hope that somewhere along the line, things will change?”
“Yes,” Nick affirmed, his tone resolute. “We fight with everything we have. And if we find a way to save those who’ve turned, we take it. But right now, our priority has to be the living—the ones who still have a chance. We can’t lose sight of that.”
Jason felt a mixture of anger and acceptance churning within him. “I just wish there was a way to do both—to save those who are lost and protect those who are still here.”
Jason listened intently as Nick continued, “You can’t save everyone. I wish we could, but the reality is, some are beyond help. That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t try, but we have to focus on those we can reach—the ones who still have a chance to make it out of this alive.”
Jason felt the weight of those words settle in his chest. “It’s just hard to accept that we can’t save everyone. I keep thinking about Shadow—about what happened to him. Was there really nothing we could have done?”
Nick sighed, his expression softening. “Sometimes, despite our best efforts, things don’t go the way we hope. That’s part of this fight. We can’t dwell on the ones we lose; we have to honor them by fighting harder for those who are still standing.”
“Maybe you’re right,” Jason replied, his voice filled with uncertainty. “But it still feels like a loss every time. Like we’re failing in some way.”
“Failure isn’t about the outcome; it’s about the effort you put in,” Nick reassured him. “We can’t control everything, but we can control how we respond to it. If we let our guilt and fear stop us, then we really will fail. But if we keep pushing forward, we give ourselves and others a chance.”
As Nick made his way to the door, he turned back to Jason with a serious expression. “And hey, don’t give up on being Gaim so quickly. You’re making a positive difference. I’m not here to pressure you into staying as a Rider. We all have decisions to make. Just don’t let yourself get caught up in things you can’t control.”
Jason nodded, but the weight of uncertainty still lingered in his mind. “Yeah, I get it,” he replied, forcing a small smile.
Nick stepped outside and paused, looking back at Jason one last time. “And you better call Lindsay, or else that relationship is gonna be over before it even starts. Don’t let fear get in the way of what you want.”
“Right,” Jason said, trying to sound more confident than he felt. “I’ll talk to her.”
As Nick left, Jason stood in the doorway for a moment, contemplating everything that had just been said. His thoughts were a jumble of doubt and fear about his future as Gaim, the weight of his responsibilities pressing heavily on his shoulders.
Eventually, he trudged back into his room, the silence enveloping him like a thick fog. He glanced at the discarded driver sitting in the bin, a stark reminder of the battles he had fought and the choices that lay ahead.
Frustrated and restless, he changed into his pajamas and flopped onto his bed. The day’s events played through his mind like a broken record, each thought intertwining with the next. He wanted to reach out to Lindsay, to clear the air and talk about everything that had happened. But the thought of facing her—and the fear of what she might think—made his chest tighten.
After a few moments of tossing and turning, sleep finally found him, though it was restless and filled with uncertainty about his future as Gaim.




As Mason ventured deeper into the forest, the eerie stillness wrapped around him like a thick fog. The trees, tall and twisted, seemed to whisper secrets he couldn't quite grasp. His mind raced with thoughts of the Genesis Riders and their sinister motives, but curiosity drove him forward. He had heard rumors of ruins hidden deep within the woods, remnants of a civilization long forgotten.
Suddenly, a rustling sound broke the silence, sending a chill down Mason's spine. He spun around, instinctively reaching for his driver, but before he could transform, a figure lunged at him from the shadows—a new type of Inves. This one was unlike any he had faced before, with a sleek, humanoid form and eyes that glinted with intelligence. It wielded a weapon, a sharp blade that glimmered menacingly in the dappled light.
Mason dodged to the side just in time, the Inves's blade slicing through the air where he had stood moments before. "What the hell are you?" he shouted, trying to keep his distance. The Inves, undeterred, advanced on him with precision, its movements fluid and calculated.
"I do not know who you are, human," it hissed, its voice a chilling whisper. "But you have wandered into a realm that does not welcome your kind."
Realizing the danger he was in, Mason fumbled for his driver. "I’m not afraid of you!" he retorted, activating his Sengoku Driver with a determined shout. "Henshin!" He transformed into Kamen Rider Baron, feeling the familiar rush of power coursing through him. The moment he finished, he switched to Banana Lance, ready for a more agile approach.
The Inves merely chuckled, unfazed. "Your titles mean nothing here. You are alone, and I am powerful."
With that, it lunged again, its weapon swinging in a deadly arc. Mason blocked the strike with his Banana Lance, the clash echoing through the forest. "I may be alone," he grunted, "but I won’t go down without a fight!" He retaliated with a series of swift attacks, but the Inves was nimble, evading his blows with ease.
As the battle raged on, Mason felt the pressure mounting. The forest was alive with the sounds of combat, but he could sense that this Inves was only a glimpse of the greater threat looming. Each strike and parry revealed the Inves's unsettling intelligence; it adapted quickly, countering his moves with frightening precision.

As Mason fought valiantly against the Overlord Inves, he quickly realized that his efforts were in vain. Each strike he delivered was met with effortless counterattacks, and he found himself pushed back with every exchange. The Inves's strength and speed were overwhelming, and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't get a foothold in the battle.
Just as he began to feel the weight of despair pressing down on him, a flash of movement caught his eye. A figure leaped into the fray, and before he could process what was happening, Yoko emerged, transforming into her Rider form. "Baron! What are you doing here, fighting this monster alone?" she shouted, her voice sharp with concern and irritation.
Mason staggered back, surprised by her sudden appearance. "Marika, I—"
"Don't 'Marika' me! You're reckless!" she admonished, expertly engaging the intelligent Inves. With a flurry of strikes, she diverted the creature's attention, allowing Mason a moment to regroup.
The unexpected partnership gave Mason the chance he desperately needed. He watched in awe as Marika danced around the Inves, her movements fluid and precise, contrasting sharply with his earlier struggles. It was clear she was on another level, and the Inves appeared to struggle to adapt to her fighting style.
"Now's your chance!" she called out, her eyes locking onto him as she parried another attack. "Get back! We can't take this thing on alone!"
Mason hesitated for a split second, his instinct to help warring with the reality of their situation. But as he glanced back at the monster, he knew she was right. Even her Genesis Rider powers were nowhere near enough to combat this formidable enemy.
With a swift decision, he nodded, retreating back through the ruins. "Let’s regroup! We need a plan!" he shouted, keeping his eyes on Marika as she continued to hold off the Inves.
As they fell back, the strange Inves unleashed a furious onslaught, but Marika expertly dodged and countered, her focus unwavering. Despite her bravery, Mason could see that the creature was far too powerful for them to handle.
Finally, they reached a safe distance, the Inves's growls echoing behind them. Panting heavily, Mason turned to Marika, grateful yet embarrassed.
"Next time, don’t be an idiot," she replied, her tone softening slightly. "We have to think strategically. We can't fight everything head-on."
Mason, still feeling the sting of embarrassment from their earlier encounter, crossed his arms defiantly. “What do you mean ‘next time’? The last time we met, you were out to kill me!”
Marika, or Yoko as she was known in her civilian life, shot him a disapproving look. “I was doing what I had to do. But that’s not the point right now. These Overlord Inves are a much bigger problem than you realize.”
“Overlord Inves?” Mason raised an eyebrow, his pride refusing to let him admit he didn’t know about this new threat.
Yoko took a deep breath, trying to convey the seriousness of the situation. “Yes. We call them Overlords. They’re rare and god-like, far beyond the typical Inves you’re used to. Their abilities are on another level, and they don’t act like the mindless monsters we usually fight. They’re intelligent, calculating… dangerous.”
Mason furrowed his brow, the weight of her words sinking in. “What are you doing out here, then?”
“I’m here to find out why one of the test subjects—you—is trying to get himself killed,” she replied, her voice steady but filled with concern. “I’ve tracked him for a while now, but I couldn’t let you just throw your life away in a fight you clearly couldn’t win.”
“Me? Throwing my life away?” Mason scoffed, though a hint of uncertainty crept into his tone. “I can handle myself.”
Yoko shook her head. “Clearly not. This isn’t a game, Baron. You might be a Rider, but that doesn’t make you invincible.
We need to work together to understand what’s happening in this forest before more people get hurt.”
Mason hesitated, the tension in the air palpable. “And what if I don’t want to work with you? You’re still my enemy, remember?”
“You think I enjoy fighting you?” she shot back, frustration clear in her voice. “I’d rather we put our differences aside for now. We both want to survive this. So, how about we focus on the real enemy?”
With that, Mason’s pride clashed with the undeniable truth of her words. He knew she was right, even if he didn’t want to admit it. “Fine,” he relented, a begrudging respect beginning to form. “Let’s see what’s going on. But don’t think I’m going to trust you just because we’re on the same side for now.”
“Trust isn’t required,” Yoko replied with a faint smirk. “Just don’t get in my way, and we might actually stand a chance.”
She swiftly leads him out of the forest, the dense trees and eerie shadows fading behind them as they emerge into a bustling city. Baron, still shaken from his encounter with the Overlord Inves, takes a moment to collect himself. The adrenaline from the fight lingers, but he knows he’s safe for now, at least until he can face that creature again.
After a while, they arrive at a sleek, modern office building, a stark contrast to the chaos of the forest. The glass walls reflect the sunlight, and the atmosphere feels almost surreal. As Baron steps inside, the hustle of the city seems to melt away, replaced by a sterile calmness. He scans the area, noting the high-tech gadgets and busy staff moving about, each engrossed in their work.
Just as he is about to turn to Marika for an explanation, he suddenly feels an odd sense of familiarity wash over him. His gaze falls on a tall figure across the room, dressed in a crisp suit and lab coat with an air of confidence that demands attention. The man catches Baron’s eye, a smirk spreading across his face, and walks toward him with a purposeful stride.
“Do you remember me?” the man asks, a hint of amusement in his voice. Baron squints, trying to place the face. The man continues, “I’m the scientist behind those fancy belts you all use. The development of the Lockseeds? That’s my work.”
Baron blinks, recognition dawning on him. “You… You’re the one who created those things?”
The man nods, his eyes glinting with pride. “Precisely. But I’m not just a scientist; I’ve been in the game longer than you realize. We’ve already met before—if you recall the blue and yellow Rider: Duke. That’s right, it’s me in the flesh.”
Baron feels a mix of surprise and confusion. Duke had always been a formidable presence, a rider of great power. “What are you doing here?” he asks, wary yet intrigued.
Duke chuckles softly. “I’m here to oversee some developments and ensure that our creations are being used effectively. But I’ve been keeping an eye on you, Baron. Your reckless behavior has caught my attention.”
Baron bristles at the implication but chooses not to snap back. Instead, he lets curiosity guide him. “Reckless? I was just trying to survive out there that Overlord Inves was on another level. I couldn’t even touch it.”
Duke raises an eyebrow. “That’s precisely the problem. Those beings are rare and god-like, and you’re not equipped to handle them alone. You need to understand the true nature of this war. It’s not just about fighting; it’s about strategy and knowing when to engage and when to retreat.”
Marika, who has been silently observing, finally speaks up. “And that’s why we need to work together. We can’t afford to let personal pride get in the way. If we’re going to confront these Overlord Inves, we need to be smart about it.”
Baron crosses his arms, still feeling the sting of defeat. “So what do you propose? I just become another pawn in your game?”
Duke shakes his head, a serious look crossing his features. “No, Baron. You have potential, but you must learn to wield it wisely. The forest holds more secrets than you know, and the more we understand it, the better prepared we will be.”
Baron takes a deep breath, trying to swallow his pride. He knows he can’t take on these threats alone, but the idea of teaming up with Duke and Marika feels both daunting and strangely comforting. “Fine. I’ll listen. But I won’t back down from a fight.”
Duke smirks. “That’s the spirit. Now, let’s get to work. You can refer to me as Dr. Ryoma Sengoku.”
Baron disinterested tells him “I don't care about your name Duke”.
Duke or Dr. Sengoku leans in closer, his expression turning serious. “I can offer you a chance to grow, Baron. If you can win this fight against our rogue member, you’ll keep the spoils of war. That means you’ll not only gain valuable experience but also a powerful new weapon.”
Baron raises an eyebrow, intrigued. “What’s the catch?”
“No catch,” Dr.Sengoku replies, his voice steady. “But you need to understand who you’ll be up against. This rogue member has taken one of my Genesis Drivers and a new kind of Lockseed: the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed. We call him Tyrant. He’s tough, full of spiteful hate, but I wouldn’t classify him as a fighter in the traditional sense—he’s more of a bully.”
Baron narrows his eyes, a mix of determination and curiosity welling within him. “What’s his angle? Why would he take the Driver and Lockseed?”
“Tyrant thrives on chaos,” Dr.Sengoku explains. “He wants to assert his dominance over the other Riders. He’s a threat to our project, and we need to neutralize him before he can cause any real damage. If you can take him out, you’ll prove your worth to us.”
Baron crosses his arms, weighing the offer. “And what’s in it for you?”
Ryoma smirks, sensing Baron’s skepticism. “By taking down Tyrant, you’ll not only be ridding us of a nuisance but also demonstrating that you have what it takes to be part of our team. We need fighters who can think strategically and act decisively. You’ll earn the Driver and the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed—powerful tools that can change the tide of battle.”
Baron nods slowly, the thrill of the challenge igniting something deep within him. “Alright, I’m in. When do we start?”
Duke claps a hand on Baron’s shoulder, a gesture of camaraderie. “Right now. We have a location where Tyrant has been holed up. I’ll provide backup, but this is your fight. Show us what you’ve got, and don’t hold back.”
With a sense of purpose, Baron transforms into his Banana Arms form, the familiar rush of energy surging through him. He feels the weight of his decisions but also the thrill of the challenge ahead.
As they make their way to the rendezvous point, Baron can’t help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation. This fight against Tyrant could change everything for him, a chance to prove his strength and reclaim his place among the Riders.
Duke walks beside him, sharing valuable insights about Tyrant’s abilities and weaknesses, helping Baron strategize. “Remember, he may have power, but if you stay focused and use your skills wisely, you can overcome him.”
The duo arrives at a deserted warehouse on the outskirts of the city, the perfect setting for an impending showdown. The air feels thick with tension, and Baron can sense that Tyrant is nearby.
“Stay sharp,” the doctor warns as they move inside. “He’ll likely try to intimidate you, but don’t let him get in your head.”
Baron takes a deep breath, feeling the adrenaline coursing through his veins. “I won’t. It’s time to show him what I can do.”
Baron steps into the dimly lit warehouse, his heart racing as he scans the area. Suddenly, he spots a figure lurking in the shadows—a Rider cloaked in black armor with striking red accents. Tyrant stands confidently, his presence exuding arrogance and disdain.
Baron clenches his fists, determination coursing through him. “I don’t have time for you,” he declares, launching himself at Tyrant with a fierce attack.
Tyrant chuckles, his voice dripping with condescension. “You think you can take me on? You’re just another wannabe Rider trying to prove himself.”
Without hesitation, Tyrant counters Baron’s assault with his Sonic Arrow, unleashing a barrage of energy blasts that explode around Baron. He barely manages to dodge, the energy crackling dangerously close.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Tyrant taunts, a smirk playing on his lips. “You’re going to have to do better than that!”
Baron growls, frustration building as he prepares for his next move. He channels his energy, calling upon the strength of his Banana Arms form. “Banana Au Lait!” he shouts, attempting to unleash his finishing move.
But Tyrant simply raises his hand, blocking the attack with ease. “Pathetic,” he sneers, effortlessly deflecting the energy with a flick of his wrist.
With a swift motion, Tyrant retaliates, throwing Baron across the warehouse like a rag doll. Baron crashes into a stack of crates, the impact jarring his senses. Before he can recover, Tyrant locks onto him, firing a relentless barrage of laser arrows that rain down like a storm.
Desperate, Baron switches to Mango Arms, feeling the familiar surge of power as he calls upon his Mango Punisher. “I won’t back down!” he shouts, launching himself at Tyrant with renewed vigor.
The Mango Punisher surges with energy as Baron swings it, aiming to knock Tyrant off balance. But even with his newfound strength, it’s clear that Tyrant possesses an edge, his movements precise and calculated.
Tyrant sidesteps effortlessly, his arrogance evident. “You really think you can compete with me?” he mocks. “I’m not just some low-level Rider; I’m above all of you.”
Baron grits his teeth, determination igniting within him. He won’t let Tyrant’s arrogance crush his spirit. He presses forward, relentless in his pursuit, determined to turn the tide of battle despite the overwhelming odds stacked against him.
Baron, in his Mango Arms form, continues to clash with Tyrant, but each blow he lands feels more futile than the last. The black and red Rider stands confidently, his eyes glinting with disdain as he watches Baron struggle.
“You really thought you could take me on? How adorable,” Tyrant sneers, a smirk plastered across his face. “You’re just a stepping stone for me. I’ve faced better than you.”
With a flick of his wrist, Tyrant unleashes a volley of laser arrows, each one a deadly projectile aimed straight at Baron. The air crackles with energy as the arrows slice through the space between them, and Baron barely manages to dodge, weaving and rolling to avoid the onslaught.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Tyrant taunts, enjoying the spectacle of Baron’s desperate attempts to evade him. “You’re really going to need to step up your game if you want to impress anyone!”
Meanwhile, hidden away in a remote monitoring room, Yoko—known as Marika in the Rider world—and the scientist observe the fight through a series of hidden cameras. The flickering screens capture every blow exchanged and every near miss, and the two watch intently, assessing Baron’s abilities against the higher-spec Rider known as Tyrant.
“Baron’s putting up a good fight, but it’s clear he’s outmatched,” Yoko murmurs, her brow furrowing in concern. “Tyrant is toying with him.”
The scientist, a keen observer with a thoughtful expression, nods. “He’s testing Baron’s limits. This is a valuable opportunity to assess his potential. If he can hold his ground against Tyrant, it might be useful information for our plans moving forward.”
The screens show Baron regaining his footing, determination blazing in his eyes. He knows he can’t afford to give up. With every moment that passes, the fight grows more intense, and Baron realizes he must adapt or face defeat.


Mason, now untransformed, lay on the ground, utterly exhausted. The fight with Tyrant had drained him, and he felt every ache in his muscles as he struggled to catch his breath. Tyrant stood over him, barely having broken a sweat, a smug grin plastered across his face.
“Is this the best you can do?” Tyrant mocked, his voice dripping with disdain. He pulled back his sonic arrow, aiming it directly at Mason’s vulnerable form. “Let’s finish this, shall we?”
But just as Tyrant was about to release his deadly shot, a spark ignited within Mason. With a desperate lunge, he reached for one more Lockseed, his last hope in this dire moment. He called out the transformation phrase, determination coursing through him.
“Baron! Henshin!”
The air around him shimmered as the Lockseed activated, enveloping him in a bright glow. The dust and debris swirled around him, obscuring the scene momentarily. As the light faded, Mason emerged in a new form: Baron in Watermelon Arms.
The massive mech-suit arms provided him with a tremendous advantage, the weight of the transformation giving him a new sense of power. He could feel the energy coursing through his veins as he switched to flight mode, soaring into the air.
With a barrage of gunfire from his new weapon, Baron peppered Tyrant with projectiles, forcing the overconfident Rider to retreat. Each shot rang out like thunder, and the landscape echoed with the sounds of their clash.
“What's wrong, Tyrant?” Baron taunted, his confidence growing. “Didn’t expect someone to stand up to you?”
Tyrant’s smirk faltered for a moment as he tried to regain his composure. The tables had turned; Baron was no longer the underdog. The Watermelon Arms gave him the edge he needed to fight back fiercely. With newfound strength, he charged forward, attacking Tyrant relentlessly.
Yoko and the scientist watched from their hidden vantage point, eyes wide with intrigue as they observed the shift in the battle. Yoko could see the determination in Mason’s eyes, and she felt a flicker of hope.
“Look at him go,” she remarked, a hint of admiration in her voice. “He’s really turning the tide.”
The scientist nodded, his expression thoughtful. “This is the potential we were hoping to see. If he can keep this up, he might just take Tyrant down.”
With each strike, Baron showcased his ability to adapt and grow stronger in the face of overwhelming odds. Tyrant, who had always relied on his sheer power and bully tactics, was now on the defensive, struggling to keep up with Baron’s newfound prowess. This battle was no longer just about brute strength; it was a clash of skill and will, and Baron was proving that he was not to be underestimated.
With the Watermelon Arms fully engaged, Mason generated a watermelon slice-like lance, his preferred weapon. The moment he grasped it, a surge of confidence coursed through him. He swung and jabbed at Tyrant, each strike precise and powerful.
Tyrant, realizing he was losing ground, began to dodge and block, but the speed and ferocity of Mason’s attacks overwhelmed him. In a swift move, Mason knocked Tyrant off his feet, sending him crashing to the ground.
Desperate, Tyrant began to fire blasts from his sonic arrow, aiming for the Watermelon Arms, trying to regain some semblance of control. But Mason stood firm, his determination unwavering. He activated his finishing move, shouting, “Watermelon Au Lait!”
The watermelon lance glowed brightly as Mason lunged forward, striking Tyrant down with a devastating blow. The impact disarmed Tyrant, sending his belt clattering to the ground.
As Mason reverted back to his human form, he picked up the fallen belt and lockseed, a smirk creeping onto his face. “Looks like the bully just got schooled,” he mocked, glancing down at the furious Rider.
Tyrant, now an angry-looking man, glared up at Mason, frustration boiling over. “You think you can just take my belt? I’ll get it back!” His voice rose in rage as his body mutated into a new form, morphing into a more intelligent Inves—an aberration that bore a resemblance to the Overlords, but it was clear he wasn’t on the same level.
Mason barely dodged the initial attack from the newly formed Inves, adrenaline rushing through his veins. Gripping the belt tightly, he quickly equipped it, activating the new lockseed. A red flash enveloped him, and when it faded, Baron Shin emerged in his striking red suit and armor, now transformed into Baron: Dragonfruit Energy Arms.
“Let’s see what you’ve got!” he declared, his new sonic arrow glinting in the light.
With newfound strength and agility, Baron Shin took the fight to the mutant, easily transitioning between long-range strikes with the sonic arrow and close-quarters slashing. Each shot and slash was executed with precision, and Mason felt the exhilaration of being in control. This Inves may have retained a sense of self, but it was a weakling compared to the powerful opponents he had faced before.
Baron Shin kicked the former Rider Tyrant to the ground, towering over him. He equipped his lockseed to the sonic arrow, preparing for his finishing move. “Dragonfruit Energy Full Charge!” he shouted, releasing a surge of energy that engulfed the area.
The blast erupted, consuming the former human as flames erupted around him. Baron Shin walked away from the explosion, the fiery backdrop contrasting against his shining red armor. He felt a sense of accomplishment; not only had he proven his strength, but he had also taken a step forward in his journey, leaving behind the remnants of an arrogant bully who had underestimated him.
As the smoke cleared, Mason's mind raced with thoughts of what was next. The fight had changed him, and he was ready for whatever challenges lay ahead.



Jason leaned against the wall, staring at his phone, his heart racing. He took a deep breath and hit dial.
“Hey, Lindsay?” he said when she picked up. “Can you come by? I really need to talk to you.”
“Of course! Is everything okay?” she asked, concern lacing her voice.
“Sort of. I’m just... not sure about being Gaim right now,” he admitted. “I’d rather talk in person than over the phone.”
“Alright, I’ll be there soon,” she said, her voice steadying him.
A short while later, Lindsay arrived at his place. As soon as she stepped through the door, she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into a long, comforting hug. Jason breathed in her familiar scent, letting the warmth of her embrace wash over him.
“You’re not hunting the Inves, Jason,” she said softly, her voice soothing. “You’re just fighting off the ones that are trying to hurt people. You’re doing the right thing.”
He nodded, feeling a little more at ease as they sank onto the couch together. Lindsay pulled him closer, wanting to bridge the distance that always seemed to hang between them. She leaned in and kissed his cheek gently. “I’m here for you, Jason. Whether you’re Gaim or not. And I still want our date.”
Her words made Jason’s heart flutter, a mix of hope and anxiety swirling inside him. “Yeah, I want that too,” he said quietly, a small smile creeping onto his face.
After a moment of silence, Lindsay’s curiosity got the better of her. She glanced around the room until her eyes fell on a bin tucked in the corner. “Is that what I think it is?” she asked, getting up to investigate.
Jason watched as she approached the bin, opening it to reveal his gear: the driver, an array of lockseeds, and even his goggles. “Wow, you’ve got a lot,” she said, smiling lightly. Then her expression turned serious. “I don’t think you’re actually done being Gaim. But maybe you really need a break?”
“Maybe,” he murmured, running a hand through his hair. “It’s just... I don't know right now.”
Lindsay looked at him with a soft smile. “I’ll hold onto your stuff, just in case you decide to do it again,” she said, her voice filled with reassurance.
Jason felt a wave of gratitude wash over him. “Would you mind staying the night?” he asked hesitantly, unsure how she would react.
Lindsay’s eyes lit up, and she moved closer, embracing him tightly again. “I’d really like that,” she said, her voice warm and inviting.
As they settled in together on the couch, the weight of the world seemed a little lighter. For now, they were just two people finding comfort in each other.




The dimly lit lab hummed with the faint whir of machinery as the scientist, Dr. Ryoma Sengoku, adjusted his glasses, eyes flickering over the data displayed on the screens. Yoko leaned against a table, arms crossed, deep in thought.
“I can’t believe what we just witnessed,” she said, breaking the silence. “Baron took on that Inves like it was nothing. But that energy lockseed... it’s unlike anything we’ve seen before.”
Dr. Sengoku nodded, his fingers dancing over the keyboard as he pulled up footage of the battle. “Indeed. Baron is resourceful. That new energy lockseed was more than just a weapon; it was a prototype, an experiment. I wanted to see what Inves could turn into, especially with a human host like him.”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “So you think he could evolve even further?”
“Exactly,” he replied, his tone serious. “Tyrant evolved, but it didn’t amount to much when compared to my technology. However, someone like Baron, with the right stimulus, could turn into something far more interesting. The more he uses that power, the stronger he’ll become—or the faster he might change into our own Overlord Inves.”
Yoko’s expression turned thoughtful. “And you think that’s a good thing?”
“It depends on how you look at it,” Dr. Sengoku said, his eyes narrowing. “If we can harness that potential, we could gain an ally—or a formidable enemy. The key lies in controlling the evolution process. But first, we need to gather more data on the effects of the energy lockseed. It could revolutionize our understanding of Inves and their transformations.”
Yoko nodded, considering the implications. “If Baron becomes an Overlord Inves, we need to be ready. This could tip the balance in our favor or lead to chaos.”
“Exactly. We have to monitor his progress closely. If he starts to lose control, it could mean trouble for all of us,” Dr. Sengoku warned, eyes glued to the screen, already plotting their next moves. “But if he can channel that power wisely, it may lead us to a breakthrough in our research.”
Yoko leaned closer, intrigued. “What do you have in mind?”
Dr. Sengoku smirked, his mind racing with possibilities. “A new experiment. One that could either solidify our alliance with Baron or push him to the brink. We just need to find the right moment to intervene.”
As the tension in the room thickened, they both knew that the path ahead was fraught with uncertainty, but the potential rewards were too great to ignore.

As the chaos erupted around them, the three Riders stood resolutely against the wave of Inves. Bravo, Ryugen, and the still-cowardly but determined Gridon readied themselves for the oncoming assault, adrenaline surging through their veins. The atmosphere crackled with tension as they prepared to protect the public from the rampaging monsters.
Suddenly, a massive serpentine Inves swooped down from the sky, unleashing a torrent of blue fireballs. The fiery projectiles rained down, forcing the Riders to dodge and weave, their instincts kicking in as they shouted commands to one another.
“Stay focused! We can take this thing down together!” Bravo rallied, his voice cutting through the noise of the attack.
Ryugen fired off shots from his Grape Dragon Gun, trying to keep the Inves at bay. Gridon, his heart racing, summoned his courage and stood stalwart.
Just as the situation seemed dire, a series of energy arrows streaked through the air, striking the serpentine Inves and momentarily stunning it. The Riders turned in surprise to see Baron standing off to the side, but he looked different. His demeanor was more confident, and his weapon glinted ominously in the light.
“Baron!” Bravo called out, narrowing his eyes in concern as they took note of the new belt around his waist. “What’s going on? You’re not—”
“I’m not just Baron anymore!” he interjected, a determined grin spreading across his face. “I’m Baron Shin now!”
With that, he revealed his weapon: a sleek, intimidating bow infused with the power of the Dragonfruit Energy Arms. The transformation was unmistakable as Baron stepped forward, taking charge of the fight with newfound authority.
“Watch this!” he announced, drawing back his bow and releasing a flurry of laser arrows that struck true, piercing the serpentine beast and causing it to recoil in pain. The other Riders watched in awe as Baron demonstrated his prowess, moving with precision and grace as he fired shot after shot.
“Let’s finish this!” he shouted, pumping his Genesis Driver twice, the device lighting up with energy. “Dragonfruit Energy Sparking!”
The ground shook as he unleashed his ultimate move, channeling energy into a single, powerful arrow. It glowed fiercely, swirling with the essence of the Dragonfruit as he aimed it at the beast. With a fierce cry, he released the arrow, which soared through the air like a comet, skewering the Inves and bringing it crashing to the ground.
The three Riders exchanged incredulous glances, their concern for Baron’s transformation overshadowed by the urgency of the moment. But before they could regroup, Baron charged towards them, his Sonic Arrow drawn, eyes glinting with determination.
“What are you waiting for? Let’s finish the job together!” he urged, a fierce resolve radiating from him.
Bravo, Ryugen, and Gridon shared a brief moment of uncertainty, but the gravity of the situation pushed them to act. With the threat still looming, they had no choice but to adapt to this unexpected ally, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.


Gridon staggered as he banged on Jason's apartment door, desperation etched on his face. The door swung open, revealing a startled Lindsay. She barely had time to react before Gridon tumbled through the entrance, breathless and disheveled.
“Jason! You have to help me!” he pleaded, his voice laced with panic.
Lindsay’s eyes widened in shock. “Gridon? What happened?”
“Baron—Baron Shin! He showed up to help us fight the Inves, but once we cleared them, he turned on us!” Gridon gasped, struggling to catch his breath. “He said that wasn’t the right challenge for him. He attacked us out of nowhere!”
Lindsay exchanged a worried glance with Jason, who stepped forward, his brow furrowed. “What do you mean attacked? Are you serious?”
Gridon nodded fervently. “I was pushed off an overpass! Bravo and Ryugen were trying to stop him, but I had to run here. I need your help! You’re the only one who can fight a Genesis Rider!”
Jason’s determination flared as he quickly gathered his gear from the corner of the room. “If Baron is really like that, then Gaim is needed,” Lindsay said, her voice steady but concern flickering in her eyes.
“Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked, stepping closer to him, urgency in her tone.
Jason met her gaze, a fierce resolve in his eyes. “Mason is supposed to be our friend. I can’t let him hurt anyone else.” He turned to activate his Dandeliner lock vehicle, the familiar hum filling the air as it appeared before him.
“Stay safe!” Lindsay urged, her heart racing as she watched Jason gear up.
With one last nod of reassurance, Jason climbed onto the Dandeliner, the vehicle roaring to life beneath him. He took off into the sky, the wind whipping around him as he soared towards the chaotic scene below.
As he neared the battleground, the sight was chaotic. Baron Shin, in his fierce new form, clashed with Bravo and Ryugen, their attacks failing to faze him. The atmosphere crackled with tension as Inves roamed the streets, their shadows blending into the chaos.
“Hold on, everyone! I’m coming!” Jason shouted, determination coursing through him. The air shimmered with energy as he prepared to face the Genesis Rider who had once fought alongside them.
Baron’s figure loomed ahead, and Jason could feel the weight of the challenge that lay before him. He gripped his driver, ready to transform.
“Let’s do this!” he declared.
“Henshin!” he shouted, his voice resonating with purpose as the transformation enveloped him. He felt the familiar armor encase him, a surge of confidence pushing away any doubt.
Jason dismounted his flying Dandeliner, landing firmly on the ground with a determined stance. He quickly drew both his genesis core and Lemon Energy Lockseed, the vibrant energy swirling around him as he activated it.
“Baron!” he shouted, feeling the familiar rush as the transformation enveloped him. In an instant, the form of Gaim Jimber Lemon Arms unfolded around him, the armor glinting in the light as the energy surged through him.
“Mason! This is my stage!” Gaim declared.
Across the battlefield, Baron Shin readied himself, his own Sonic Arrow poised and gleaming. The two riders locked eyes, the tension palpable as they prepared for the clash ahead. With a fierce battle cry, they charged at each other, their weapons raised and ready for combat.
The clash of blades rang out, energy bolts flying as they struck each other in a dazzling display of power. Baron Shin was relentless, his movements swift and precise. He unleashed a barrage of arrows, each one aimed to pierce through Gaim’s defenses. Yet, Jason felt a newfound strength coursing through him in this form, the Jimber Lemon Arms amplifying his capabilities in ways he hadn’t anticipated.
As they fought, Gaim slashed his sonic arrow with fierce determination, parrying Baron’s strikes while countering with powerful slashes of his own. “You’re not the only one who’s strong, Mason!” Jason shouted, frustration lacing his voice. He could feel Baron’s energy; it was intense and unyielding, but he refused to back down.
Baron responded with a smirk, “Let’s see if you can keep up, Gaim!” He launched a volley of energy arrows, the projectiles whistling through the air. Gaim dodged and weaved, using his agility to evade the onslaught while closing the distance between them.
In a moment of opportunity, Gaim swung his weapon, channeling the energy of the Jimber Lemon Arms. The Sonic Arrow glowed brightly as he executed a powerful slash, aiming to catch Baron off guard. “Lemon Cutter!” he yelled, the energy slicing through the air with precision.
Baron barely managed to block the attack, the force of Gaim's strike sending him stumbling back. “You’ve improved,” he conceded, his expression shifting to one of respect tinged with competitive fervor.
But Gaim wasn’t finished. He pressed the attack, using his unusual strength to push forward. “I won’t let you hurt anyone else!” he declared, determination shining in his eyes.
Baron recognized that their attacks were evenly matched, yet Gaim’s strength was proving to be an advantage. With a keen eye, he assessed the battlefield, quickly shifting his tactics. Instead of meeting Gaim’s powerful strikes head-on, he began making quick and evasive movements, darting around the battlefield to force Gaim to fight at a distance.
“Can’t keep up?” Baron taunted, his agility allowing him to slip through Gaim’s defenses. He fired a series of energy arrows, forcing Jason to retreat and dodge, each evasion sapping his energy and momentum. The longer Gaim had to fight from afar, the more he found himself at a disadvantage.
“You’ll tire yourself out if you keep this up!” Baron said with a smirk, exploiting the openings in Gaim’s defenses and launching a flurry of attacks. Each strike was calculated, wearing Jason down as he struggled to keep pace with Baron’s nimble movements.
Meanwhile, Bravo, exhausted and still transformed into his Durian Arms, leaned heavily against a nearby wall, supporting the wounded Nick, who was gasping for breath. “Mason…what happened to you?” Bravo whispered, a mix of awe and concern in his voice. He watched as Baron Shin fought with an intensity that left him astounded. “He’s so powerful now,” he murmured. “Mason has really grown in his own way…he’s surpassed so many, making this new power his own.”
Nick nodded weakly, his gaze locked on the fight. “Yeah, but it’s not just about strength. It’s about control too. If Baron loses sight of that, he might become something he can’t handle.”
Back in the fray, Gaim was struggling to adapt to Baron’s new tactics. He knew he needed to change his strategy if he wanted to turn the tide of the battle. “I can’t let him keep doing this!” Jason thought, desperation fueling his determination.
With a sudden burst of resolve, he activated the Lemon Energy Lockseed again, hoping to channel its power to gain an edge. “Lemon Charge!” he shouted, channeling his energy into a more powerful attack.
Baron noticed the shift in Gaim’s demeanor and readied himself for the onslaught. “Bring it on!” he yelled, a fierce glint in his eye.
Lindsay touched down softly on her Dandeliner, her eyes darting across the battlefield. She watched in growing frustration as Baron Shin toyed with Gaim, every clash leaving Jason more vulnerable. The weight of the situation pressed on her—Jason needed to be stronger. He had to pull through. They were already up against so much. He had to be the hero.
“Come on, Jason,” she whispered, her heart pounding. “You have to be.”
Despite his efforts, Gaim struggled, barely managing to keep up with Baron's swift tactics. With each strike of his Sonic Arrow, Jason tried to create some space, but Baron was relentless, forcing him into a long-range battle. Baron’s agility kept Gaim at a distance, and Jason knew he was running out of options. Baron took advantage of an opening, striking hard and sending Gaim crashing into the dirt.
Baron smirked, taunting him from above. “This is where you belong, Gaim. Always in the dirt.”
Jason groaned as he pushed himself up, his body aching from the impact. His mind raced, desperate for a way to turn the tide. His hand instinctively reached into his pouch, pulling out a Lockseed he hadn’t yet used in combat—the Cherry Energy Lockseed.
Lindsay, Bravo, and Nick all stared, wide-eyed. Could this really work? Could Jason handle it?
Without hesitation, Jason swapped out the Lemon Energy Lockseed and inserted the Cherry Energy Lockseed into the adapter on his driver. "Henshin!"
Energy swirled around him as his armor shifted.
"Jimber Cherry Arms!"
The new form unfolded, similar in appearance to Jimber Lemon Arms but with a distinct cherry pattern on the armor. Jason gripped the Sonic Arrow tightly and immediately felt the power coursing through him. While this form didn’t have the overwhelming raw strength of Lemon, it had its own advantages. Cherry Arms was strong, naturally so, but what Jason noticed most was the energy and speed coursing through his veins. He felt lighter, more agile—his stamina replenished in an instant.
“Whoa…” Jason muttered, feeling a surge of confidence. His body felt lighter, like he could move as fast as he needed to.
With newfound energy, Jason darted forward, closing the gap between him and Baron Shin in a blink. Baron barely had time to react as Gaim's Sonic Arrow slashed down with blinding speed. Jason’s movements were fluid and sharp, his strikes coming faster than Baron could predict.
Lindsay, still watching from a distance, gasped. "Look at him! He’s… incredible!"
Bravo, still supporting an injured Nick, could barely believe what he was seeing. "That’s… wow. He’s gotten so much faster."
Baron Shin, clearly frustrated, switched tactics, trying to maintain his range advantage by creating space. But Gaim was relentless, his speed too much for Baron to handle. Each time Baron tried to gain distance, Jason was right there, closing in with rapid strikes from his Sonic Arrow.
Jason grinned as he pressed Baron further, forcing him on the defensive. “What’s the matter, Mason? I thought you wanted a real challenge!”
Baron gritted his teeth, struggling to keep up. Cherry Arms wasn’t as overpowering as Lemon, but Jason was making it work. His stamina allowed him to stay in the fight longer, and his speed kept Baron from gaining any ground.
Lindsay’s eyes sparkled with pride and admiration. Jason wasn’t just keeping up—he was dominating. “You’re everyone’s hero, Jason,” she whispered to herself, her heart swelling with hope.
The air around them crackled with energy as Gaim and Baron Shin unleashed an almost endless volley of energy bolts, their Sonic Arrows firing rapidly. Baron Shin, despite his strength, found himself unable to connect any solid hits on Gaim. His usual advantage in agility was neutralized by Gaim's newfound speed in Jimber Cherry Arms, and frustration began to bubble beneath the surface.
In a last-ditch effort, Baron Shin switched tactics. He pulled out his Banana Lockseed and attached it to his Sonic Arrow. “Banana! Full Charge!” the weapon announced as Baron slammed the blade of the Sonic Arrow into the ground.
Suddenly, a torrent of massive, spike-like bananas erupted from the ground, cutting off Gaim’s path. Jason was running too fast to stop, his momentum carrying him straight into the trap like a car driving over spikes. The impact sent Gaim tumbling to the ground, his armor scraping as he crashed into the dirt.
Seizing the opportunity, Baron quickly swapped in his Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed, attaching it to his Sonic Arrow. He took aim, eyes locked on Gaim.
Jason, realizing what was coming, gritted his teeth and grabbed his own Lemon Energy Lockseed, fitting it into his weapon.
“Dragonfruit Energy! Full Charge!”
“Lemon Energy! Full Charge!”
Both Riders fired at the same time, blazing arrows of energy streaking toward their targets. The beams passed each other in the air, colliding with the force of small explosions as they struck home, blowing up the battlefield in a burst of light and debris.
The force of the explosions sent both Gaim and Baron flying, their transformations undoing mid-air as they reverted back to their human forms. Jason hit the ground hard, the breath knocked out of him, and Mason wasn’t faring much better. Dust and smoke filled the air as the two slowly tried to push themselves up, dazed from the impact.
Mason was the first to speak, his voice shaky but full of exhilaration. “This... this is what I was looking for, Jason. A challenge. Someone on my level.”
Before Jason could respond, a sleek black SUV pulled up on the field. The door swung open, and Yoko, calm and composed, stepped out. She rushed to Mason, grabbing him by the arm and helping him into the vehicle.
As she turned to leave, she cast a glance at Jason. “Gaim, you're pretty impressive,” she called out, her voice cool yet respectful.
Lindsay, who had been watching from a distance, felt a sudden wave of jealousy twist in her stomach. This woman, probably only a few years older than Jason, had just complimented him like she understood his strength. But there was no time to dwell on it. As the SUV drove away with Mason, Lindsay rushed over to Jason’s side.
Jason, still on the ground, laughed softly. “Mason’s crazy,” he said, shaking his head. “But... that was actually kind of fun.”
Lindsay knelt beside him, helping him sit up. “Fun? You nearly got yourself killed out there.”
Jason shrugged, a grin on his face despite the exhaustion in his eyes. “Yeah, but still... It’s Mason. He’s always been looking for the next big challenge.”
She rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide the relief that he was okay. “Well, next time, maybe don’t let him blow up half the city.”
Jason chuckled again, still catching his breath. “Noted.”
Lindsay gave him a soft smile, her earlier jealousy fading as she looked into his eyes. Mason might have been searching for a challenge, but Jason was the one who fought to protect everyone—including her.
As the SUV sped away from the battlefield, Yoko's frustration boiled over. She turned to Mason, her voice sharp as she scolded him. "That was reckless, Baron. If you really wanted to best Gaim, you could have done it with me at your side. You didn't have to take such risks out there. You could've gotten yourself killed!"
Mason, still gazing out the window, remained calm. He admired the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed in his hand, its glow reflecting in his eyes. "It wasn't about a slaughterhouse fight, Yoko," he said, his tone measured but resolute. "This was a challenge for me. A test of my strength."
Yoko's brow furrowed, clearly not satisfied with his answer. "You could have seriously hurt yourself—or worse. What's the point of getting stronger if you don't survive?"
Mason finally turned to look at her, a small but confident smirk on his face. "In just a few short fights, I've become equal to the apex of Gaim’s abilities. I wasn’t looking to defeat him with help—I wanted to push myself to see if I could match him on my own." He glanced down at the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed again, turning it over in his hand. "And I did. That means I've finally found true strength."
Yoko folded her arms, her voice softening but still holding an edge of concern. "You think that’s true strength? Being able to go toe-to-toe with Gaim?"
Mason nodded, his smirk fading into something more thoughtful. "Strength isn’t just about beating someone, Yoko. It’s about knowing your limits and breaking past them. With this—" he gestured to the Lockseed in his hand, "—I’m stronger than I’ve ever been. Strong enough to face whatever challenge comes next."
Yoko sighed, her stern demeanor softening just a little. "Just… don’t forget that you're not in this alone. You don’t have to go looking for every challenge by yourself."
Mason glanced at her, appreciating her words even if he didn’t fully agree. "I know. But some battles, Yoko, they’re personal. This was one of them."
Yoko nodded slowly, understanding but still wary. "Just... don’t make a habit of it."
Mason leaned back, his eyes closing as he relaxed into the seat. "We’ll see," he muttered, the weight of the Dragonfruit Lockseed still in his grasp.




Jason stood in front of the group, his eyes fixed on the energy Lockseeds on the table. The weight of their situation settled over him like a storm cloud. "We’re no longer in some mindless battle of heroism," he said gravely. "We’re at war with the Genesis Riders, and we don’t even know what we’re fighting them for. But it has something to do with that forest."
Around the table, the newly assembled team listened intently. Jason, standing as Gaim; Nick, the sharp-eyed Kamen Rider Ryugen; Dillon, the burly and steadfast Knuckle; Alix, who had long since embraced the moniker Bravo; Joey, the resilient but somewhat insecure Gridon; and finally, Lindsay—the only non-Rider among them, though her presence was no less important.
As Jason finished speaking, the tension hung thick in the air. Joey broke the silence, his voice tinged with a mix of curiosity and hesitation. "So... you all know my real name is Joey now. It just... never came up before. But hey, do you guys even know Bravo’s real name? Or is that just what we all call them?"
Nick chuckled, leaning back in his chair. "Yeah, we know. It’s Alix," he said casually. "But Bravo likes being called Bravo."
Joey blinked, surprised. "Wait, really? You all knew?"
Dillon grinned. "Yeah, man. Alix is just proud of being Bravo. It’s their thing."
Alix smirked from across the table. "What can I say? I like the flair. Bravo’s got a nice ring to it, don’t you think?"
Joey scratched the back of his head, still processing. "Well, I didn’t know. I mean, I get it now, but I just thought... maybe I’d prefer not being called only Gridon, you know? It’s like… I’m more than just that."
Jason nodded at Joey’s words. "That’s fair. We should start using your name too, Joey. You’re part of the team, and we’re all more than just our Rider identities."
The rest of the team nodded in agreement, and Joey seemed to relax a little, appreciating the recognition. Alix, however, leaned in with a playful grin. "But for the record, I still love being called Bravo."
Everyone laughed, easing some of the tension in the room.
Jason’s face softened as the moment passed, but then he grew serious again. "All jokes aside, we’re in uncharted territory now. The Genesis Riders aren’t just out there to fight—they’re playing a different game. And we don’t know the rules. That forest holds the key, and we need to figure it out before we’re caught in something we can’t control."
Lindsay, quietly observing, stepped forward. "Whatever’s going on in the forest, we’ll figure it out. But we need to stick together—everyone here is important."
Joey nodded, determination in his eyes. "We’re all in this together, no matter what. Right?"
Jason looked at each of them, his team, his friends, and felt a renewed sense of resolve. "Right."
Jason looked around the room, his expression firm but hopeful. "I believe we need to continue researching the forest and stock up on our arms—the Lockseeds," he said, his voice steady. "The more we train, the better we’ll be, and we’ll close the gap in power when we eventually face the Genesis Riders. There are five of them now, not just four, since Baron doesn’t seem to be on our side anymore."
The team nodded, taking in the gravity of Jason’s words.
"But there’s something else," Jason continued. "Despite how far we’ve come as a team, despite only now having Dillon and Joey officially on board, we’ve always operated with some level of coordination. And these points... were provided to me by Lindsay." He turned to Lindsay, who stood quietly beside him.
"I want to make it clear," Jason said, his tone respectful. "Lindsay is the boss here. She stands above all of us in this room. As the only non-Rider, she provides caution and an objective point of view that’s crucial to what we do. She’s organized the data, she’s made the plans, she’s tested the hypotheses. But we’re the ones who fight."
Lindsay blushed slightly at the praise but stayed composed, appreciating Jason’s recognition.
Jason turned to Alix, his gaze sharpening. "And when it comes to fighting, Bravo is our MVP. Alix’s history in the military and his sharp, observant nature have proven time and time again that he’s able to maximize our efforts in the field. That’s why I’ve decided he’s our field leader. We need to lean on Bravo now more than ever to push our limits and master the fundamentals as Riders."
Alix gave a curt nod, though a glimmer of pride was visible in his eyes.
Jason paused, looking at each member of the team before continuing. "Finally, all of us together… I decided since this is my path… we’re officially The Beat Riders."
With that, Jason pulled out a small flag bearing the Gaim emblem. He held it high for everyone to see, and the room burst into cheers and laughter. The moment was one of unity, of newfound purpose. The weight of their challenges still loomed, but for now, there was solidarity, a sense of belonging.
As Lindsay transcribed their notes and organized the data into a digital backup, her gaze drifted out toward the Riders. The five of them were sparring under Bravo's watchful yet joyful eye, who occasionally jumped in to demonstrate a move or give pointers.
“Come on, Gridon! You can’t let him get the better of you!” Bravo cheered, a wide grin on his face.
Gridon, trying hard to focus, was being chased down by Knuckle, who was showcasing impressive control with his boxing skills. “Stay still, will you?” Gridon called out, dodging another swift jab.
“Can’t catch me if you can’t hit me!” Knuckle teased, ducking and weaving as he pressed the attack.
Lindsay chuckled softly, her heart warming at the sight of them pushing their limits. “They’re really getting into it,” she murmured to herself.
In another part of the field, Ryugen and Gaim were busy swapping Lockseeds, testing out different forms to find what felt right.
“Hey, try this one!” Ryugen said, handing Gaim a dull green Lockseed.
Gaim took it with a grin. “Alright, but only if you promise to swap back. I want to see how that spear handles!”
“Deal! But don’t blame me if you end up with a bad form,” Ryugen joked.
They had long abandoned their previous obsession with the so-called "hierarchy" of Lockseeds. Instead, they were now focused on understanding the strengths of each weapon.
“Learning to wield a spear, even if it’s lower-ranked, is way more valuable than just choosing something cool,” Gaim remarked, watching as Ryugen fumbled a bit with the spear.
“Exactly! It’s all about mastering what we have,” Ryugen replied, a determined look on his face.
Lindsay couldn’t help but smile, feeling a sense of pride as she observed their progress. They weren’t just Riders anymore—they were warriors, adapting and learning.
Just then, Bravo called out, “Remember, it’s not just about speed! Think about your movements! Use your weight!”
“I hear you!” Gridon shouted back, breathless but refusing to give in.
Later that night, the soft glow of the lamp illuminated Jason's apartment, creating a cozy atmosphere. Lindsay found herself resting on his couch, the weight of the day melting away. With a playful smile, she opened her arms wide, inviting him to join her.
“Come here,” she said, her voice light and inviting. “We still haven’t had our date, and I’m tired of waiting for the results.”
Jason paused, taken aback by her boldness. “What do you mean by ‘results’?” he asked, stepping closer, curiosity dancing in his eyes.
Lindsay's heart raced, and she bit her lip, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. “I want to kiss my boyfriend,” she stated, the words spilling out before she fully registered their weight.
Jason blinked, surprise flickering across his face at the unexpected title. “Boyfriend?” he echoed, a grin creeping onto his lips.
Realizing how forward she’d been, Lindsay felt a rush of embarrassment wash over her. “Um, I mean... yeah! After everything we’ve been through, all the time we spend together, and those couple of kisses…” She trailed off, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks. “You have to be my boyfriend, right?”
She closed her arms, realizing how awkward the moment had become, her confidence wavering. “Don’t you want to be my boyfriend?” she asked, her voice dropping to a softer tone.
“Of course, I do!” Jason rushed to respond, a smile spreading across his face. “I just didn’t think you’d catch me by surprise like this!”
Before she could dwell on her embarrassment, he leaned down, cupping her face in his hands. Their eyes locked for a heartbeat before he pressed his lips against hers, a gentle yet electrifying connection that sent butterflies fluttering through her stomach.
Lindsay melted into the kiss, feeling a sense of warmth and belonging. Jason climbed onto the couch, settling in beside her, his arms wrapping around her waist as they held each other close. The kiss deepened, their worries and the chaos of the outside world fading into the background as they shared this intimate moment.
When they finally pulled away, Lindsay looked up at him, her heart racing. “So, does this make me your girlfriend now?” she teased, her eyes sparkling with joy.
Jason chuckled, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Absolutely, it does.”
“Good,” Lindsay said, grinning widely. “Because I have a lot of plans for us.”
“Plans, huh?” Jason raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “I can’t wait to hear them.”
In the cozy warmth of Jason's apartment, they settled onto the couch, the glow of the evening settling around them. As they relaxed, Jason turned serious, recalling the tension of the day they had spent in the conference room.
“Lindsay, I need to talk to you about something,” he said, his tone shifting to one of sincerity.
She looked up, her expression curious. “What’s on your mind?”
“I’ve been thinking about that day in the conference room,” he began, hesitating briefly before continuing. “I’m really sorry for how I acted. I know I blamed you for so much, and it wasn’t fair to expect that of you. You were being sincere in trying to be a part of my life.
Lindsay's brows furrowed in surprise, her heart skipping a beat. “Jason, you don’t have to apologize. We were all under a lot of pressure.”
“No, I really do,” he insisted gently. “I thought if I buried everything and pushed you away, it would help me deal with my own struggles. But I realize now that it only made things worse.”
She softened, feeling the weight of his admission. “I appreciate you saying that, but I never wanted to pressure you. I just wanted to support you.”
As Jason continued to apologize, Lindsay suddenly leaned in, stopping him with a soft kiss. The moment was tender, filled with an understanding that went beyond words.
“I didn’t think about how you felt,” she said, pulling back slightly to look into his eyes. “I didn’t notice how you weren’t being noticed. That’s my fault, so stop apologizing.”
A flicker of surprise crossed Jason's face, but he remained silent, listening to her words.
“That’s why we started to work together,” she continued, a smile forming on her lips. “To get close, to make up for how we were... at least, I think.” Her voice softened as she spoke, but her determination shone through.
“I’m here on your couch, with your arms around me, so I can kiss you because we had the hard conversations and kept trying.” She nestled closer, burying her face into his chest.
“I will always notice you, Jason. Everyone needs you as Gaim… even I do. But when you’re done at the end of every fight, I’m gonna be waiting for Jason.”
She smiled against his chest, the sound of his heartbeat calming her. In that moment, all their struggles felt worth it, a testament to the bond they were building.



In the dimly lit factory, several individuals resembling the now-deceased Rider, Shadow, moved with purpose. Clad in dark uniforms and armed with spear-like weapons known as Shadow Pines, they stood ready against a looming threat. The air crackled with tension as bolts of energy erupted, striking the monstrous Inves that had dared to encroach upon their territory.
From the shadows, Baron Shin emerged, his eyes sharp and focused, intent on hunting the creature. As the Inves attempted to flee, it found itself cornered by Marika, who appeared from around a corner, her own sonic arrow poised and ready.
“Peach Energy, full charge!” the weapon announced, releasing a brilliant blast that obliterated the Inves in a burst of light. The factory fell silent for a moment, the only sound being the faint crackle of energy dissipating into the air.
Marika turned her gaze to the Shadow Troopers, her voice commanding as she ordered, “Start burning the forest flora sprouting here!” The troopers sprang into action, while a second team equipped with flamethrowers began incinerating the bits of the mysterious forest that had intruded upon the factory grounds.
Baron Shin approached Marika, his expression serious. “Why did you step in?” he asked, still catching his breath from the pursuit.
She looked at him, unwavering. “I have a job to keep the forest under wraps. Hotspots like this, where it grows miles away from the main area, are a problem. That’s why Inves are appearing in strange locations, nowhere near the forest. They’re a nuisance, but the forest is invasive.”
Meanwhile, in a lab filled with screens and data, Dr. Ryoma Sengoku observed the recordings of Baron Shin’s violent displays across the numerous battles he had fought since gaining his new powers. He smirked, muttering to himself, “This kid is keeping the mutation back impressively. But that lockseed has its limits. Limits we need to break if we truly want to unlock the prize hidden in ‘Forest Helheim.’”
His eyes shifted to two new lockseeds sitting on the desk beside him. “They’re not done yet,” he mused, tapping a finger against the glass of the screen. “Not enough data to maximize their new strain of power. After that, the idiots will just need to take some risks on my behalf.”
Back at the factory, as the flames consumed the invasive flora, Baron Shin nodded to Marika, a newfound respect evident in his expression. “Looks like we’re in this together,” he said, acknowledging the importance of their collaboration against the encroaching threat.
Baron Shin turned to Marika, his brows furrowed in thought. “With these energy lockseeds, are we certain an Overlord would always win in a fight to the death?” His voice held a mix of curiosity and concern.
Marika met his gaze steadily. “Yes, we are certain. We’ve gathered little research on them, but what we do know makes it clear: they are extraordinarily dangerous. A single one of them could cripple a small nation’s military indefinitely.”
She paused for a moment, the gravity of their situation sinking in. “We’ve also observed unusual behaviors from the forest when an Overlord is nearby. It’s hypothesized by Dr. Sengoku that they can control the forest and the Inves around them with nothing more than a thought.”
Baron Shin crossed his arms, contemplating the implications of her words. “So, they’re not just powerful; they’re also capable of manipulating their environment? That makes them even more formidable.”
“Exactly,” Marika replied, nodding. “We need to stay vigilant. If they can command the forest and the creatures within it, we might be walking into a trap at any moment. Our forces need to be prepared for anything.”
Baron Shin straightened, determination igniting in his eyes. “Then we need to find a way to counter their abilities. If they can control the forest, we must learn to disrupt that control or find a way to combat it head-on.”
As the last remnants of energy dissipated around her, Yoko retracted her Sonic Arrow, reverting back to her human state. She swiftly unclipped her Genesis Driver and set it aside, taking a deep breath as the adrenaline faded. The tension of battle left her momentarily exhausted but relieved.
Nearby, Mason was still in the midst of reverting to his human form. Yoko smirked, crossing her arms with a teasing look. “You really think you can just fight anything, don’t you?”
Mason, now fully human, ran a hand through his disheveled hair and shrugged, a sheepish smile spreading across his face. “I mean, it’s what I’m trained to do, right?”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, a playful challenge in her voice. “But do you really think you can take on an Overlord and come out unscathed? You’re not invincible, you know.”
“Hey, I’ve got my skills,” Mason replied, trying to sound more confident than he felt. “Besides, you know I can hold my own in a fight.”
Yoko chuckled softly, crossing her arms as she stepped closer. “You’re a funny boy, Mason. Just remember, fighting isn’t everything. We need strategy, too.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Mason said dismissively, rolling his eyes. “But you really think I can’t handle myself?”
“Maybe you can,” Yoko said with a teasing grin, “but sometimes brute force is all you need to lose everything.”
Mason's expression softened, realizing the weight of her words. “You’re right. I’ll be more careful,” he said, his tone more serious now. “We’re a team, after all.”
“Exactly,” Yoko said, her voice filled with conviction. “Let’s make sure we fight smart and together.”


Joey, known as the Rider Gridon, pounded the pavement under the night sky, his breath visible in the chilly air. “I can’t keep running away,” he muttered to himself, determination fueling his every step. “I don’t know where Shane is.” Thoughts of his former partner, the Rider known as Shadow, weighed heavily on his mind. Maybe if I talked him out of going into the forest to mess with Jason’s group, he’d still be here.
Memories flooded back, the day a strange man named Sid had given them their Drivers and instructed them on how to use them. The allure of power had been intoxicating, and watching the fame of Gaim, Ryugen, and Baron had sparked a desire within them. But we learned too late that we didn’t know how to fight, he thought, frustration creeping in. We could barely stop one basic Inves. They had resorted to filming everything to give the appearance of success, stealing credit that belonged to the real heroes, building a fanbase on lies.
We were so full of ourselves. The realization settled like a stone in his gut. They never expected to actually have to prove themselves, and then everything fell apart. The day they had tried to flirt with Lindsay replayed in his mind, her disinterested gaze serving as a sharp reminder of their inexperience. I understand now. She knew the real heroes. A wave of embarrassment washed over him as he recalled the fool he had made of himself alongside Shane.
I’m so glad she’s forgiven me and accepted me into their group, he reflected, gratitude filling the void of doubt. But nothing prepared me for Baron showing up. The memory of Baron’s overpowering presence loomed large, fending off against both him and Shane. Despite their best efforts to stand strong, it was clear something was off with Baron. Then there was Jason, who had leaped in and wiped the floor with them, leaving them feeling defeated and humiliated. After that, our credibility went down the drain.
Joey winced at the thought of Bravo—or Alix. The soldier seemed to hold a grudge against them, a constant reminder of their failure. Yet somehow, Jason—Gaim, as they had come to know him—had drawn Ryugen, Baron, and even Bravo to his side. And here I am with Knuckle, Joey thought, a bitter taste settling on his tongue. I can’t slow them down.
In a moment of clarity, he realized the weight of his own identity. I know I shouldn’t be a Rider, but I am. I am Gridon! The declaration echoed in his mind, a mantra pushing him forward as he resolved to prove himself, to fight alongside the others, and to find his place among the true heroes.

As Joey jogged past Bravo’s Bakery, he noticed the warm glow of lights spilling out into the night. Why are the lights still on? he wondered. Curiosity getting the better of him, he decided to check on Alix.
He pushed open the door, the familiar scent of baked goods wafting around him as he entered. Bravo, known in the Rider world as Bravo, peeked out from behind the counter with a welcoming smile, tossing in a few French words as he greeted Joey. “Bonjour, Joey! How can I help you?”
Joey smiled back, a bit shy. “I was just curious. It’s so late, but you’re still here. Are you working?”
Bravo nodded, his eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. “Yes, but more for my own self. I like to spend extra time working on tarts and decorating. Every once in a while, I make something sweet that I enjoy sharing with our little Beat Riders team. I very much enjoy working alongside such interesting individuals.”
Joey couldn’t help but chuckle. “I knew you worked hard, but I never realized the diligence carried over to baking as well. I’ve never really been good at anything.”
Bravo’s expression softened, and he placed a hand on Joey's shoulder. “It’s important to keep your skills honed, Joey. You don’t have to be good at anything; you just need to keep honing your skills. It’s all education—the more you learn, the more you’ve learned.”
Joey thought about Bravo’s words, feeling a sense of encouragement swell within him. Maybe I can get better, he mused. I just have to keep trying.
“Thanks, Alix,” he said, his voice gaining strength. “I really appreciate that. I’ll keep working at it.”
Bravo grinned, the warmth of his encouragement making Joey feel a little less like an imposter among the true Riders. “Of course! Now, how about a little treat before you go? After all, you’re part of the Beat Riders now!”

As Nick grades papers, he finds a moment to reflect on the chaos of balancing his responsibilities. He mutters to himself, “It’s a lot of work being a Rider and a teacher. Juggling all this is exhausting.” He glances at the stack of assignments before him, frowning slightly. “I’m busy with my job, I work another job on the weekends, and I still have to find time for my classes.”
He leans back in his chair, rubbing his temples as he thinks of the countless hours spent planning lessons, grading, and overseeing after-school activities. “And on top of all that, I have to explore the forest and fight monsters as part of the Beat Riders,” he adds with a sigh.
Nick’s eyes drift to his phone, where a picture of Sarah-Gabrielle brightens the screen. He can’t help but smile. “At least she understands what I’m going through,” he murmurs, his heart warming at the thought of her support. “I always tell her everything.” He pauses, then chuckles softly, “And rings are expensive.” The thought of proposing to Sarah-Gabrielle brings a mix of excitement and anxiety.
“It’s fun to be a Rider,” he muses, a smile creeping onto his face. “I don’t have to worry about meetings, grades, or bills. It’s just pure fun. But I have to keep doing all of this.” He glances around his cluttered desk, appreciating the chaos of his life.
His gaze drifts to the Lockseeds lined up in a neat row. “Grape: gun form. Kiwi: slashy form. Melon: big shield form.” He smiles, feeling a rush of excitement at the possibilities. Then he thinks of his vehicles. “Rose Attacker: my red bike. Dandeliner: my flying bike.”
He lets out a soft sigh, his expression shifting to one of contemplation. “I never really switch up my forms. I keep some on hand in case of an emergency, but I don’t want to just be known as ‘the green one.’” Nick chuckles at the thought, then glances at the Rose Attacker. “The bikes are cool, but I’m kind of afraid to use the motorcycle when I’m not transformed. What if something goes wrong?”
His mind wanders to Shadow, and a chill runs down his spine. “Are they actually killing people when we fight the Inves?” The thought weighs heavily on him, but he shakes it off. “I have to stay positive for Jason. The Beat Riders may not be led by him, but it’s still his team. If he gives up, the rest of us will falter.”
He recalls the day Jason transformed into Gaim, the awe he felt watching his friend take on that hero persona. “I remember it so clearly—it was so cool. Then one day, I ran into some guy named Sid. He offered me the Sengoku Driver and a Lockseed. I knew what it was, but I couldn’t believe it worked. I was a hero!”
Nick chuckles at the memory, thinking of the dragon-themed suit he donned. “With this strange Chinese dragon warrior suit, I went by the classic Asian dragon naming schemes. I know the Chinese design doesn’t truly match the Japanese naming scheme, but I think it works.”
He reflects on the excitement of being a new Rider fighting alongside Gaim, the way it brought them closer. “People were so excited to see me in action. It felt good, you know? I’m busy a lot, but saving lives is important. Who doesn’t want to be the hero, after all?”
With a renewed sense of purpose, Nick picks up his red pen and dives back into grading, the echoes of heroism filling his mind as he balances his dual life.

Dillon, known as the Rider Knuckle, leans back in his chair, reflecting on the whirlwind of emotions that come with being a fledgling Rider. “I’m just a short guy trying to find my dream,” he thinks, a flicker of determination sparking in his eyes. “My girl and I have dreams, and I have a lot of work to do.” With a deep breath, he lets his thoughts drift back to where it all began.
It had been a regular day when Jason—always the upbeat one—had swung by his workplace, as he often did. “It was pretty cool to see my old pal Trouble become a hero,” Dillon muses, a nostalgic smile creeping onto his face. He remembers the first time Jason showed him the transformation into Gaim, the way it had ignited something within him. “Jason was always finding me just to hang around and waste time at work. It gets lonely working by myself. Sometimes I feel like I work a bit too hard, but I have to prove they need me at my job.”
A soft chuckle escapes his lips as he recalls their heated discussions—those spirited debates that often lasted late into the night. “Jason and I always have these weird debates—more like combative topics than arguments. We’re just trying to get the most out of anything. He’s the one who comes by to visit while everyone else just complains. He’s a good guy, well before he became Gaim.”
His thoughts shift to Lindsay, the bright and determined woman who had unknowingly stolen his heart. “Lindsay is certainly nice and smart, but I didn’t realize how close she and Jason were.” A pang of jealousy flares within him, a bitter reminder that he hadn’t quite measured up in her eyes, at least not yet. “Then one day, Jason offered me a Driver and a Lockseed. He said he needs people he can trust. I wasn’t sure about it at first. I try to be cordial, but I never thought I’d be fighting monsters.”
Taking a break from his musings, Dillon grabs a cold beer from the fridge, the good stuff, and takes a swig. The taste is refreshing, a temporary escape from the weight of his thoughts. “Can a guy like me really fight in a war among heroes?” he wonders aloud, letting the question hang in the air. “At the very least, I have to watch out for him. I know his work ethic better than anyone. I’ve got to be able to win so he doesn’t crash. It’s pretty cool there’s a whole team of us, though.”
His expression turns serious as he thinks about Baron. “But I heard about Baron. That guy left them. Did he really join the other guys? If so, are they really bad? It seems like no one knows anything about them.” Dillon rubs the back of his neck, anxiety creeping in. “We really have to find out their goals. Maybe they’ll stop attacking the Riders, and we can work together.”
The unease gnaws at him, the uncertainty about Baron’s true allegiance casting a long shadow over his thoughts. Dillon knows that the stakes have never been higher, and the lines between friend and foe have blurred beyond recognition. The Riders had always worked as a team, and the thought of betrayal unsettles him. “What if we can’t trust anyone anymore? What if the ones we thought were allies turn out to be enemies?”
With a deep breath, he glances at the walnut Lockseed on his end table, its presence a reminder of the responsibilities that come with being a Rider. It gleams in the low light, reflecting his inner turmoil. “But if not, will I be ready for a fight?” he asks himself, a mix of uncertainty and resolve coursing through him.
Dillon knows the road ahead will be challenging, but he’s ready to step up and embrace his role, whatever it may bring. He thinks of the battles to come, the monsters lurking in the shadows, and the challenges that await him and his friends. “I might be a fledgling Rider, but I’m not going to back down. I can’t.”
Taking another swig of his beer, Dillon allows himself a moment of clarity. He knows he has to focus on honing his skills, not just in fighting but also in building relationships with his fellow Riders. “We’re a team, and we need to trust each other. I need to get better, not just for myself, but for everyone.” The thought of camaraderie brings him comfort, and he finds solace in the idea that he’s not alone in this fight.
As he sets the beer down, Dillon stands up and glances at the Lockseeds lined up on his desk. Each one represents a different aspect of his journey, a different version of himself waiting to be unleashed. “I’m not just the guy who got lucky and stumbled into this life. I’m Knuckle. I’m going to prove myself, not just to Jason, but to everyone.”
With renewed determination, Dillon heads towards the door, ready to face whatever challenges lie ahead. He knows the journey won’t be easy, but he’s willing to put in the effort to become a hero, a true Rider, and to stand by his friends through thick and thin. The night may be dark, but he feels a spark of hope igniting within him, pushing him forward into the unknown. “I’ll find my way,” he resolves, stepping out into the night, ready to embrace his fate.



The dimly lit conference room buzzes with tension as four prominent figures gather around a sleek, high-tech table. Charts and holographic projections of the Forest Helheim flicker around them, illuminating their faces. Hunter Lawson, known as Zangetsu Shin, takes a deep breath, trying to mediate the rising conflict.
Hunter Lawson: leaning forward, his brows furrowed "Alright, let’s focus. Sid, we’re all aware of your frustrations, but we need to work together. These brats, as you call them, are our responsibility now."
Sid (Sigurd): crossing his arms defiantly "You think I don’t know that? They’re more trouble than they’re worth! I can’t keep them corralled, and I lost my lockseed to Gaim. How am I supposed to maintain control when he’s running around like a hero?"
Yoko (Marika): snapping back, her eyes narrowing "Maybe if you weren’t so busy trying to play the information broker and actually engaged with our subjects, you wouldn’t have lost control. Besides, we’re all aware of the stakes."
Sid: frustrated "And now we have Baron running around with a Genesis Driver? What were you two thinking? Giving him that kind of power without proper oversight is a disaster waiting to happen!"
Dr. Ryoma Sengoku (Duke Shin): interjecting with a calm yet authoritative tone "We made that decision to ensure we had capable allies. The Genesis Drivers and energy lockseeds are pivotal for our survival. If the forest invasion succeeds, we’ll need every tool at our disposal."
Sid: shaking his head "But at what cost? You’re putting us all at risk. Baron’s unpredictability could expose everything we’re working on. We can’t let our projects fall into the hands of someone who might not understand the implications."
Dr. Sengoku: with a smirk "You say that as if you understand the complexity of our mission. The energy lockseeds are just the beginning. There’s a greater threat looming—the Overlords. We’re working on successors to the energy lockseeds, but they have limits. We must be prepared for the rulers of the forest."
Hunter, sensing the escalating tension, raises his hand to calm them down.
Hunter: firmly "Enough! Let’s focus on the assembly for the mass production models. We need these ready to save humanity, and fast. We can’t afford to let our emotions cloud our judgment. Sid, Yoko, you need to keep your heads in the game. Collect the data, avoid pointless conflicts. The waves of Inves and forest alterations are happening more frequently."
He turns to Dr. Sengoku, his expression more serious.
Hunter: "And you, Doctor, I told you to cease your ramblings about the Overlords. We have nearly no evidence other than a few debatable eyewitness accounts. If they are indeed an intelligent species capable of manipulating the forest, then why haven’t they declared war on us? We need to focus on our immediate objectives. If and only if the Overlords are real, then we can strategize."
The room falls silent for a moment as his words hang in the air, everyone contemplating the reality of their situation. Hunter's determination is palpable, a stark contrast to the bickering that had just unfolded.
Yoko: nodding slowly "You’re right, Hunter. We need to stay on course. We can’t afford any more distractions."
Sid: sighing, still clearly concerned "Fine. But I want to make sure we’re prepared for any fallout from giving Baron that driver. I’ll keep an eye on our subjects, but I still think we’re playing with fire here."
Dr. Sengoku: smirking slightly "And I’ll continue my research. We’ll see who’s right in the end."
With the team reluctantly falling into line, Hunter looks out the window at the sprawling forest beyond, the weight of their mission settling heavily on his shoulders. They are all aware of the danger lurking in the shadows, and the uncertainty of what lies ahead looms over them like a dark cloud. But for now, they have a plan, and that is the first step towards facing the unknown.


Lindsay drifts into a deep sleep, her mind wandering as she falls into a vivid dream. She finds herself in a surreal landscape, a blend of vibrant colors and shadows. In the center stands a glowing figure that resembles her—an ethereal version of herself, radiating light and mystery.
Glowing Woman: her voice echoing softly "There’s more than one way to fight, but you can’t be human and rule humanity."
Lindsay: confused, stepping closer "What do you mean? Please, explain!"
The glowing woman’s form flickers as if the energy surrounding her is shifting. She raises her hand, palm up, and an orange appears, glowing faintly with the same luminescence as her figure.
Glowing Woman: cryptically "The forest bends to the will of its rulers."
As she hands the orange to Lindsay, the landscape begins to blur and dissolve. Lindsay reaches out, trying to grasp the glowing woman, but she dissipates into wisps of light, leaving behind a haunting echo of her words.
Lindsay: calling out "Wait! Come back!"
But the dream fades, and she feels a gentle tug, as if something is still with her.
Lindsay wakes with a start, her heart racing. She blinks against the morning light streaming in through her window, feeling disoriented. As she shifts in bed, she realizes she’s clutching something tightly. She sits up, rubbing her eyes, and glances at her hand.
She turns on her bedside lamp, the soft glow illuminating her room. In her palm lies a peculiar object—something that resembles an orange but is clearly mechanical and polyhedral, intricate in design. Its surface shimmers, reflecting the light in a way that makes it seem alive.
Lindsay: muttering to herself "What the...?"
Confusion washes over her as she inspects the object closely, running her fingers along its smooth surface.
Lindsay: thinking aloud "Is this… a lockseed? But how did I…?"
With no answers forthcoming, she carefully places the mechanical orange on her vanity, its glow dimming slightly as she steps back. She crawls back under the covers, her mind racing with thoughts of the dream, the glowing woman, and the cryptic message she delivered.


In a different part of town, Dr. Ryoma Sengoku is hunched over his workbench, fine-tuning a new lockseed. The lab is filled with the soft hum of machinery and the glow of various screens displaying data. His focus is intense, each movement deliberate as he adjusts the internal mechanisms of the lockseed.
Dr. Sengoku: to himself "This is it… the key to our advancement."
He examines the lockseed under the bright light, noting its unique identification marker. Unlike others, this one has no number; instead, it simply reads "Bounty."
Dr. Sengoku: grinning to himself "The Bountiful Melon lockseed… purely experimental. If this works as intended, it could grant unparalleled power without the typical side effects."
He carefully inserts the lockseed into the Genesis Driver, watching as it synchronizes seamlessly.
Dr. Sengoku: with a hint of ambition in his voice "As long as it’s used correctly, the energy should remain stable. Once I succeed in cultivating this energy, I’ll have the power to claim my prize—and perhaps control the very forest itself."
Dr. Sengoku's excitement is palpable as he finishes his adjustments, and he can hardly wait to share the news with Hunter Lawson. With a determined stride, he makes his way to find him.
Dr. Sengoku: entering the room where Hunter is working "Hunter! You won’t believe the breakthrough I’ve made!"
Hunter looks up from his desk, where he’s reviewing documents related to their research on the Forest Helheim.
Hunter Lawson: raising an eyebrow "What is it, Sengoku? You look like you just found the Holy Grail."
Dr. Sengoku: grinning widely "I’ve successfully spliced key fragments of your favorite energy sources into a new kind of lockseed!"
He produces the new lockseed, its surface glistening with a distinct blend of colors reminiscent of various melons. Hunter leans forward, intrigued.
Dr. Sengoku: "By essentially splicing the energy of the Watermelon, Melon, and Melon energy lockseeds, I’ve finally discovered a power with nearly limitless potential—all for you. Melons have always been a symbol of prosperity and joy, so I named it the Bounty Lockseed, as a tribute to the bountiful watermelons."
Hunter Lawson: taking the lockseed and inspecting it closely "This is incredible, Ryoma. But you mentioned it has raw power? What do you mean?"
Dr. Sengoku nods, his expression turning serious.
Dr. Sengoku: "You should be careful when you try it. This raw power will certainly have a kick! It’s only safe to use in the Genesis Driver, and even then, don’t be reckless. We can’t afford any accidents, especially not with the stakes as high as they are."
Hunter turns the lockseed over in his hands, feeling its weight and the energy pulsing within it.
Hunter Lawson: "I appreciate the warning. I’ll make sure to use it wisely."
Dr. Sengoku watches intently as Hunter examines the lockseed, pride swelling in his chest.
Dr. Sengoku: "I truly believe this will enhance your abilities as a Rider. With the right balance of power, you could stand against the challenges we face."
Hunter looks up from the lockseed, meeting Sengoku's gaze with determination.
Hunter Lawson: "Then let’s make sure we’re prepared. If this is as powerful as you say, we need to be ready for whatever the Forest Helheim throws at us."
Dr. Sengoku smirks, already envisioning the possibilities that lay ahead.
Hunter Lawson inspects the Bounty Lockseed, his expression a mix of admiration and concern. He turns to Dr. Sengoku, his voice steady.
Hunter Lawson: "I appreciate the breakthrough, Ryoma. Your intrinsic desire to innovate is commendable, but let’s stay on track with our production plans. I know projects like these can elevate our potential in many ways, but we need your drivers to save what little humanity we have left."
Dr. Sengoku raises an eyebrow, a slight smirk on his face.
Dr. Sengoku: "Oh, President, nothing has changed since the last time you mentioned production. I can’t go any faster with our existing facilities. We’re also limited by the availability of rare metals necessary to create massive quantities."
Hunter's expression tightens, concern etching deeper into his features.
Hunter Lawson: "I understand that, but we need to balance research with production. We can’t afford to lose sight of our primary goal. If the invasion continues at this rate, we won’t have time for experiments."
Dr. Sengoku: leaning against a table, arms crossed "I agree, but we’re at our limits with resources. Focusing solely on production will only yield so much. We might as well make leaps and strides in our research while we still have the chance."
Hunter sighs, rubbing the back of his neck in frustration.
Hunter takes a deep breath, the weight of their conversation lingering in the air. He knows the urgency of their mission, and the growing threat of the Inves looms over their research.
Hunter Lawson: "You make valid points, Ryoma. I’ll accept that for now. But I need to ensure our research teams are safe and that we’re on the right track. The forest isn’t going to wait for us to figure things out."
He walks toward the door, determination in his stride.
Dr. Sengoku: "Just be careful out there. The forest has been unpredictable lately."
Hunter nods, already thinking ahead. He reaches for his Genesis Driver, securing it around his waist. With a swift motion, he pulls out the Melon Energy Lockseed.
Hunter Lawson: grinning "Let’s see what we can uncover."
He presses the lockseed into the driver, and the device lights up, emitting a vibrant energy.
Hunter Lawson: "Henshin!"
With a twist of the lockseed, a surge of energy envelops him. The air crackles as he transforms, the familiar sensation washing over him.
In a flash of green and gold, he emerges as Zangetsu Shin, the Rider adorned with a powerful armor that shimmers in the light. His presence radiates confidence and determination.
Zangetsu Shin: looking down at his armor "Time to check on the research teams and make sure they’re ready for whatever comes next."
With a final glance back at Dr. Sengoku, who nods approvingly, Hunter bolts out of the lab and heads toward the forest.


The sun hung low in the sky, casting a golden hue over the landscape as Lindsay tightened her grip around Jason’s waist, reveling in the rush of wind against her face. They were speeding down the winding road on Jason's Sakura Hurricane, the powerful motorcycle cutting through the air with ease. Lindsay felt a mix of exhilaration and warmth, the vibrant colors of the evening sky reflecting the excitement bubbling within her.
Jason’s gloved hands were steady on the handlebars, his focus unwavering as he expertly navigated the curves. He wore his goggles, the lenses glinting in the fading light, and she couldn’t help but smile at how carefree he looked, the slight breeze ruffling his hair. Despite the speed, it was a thrill she couldn’t get enough of.
"Why do you like the motorcycle so much?” she shouted over the roar of the engine, leaning closer to be heard. “You have other vehicles that are just as fast!"
Jason chuckled, his eyes sparkling with joy as he glanced back at her. “There’s just something about the feel of the wind and the open road! It’s liberating!”
She could sense the excitement radiating off him, and she found herself wishing she could share in that feeling. There was an undeniable bond in this moment, the thrill of adventure enveloping them like a warm embrace.
As they approached the edge of the forest, the trees loomed ahead, dark and foreboding, but Lindsay felt a strange sense of comfort. This was Jason’s world—his playground and battleground all at once. He slowed the motorcycle down and came to a stop in a clearing, and Lindsay reluctantly released her hold on him, a tinge of disappointment washing over her.
The forest whispered around them, the sounds of nature filling the air, but it wasn’t long before they spotted Bravo and Joey in the distance. The two were engaged in their warm-up exercises, stretching and running through a series of quick drills, their expressions focused and determined.
“Looks like they’ve been waiting for us,” Jason said, dismounting the motorcycle with a practiced grace. He unfastened his helmet and removed his goggles, a smile breaking across his face as he waved to his teammates. “Hey! Sorry we’re late!”
Bravo looked up, a wide grin spreading across his face as he jogged over. “Took you long enough! We were starting to think you’d gotten lost in your own thoughts!”
Lindsay rolled her eyes playfully. “You know us—always off on some adventure!”
Joey joined them, wiping the sweat from his brow. “Well, now that you’re here, we can start! Are you ready to put in some work?”
Jason nodded, his eyes shining with determination. “Always! Let’s see what we’ve got today.”
As the four of them engaged in their warm-up stretches, the peaceful atmosphere was suddenly interrupted by the low rumble of a dark SUV approaching through the underbrush. The vehicle came to a stop nearby, dust swirling around it before settling. Lindsay's heart quickened, a mix of curiosity and unease stirring within her.
From the SUV emerged Yoko, her presence commanding attention. She walked over with a confident stride, her demeanor serious yet calm. Lindsay felt a twinge of jealousy as she observed the way Jason’s face lit up upon seeing her. There was a familiarity in their interaction that stirred a flicker of insecurity within her.
“Hey, everyone,” Yoko greeted, her tone brisk. She opened the back of the SUV and revealed a sleek case, which she carried over to Jason. “This is for you.”
Lindsay watched closely as Yoko flipped open the case, revealing a small set of energy lockseeds nestled inside along with a spare unit resembling the one Jason had been using on his Sengoku Driver—the one he referred to as his Genesis Core. Jason leaned in, eyes wide with astonishment as he took in the contents.
“Wow,” he murmured, reaching inside to grab the items. “Peach Energy and Melon Energy Lockseeds? Plus a spare Peach Energy and… is that a Lock Vehicle?”
Yoko nodded, her expression serious. “Yes, the Tulip Hopper. We want to see what you can do with all of these.”
Jason furrowed his brow, confusion washing over him. “But why are you giving these to me? I thought we were enemies?”
Yoko crossed her arms, her gaze unwavering. “I just do the transport. The items are a gift from our chief scientist, Dr. Sengoku. He’s interested in your… unusual approach to using the lockseeds. It seems your desperate need to change your outcome has piqued his curiosity.”
Lindsay’s heart raced as she processed Yoko's words. There was an air of tension between the groups, and she couldn’t shake the feeling of being an outsider in this unexpected exchange. She stepped closer, the jealousy simmering beneath the surface.
“So, you’re just going to hand over these powerful items? Just like that?” Lindsay interjected, her voice sharper than she intended.
Yoko turned her attention to Lindsay, her expression softening slightly. “It’s not just a gift. It’s an opportunity. We’ve all seen how you fight. If you’re going to stand against the Inves and the threats from Helheim, we need the best on our side.”
Lindsay crossed her arms, a frown forming on her lips. “Are you really taking them? We don’t know what they’re really planning. This could be a trap.”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, seemingly unfazed. “You’re free to refuse, of course. But if you’re serious about protecting your friends and fighting for humanity, you need to embrace the power at your disposal. Trust me; it’s not a trap. We want to see how far you can push those limits.”
Jason’s expression shifted to one of determination. “I’ll take the risk. If it means keeping everyone safe, I have to try.” He turned back to Yoko, gratitude evident in his voice. “Thank you.”
As Jason carefully examined the Lockseeds and the Tulip Hopper, Joey, who had been stretching nearby, paused mid-stretch and asked, “What exactly is ‘Helheim’?”
The question hung in the air, drawing the attention of everyone present. Jason looked up, his expression shifting from excitement to seriousness as he realized the weight of what they were discussing.
Before he could respond, Yoko stepped forward, her demeanor professional and assertive. “Helheim is the name we've given to the forest where the Inves originate. It’s not just any forest; it’s filled with anomalies and dangers that threaten our world.”
Lindsay leaned closer, intrigued. “But what makes it so special? Why does it seem like the Inves can come out of nowhere?”
Yoko glanced around, ensuring everyone was listening closely. “Helheim acts as a kind of portal, allowing the Inves to invade our realm. We’ve been conducting research to understand its properties, but there’s still much we don’t know. What we do know is that the Inves are manifestations of that danger, and we need to contain them before they overrun everything.”
Joey furrowed his brow, absorbing the information. “So, it’s like a breeding ground for these monsters?”
“Exactly,” Yoko replied, crossing her arms. “And the Lockseeds, like the ones Gaim has, are crucial in harnessing the energy of Helheim. They can provide us with the power to confront the Inves head-on.”
“But what if that power comes with a price?” Lindsay asked, a flicker of worry crossing her face. “What if it makes things worse?”
“Every power has its risks,” Yoko admitted. “But we’re in a war now. We don’t have the luxury of ignoring potential advantages just because we’re afraid of what they might bring.”
Joey glanced at Jason, his tone serious. “So, what’s our plan? Do we go into Helheim and try to get answers?”
Lindsay unsure responds “I don't know yet.”
As Yoko turned to leave, her expression unreadable, she pulled out her phone and made a quick call. "The package has been accepted," she reported, her voice low. "I hope you know what you’re doing giving out all of those." With a curt nod, she slid into the SUV and drove off, leaving the Beat Riders and Jason to ponder the implications of her visit.
The atmosphere grew thick with uncertainty. What did this mean for them? Was this a sign of alliance or a trap? Jason, feeling the weight of the moment, took a deep breath and made a decision. “I think it’s time to test out the Peach Energy Lockseed,” he announced, determination etched on his face.
He stepped away from the group, gripping the Lockseed tightly in his hand. “Henshin!” he called, slotting the Lockseed into his Sengoku Driver. A wave of energy surged through him as he transformed, his body enveloped in a dazzling light. When the brilliance faded, Jason stood tall in his new form: Gaim Jimber Peach Arms.
However, as he settled into the transformation, he felt a strange sensation wash over him. Unlike other forms that promised raw strength or speed, this one was different. Jason took a moment to assess how he felt in this new armor. “I don’t know if I feel stronger or faster,” he admitted, glancing back at his friends. “But something’s definitely changed. I can sense everything around me—the flow of the air, the rustling of leaves, even the heartbeat of the forest.”
Bravo, his brow raised in intrigue, stepped closer. “So this power enhances your senses? That’s pretty impressive,” he remarked. “Then the Melon Energy must have its unique power too. Each of your forms seems to improve upon the last while adding additional perks. The Genesis Riders don’t seem to have this kind of versatility.”
Joey chimed in, looking from Bravo to Jason. “You’ve got a whole next-generation arsenal to work with now, man. That’s a serious advantage against any foe.”
Lindsay’s eyes sparkled with admiration as she gazed at Jason’s suit. The intricate peach pattern on his armor seemed to glow with potential. “You look amazing! I can’t believe how far you’ve come,” she said, her voice filled with excitement.
Jason smiled back at her, feeling a rush of confidence. “Thanks, Lindsay. But I wouldn’t be here without all of you. This isn’t just my fight; it’s ours.” He paused, considering the possibilities. “I wonder what the Melon Energy Lockseed will bring. Maybe a different kind of power?”
Bravo nodded thoughtfully. “Or maybe a completely new ability. You could become the ultimate Rider if you play your cards right. Just think about how many different forms you can explore.”
Lindsay bit her lip, glancing at the second Genesis Core. “But what are you going to do with that second unit? Is it just for backup?”
Jason shrugged, still assessing the Lockseeds and what they meant for his journey. “I don’t know yet. Maybe it can enhance my existing abilities, or perhaps it’ll give me a whole new approach to fighting. I need to experiment with it first.”
As the group stood discussing their plans, Jason suddenly felt a strange disturbance in the air. His enhanced senses from the Peach Energy Lockseed flared up, a gut instinct telling him something was very wrong. He glanced around, scanning the treeline for any sign of danger.
"Get down!" Jason shouted, lunging to shield Lindsay as a series of energy bolts whizzed through the air, barely missing them. Joey yelped in fear, while Bravo, ever the experienced fighter, barked out an order.
"Transform! Now!"
In an instant, Joey and Bravo activated their Sengoku Drivers, the familiar clashing sounds of their transformations filling the air. Bravo Durian Arms appeared in his spiked and armored form, while Gridon Acorn Arms manifested beside him, the smaller but determined Rider.
Jason, still crouched protectively over Lindsay, glanced at her briefly to make sure she was safe. Then, he stood and drew his Sonic Arrow, his focus shifting to the shadowy figure emerging from the forest.
From the dense foliage, a blue-and-yellow Rider stepped forward, a confident smirk on his face. Duke Shin—Dr. Ryoma Sengoku, the man behind much of the Rider technology. His Genesis Driver gleamed in the fading light as he approached, an aura of menace surrounding him.
"Well, well, Gaim," Duke Shin’s voice was smooth, almost mocking. "I’m impressed you picked up on my presence so quickly. I’ve missed our little skirmishes. It’s been a while since we last clashed, hasn’t it?"
Without warning, Duke Shin raised his weapon—a sleek, futuristic blaster—and fired off another volley of energy bolts directly at Jason. Gaim barely had time to react, dodging one shot and parrying another with his Sonic Arrow. The bolts exploded against the ground, sending dirt and debris flying.
Jason gritted his teeth. He could feel the power of the Peach Energy coursing through him, but this form was different from what he was used to. It enhanced his senses, gave him a better awareness of his surroundings, but in combat, it didn’t predict attacks. He couldn’t rely on it to dodge every move Duke Shin made.
"Can’t predict where you're going to hit next, but I can keep up," Jason muttered to himself as he lined up a shot with his Sonic Arrow. He fired off an arrow of pure energy, intercepting Duke Shin’s blast mid-air. The resulting explosion sent a shockwave rippling through the area.
Duke Shin chuckled, clearly enjoying the challenge. "You’ve grown stronger, Gaim. I can see that. But this—" he gestured to their surroundings, to the forest looming behind him, "—this is where we part ways. You’ve been meddling in things far beyond your comprehension."
Jason clenched his fists, his heart pounding. He could feel the weight of the situation bearing down on him. Last time, when they had fought, Duke Shin had easily overpowered him. But this time… this time was different. Jason had become stronger, more experienced. Yet, even with that strength, he was still struggling to keep up.
As the battle raged on, Duke Shin's movements were sharp and precise. He didn’t waste a single motion, each attack calculated to push Jason to his limits. Jason could feel his Peach form's ability helping him with precision, but it wasn’t enough to give him the upper hand. Every blast of energy Duke Shin fired, every strike with his weapon, tested Jason’s growing power.
"You can feel it, can’t you?" Duke Shin taunted, firing another shot. "How your new power is still not enough. Even with your enhancements, you’re struggling to keep up with me."
Jason deflected the blast with a desperate swipe of his Sonic Arrow. "I’m not the same as before!" he growled, trying to steady himself. The collision sent sparks flying, illuminating the fierce expression on Duke Shin's face.
"You’re right, you’re not," Duke Shin admitted with a grin. "But neither am I."
The two continued their fierce battle, energy bolts flying and weapons clashing as the sound of their struggle echoed through the forest. Jason could feel the pressure mounting. Each step forward, each parry and attack, was harder than the last. He was improving, yes, but Duke Shin wasn’t holding back this time. He was out for blood.
Behind them, Bravo and Joey watched with tension in their eyes, unsure of when or if they should jump in. "Jason’s getting stronger, but Duke Shin... this guy’s something else," Joey muttered under his breath.
Bravo, his arms crossed, nodded grimly. "Duke Shin’s no joke. Even as strong as Jason’s become, that guy’s still got the upper hand. We might need to step in soon if things get worse."
Meanwhile, Lindsay, watching the fight unfold, couldn’t tear her eyes away from Jason. Her heart pounded in her chest, a mixture of fear and awe gripping her. Jason was out there, fighting for them all, fighting for their future—and yet, she felt helpless. She wanted to do more, to help him somehow.
Jason, breathing heavily, knew he couldn’t keep this up forever. His Peach Energy Lockseed was powerful, but not enough to overcome the precise, unrelenting onslaught of Duke Shin. He needed a new strategy, something to turn the tide of battle.
As if sensing his inner turmoil, Duke Shin smirked. "Still holding back, Gaim? Or have you already realized you're not cut out for this?"
Jason’s grip on his Sonic Arrow tightened. "You’re wrong," he spat back, deflecting another blast. "I’m just getting started."
Jason swapped out to Jimber Cherry Arms mid-fight, the transformation swift and seamless. His armor adapted, becoming sleeker and more suited for high-speed combat. The cherry pattern across his suit gleamed under the dim light of the forest, giving him a renewed sense of agility and precision.
In a blur of motion, Jason dashed forward, unleashing a flurry of rapid slashes with his Sonic Arrow. Duke Shin was momentarily thrown off balance, struggling to block the relentless assault as Jason's newfound speed caught him off guard. Each strike landed with precision, pushing Duke Shin back further and further.
But Duke Shin wasn’t one to be outdone. He grit his teeth and leaped into the air, pumping the lever on his Genesis Driver twice. "Lemon Energy Sparking!" he shouted, summoning a storm of energy bolts that rained down upon Jason from above.
The bolts struck hard, sending Jason crashing to the ground, his body aching from the intense attack. The air crackled with energy as he tried to recover, knowing he couldn’t stay down for long. Gritting his teeth, he scrambled to his feet and swapped out the Cherry Energy Lockseed for the Lemon Energy Lockseed.
"Jimber Lemon Arms!"
The transformation washed over him, his armor now glowing with the yellow radiance of the lemon energy. The Sonic Arrow in his hands pulsed with new power as he charged forward once more, this time with determination. He swung the weapon with all his might, landing a solid hit on Duke Shin’s chest that sent him staggering backward.
Both Riders were reaching their limits, but neither was ready to concede. Duke Shin, regaining his footing, pumped his driver again while Jason activated his own lever. The tension between them was palpable, knowing that the next move would determine the victor.
Duke Shin jumped high into the air, his Lemon Energy Squash charging as he descended. "Lemon Energy Squash!" His Rider Kick cut through the air, glowing with intense yellow energy, aimed directly at Jason.
Jason wasn’t far behind, launching himself upward with his own energy gathering around him. "Jimber Lemon Squash!" he shouted, as their kicks clashed in mid-air, unleashing a powerful explosion that rocked the forest. The sheer force sent both Riders flying in opposite directions.
Jason hit the ground hard, landing on his back, struggling to catch his breath. For a moment, the battlefield was silent, the intensity of the clash leaving everything still.
Duke Shin, however, landed gracefully, standing tall amidst the aftermath. He wasn’t done yet. Smirking, he detached the Lemon Energy Lockseed from his driver and equipped it to his Sonic Arrow.
"I expected more from you, Gaim," Duke Shin sneered, as he pumped his driver once more. "Let’s finish this."
"Lemon Energy Full Charge!"
The Sonic Arrow surged with immense energy as Duke Shin aimed it at the still-recovering Jason. The energy beam shot forward, roaring through the air with devastating force.
As the dust settled from the intense clash, Lindsay, Bravo, and Gridon stood frozen, their eyes wide in shock at the display of raw power between Jason as Gaim and Duke Shin. The forest around them felt charged with tension, the energy from the fight palpable in the air.
Lindsay's heart pounded in her chest. She had seen Jason fight before, but this was different. The level of aggression from Duke Shin seemed beyond what they'd expected. “Is he... is he trying to kill him?” she whispered, her voice shaky with fear.
Joey, in his Gridon Acorn Arms, shifted uneasily. "This isn’t a normal fight, is it? Duke Shin... he’s not just trying to beat Gaim. He’s going for the kill!"
Bravo, still transformed in his Durian Arms, narrowed his eyes, watching the energy charge in Duke Shin's Sonic Arrow. “I’ve seen fights for dominance, but this... Duke Shin’s out for blood.” His voice was grim, hands tightening on his weapon. "This isn't a test of strength—it's a slaughter waiting to happen."
Lindsay, her breath catching in her throat, took a step forward, her instinct to rush toward Jason overwhelming her caution. She watched in horror as Duke Shin aimed the glowing, charged Sonic Arrow directly at Jason, who was still struggling to regain his footing. The energy radiating from the weapon was unlike anything she had seen before, its intensity promising destruction.
"Jason!" she screamed, her voice breaking through the charged atmosphere. She could feel her pulse quicken, worry gnawing at her every nerve. What if he couldn’t get up in time? What if—
“He’s going to kill him,” Joey muttered, fear gripping his voice.
Bravo clenched his fists, his sharp eyes locked on Duke Shin. “We have to do something. This isn’t a fight anymore—it’s an execution.”
Lindsay’s eyes darted to Jason, then to Duke Shin. Her hands balled into fists, and she felt a surge of anger. How could this scientist, this so-called genius, come after Jason like this? Her mind raced, her body urging her to act, but the distance between them felt like a canyon, and she was powerless to stop what was happening. The odds seemed stacked against Jason.
The charged energy from Duke Shin’s Sonic Arrow grew brighter, crackling with lethal force. He smirked, his eyes cold and calculating. “You’ve disappointed me, Gaim,” Duke Shin taunted, the energy on the verge of release. "Let’s see if you can survive this!"
Lindsay’s stomach twisted in knots. Jason had always been so confident in battle, but Duke Shin wasn’t holding back. He wasn’t here to spar or test Jason’s strength—he was here to eliminate him.
Just as the energy reached its peak, Bravo’s voice cut through the tension. "Gaim, move! You can’t take that head-on!" he shouted, his voice tinged with urgency.
As the explosion from Duke Shin’s attack cleared, everyone stared in disbelief. Jason, still in his Gaim form, stood amidst the fading smoke, unharmed. His Sengoku Driver announced loudly, "Jimber Melon Arms!"
A protective green armor adorned his body, glowing with power. Even Gaim himself seemed momentarily surprised at the transformation, but there was no time to dwell on it. He wasted no time, aiming his Sonic Arrow at Duke Shin, whose smug demeanor quickly shifted into one of shock.
“How... how did you survive?” Duke Shin stammered, clearly rattled by the unexpected turn of events. His eyes darted between Gaim and the Jimber Melon Arms form, trying to make sense of what had just happened. He had never seen anyone withstand a blow like that, let alone counter so effortlessly.
Gaim, now more composed, smirked slightly. Without answering, he swiftly equipped the Melon Energy Lockseed to his Sonic Arrow, the weapon glowing with tremendous energy as the Sonic Arrow announced, "Melon Energy Full Charge."
He fired the powerful attack, the energy beam crackling through the air before smashing into Duke Shin, sending him hurtling backward. Duke struggled to stand, clutching his side, his confident air now replaced with genuine awe. “That... that was incredible,” Duke muttered between labored breaths, clearly feeling the impact of the attack. He staggered slightly before forcing himself upright. “It’s like you tell the lockseed what you need... and it listens.”
Gaim didn’t lower his guard. He wasn’t sure if this was another trick, but Duke’s voice held an unexpected sincerity.
Duke Shin stumbled again, clearly weakened by the fight, but before Gaim could act further, Duke held up a hand, signaling his surrender. "You win," Duke said, surprising everyone, especially Lindsay, Joey, and Bravo. "I didn’t come here to kill you, Gaim. I just wanted to see what you could do... to see your potential."
Gaim’s eyes narrowed, unsure of Duke’s intentions. But before he could question him, Duke Shin reached into his coat and tossed a Dandeliner into the air, its mechanical form unfolding. With surprising ease, Duke leapt onto the machine.
“Goodbye, Gaim,” Duke Shin called out, a slight smile on his face. “Thanks for the show.” With that, he ascended into the air, disappearing into the sky, leaving the group behind.
Lindsay, Gridon, and Bravo exchanged bewildered glances, still trying to process what had just transpired. Bravo broke the silence first. “Well, that was... unexpected,” he muttered, resting his weapon on his shoulder.
Joey, still in his Gridon form, looked up at the sky, where Duke Shin had vanished. “Did he really just say he gives up?”
Gaim, still transformed in Jimber Melon Arms, finally exhaled, the tension in his body slowly easing. “Yeah, I guess he did,” he said, lowering his Sonic Arrow. Even as the energy around him began to dissipate, the weight of the battle still clung to him. “But why?”
As the dust finally settled and Duke Shin disappeared into the horizon, the group turned their attention to Jason. Lindsay, Bravo, and Joey—still in their Rider forms—looked at him with wide eyes. The tension that hung in the air had shifted, now replaced with a mixture of curiosity and concern.
"Jason, what the hell just happened?" Bravo asked, crossing his arms. “And what’s the deal with that new form—Jimber Melon? Where’d that come from?”
Jason sighed heavily, still clutching his side as the adrenaline wore off. He was sore, and the exhaustion was setting in, but he needed to explain. "Honestly," Jason began, "I wasn’t sure what to do when I got hit by Duke's attack. I knew Jimber Lemon Arms wasn’t going to cut it—at least not in terms of defense. So, I just... switched it out for the Melon Energy Lockseed and hoped for the best."
He shrugged, wincing slightly. “Jimber Melon must have given me a huge defensive boost. I think that’s what shielded me from taking the full brunt of his attack.”
Joey stepped forward, eyes wide with realization. "So, Jimber forms don’t just change your attack style, but also boost specific abilities? That’s... kinda insane. It’s like you're mixing and matching powers as you go."
Jason nodded slowly. “Yeah, but that hit still hurt—a lot. I’m not invincible. It’s like I’ve been getting pummeled by Sonic Arrows constantly lately,” he added with a half-smirk, rubbing his chest where the impact had landed.
Lindsay was at his side in an instant, her eyes filled with worry as she gently wrapped her arms around him, drawing him close. “You need to stop scaring me like that,” she whispered softly, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “For the rest of the week, at least. You’re gonna give me a heart attack.”
Jason chuckled lightly, even though it hurt to laugh. He reached up, gently brushing a hand through her hair. “I’ll do my best,” he promised with a grin, but there was still a flicker of concern behind his eyes. Even he didn’t fully understand what had just happened. The power he was unlocking with each new lockseed... it was exhilarating, but also terrifying in its unpredictability.
Bravo uncrossed his arms and shook his head with a smirk. "Well, Gaim, you’re full of surprises. Looks like we’ll need to stick around just to see what you pull off next.”
Joey nodded, but there was a lingering question in his eyes. “But what about that second Genesis Core? You’re holding onto a lot of gear right now. What’s your plan with all of that?”
Jason responded with a big, genuine smile as he looked at the others. “Honestly,” he said, trying to lighten the mood, “I was planning to give the second Genesis Core and the spare Peach Energy Lockseed to Nick. I thought it’d be fun to have him join me in all this with these upgrades.”
Bravo raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “You’re handing over some serious firepower. Gonna turn Nick into a Jimber Rider too?”
Jason chuckled, shaking his head. “Yeah, I think so. It’ll be interesting to see what he does with it. Besides, I think they gave it to me so more of us could help collect data on the Jimber forms they must want to prepare against me and use us into helping them. But, hey, if it’s going to give us a boost and help keep us all on equal footing, I might as well work with the positives, right?”
Lindsay smiled softly, though she still looked a bit concerned. "You always think about everyone else," she whispered, hugging him tighter. "Just don’t forget to look after yourself too."
Jason leaned into her embrace, feeling the warmth of her touch. “Don’t worry,” he reassured her. “I’ve got a plan. With Nick by my side, we’ll be even stronger. Besides, who wouldn’t want to see what these forms can do?”
Joey, still processing the idea, chimed in, “Well, if this is what it takes to push back against the chaos, then count me in. We’re all in this together. Just… no more surprise explosions, okay?”
Jason laughed, despite the lingering soreness in his body. “No promises, Joey. But with Nick getting his own upgrades, things are about to get even more interesting.”


Nick sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the new Genesis Core and Peach Energy Lockseed that Jason had given him. The bright colors of the lockseed seemed to shimmer with potential, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that they held the key to something much greater than just an upgrade. As he turned the lockseed over in his hand, questions swirled in his mind, each one more pressing than the last.
What do the Genesis Riders really want? The thought nagged at him. Jason had hinted at the idea that their attention was piqued by the way he had begun to harness their Jimber powers. “If I can really tap into this...”
Nick’s mind raced back to Jason's description of how the Peach Energy Lockseed enhanced his senses and awareness in combat. He was often the one taking aim from a distance, relying on his trusty gun . What if those enhancements made my long-range attacks even more effective? The very idea sent a thrill through him.
“Rivaling Genesis Riders…” Nick murmured to himself, a determined glint lighting up his eyes. He could hardly believe how far they had come since their first encounter with the Genesis Riders. The Sonic Arrow Jason wielded was a game changer, capable of doing so much more than the weapons they had previously used. It sparked an idea in his mind, one that brought a smile to his lips. “If I could make the Sonic Arrow work for me….”
Archery had always been a passion for Nick. He had casually practiced throughout the year, perfecting his form and honing his skills, yet now he was itching for something more. What happens when I escalate the fight? The thought sent waves of excitement through him. He could finally step up and show everyone what he was truly capable of.
After a moment of contemplation, he jumped up, determination coursing through him. He had been sidelined since the Genesis Riders had appeared, but that was about to change. “I need to train. If the Genesis Riders think they can intimidate us, they’re in for a surprise.”
He grabbed his gear, feeling a renewed sense of purpose. The time had come for him to step into the spotlight alongside Jason, to prove that he wasn’t just an ally but a formidable force in his own right.
“Let’s see what this Peach Energy Lockseed can really do,” he said aloud, his voice filled with resolve as he strapped on the Genesis Core and slipped the Peach Energy Lockseed into place. “I won’t let my chance slip away.”
The sun hung high in the sky, casting warm rays over the training ground where the Beat Riders had gathered for a much-needed training session. After weeks of researching the mysterious Forest Helheim, they were ready to put their newfound knowledge to the test. Nick stood at the forefront, his excitement palpable as he prepared to unleash his new abilities.
He took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment. Removing the faceplate of his Sengoku Driver, he slid on the Genesis Core with a satisfying click. The device hummed to life, and he quickly equipped both the Grape and Peach Energy Lockseeds. The familiar rush of energy coursed through him, igniting a fire of determination.
“Alright, let’s do this!” he called out, his voice steady.
Joey, the cowardly Acorn Knight Gridon, Alix, the competent Durian Gladiator Bravo, and Dillon, the cautious Walnut Boxer Knuckle, joined him, drawing their own lockseeds and hooking them onto their drivers. They transformed in unison, the sound of their respective transformations resonating in the air.
“Beat Riders, let’s show them what we’re made of!” Joey declared, a mix of enthusiasm and apprehension in his tone.
As the transformation sequences completed, the Beat Riders stood together, ready for action. The sight was electrifying, each member adorned with their unique designs. Nick, now Ryugen Jimber Peach Arms, felt a surge of strength and awareness as he took in the vibrant patterns on his armor, the colors swirling with energy.
“Whoa, this feels amazing!” he exclaimed, gripping the Sonic Arrow firmly in his hand. The world around him came alive; he could sense every rustle of leaves, every shift in the air. This was unlike anything he had experienced before, and he felt a rush of confidence wash over him.
Jason and Lindsay lounged in their lawn chairs, sipping their drinks and enjoying the show. They exchanged glances, excitement evident in their eyes. “I can’t wait to see what Nick can do with this new form,” Lindsay said, leaning forward with anticipation.
“Me too. He’s been waiting for a chance to prove himself,” Jason replied, nodding. “And it looks like he finally has the tools to do it.”
As Nick readied his stance, Dillon as Knuckle charged forward first. “Let’s see how you handle this!” he shouted, his fists poised for action.
Nick’s instincts kicked in. With newfound speed and even greater awareness, he dodged Dillon’s advance, readying his Sonic Arrow. “I won’t hold back!” he declared, nocking an arrow and taking aim.
The arrow pulsed with energy, and Nick released it, sending it soaring towards Dillon. The impact echoed as Dillon narrowly dodged, but Nick was already anticipating his next move. He could feel the energy from the Peach Lockseed igniting his senses further, guiding his actions.
“Nice try, but you’ll have to do better than that!” Dillon laughed, the thrill of the sparring match invigorating them all.
Joey quickly joined the fray as Gridon, his acorn-patterned armor shining in the sunlight. “Okay, I’m coming in too!” he called, charging in with a series of strikes, albeit hesitantly.
Nick countered, weaving around Joey’s attack and responding with a quick strike of his own, propelled by the strength of his new form. He felt invincible, his confidence soaring with each successful maneuver.
Alix, now Bravo, stepped in with a determined grin. “Don’t forget about me! Let’s see what you’ve got, Ryugen!” he challenged, throwing a swift kick toward Nick.
Lindsay watched in awe, unable to contain her excitement. “He’s incredible! Look at him go!” she cheered, her eyes sparkling with pride.
As the Beat Riders caught their breath after a rigorous training session, an emergency report blared through their communication devices, urgently announcing an Inves breakout nearby. The atmosphere shifted instantly, and adrenaline surged through the group.
“Stay safe, everyone,” Lindsay said, her voice filled with concern. She gave each of them an encouraging nod as the five riders rushed out, determination etched on their faces.
“Let’s go!” Nick shouted, feeling the weight of his new powers as he followed the others into the fray.
As they arrived at the scene, chaos unfolded around them. Inves flooded the streets, threatening civilians who were scrambling for safety. Nick quickly assessed the situation, his senses heightened by the Peach Energy Lockseed. He realized how practical his new powers were, allowing him to pinpoint the enemies’ movements and react accordingly.
Meanwhile, Gaim, in his Jimber Lemon Arms, was doing an impressive job defending the people. His movements were fluid and calculated, his Sonic Arrow striking down Inves with precision. The crowd cheered as he expertly maneuvered, showcasing not just his strength but also his determination to protect those around him.
Knuckle and Bravo were engaged in their own battles, fighting off a group of Inves that had swarmed them. Dillon, as Knuckle, unleashed a series of powerful punches, sending his Walnut Bombers flying with each blow. “Take that!” he yelled, relishing the thrill of battle.
Alix, in his Durian form, sliced through enemies with his durian saws. “This is too easy!” he grinned, tossing defeated Inves like a seasoned wrestler, enjoying the adrenaline rush.
Meanwhile, Joey, embodying Gridon, took a different approach to the chaos. He decided to borrow Jason’s Tulip Hopper, feeling a wave of excitement wash over him as he climbed aboard. “Finally, a chance to be safe and help!” he exclaimed, moving through the streets from above, shooting at the Inves below with precision. The Tulip Hopper’s ability to march and maneuver made it incredibly effective for crowd control.
“This is fantastic!” Joey shouted, feeling empowered as he rained down fire on the Inves. He could finally protect people without being in the thick of the battle, and it felt liberating.
“Nice work, Gridon!” Nick called out, impressed by Joey’s strategic approach. “Keep it up!”
The battle raged on, with each of the Beat Riders working in tandem. Nick found himself in a rhythm, utilizing the heightened senses from his new form to anticipate enemy movements. He unleashed a flurry of arrows, each shot finding its mark with accuracy that surprised even him.
As Gaim continued to defend civilians, he spotted Zangetsu Shin in the distance, observing the fight. “What are you up to now?” he muttered to himself, determined to focus on the task at hand.
As the battle raged on, Gaim’s attention was suddenly drawn to a familiar figure cutting through the chaos with effortless precision. Zangetsu Shin, clad in his signature armor, was striking down Inves with his own Sonic Arrow, showcasing his impressive skills.
“Zangetsu Shin!” Gaim called out, prepared for a confrontation. But to his surprise, Zangetsu rushed towards him, not as an adversary, but as an ally.
“What’s going on?” Gaim asked, slightly bewildered as they joined forces against the relentless tide of Inves.
“I’m doing what I’m supposed to do,” Zangetsu Shin replied coolly, focusing on the enemy. “I’m saving humanity.”
As they fought side by side, Gaim couldn’t shake the feeling of unease. “But why are you helping me?” he pressed, dodging an incoming attack and firing off a volley of arrows to take down a cluster of enemies.
Zangetsu Shin activated his driver, unleashing a wave of green energy that cut through the remaining Inves. “Because,” he said matter-of-factly, “as long as you stay out of my way, I have no need to get rid of you.”
Gaim fired back with his own attack, shouting, “Jimber Lemon Au Lait!” A barrage of energy arrows rained down, striking the remaining Inves and clearing the battlefield.
Once the dust settled, Gaim turned to Zangetsu Shin. “But what’s your real goal? Are you just going to walk away after this?”
Zangetsu Shin paused for a moment, scanning the area before looking back at Gaim. “I’m only interested in the bigger picture. I have a plan, and it doesn’t involve fighting other Riders unless necessary.”
“Is that right?” Gaim replied, still feeling the tension in the air. “So, you’re just going to let everyone else fight it out while you sit back and watch?”
Zangetsu Shin smirked slightly, a glint of determination in his eyes. “I’ll fight when the time is right. For now, my priority is saving humanity from the real threat. You should consider doing the same, Gaim.”
With that, Zangetsu Shin turned to leave, disappearing into the shadows of the battlefield, leaving Gaim with more questions than answers.
“Wait!” Gaim called out, but Zangetsu didn’t look back. Instead, he continued on his path, leaving Gaim to contemplate his words and the unfolding events.
“What just happened?” Gaim muttered to himself, a mixture of confusion and intrigue swirling in his mind. As the Beat Riders regrouped around him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that Zangetsu Shin was playing a much larger game than anyone realized.


Elsewhere, deep within the shadowy roots of Forest Helheim, Mason navigated the tangled undergrowth with purpose. His determination shone through as he gripped his Genesis Driver, feeling the familiar weight of the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed in his hand.
“I’ll prove I’m the strongest…” he murmured to himself, steeling his resolve before transforming into Baron Shin. The transformation filled him with power, and he felt ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. He pressed forward, determined to find the tree that held the ruins where the Overlord had once attacked him.


Meanwhile, the Beat Riders found themselves overwhelmed by a relentless onslaught of Inves swarming their territory. With each day, the attacks grew in number and intensity, leaving them confused and exhausted.
“We need to figure out what’s going on,” Nick, now in his Ryugen Grape Arms form, said during a team meeting. “Why are the Inves attacking more frequently? There has to be a connection.”
Alix, with his military training and sharp analytical skills, stepped up to the challenge. “I’ve been digging into our enemy’s movements,” he began, tapping a few keys on his laptop. “I checked license plates, reviewed street camera footage, and compiled everything we know about the Genesis Riders.” He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in.
The room fell silent as Alix continued, “I tracked down an office building where they’ve been meeting. It looks like they’ve been organizing in this building. If we can get in and leverage some answers from the Genesis Riders, we might find out what’s really going on.”
Jason, in his Gaim Orange Arms form, nodded, excitement sparking in his eyes. “So, we sneak in and gather intel? I’m in.”
Alix smirked, appreciating their enthusiasm. “Exactly. We need to stay under the radar. The last thing we want is to tip them off.”
As the plan unfolded, Gaim and Ryugen prepared for their stealth mission.
“Remember,” Ryugen added, “the goal is to gather information, not to engage unless absolutely necessary. We need to be smart about this.”

Lindsay watched anxiously from a distance, pacing the living room as Gaim and Ryugen prepared for their infiltration mission. The weight of their task sat heavily on her shoulders. She wasn’t a fighter and absolutely hated the idea of her boyfriend putting himself in danger, but the urgency of the situation was undeniable.
“Jason, please be careful,” she said, her voice laced with concern. “I don’t like this idea at all. What if something goes wrong?”
He turned to her, offering a reassuring smile. “I know, Lindsay. But we need answers. If we keep fighting without knowing what’s behind all this, it’ll just wear us down. Trust me; we’ll be in and out before anyone even knows we’re there.”
“Promise me you’ll come back,” she insisted, reaching out to clutch his hand tightly.
“Promise,” he replied, giving her hand a gentle squeeze. “And if things get too risky, we’ll pull out. We’ve got each other’s backs.”
Meanwhile, Gaim and Ryugen stealthily made their way onto the roof of the building, using the darkness to their advantage. As they slipped into the dimly lit hallways, the silence was only interrupted by the soft sound of their footsteps.
“Okay, let’s split up and search for anything useful,” Jason whispered as they entered a hallway. “We need to find intel on the Genesis Riders and whatever else they’re planning.”
As they rifled through some folders, a chilling realization struck them.
“Look at this,” Jason said, pulling out a dossier that contained detailed information on their group. It listed their names—Jason as Gaim, Nick as Ryugen, Mason as Baron, Joey as Gridon, Alix as Bravo, Dillon as Knuckle, and even one with Shane as Shadow that read ‘deceased.’
“This isn’t good,” Nick muttered, pulling out his phone. “We need to send this to Joey.” He snapped a photo of the report, his heart sinking as he read the reason for Shane’s death: “mutation into Inves, excised by Sigurd.”
Jason felt a knot in his stomach. “We have to tell him. He deserves to know.”
“Yeah, but this isn’t the kind of news you want to deliver over text,” Nick replied grimly. He quickly sent the photo off, his thoughts racing.
As they continued their exploration, they entered a lab filled with advanced technology. Jason’s eyes widened as he spotted several Lock Vehicles, all of them seemingly unguarded.
“Look at all of this!” Jason exclaimed, excitement mingling with anxiety. “We can’t leave without grabbing something. Let’s check it out.”
They shared a glance before deciding to bag some of the equipment. As Jason reached for two reddish Energy Lockseeds, he hesitated.
“Wait a minute,” he said, studying one closely. “This looks similar to Baron’s Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed, but something feels different, like calming compared to Baron..”
“Yeah, I can feel it too,” Nick said, glancing over at Jason. “I know but maybe we’re overthinking things.. They’re just lockseeds, here I’ll take the other one.” 
Nick then noticed a strange lockseed.. mauve or maybe a rusted red looking one he didn't know what it was but took it none the less alongside some lock vehicles.
They each bagged their finds, but as they rummaged further, they stumbled upon a conference room filled with world leaders and military commanders. The atmosphere was tense as they discussed humanity's precarious situation.
“We can only save about 10% of the developed world’s citizens,” one leader said, frustration evident in his voice. “The growth of Forest Helheim is accelerating. Our ten-year plan to save 25% is no longer feasible with this increase in activity.”
“What the hell are they talking about?” Jason whispered, wide-eyed. “They can’t just abandon everyone!”
“I think they already have,” Nick replied, his voice low. “We need to get this information to the others.”
Elsewhere in the facility, Yoko entered the lab, her expression turning to one of alarm when she noticed that some products were missing.
“Dr. Sengoku!” she called out, her voice echoing in the empty space. “We have a situation here. Some of our equipment is gone!”
Six looked over, eyebrow raised in surprise. “What do you mean missing? How could this happen?”
“Sid!” she shouted, calling fourth the special project member. “We need to get on this immediately!”
“Relax,” Dr. Sengoku thought, smirking as he watched the camera feeds of Gaim and Ryugen’s infiltration. “It’s all part of my plan. I turned off some cameras, unlocked some doors, and forced Hunter to act. Those young Riders are so fun to use.”
As the alarm suddenly blared, Gaim and Ryugen realized they had overstayed their welcome.
“We need to go!” Nick urged, panic rising in his voice. “They’re onto us!”
“Which way?” Jason said, scanning the area.
But as they turned to escape, they found themselves face-to-face with a mysterious figure.
“Sid,” Ryugen whispered, recognizing the man from his past. “That’s the one who gave me my Driver.”
Gaim narrowed his eyes. “He’s the guy I fought, Thats Sigurd!”
“You killed Shane? But i thought you wanted us riders” Ryugen spoke
With a mocking grin, Sid transformed into the Genesis Rider Sigurd. “He wasn't valuable anymore. Let’s see what you two are made of,” he taunted, launching an attack that caught them both off guard.
“Get ready!” Gaim shouted, raising his Sonic Arrow as the fight began. “This is going to be tough!”
“Together, then!” Nick shouted, activating his Grape Lockseed. “Let’s show him what we can do!”
As Gaim in his Orange Arms and Ryugen in his Grape Arms clashed with Sigurd, the Genesis Rider’s bravado quickly faded. He attempted to act tough, but it became evident to Jason and Nick that Sigurd was all talk. Despite being a Genesis Rider, Sigurd found himself overwhelmed in the tight hallway against the two seasoned Riders, even though they were holding back.
“Orange au lait! Grape sparking!” their belts announced in perfect synchronization. With that, they launched a coordinated attack, sending Sigurd crashing through a wall.
“Nice work, Ryugen!” Jason cheered, adrenaline pumping through him. “We’ve got this guy!”
But before they could celebrate their success, an unexpected threat emerged from the shadows.
“Watch out!” Jason shouted, just as Hunter transformed, revealing himself as Zangetsu Shin.
“Gaim!” Zangetsu exclaimed, charging forward with his Sonic Arrow drawn.
“Run, Ryugen!” Jason called, raising his weapon defensively. “I’ll handle this!”
Nick hesitated, his eyes darting between Gaim and Zangetsu Shin. “Are you sure? I can help—”
“No, I need you to find a way out! You can’t fight them alone!” Jason insisted, determined to protect his partner.
Reluctantly, Nick nodded and turned to face the incoming threat from the opposite side. Yoko had transformed into Marika, her Peach Energy powers radiating with intensity.
“Ryugen!” she shouted, aiming her Sonic Arrow directly at him.
With a deep breath, Nick steadied himself. “I’ll take you on!” He activated his Grape Lockseed. “Ryugen Jimber Peach Arms!”
The transformation enveloped him in a burst of energy, and he felt the power surge through him. He immediately clashed with Marika, their arrows sparking as they met in battle.
Meanwhile, Gaim was locked in combat with Zangetsu Shin, who moved with an expert precision that matched Jason’s own.
“Why are you getting in my way?” Zangetsu demanded, unleashing a flurry of arrows.
“I’m not letting you take anyone else down,” Jason replied firmly, dodging and countering with his own orange slasher and unrivaled saber. “Tell us what's really happening!”
The two combatants clashed, their weapons sparking in the friction that began to ignite small burts of tiny light in the dark hallway as they fought for supremacy.
“Jimber Melon Arms!” Gaim shouted, transforming once more to amplify his strength but mostly defense. He felt the surge of energy, ready to face Zangetsu Shin head-on.
“Then let’s see what you’re really made of!” Zangetsu replied, shifting into a more aggressive stance. “I’ll prove that I’m the strongest!”
Back in the other hallway, Ryugen found himself struggling against Marika. Her Peach Energy was relentless, but he focused on finding openings. “I won’t let you win!” Nick declared, firing his Sonic Arrow in a desperate attempt to break through her defenses.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Marika taunted, narrowly dodging his attack and returning fire.
Their arrows collided, causing sparks to fly in all directions. Ryugen’s heart raced as he realized how outmatched he was, but he wasn’t about to back down.
“I can’t let this end here!” he shouted, drawing on every ounce of strength.
“Get ready for this!” Nick yelled, channeling his energy into a powerful strike. “Jimber Peach sparking!”
Simultaneously, Gaim and Ryugen unleashed their attacks, their combined determination filling the air with electricity.
As both clashes intensified, it was clear that they were fighting not just for their own survival, but for the future of everyone caught in the chaos.
Just as Sid began to stand back up, an unforeseen attacker tased him from behind. He collapsed to the floor, unconscious. The attacker, Dr. Sengoku, smirked as he observed the chaos unfolding on the security feeds linked to his tablet.
“Let’s see how this goes,” he mused, his eyes gleaming with intrigue. “I wouldn’t want any interruptions. Let’s push the president to his next evolution by our favorite little hero.”
Meanwhile, Gaim and Zangetsu Shin fought fiercely throughout the hallways, arrows flying and blades clashing. The tight environment of the office building led them to dart down one passage before bursting through the floor, crashing into a deep basement.
As they landed, they were met with an awe-inspiring sight: a massive tree surrounded by strange machines. The tree bore similarities to the one they had seen at the base camp, but this one was more ominous, pulsating with an unsettling energy.
“What is this place?” Gaim shouted, looking at Zangetsu Shin, who was already regaining his footing.
Zangetsu smirked, drawing back his Sonic Arrow. “You really have no idea, do you? The forest can’t be stopped, so we have to adapt. We’re fighting for survival!”
Gaim took a deep breath, adjusting his stance. “Fighting each other isn’t going to save humanity! This isn’t what any of us signed up for!”
As the riders clashed again, Zangetsu Shin explained, “The belts help us survive in the forest. The flora is a parasite, infecting all plants and soil it grows in. It can thrive in nearly all environments, and if you eat the fruit, you become a monster!”
“Monsters?” Gaim echoed, disbelief etched on his face.
“Yes!” Zangetsu shouted, swinging his Sonic Arrow at Gaim. “But the belts and lockseeds provide nutrition. They turn fruits into lockseeds that humans can safely use to live in the forest. However, we’re constantly fighting against the fauna that’s also infected!”
Gaim dodged the attack, barely escaping a direct hit. “But you’re sacrificing people in this twisted game of survival! This isn’t right!”
Zangetsu continued to rain arrows down on Gaim, forcing him to leap away. “You don’t understand! We’re trying to find a way to coexist with this reality. Adapt or die; those are the only choices left!”
Gaim was tossed across the strange lab, barely managing to regain his balance as he turned to fire a volley of energy arrows back at Zangetsu. The two clashed fiercely, their arrows colliding with explosive force, illuminating the dim basement.
“I won’t let you justify this madness!” Gaim shouted, determination flooding his veins as he powered up. “We can find another way!”
“The forest is merciless!” Zangetsu Shin argued, parrying Gaim’s arrows with his own. “The only way forward is to harness its power and survive!”
The two riders tackled into one another, tumbling through the strange lab and crashing into the massive tree. As they stumbled out into the forest, Gaim’s breath caught in his throat as he took in the devastation around him.
From atop a hill, Zangetsu Shin stood, surveying the ruins scattered throughout the landscape. “This forest isn’t our Earth,” he called down, his voice echoing across the desolate terrain. “It connects our Earth to places it has taken over. This civilization fell to the forest. The inhabitants turned into Inves, and now it’s connected to Earth and spreading out!”
Gaim felt the weight of Zangetsu's words sink in as he processed the implications of this view. “You think I don’t see the danger? But I can’t accept that it’s over! We have to fight for our people!”
Zangetsu’s expression hardened. “I’m not simply out to save people. We don’t have enough resources to save humanity as a whole. I’m trying to help where I can! I can’t be so naive as to think I can save the whole world like some comic book hero!”
Taking in these harsh realities, Gaim squared his shoulders. “But there has to be more we can do!” He drew out the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed and attached it to his Genesis Core.
Meanwhile, in the parking lot, Ryugen was locked in a fierce battle with Marika. Despite his new power, Marika was a top combatant, even when she was not transformed. Ryugen knew he couldn’t simply rely on his increased strength; her skill would snuff him out. In a moment of clarity, he drew the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed.
Simultaneously, Gaim and Ryugen separated between worlds but United by determination each equipped the new Lockseed, transforming into Jimber Dragonfruit Arms.
“This is my stage!” Gaim declared, the power surging through him.
Zangetsu Shin smirked, admiration flashing across his face. “I admire your pluck, but I won’t accept your naivety!” He drew out his new Bounty Lockseed, equipping it onto his Genesis Driver. A surge of power coursed through him, and green lightning erupted from his body as he transformed into Zangetsu Bountiful Melon Arms. With his new, vibrant green and red armor gleaming in the forest light, he brandished the Melon Gatling.
Dr. Sengoku watched from the lab, eyes wide with amazement as he observed the new Jimber powers in action. “This is it! The latest and greatest Lockseed ready to clash! Who will be the strongest?”
“Prepare yourself!” Zangetsu roared, unleashing a volley of melon-shaped projectiles from his Gatling, each one exploding on impact and creating shockwaves throughout the forest.
Gaim dodged to the side, swiftly returning fire with his arrows. “We’re not just here to fight each other; we’re here to protect our world!” He launched a flurry of Dragonfruit energy arrows at Zangetsu, determination etched on his face.
As the two riders clashed, the forest echoed with the sounds of their battle, and the stakes had never been higher. Would they find a way to save their worlds, or would they be consumed by the very forest they sought to conquer?
In the chaos of battle, Ryugen, in his Jimber Dragonfruit Arms, quickly noticed the remarkable changes in his powers. He felt stronger, faster, and tougher than ever before. This boost was above average compared to the other Jimber forms he had wielded; he didn’t possess the raw strength of Lemon or the speed of Cherry, but he had a perfect balance that set him apart.
The new form allowed him to create glowing copies of himself, a couple of clones that fought alongside him. This upgrade, coupled with the enhanced balance of his abilities, meant that he could stay a step ahead of Marika. With each clone he summoned, he could anticipate her moves, giving him the edge he desperately needed.
As Marika lunged forward, Ryugen smirked, “You think you can outmaneuver me? Let’s see if you can keep up!” He sent his clones charging at her while he flanked her from the side, hoping to distract her.
Meanwhile, Gaim was locked in a fierce clash with Zangetsu. Jason could feel the surge of might coursing through him, especially with the power of the Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed. The energy allowed him to create temporary clones that fought alongside him, but he knew they wouldn’t last long. Each glowing figure mirrored his movements, creating an illusion of an entire army on the battlefield.
Zangetsu narrowed his eyes, feeling the pressure as Gaim’s copies surged forward. “Impressive, Gaim, but you’re still just one person. Your clones are frail!” He unleashed a volley of melon shots, the explosive projectiles bursting on the ground around Gaim and his copies, creating a fiery barrier.
“I’ll show you what we can do together!” Gaim shouted, his clones darting through the explosions, barely avoiding Zangetsu’s attacks.
The clones pressed forward, striking Zangetsu from multiple angles. Despite their frail nature, they forced him to shift his focus, trying to fend off the relentless assault.
“Your clones may be weak, but they’re a nuisance!” Zangetsu grunted, reloading his Melon Gatling. “I can see you’ve grown stronger, but can you handle this?” He fired again, a rapid barrage of melon energy shots aimed at the advancing clones.
Gaim grit his teeth, feeling the pressure build as Zangetsu’s shots exploded in bursts of energy. “I can’t let you take anyone else down! I’m fighting for everyone!”
The two clashed fiercely, Gaim determined to prove that he wasn’t just a naive hero. He could feel the strain of the fight, but the adrenaline coursing through him made him feel invincible. The battle raged on, echoing through the ruins and the forest, each combatant pushing themselves to the limit, testing the true extent of their newfound powers.
Meanwhile, Ryugen continued to fend off Marika, his clones creating a diversion that allowed him to land some solid hits. “You’ll have to do better than that!” he taunted, striking while she was distracted by his duplicates.
Marika gritted her teeth, her eyes darting to the clones. “You think these tricks will help you? You’re still outmatched!”
The two Jimber Riders could feel the toll of their powers weighing heavily on them. Producing clones too rapidly drained their stamina.
“Stay focused, Nick” Ryugen shouted to himself, his voice cutting through the haze of battle. “I've got to outsmart her!”
Gaim breathed slowly, determination burning in his eyes. “Zangetsu!” He hit the lever on his driver, a surge of energy coursing through him. “Jimber Dragonfruit Squash!” he called out, triggering an army of glowing copies to launch a mass Rider Kick toward Zangetsu.
“Bountiful Melons Sparking!” Zangetsu Shin responded, pumping his belt twice with resolve. He aimed his massive Gatling at the incoming assault, unleashing a barrage of energy fire. The two attacks collided in a stunning explosion that lit up the battlefield, sending shockwaves reverberating through the area.
The force of the collision sent debris flying, elsewhere Ryugen fought to keep his focus on Marika. “Dragon Fruit Full Charge!” he declared, sending one of his clones to distract her while he gathered his energy for a powerful strike. He knew this gamble could be risky, but it was the best chance he had to secure victory.
In the chaos of the aftermath, Yoko barely registered Ryugen's attack as she was hit head-on. The impact sent her flipping through the air, crashing hard onto the pavement and knocking her out of her transformation. Dazed and unable to continue, she groaned as she landed in the far end of the parking lot, trying to recover.
Nick, panting and on his knees, felt the weight of the battle crashing down on him. He reverted back to his human form, the exhaustion flooding his senses. “I can’t… I can’t keep going,” he gasped, struggling to stay upright.
Thankfully, Dillon and Joey quickly swooped in, helping Nick to his feet. “Let’s get you out of here,” Dillon urged, wrapping an arm around Nick's shoulders as Joey led the way. Bravo, ever vigilant, arriving in a van drove them away, ensuring their escape from the chaos.
In the forest, Jason’s battle with Zangetsu continued to escalate. The tension in the air was palpable as the climactic clash reached a fever pitch. Gaim's kick landed, defying the odds against Zangetsu’s firepower. The shockwave knocked him back, tumbling him down the hill, where he landed painfully on the ground, reverting back to his human form.
Zangetsu, too, felt the strain of the fierce exchange. He caught his breath after the explosive clash, leaning against a nearby tree as he began to feel the fatigue of his transformation weighing heavily upon him. Realizing he needed to recuperate, he undid his form and sought a moment to recover.
All of this was being witnessed by Dr. Ryoma, who watched intently from the shadows, a calculating gleam in his eyes. The chaos unfolding was exactly what he had anticipated, and it sent a thrill through him.
Back in the van, Lindsay checked on Nick, her heart racing. “Where’s Jason?” she asked urgently, fear creeping into her voice.
Nick, still recovering from the intense battle, shook his head slowly. “I… I don’t know. After we fought Sigurd, we got separated inside the building. There were three Genesis Riders, and it all happened so fast…”
Joey stepped forward, his expression grim. “Thank you for finding out what happened to Shane and learning that Sigurd was the one who gave us our drivers. He killed Shane…” His voice trailed off, the weight of the revelation hanging heavily in the air.
Lindsay’s eyes widened in horror, a wave of fear washing over her. “I don’t know where Jason is…” she admitted, her voice trembling as she fought back tears.
Suddenly, a chill settled over them as a realization struck: they were running out of time.

Elsewhere, Jason began to regain consciousness, aching and disoriented in the depths of Helheim. The shadows loomed around him as he squinted against the dim light. He saw a shining woman approaching him, ethereal and cryptic. Her hair shimmered like stars, and her eyes glowed with an otherworldly light.
“Are you willing to grasp hold of your future?” she asked, her voice echoing in his mind, soft yet powerful.
“What… what do you mean?” Jason murmured, struggling to stay awake, the weight of her words pressing heavily on him. Jason tried to shake off the fog clouding his mind, but fatigue pulled him deeper into its grasp. 


Back at Bravo’s bakery and café, Lindsay and the remaining Beat Rider team returned, hearts heavy with worry. As they entered, their eyes widened in shock at the sight before them. They found Jason unconscious in a booth, cradling the strange metal orange that Lindsay swore she had left at home some time ago.
“Jason!” Lindsay rushed forward, panic surging through her as she knelt beside him. She gently shook him, her voice filled with urgency. “Please, wake up! We need you!”
The others gathered around, their expressions a mix of concern and determination. “What happened?” Nick asked, looking at the orange with wide eyes. “Is that a lockseed?”
“I don’t know, it was suppose to be in my room,” Lindsay confirmed, her fingers brushing against Jason’s cheek. “But why is he holding it? How did he get here?”
Joey knelt next to her, examining Jason’s condition. “We have to get him to a safe place. He needs medical attention. But we can’t leave him here,” he said, glancing around as if expecting the Genesis Riders to return at any moment.
As they worked to revive Jason, the weight of their recent revelations pressed down on them. They were fighting not only for their survival but also to uncover the truth behind the Genesis Riders and their connection to the growing threat of Helheim.
“Jason, please! Come back to us!” Lindsay shouted, her voice filled with raw emotion.
In that moment, Jason stirred slightly, the orange glowing faintly in his grip. “Lindsay…” he murmured, his eyes fluttering open, and the soft glow of the metal object illuminated the room, casting light on their faces.
As Lindsay held his gaze, relief washed over her, intertwining with a sense of urgency. “We’re here, Jason. We’re going to get through this together.”
As Jason attempted to sit up, he noticed the strange object nestled in his palm—a metal orange that felt warm against his skin. Confused, he furrowed his brow and turned to Lindsay. “What is this?” he asked, holding it up.
Lindsay glanced at it, her eyes widening in surprise. “I… I thought it was at my parents’ house. How did you get it? What happened?” Her voice trembled slightly, a mixture of concern and confusion flooding her thoughts.
Jason took a deep breath, trying to piece together the fragmented memories. “I just remember fighting Zangetsu. It was intense, and then…” He hesitated, trying to push through the haze of pain. “I was shot down, falling into the deepest parts of Helheim I’ve ever been. There was a tree in the basement—it took us into Helheim. And then I saw you—or maybe it was that glowing woman who looks like you—and then I woke up here.”
His words hung heavy in the air, and the group exchanged worried glances.
As Jason gazed at the shimmering Lockseed in his hand, he felt an undeniable connection to it—a pulsing rhythm that seemed to resonate with his own heartbeat. The orange surface glimmered, casting a warm glow that illuminated their surroundings. He turned it over, examining every detail as if it held the key to their survival.
“Whatever this is, it feels like it’s more than just a tool,” he mused, glancing up at his friends. “It’s a symbol of hope. If Zangetsu is trying to save humanity in his own way, then we can do the same—just differently. He told me about the forest and him trying to help humanity survive but doesn't have enough resources. He was talking really pratical..”
Joey narrowed his eyes, skeptical. “So you think Zangetsu isn’t our enemy? What about Shane?” His voice was laced with accusation, the pain of loss evident in his tone.
Jason met Joey’s gaze firmly. “I think Sigurd is just cruel. Every time we encounter him, he’s cocky, looking down on everyone. But Zangetsu… he doesn’t act that way. He’s different. He’s genuinely trying to save humanity, but he’s being practical about it. He knows he can’t save everyone.”
Lindsay nodded slowly, absorbing Jason's words. “But that doesn’t mean we should give up. We have to keep fighting.”
“I won’t accept Zangetsu not striving for more lives to be saved,” Jason continued, determination flaring within him. “We need to find a way to make a difference, even if it feels impossible.”
As he spoke, the mechanical orange in his hand began to shimmer and transform. To everyone’s astonishment, it morphed into a larger Lockseed, its surface wide and bright orange, radiating energy that pulsed with potential.
“What in the world?” Nick breathed, his eyes wide with amazement. “Is that…? A new Lockseed?”
The orange glowed brighter, the energy crackling as it hovered slightly above Jason’s palm. “I don’t know how this happened,” Jason admitted, bewildered. “But maybe it’s a sign. Maybe it’s a way to help us fight back.”
As dawn broke on the horizon, casting a soft orange glow across the sky, Jason felt the surge of determination coursing through him. The fight wasn’t over, and he couldn’t back down—not now, not when there was still hope. He pushed himself off the ground, every muscle protesting from the previous battle, but his resolve was unshakeable. He had to confront Zangetsu’s doubts and prove that giving up wasn’t an option.
“Jason, wait!” Lindsay called, concern etched on her face. “You just got back from Helheim! You need to rest!”
But Jason shook his head, steeling his resolve. “I’m not ready to accept Zangetsu giving up so easily. We’re fighting for everyone, and I can’t back down now.”
With a determined gleam in his eye, Jason activated his transformation. “Orange Arms!” he called, and the familiar burst of energy enveloped him. He mounted his Dandeliner, the engine roaring to life beneath him as he soared toward the office building.
As he approached, his heart sank. The scene unfolding before him was chaos incarnate. An army of Shadow Troopers was sweeping through the air, their Dandeliners zigzagging through the skies like dark harbingers of doom. Watermelon Arms drones buzzed overhead, ready to rain destruction down upon him.
Suddenly, a figure emerged from the throng of enemies—Hunter, still clutching his injured body, looked genuinely surprised to see Gaim somehow back from the depths of Helheim. “You’ve got guts, I’ll give you that,” he sneered, ready for another confrontation.
Jason weaved and dodged, feeling the weight of the battle pressing down on him. He narrowly avoided a volley of fire, but one shot found its mark, sending him spiraling out of the sky.
Meanwhile, Lindsay and the Beat Riders team, riding in Bravo’s van, watched helplessly as the dogfight unfolded. “Come on, Jason! You can do it!” Lindsay shouted, gripping the edge of her seat, anxiety creeping into her chest as she saw him struggling against the overwhelming forces.
As Gaim falls to the ground below, his mind raced with thoughts of doubt and the weight of the battle pressing on his shoulders. But he refused to give in. He activated his new Lockseed—Triumphant. “Let’s do this!” he shouted, placing it onto his driver, which responded with a clear, authoritative “Lock On!”
With a sudden burst of energy, a new set of orange armor began to wrap around him, announcing, “Orange Triumphant Arms!” As he stood tall, he felt the power surging through him, the armor feeling more robust and regal—like something out of a samurai epic. Twin flags rose high behind him, snapping in the morning breeze.
“This is my stage,” he declared, confidence radiating from him as he gripped his massive shotgun. He began spinning the circular piece at the gun's base, channeling his focus and energy into the weapon before adjusting a knob with a flourish.
With a powerful roar, he unleashed a torrent of energy at the approaching army, the shockwaves erupting in a breathtaking display of power. Explosions rippled through the ranks of Shadow Troopers, sending them spiraling out of control. He didn’t stop there; spinning the knob the other way, he braced himself as the shotgun fired rapid shots, peppering the skies with a relentless barrage of energy that decimated the enemies on all sides.
Lindsay and the others couldn’t believe their eyes. “Did you see that?!” Joey exclaimed, his voice filled with awe. “He’s unstoppable!”
Meanwhile, Dr. Sengoku stood in shock, his mind racing with questions. “Where did he get that Lockseed? I never made that! How is it so powerful?” His outburst drew attention from Yoko and Sid, who were still recovering from their earlier defeats. They watched in stunned silence as Gaim transformed into a one-man army, dismantling their defensive forces with ease.
Hunter clenched his jaw, watching Gaim dispatch their troopers and Watermelon Arms drones with an efficiency that made him seethe. “No… this can’t be happening!” he shouted, frustration boiling over. He had underestimated Gaim's resolve, and now it was too late to turn back.
As the battlefield became a chaotic symphony of explosions and energy blasts, Jason felt the thrill of power coursing through him. Each shot fired from his shotgun felt like a declaration—he wasn’t just fighting for himself but for everyone who had ever stood against the darkness. He was here to prove that they could fight back, that they could reclaim their future.
“I won’t let you down!” he shouted, determination fueling his every move as he advanced toward the remaining enemies, his newfound strength bolstering his confidence. With the sun rising higher in the sky, Jason felt the weight of his purpose. This was just the beginning, and he was ready to face whatever came next.
With the safety of the skies now a distant memory, the Shadow Troopers descended upon Jason on the ground, weapons drawn and ready to attack at close range. Their guns fired relentlessly, but the bullets bounced harmlessly off his new armor, leaving him unfazed by their futile attempts to harm him. The soldiers surged forward, emboldened by their numbers, but Gaim stood resolute, ready to face them head-on.
In a decisive move, he discarded his Matchlock DJ Gun, letting it fall to the ground as he grabbed both of his flags, the vibrant orange banners bearing the emblem of the Beat Riders. With a fierce determination, he wielded one in each hand, the energy radiating from them crackling like fire.
As the first wave of Shadow Troopers rushed him, Gaim moved with a practiced grace. He swept the flags outward, the fiery energy igniting as they cut through the air. The sweeping motions created shockwaves, sending the incoming troops flying back as they were met with the searing heat of his empowered flags. Each movement was a display of skill and strength, expertly crowd-controlling the onslaught and keeping the threats at bay.
The Beat Riders watched in awe, their eyes wide as they witnessed Gaim’s new powers unfold before them. “He’s incredible!” Lindsay exclaimed, pride swelling in her chest. “Look how he commands the battlefield!”
Bravo, his voice filled with admiration, added, “He was always impressive, but now he’s truly refined—like a master warrior in the art of battle.” The atmosphere shifted as the Beat Riders felt a renewed sense of hope, their spirits lifted by Gaim’s prowess.
However, their moment of awe was interrupted as Hunter entered the fray, his transformation into Bountiful Melon Arms a clear signal that the battle was far from over. He was a force to be reckoned with, embodying power and strength as he unleashed a barrage of relentless fire at Gaim.
“Not so fast, Gaim!” Hunter shouted, determination etched on his face. Gaim quickly raised his flags to shield himself from the incoming assault, the bullets ricocheting off the orange fabric. The protective aura around him shimmered, absorbing the hits and reinforcing his resolve.
As the flurry of attacks subsided, Hunter drew his unrivaled saber, the blade glinting menacingly in the morning light. Gaim, not to be outdone, grasped his own weapon, the two warriors standing face-to-face, each embodying their respective ideals.
With a battle cry, they clashed, the sound of metal against metal ringing through the battlefield. Each swing of their weapons was filled with purpose, their strikes fueled by the fervor of their beliefs. Gaim fought for the future of humanity, while Hunter fought for the ideals he believed in, a testament to their resolve.
The two warriors exchanged blows, moving with fluidity and precision. Hunter pressed forward, his attacks powerful and fierce, while Gaim defended with unwavering resolve, countering each strike with deft movements of his flags and blade. The battle raged on, a fierce dance of light and shadow, as the two fighters pushed each other to their limits.
With each clash, the tension in the air grew thicker, sparks flying as their swords met.
As Gaim and Zangetsu continued their fierce clash, Gaim found a moment to call out to Zangetsu, his voice firm and unwavering. “You’re giving up too easily, Zangetsu! Sure, save as many as you can, but keep striving to save more! If the forest is such a threat, then we can take it on together!” His words rang with conviction, echoing the hope he carried for humanity's future.
Zangetsu, caught between frustration and the weight of his responsibilities, shot back, “It’s not that simple! We don’t have the military might to destroy what could possibly be an endless planet of this forest!” The intensity of their beliefs fueled the battle, making every exchange of blows more personal and impactful.
They continued to strike, each blow a testament to their resolve, until they both found themselves reverting to their respective weapons. Gaim unleashed a barrage of fiery projectiles from his Matchlock DJ Gun, while Zangetsu retaliated with an unending stream of explosive shots from his Melon Gatling. The air crackled with energy as they approached each other, locking eyes in a moment of shared determination before firing at point-blank range. The force of their attacks sent both riders staggering back, but neither was willing to relent.
Regaining his footing, Gaim decided to pull out another trick from his arsenal. He attached his new gun to his unrivaled saber, the combination creating a formidable weapon—the Ultimate Orange Blade. With a fierce determination, he activated his Triumphant Lockseed, calling out, “Triumphant Maximum Charge!”
With his massive blade gripped tightly in both hands, Gaim charged at Zangetsu, ready to make this attack count. In response, Zangetsu sensed the incoming assault and triggered his ultimate move, pumping his Genesis Driver twice. “Bountiful Melon Sparking!” he shouted, unleashing a massive ray of green energy from his gatling gun towards the oncoming Gaim.
Dr. Sengoku was on the edge of his seat, watching intently as the clash of the greatest arms unfolded before him. The tension in the air was palpable, and he knew this battle would determine the fate of more than just their pride.
Gaim, fueled by determination, met Zangetsu’s attack head-on. With a swift swipe of the Ultimate Orange Blade, he cleaved through Zangetsu’s massive energy ray, dissipating it in a burst of light. As he continued his momentum, he aimed for Zangetsu himself, striking with all his strength. The collision unleashed a massive wave of energy, creating a blazar that cleaved through Zangetsu’s armor, sending him flying backward.
Zangetsu crashed to the ground, his transformation undone, reverting back to his human state. He lay there, entirely bested by Gaim, who stood tall and triumphant. Hunter watched in disbelief, calling out to his unmated rival, “Gaim!”
But Gaim, standing victorious, turned to Hunter and spoke with earnest conviction, “You’re not my enemy. I promise I’ll save all of humanity!” His words were laden with the weight of his resolve and determination to fight for a brighter future.
With that, Gaim turned away, leaving Hunter and the remnants of the Genesis Riders behind. He knew the battle had been won, but the war was far from over. As he walked away from the battlefield, he felt the support of his allies lingering in the air, a reminder of why he fought and what he had to protect. With his heart set on saving humanity, Gaim moved forward, ready to face whatever challenges awaited him next.

The atmosphere in Jason’s apartment was filled with an unexpected sense of camaraderie as the Beat Riders gathered around. Bravo, his wilderness first aid skills on full display, busily dressed Jason’s and Nick’s injuries. Most of their wounds were mere scrapes and bruises, a testament to their resilience in the heat of battle. Laughter and light-hearted banter filled the room as they shared stories of the recent confrontation, each one reliving the thrill of their victory over Zangetsu.
“I can’t believe you took him down, Jason!” Lindsay exclaimed, her eyes wide with admiration. “You really held your own out there!”
Jason chuckled, wincing slightly as Bravo applied antiseptic to a scrape. “Yeah, but it was all thanks to this new Lockseed. I couldn’t have done it without that Triumphant form.”
Bravo nodded, applying a bandage. “You’ve really leveled up, man. It’s like you transformed from a good fighter into a warrior. It’s inspiring!”
As they discussed the events of the day, the riders couldn't help but marvel at the incredible turn of events. Zangetsu, once the pinnacle of the Genesis Riders' assault and stronger than ever, had been bested by Jason and his newfound power. The Triumphant Lockseed had proven itself worthy of its name, elevating Jason to heights none of them had anticipated.
“Honestly, I didn’t think you’d stand a chance against Zangetsu,” Joey admitted, leaning back against the couch. “I mean, he’s been a thorn in our side for a while now.”
Jason shrugged, a hint of humility in his tone. “Neither did I. But I realized something during the fight: if we’re going to beat this forest and save everyone, we have to do it together. Zangetsu might not be our enemy.”
Lindsay raised an eyebrow. “You really think he’s trying to help?”
“I do,” Jason replied, his voice steady. “He’s doing the impossible. He believes he can’t save everyone, and maybe he’s right. But I refuse to give up on anyone. We can’t stop trying just because it seems impossible.”
Amidst their celebrations, the room lit up with an otherworldly glow. The Triumphant Lockseed, resting on the table, radiated a vibrant light that caught everyone’s attention. It pulsed rhythmically, casting strange shadows across the walls. Suddenly, the radiant woman—who bore a striking resemblance to Lindsay—materialized in the living room. Her presence was ethereal, her features soft yet commanding, and the air thick with mystery.
“Jason,” she began, her voice both soothing and powerful, “the path you have started must be finished. The forest bends to the will of its ruler.” As she spoke, she stepped closer to Jason, her hand reaching up to gently cup his face. A wave of warmth radiated from her touch, filling him with an overwhelming sense of purpose and clarity.
“Wait! Who are you?” Lindsay stammered, a mix of confusion and awe washing over her. “Are you... me?”
The woman smiled gently but did not respond. Instead, she continued to gaze into Jason’s eyes, her presence both comforting and compelling.
Before Jason could respond, before anyone could fully process her words, she vanished as suddenly as she had appeared, leaving behind an electric silence in the room.
“What just happened?” Nick murmured, still trying to catch his breath.
“Did anyone else see that?” Joey asked, his voice shaky. “Because I’m pretty sure I just lost my mind.”
Lindsay, her heart racing, felt a strange mix of fear and excitement. “Was that… me?” she whispered, the realization dawning on her that the woman’s presence was somehow linked to her own.
As the silence lingered in the room, the Beat Riders exchanged puzzled glances, the weight of the mysterious woman’s words pressing on their minds.
“What does she mean by ‘rulers’?” Lindsay finally broke the tension, her brow furrowed in thought. “Is she talking about us? Or something… bigger?”
Jason, still reeling from the encounter, frowned as he considered her words. “It could be a reference to whoever or whatever controls the forest. If the forest bends to its ruler, then there must be someone or something pulling the strings.”
Bravo leaned forward, arms crossed. “But what does that even mean? Are we supposed to fight against that ruler? Or are we supposed to become rulers ourselves?” He shrugged, looking between his teammates for answers.
Lindsay crossed her arms, a hint of determination in her voice. “So, we have to figure out who or what this ruler is. Maybe it’s connected to the forest itself? Or to the Inves?”
Nick nodded slowly, piecing together the fragments. “If there’s a ruler involved, that implies there’s a hierarchy. Maybe the forest isn’t just a threat; maybe it’s being manipulated by someone or something even more dangerous.”
Joey leaned back against the couch, arms behind his head as he thought out loud. “Could it be related to the Genesis Riders? Maybe they’re working for this ruler, or at least they’re a part of whatever this conflict is.”
Bravo raised an eyebrow. “If they are, we need to figure out how to get the upper hand. We can’t let someone else dictate our fate.”
Jason straightened, a newfound resolve coursing through him. “Then let’s start gathering information. We need to find out everything we can about the Genesis Riders, the forest, and this ruler. If we can understand our enemy, we can outsmart them.”
The group nodded, a sense of unity forming around their shared purpose. They had already faced impossible odds, but now, armed with knowledge and the powerful new Triumphant Lockseed, they felt ready to take on whatever lay ahead.
Lindsay’s eyes sparkled with determination. “We’ll figure this out together. I refuse to let anyone else decide our fate.”
With the sun starting to rise outside, casting a golden light into the room, the Beat Riders felt an undeniable sense of hope. Their journey was far from over, but with each step they took, they were closer to uncovering the truth behind the forest and the enigmatic ruler that had been alluded to. They would stand together, ready to face whatever challenges awaited them in this battle for their world.



As the larger, more aggressive Inves surged into the lab, chaos erupted around them. The once-calm atmosphere transformed into a battleground as Jason and Dillon sprang into action, adrenaline coursing through their veins.
“Let’s go!” Jason shouted, determination blazing in his eyes. The two friends exchanged a quick nod before they transformed, their bodies enveloped in radiant light. The others gasped, eyes wide, as they witnessed Jason’s new Triumphant Arms materialize before them, a brilliant display of orange armor that exuded power.
“Whoa, Jason! That’s… incredible!” one of their coworkers exclaimed, awe mixing with fear as the towering Inves loomed closer.
“Stay back!” Dillon warned, his own Knuckle armor gleaming as he brandished his weapon. “We’ll handle this!”
Jason charged forward, spotting the largest Inves barreling towards them, its monstrous form casting a shadow over everything in its path. With a swift motion, he equipped his Matchlock DJ Gun, the vibrant orange Lockseed glowing with potential. “Triumphant Maximum Charge!” he called out, pulling the trigger with precision.
The weapon roared to life, unleashing a devastating orange blaze that consumed the colossal Inves in an instant. The explosion sent shockwaves through the lab, echoing in the hearts of those watching, as the Inves crumbled into dust.
“Nice shot, Gaim!” Dillon shouted, grinning. “But we’re not done yet!”
As smaller Inves swarmed around them, Jason swiftly switched to his twin flags, the Beat Riders’ emblem glowing fiercely. He spun the flags with fluid grace, their fiery energy igniting in a brilliant display. Each sweeping motion sent shockwaves rippling through the air, knocking the smaller Inves away with ease.
“Just another day at the lab,” Jason quipped, dodging an incoming strike with a confident smirk. “You’d think they’d learn by now!”
Dillon laughed, back-to-back with Jason as they fought off the relentless horde. “I guess they’re not aware of our upgrades!”
The coworkers watched, a mix of fear and admiration swelling within them. The sight of their friends, transformed into mighty warriors, battling fierce creatures, filled them with hope. They realized they were not helpless; they had allies who would fight for their safety.
“Watch out!” one of the lab assistants yelled as a group of smaller Inves tried to flank them. Jason and Dillon quickly responded, working in perfect synchronization.
“Flame Burst!” Jason shouted, launching an arc of fire from his flags, while Dillon fired off powerful punches, sending the smaller Inves flying.
As the last of the Inves fell, the lab fell silent, the only sound being the heavy breaths of the two Riders. They exchanged satisfied glances, the camaraderie between them palpable.
“Looks like we’ve still got it,” Dillon said, wiping sweat from his brow.
Jason chuckled, transforming back to his human form. “Yeah, but let’s hope we don’t have to do this every day. I think I’ve had enough excitement for one week!”
The coworkers rushed forward, a mix of relief and excitement washing over them. “You guys were amazing!” one of them exclaimed, unable to hide their awe.
Jason smiled, glancing at Dillon. “Thanks, but we’re just doing our job. Now, let’s see if we can figure out why they’re attacking our lab in the first place.”
Elsewhere, Yoko stumbled upon a heavily injured Mason as he wandered out of the forest, his body battered and bruised. Concern washed over her as she rushed to his side, lending him her support. “Mason! What happened to you?” she exclaimed, helping him to stand.
“I haven’t seen you in nearly two weeks,” she continued, her tone a mix of relief and frustration.
Mason grimaced, trying to brush off the pain. “Yeah, I’ve been… busy,” he replied, a hint of guilt in his voice.
“Busy? Busy fighting an Overlord, more like!” Yoko scolded, her eyes narrowing. “You can’t just run off like that without telling anyone. You’re lucky to be alive!”
He sighed, looking down at the Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed in his hand. “I found the Overlord again. I fought it long and hard. It took me nearly a week to track it down, and then for two days, I fought it, but it was just toying with me.”
Yoko frowned, glancing at him with concern. “Mason… that’s dangerous. You can’t face those kinds of enemies alone.”
“Yeah, I know,” he admitted, feeling the weight of his failures. “I’m still not strong enough. After five days of trying to escape, it finally left me alone.”
“You cowardly ran away from the fight you started?” she asked, crossing her arms. “That’s not like you.”
“I had to! I couldn’t keep up,” Mason retorted, his voice filled with frustration. “But I swear, I’ll return, and next time, I’ll best it.”
Yoko shook her head, her expression softening. “You’re an awkward boy, you know that? Gaim has been training hard. He’s grown so much stronger since you last fought him. I don’t know if you heard, but he took on Zangetsu Shin and won. All by himself.”
Mason’s eyes widened in surprise. “Gaim? He’s grown that much again?”
“Yeah, it was incredible,” Yoko explained, her excitement creeping in despite the situation. “He declared a war on us and won in a matter of minutes. He’s come a long way.”
Mason chuckled softly, a mix of admiration and determination in his eyes. “That guy really makes me work for it, doesn’t he? I guess I’ve got to step up my game if I want to keep up with him.”
“You do,” Yoko replied, a teasing smile breaking through her concern. “But first, let’s get you to the SUV and patch you up. You look like you could use a good rest.”
Mason, now inside the office building, was led directly to Dr. Sengoku's lab, the air thick with tension. The doctor, engrossed in his work, barely looked up as Mason entered, but his trademark grin spread across his face.
“Well, well, if it isn’t my favorite red brute,” Dr. Sengoku quipped, his eyes glinting with amusement. “Got yourself into another fight with an Overlord, I see? You really love biting off more than you can chew.” He glanced at Mason’s battered form, then back at the Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed still clutched in Mason’s hand. “Perhaps it’s time you learned something from the one who made them.”
Mason’s brows furrowed in confusion. “What are you talking about?”
“The power you’re so proud of,” Dr. Sengoku continued, ignoring Mason’s irritation, “your precious Dragon Fruit Lockseed—it's not enough. Not to beat them. Not to beat the Overlords. Your energy lockseed has its limits, limits defined by you. You’ve hit your cap.”
Mason’s jaw tightened. “What do you mean? I’ve never been stronger than I am right now.”
The doctor chuckled darkly, shaking his head. “That might be true for now. But you’ve felt it, haven’t you? That nagging doubt that’s been eating away at you since your last fight with Gaim. He’s growing, Mason. He’s becoming unstoppable, while you... you’ve plateaued.”
Mason’s fists clenched, anger swelling within him. “You’re wrong.”
“Am I?” Sengoku’s smirk widened. “Gaim has mastered those Jimber Arms, broken into this very building and stolen equipment, and he’s already making better use of it than you ever could. He’s even unlocked a power I never developed, a power beyond my comprehension. It’s almost like he has someone supporting him.”
“Did you call me here just to trash talk me?!” Mason barked, his frustration spilling over.
Sengoku raised an eyebrow, unphased by Mason’s outburst. “No, Mason, I called you here because I knew you were nearing your limit long before you even defeated Tyrant. Your fights have given me valuable data, data I’ve used to cultivate a new kind of power. But it’s not finished yet.” He reached into a drawer and pulled out a strange, apple-shaped Lockseed, its red glow pulsating ominously. “This... this is the forbidden power.”
Yoko, who had remained silent until now, raised an eyebrow. “An apple?”
“The apple,” Dr. Sengoku began, “has always been the symbol of forbidden fruit in our stories. And for you, Mason, it might be the only thing that can save you now. You’re on borrowed time.”
Mason’s confusion deepened. “What do you mean? Save me from what?”
Dr. Sengoku’s face grew more serious as he glanced down at the Dragon Fruit Lockseed in Mason’s hand. “That Lockseed you’ve been using is faulty. It’s not like the others. There’s a reason Tyrant turned into an Inves. I’ve known all along that this power would eventually change you, too.”
Mason took a step back, shock and disbelief washing over him. “You’ve been letting me use it, knowing this?”
“I let you use it because I was curious,” the doctor admitted. “Your resilience is extraordinary. You've been holding back the changes that should have already overtaken you. But make no mistake, Mason—you’re running out of time. You haven’t changed yet, but it’s only a matter of time. This new Lockseed... it’s your last chance.”
Yoko remained quiet, her eyes betraying her unease.
Dr. Sengoku continued, his voice cold and calculating. “If you can find a way to complete this forbidden Lockseed, perhaps by drawing out your Inves powers, you might be able to turn it into your savior. Your evolution.”
Mason’s fury exploded. “So all this time... you were using me!?”
Without another word, Mason transformed into Baron Shin, his exhaustion from earlier fights weighing heavily on him. His energy was already drained, but his anger gave him the strength to lash out.
“Typical,” Sengoku sneered, as he calmly activated his own transformation. “Henshin.”
In an instant, he became Duke Shin, his armor shining with a cold, metallic brilliance. “You really are a simple-minded brute, Mason. So easily manipulated, so hungry for power that you never even questioned the cost.”
Baron Shin charged at Duke Shin with all the strength he could muster, but he was no match in his weakened state. Duke easily dodged Mason’s strikes, parrying each blow with minimal effort. “You wanted power, and now look at you—falling apart at the seams.”
As Baron Shin stumbled, Duke Shin delivered a brutal kick to his chest, sending him sprawling onto the ground. “Gaim defeated Zangetsu and Sigurd. And now, look at you. You can’t even stand up. Pathetic.” He laughed, circling Mason like a predator playing with its prey.
Mason struggled to rise, but his body betrayed him, still worn from the Overlord battle. “I’m not done yet…” he growled, forcing himself to his feet.
“Oh, you’re done,” Duke sneered, raising his weapon. “You were finished the moment you let your desperation control you.”
As Duke prepared to deliver the final blow, Mason, panting heavily, glared at him with pure defiance. He knew he needed more power, but the cost... was it worth it?
"You’re not my enemy," Mason muttered under his breath, thinking of Gaim. But was it too late to stop himself from becoming his own?
Mason, barely conscious and on the brink of collapse, gripped the new Lockseed with trembling hands. His vision blurred, but the fire inside him raged on, refusing to let go of the faint hope of survival. With every ounce of strength he could muster, he raised the apple-shaped Lockseed to his Sengoku Driver.
“Henshin...” he muttered, his voice strained, almost a whisper.
In an instant, a surge of crimson lightning exploded from the Lockseed, racing through his Driver and into his body. The transformation began violently, far more intense than any he had experienced before. His undersuit briefly appeared, but the power was too overwhelming. Agonizing pain tore through him, and before he could fully transform, an explosion rocked his body, undoing the partial change.
Mason collapsed, coughing and gasping for air, clutching his chest in sheer agony.
Duke Shin stood nearby, watching with a mixture of disappointment and curiosity. “What a shame...” he muttered. “That power—if you could harness it—could easily surpass Zangetsu. It was derived from his new apex of strength. And yet, here you are... barely hanging on.”
Mason groaned, his body trembling uncontrollably as he lay on the ground. He was too weak to fight back, too weak to even move.
“I guess you won’t last much longer at your current rate,” Duke Shin said coldly. He turned away, walking toward the exit, his armored footsteps echoing in the sterile lab. “Still, you kept things interesting for a while, Baron. If, by some miracle, you manage to master that new power... we’ll talk again.”
With a final glance over his shoulder, Duke Shin smirked, leaving Mason lying in the wake of his failure.
As the door slid shut behind him, Mason’s vision faded, his mind swirling in a chaotic storm of frustration, shame, and the burning desire for vengeance. The forbidden power was his last hope, but at what cost? Would he even survive long enough to find out?

Mason woke up on a park bench, the world spinning around him, his body still aching from the failed transformation. His hand clutched tightly around the forbidden Lockseed, the red apple-shaped device feeling heavier than anything he had ever carried. Every movement was a struggle, his muscles protesting as he tried to sit up. The sky above was a dull gray, and the streets were eerily quiet.
Before he could fully gather his strength, darkness crept back into his vision, and he passed out again, the Lockseed falling from his grasp.
When Mason woke up the next time, he found himself inside a cozy, warmly lit café. The smell of freshly baked bread and pastries filled the air. Groaning as he tried to move, he realized he was lying on a comfortable couch, his gear neatly stacked beside him, including the forbidden Lockseed.
“Welcome back to the world of the living,” came a familiar voice. Mason turned his head, wincing at the effort, and saw Bravo—Alix Standing beside him, arms crossed, wearing his usual flamboyant chef’s attire. A teasing smile played on his lips, but there was genuine concern in his eyes.
“It’s been a while,” Bravo continued, walking over and placing a cup of tea on the table next to Mason. “Last time I saw you, you were holding a Sonic Arrow and pointing it right at us.” He chuckled softly, shaking his head at the memory. “Not exactly the best way to keep up a friendship, hmm?”
Mason rubbed his temples, trying to shake off the lingering pain. “Bravo… Alix...” he muttered, his voice hoarse. “What happened... how did I...?”
“Dear Mason,” Bravo interrupted with a dramatic flair, “you passed out in the park, clutching this...” He picked up the forbidden Lockseed and twirled it in his hand. “Quite the curious little thing, isn’t it? Apple-shaped, hmm? Forbidden fruit? Oh, the drama of it all.”
Bravo’s tone lightened, but his gaze was sharp. “How about you tell your old friend Bravo what happened, dear Mason? You look like you’ve been through the wringer. That’s quite a step up from a street brawl.”
Mason leaned back, exhaustion still heavy in his body. “I... tried... to fight an Overlord,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “For two days... I fought it. But it was just toying with me, like I was nothing. I spent nearly a week running from it, trying to survive.” He looked down at the Lockseed in Bravo’s hand. “And this… this was supposed to be my savior. But it almost killed me.”
Bravo’s expression softened as he placed the Lockseed back on the table. “So, the great Baron was pushed to his limit, huh? And now you’ve found yourself at a crossroads.”
Mason’s fists clenched. “Sengoku used me. The power I thought was making me stronger... it’s corrupting me. He told me that the Lockseed I’ve been using—my Dragonfruit Energy—it’s faulty. It’s changing me, and if I keep using it, I’ll end up like Tyrant.” His eyes darkened. “He said I’m running out of time.”
Bravo sat down across from him, his usual playful demeanor replaced with a serious, empathetic tone. “And this forbidden Lockseed is supposed to save you?”
Mason nodded weakly. “But it’s incomplete. I tried to transform with it... but I couldn’t handle the power. I don’t know how to unlock its full potential, and Sengoku... he doesn’t care if I survive or not.”
Bravo leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “So, you’re stuck with a broken power and a ticking clock.”
Mason sighed, burying his face in his hands. “I don’t know what to do. I’m not strong enough.”
Bravo watched him for a moment before standing up and walking over to the window, gazing out into the street. “You know, Mason, strength isn’t just about power or fighting ability. It’s about resilience. The ability to keep going, even when everything seems stacked against you.”
He turned back to Mason, his expression softer now. “You’ve faced worse odds before, haven’t you? So, let’s figure this out, together. I’m not letting you face this alone.”
Mason looked up at Bravo, surprised by the sincerity in his words.
Bravo winked. “Besides, if you’re going to play with forbidden fruit, you might as well have a good pastry chef on your side, right?”
Despite the pain, Mason couldn’t help but chuckle. “You’re... you’re something else, Alix.”
“Of course, darling. Now, let’s get to work.”


Jason and Lindsay’s date had a special kind of warmth to it—one that had been building over time but felt particularly right tonight. They had done plenty of things together before, but this was the first time it felt like a real date, away from the chaos of the Beat Riders and the looming threat of the Genesis Riders. It was just the two of them, finally free to enjoy each other’s company without the weight of their responsibilities hanging over them.
The restaurant by the small lake was a perfect setting. The dim lights reflected off the calm water, and the sound of soft music drifted through the air. Jason smiled across the table at Lindsay, watching as she played with her glass. She didn’t have to say it—he could see it in her eyes that she was happy to be there with him, just the two of them. And for once, they weren’t talking about work, the Beat Riders, or the growing danger of the Inves Forest.
They just talked about life.
After dinner, they wandered over to a small ice cream shop on the lakefront, where they laughed and shared bites of each other’s desserts. For a little while, they felt like an ordinary couple, no Riders, no battles—just Jason and Lindsay, savoring their time together.
As the evening wrapped up, Jason brought Lindsay back to his apartment. Over the past few months, his apartment had started to feel like theirs. She had spent so much time there, sometimes even overnight, that it was as familiar to her as her own place. Her parents weren’t overly fond of the arrangement, but she was 25, and more than that, they knew who Jason really was. They had cheered for him as Gaim, watched videos of his heroism. They trusted him with their daughter.
Once inside, Lindsay walked into Jason’s room and sat at his desk, where his computer setup—three large monitors—dominated the space. She smiled at the sight. It was Jason’s command center, and she had grown fond of sitting there with him on lazy days, sometimes doing work side by side, each in their own world. But tonight, her attention was drawn to something else.
The bin of Rider gear tucked under the desk.
She couldn’t help herself—she reached down and pulled it out. The familiar gleam of Lockseeds caught her eye, and she ran her fingers over them thoughtfully. She had even slipped a few of his Lockseeds and his Driver into her purse earlier, just in case of an emergency. But tonight felt different. Tonight, there was no danger, no alarms, just the two of them.
Jason, still in the kitchen, called out to her, “You comfortable in there?”
“Yeah,” she responded with a soft laugh. “Just... checking out your collection again.”
He appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, and grinned. “You’re always drawn to that stuff, aren’t you?”
She looked up at him and smiled, holding up one of his Lockseeds. “It’s part of you now, Jason. I’m just... getting used to it.”
Jason crossed the room and sat down on the edge of the bed, close enough to reach out and take the Lockseed from her hand, his fingers brushing hers. "You know you don't have to get used to it alone, right?"
Lindsay nodded, her gaze lingering on the Rider gear. "I know. But I keep thinking about it. You're out there fighting, and I want to be ready to support you any way I can." She chuckled, closing the bin. "I guess I just want to make sure you're always safe."
Jason’s hand moved to her shoulder, squeezing gently. "You’re doing more than you realize. Just having you here..." He trailed off, his eyes softening as they met hers. "I don't need to do this alone. You remind me of that every day."
Lindsay smiled, feeling the warmth between them. For all the danger they faced, all the battles ahead, right now it was just the two of them in the quiet of his—no, their apartment. The world outside could wait for a little while longer.
“I guess we’re a team,” she said, leaning into his touch.
“A pretty good one,” Jason agreed,.
Lindsay placed her purse gently on the floor and slipped off her heels with a sigh of relief, sinking deeper into the familiar comfort of the space. She walked over to Jason’s bed, where his knitted baby blanket was folded neatly at the foot. She picked it up, her fingers playing with the soft edges, feeling the warmth of its history—Jason had told her how it was something his mom’s cousin or aunt made for him when he was about to be born. It was one of those small, personal touches that reminded her how deeply she cared for him.
Laying back on his bed, she wrapped the blanket over her lap and began to run the edge of it between her fingers, a quiet smile on her face. It felt so peaceful being here in his room, their little sanctuary away from the world.
Jason came into the room after hanging up his blazer, his eyes drawn to Lindsay, who had made herself comfortable in his bed. He couldn’t help but smile as he watched her, feeling a warmth bloom in his chest.
Lindsay looked up at him and, with a playful grin, opened her arms wide. “Come here,” she said softly, her voice full of affection. “I want some kisses.”
Her invitation made Jason’s heart skip a beat. He could see the warmth in her eyes, the way she was waiting for him to join her. Without a word, he walked over and slid onto the bed beside her, wrapping his arms around her in a protective embrace. Her body melted into his as she tucked herself close, and he felt the weight of the day disappear.
Leaning in, Jason pressed his lips softly to her forehead, then her cheek, letting the sweetness of the moment settle between them. Lindsay closed her eyes, sighing in contentment as his kisses trailed to her lips. It was slow, tender, and just what they both needed—an expression of love that went beyond words.
In the comfort of his bed, wrapped in the warmth of his baby blanket and the softness of his touch, Lindsay felt safe. Everything outside could wait—right now, all that mattered was the two of them, in this quiet moment, holding each other close.
As Jason organized his Rider gear in the early morning light, he felt a sense of calm, knowing that everything was ready. After their long-overdue proper date the night before, it felt good to focus on his tools, especially with everything that had been happening recently. The Genesis Riders, the battles, and his new power had shifted the balance, but he knew he had to be prepared for anything.
With his goggles draped around his neck and his motorcycle pouch strapped to his hip, Jason carefully placed his Driver and Genesis Core in the large pockets of his gear. The Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed, preloaded and ready, slid smoothly into the Genesis Driver slot. He couldn’t always carry every Lockseed he had, but he made sure to keep his core arsenal close. These were the Lockseeds that best complemented his fighting style, and after all these battles, Jason had learned to trust them like an extension of himself.
The Orange Lockseed—his go-to—was essential, preloaded on his main Driver, as it had been his reliable staple since the beginning. Dragonfruit Energy had become one of his favorites for its versatility and balance, able to give him a tactical edge in a variety of situations. But he also had the Triumphant Lockseed for those times when raw power was needed—its destructive force could turn the tide of any battle, and he slid it into the pouch on his hip, just in case.
The Sakura Hurricane and Dandeliner Lockseeds were another set of tools he didn’t want to leave behind. Though they were mainly for transportation, he had learned their value in getting out of tight spots. He carefully placed them in a separate pouch, knowing he was more likely to need to transform quickly than rely on speed alone.
The clatter of water from the bathroom signaled Lindsay was still in the shower, giving Jason a few more moments to himself. He adjusted his gear once more, feeling the weight of it settle comfortably against his body. This wasn’t just about being prepared—it was about making sure he could protect her, his friends, and the world from the threats that continued to loom over them.
As he finished adjusting his gear, Jason glanced around the room, catching sight of the scattered reminders of their night together. The quiet warmth of their date lingered, but as he secured his gear, the reality of his responsibilities crept back in. Today could bring anything, and he needed to be ready for whatever challenge might come next.
When Lindsay finally emerged from the shower, her hair still damp, she found Jason standing by the window, his gear in place, looking out at the world beyond.
Jason’s mind was still on the peaceful morning he’d just shared with Lindsay when the knock on the door snapped him back to reality. With his Rider gear still strapped to his body, he made his way to the door. As he opened it, he was greeted by Alix—better known as Bravo—with a grim expression. Beside him stood Mason, battered and far worse for wear than the last time they had crossed paths.
Jason’s eyes narrowed as Bravo handed him the Forbidden Lockseed. “He needs your help,” Alix said, his tone low and serious.
Jason took the Lockseed, feeling the weight of it, not just physically but in the air between them. He could tell this wasn’t an ordinary request. He stepped aside, motioning for the two to enter.
Lindsay, having just finished getting ready, stepped out of the bedroom and stopped short when she saw who had come in. Her eyes fell on Mason, a wave of frustration washing over her. She crossed her arms, her expression tight with anger. “Of course. Mason comes crawling back when he’s in trouble,” she said, her voice cold. “After everything you did—attacking us, leaving with the Genesis Riders—and now you want help?”
Mason, barely able to stand, slumped into a chair, clearly drained from the events he had endured. He didn’t have the strength to argue or explain, but his eyes met Lindsay’s, showing a flicker of regret. “I didn't betray you for them, I was simply finding my own strength,” he muttered, the words barely escaping his lips.
Lindsay shot him a glare, not letting the excuse slide. “You made your choice when you attacked us, Mason. You sided with them. Why should we help you now?”
Bravo looked between them, sensing the tension, but he stepped forward. “Listen, whatever bad blood there is, we don’t have time for it. This isn’t about sides anymore. Mason's in bad shape—worse than you think. This Lockseed,” he pointed at the one Jason now held, “it’s not just any Lockseed. It could be his only chance.”
Jason held up the Forbidden Lockseed, examining it closely. It felt powerful, ominous even, but he knew Bravo wasn’t exaggerating. The damage Mason had sustained was severe—he looked like he was barely holding on. The memory of their past battles, the Genesis Riders, and Mason’s betrayal still lingered in Jason’s mind, but something about this moment felt different.
“He fought an Overlord,” Bravo added, breaking the silence. “Barely made it out. He’s been on the run for days.”
Lindsay’s expression softened, but just a little. She looked at Jason, waiting for his decision. She still wasn’t happy about Mason being here, but she trusted Jason’s judgment.
Jason sighed, putting the Lockseed on the table and turning to Mason. “If we’re going to help you, we need to know everything. What happened out there? And why do you think this Lockseed will save you?”
Mason grimaced, his voice strained as he began to explain. “The Overlord... it was too powerful. I... I thought I could handle it, but I was wrong. This Lockseed... it’s the only thing that can stop what’s happening to me. If I don’t use it, I’ll turn into something worse... something like Tyrant.”
Jason and Lindsay exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of confusion and concern. They hadn’t heard Mason mention anything about an Overlord or someone named Tyrant before. Jason leaned forward, the Forbidden Lockseed still sitting on the table between them. “Hold on,” he said, breaking the silence. “What exactly is an Overlord? And who’s this Tyrant you’re talking about?”
Bravo crossed his arms, his usual flamboyant demeanor momentarily replaced by a grim seriousness. He gave Mason a sharp look before responding. “This isn’t the first time Mason’s mentioned Tyrant, but I can’t say I’ve heard much about him either. From what I gather, though, he’s... bad news. And if he’s tied to the Overlords, then we’re all in a lot more trouble than we thought.”
Lindsay, standing with her arms crossed, shook her head in frustration. “You keep talking in circles, Bravo. We need real answers here. What’s an Overlord? And what’s Tyrant’s connection to all of this?”
Mason, still slumped in his chair and clearly exhausted, coughed weakly but tried to muster the strength to speak. His voice was hoarse, barely above a whisper. “The Overlords... they’re not like the other Inves. They’re... Godlike, powerful beings that rule the Forest. They have intelligence, weapons—everything we’ve fought so far pales in comparison to them. Tyrant was... one of them. He used to be... one of us, a Rider. But he—he lost control. He transformed... and became something far worse. That’s why... the Lockseeds... the energy...”
Jason felt a chill run down his spine as Mason spoke. The idea that there were beings stronger than the Inves they had faced so far was unsettling. He glanced at the Forbidden Lockseed again, wondering just what kind of power it held—and what kind of danger came with it.
“And Tyrant?” Jason asked, pushing for more details. “You said he used to be one of us. Who was he?”
Mason took a deep breath, visibly struggling but determined to explain more. “Tyrant... he wasn’t just any Rider,” he started, his voice still hoarse but steady. “He was a rogue Genesis Rider. A bully, really. He caused problems for the doctor. Always picking fights, pushing others around. But no one really thought he’d turn into something worse.”
Jason and Lindsay listened carefully, still processing what Mason was revealing. Bravo, standing off to the side, gave a small nod, as if to confirm Mason’s story.
“They let me have his gear,” Mason continued, his eyes narrowing in thought, “but only if I could beat him. It wasn’t easy, but I did it. I managed to defeat him in a fight—he had pushed his Lockseed too far, and by the end of it, he changed. He transformed into an intelligent Inves, like one of the Overlords... but far weaker.”
Lindsay crossed her arms, still uneasy about the whole situation. “So, you’re saying this Tyrant was just a Rider who couldn’t control his power, and he turned into a monster?” she asked.
Mason nodded grimly. “Exactly. But unlike the Overlords, he didn’t have their level of power. He was still dangerous, but weaker than them. After he turned, I killed him immediately.
Mason took a deep breath, his voice carrying the weight of his situation. “The Dragonfruit Energy Lockseed… it’s dangerous. They left it with me to see if I’d turn into an Inves, like Tyrant did.” He glanced down at the lockseed on his belt, his hand trembling slightly. “Now, I’m on borrowed time. Every time I use it, I’m risking the same fate as him. Becoming one of those monsters.”
Jason and Lindsay exchanged uneasy looks, their concern deepening with every word Mason said.
“The worst part,” Mason continued, “is that this Forbidden Lockseed…” He gestured toward the apple-shaped lockseed that Jason had placed on the table. “It’s apparently the only thing that can save me. But it’s incomplete.”
Lindsay, leaning against the wall, crossed her arms. “Incomplete? What do you mean? How are we supposed to help you if this lockseed isn’t even finished?”
Mason sighed, his frustration evident. “Dr. Sengoku said it’s some kind of ‘forbidden power.’ It was created using data from the Jimber Arms and Zangetsu’s new apex of strength. But it’s still missing something, some element or energy that would complete it and make it stable enough to use.”
Jason studied the Forbidden Lockseed closely, the gears in his mind turning as he considered what to do next. “So you’re saying that unless we figure out how to complete this thing, you’re going to end up like Tyrant?”
Mason nodded, his eyes dark with worry. “Yeah. And soon. The changes are already starting. I can feel it. That’s why I need your help.”
Bravo, standing nearby with his arms crossed, added, “Darling, if that lockseed is anything like what Dr. Sengoku says, then you’re dealing with something far more dangerous than just incomplete tech. It’s forbidden for a reason.”
Jason clenched his fists, determination flashing in his eyes. “Then we need to find a way to complete it. If this lockseed is the key to saving you, we’re not going to let you fight this battle alone, Mason. We’ve been through too much to let you go down like this.”
Lindsay, still skeptical but clearly concerned, sighed. “Alright, we’ll help you. But you need to promise us, Mason—no more recklessness. You’re not going to survive this by charging in headfirst like before.”
Mason nodded, grateful for their support.
Mason shook his head, frustration flaring. “I don’t even know where to start,” Jason admitted, looking between Mason and Lindsay. “What if this Forbidden Lockseed doesn’t even work? What if it’s just a trap?”
Mason's voice dropped, filled with urgency. “I don’t either, but let’s be clear: I’m not going to stop using it. It’s the only thing I have left to measure up these days.” He clenched his fists, determination surfacing despite his fear. “I can’t afford to be weak when the Genesis Riders are pushing harder than ever.”
Lindsay stepped forward, her eyes narrowing. “You’re already being reckless, Mason! If you keep using that Dragonfruit Lockseed, you could lose yourself completely! We can’t let that happen.”
Bravo interjected, his tone more supportive. “We have to let him make his own choices, but we need to be there for him. Perhaps Baron could revert back to using his Banana powers until he has to switch to Genesis powers. It might give him some breathing room.”
Mason considered this, running a hand through his hair. “You think so? The Banana Lockseed might be less risky, but it’s not exactly… powerful. I won't be backing down I much rather die at my peak then some weakened state because we’re afraid I'll die anyway.”
The atmosphere in the lab shifted as the Beat Riders gathered, their eyes narrowing at the sight of Mason—now back as Baron—standing among them. Dillon crossed his arms, skepticism etched on his face. “You’re back, huh? Not sure how I feel about that.”
“Welcome back, Baron,” Joey added, his voice laced with frustration. “You know, after what you did to us, it’s a little hard to just forget.”
Mason shrugged, his demeanor unfazed. “I don’t care what you think. I’m here to get stronger. You can either help or step aside.”
Nick, arms folded as he leaned against the wall, cut in with a serious tone. “Just a reminder, Mason: that Energy Lockseed you have doesn’t put you at the top anymore. Gaim’s grown stronger, and you’re not the only one in this fight.”
Mason narrowed his eyes, his frustration boiling beneath the surface. “I didn’t come back here for a lecture. I’m not interested in what any of you think. I’ve got my own goals.”
Joey stepped forward, fists clenched. “You think you can just waltz back in here and act like nothing happened? You put us all in danger!”
Mason smirked, a challenge sparking in his eyes. “Wanna put me in my place? Go ahead. Let’s see what you’ve got.”
The tension in the air was palpable as they both drew their Sengoku Drivers. The others stepped back, their eyes glued to the impending showdown. “Henshin!” they shouted in unison.
In a flash, the two transformed—Mason into Baron, and Joey into Gridon.
Baron observed Gridon’s newfound confidence, impressed but wary. “So, you’ve got some guts now. But confidence doesn’t mean you’ve mastered your weapons.”
Without wasting a second, Mason lunged forward, brandishing his Banana Lance with precision. He kept Gridon at bay, using the length of the lance to create space between them. With a swift movement, he swept Gridon’s legs out from under him, sending him crashing to the ground.
Gridon quickly recovered, activating his Acorn Au Lait and hurling his hammer at Mason. “Take this!” he shouted, determination shining in his eyes.
Mason grinned, channeling his energy into the Banana Au Lait. He created a massive banana construct, using it to intercept Gridon’s hammer mid-flight. The two weapons collided with a resounding impact, causing a shockwave that rattled the room.
“Not bad,” Mason taunted, a hint of amusement in his voice as he expertly countered Gridon’s attack. “But you’re going to have to do better than that!”
He swung the lance with a flourish, catching Gridon off guard and sending him stumbling backward. With a burst of energy, Mason propelled himself forward, ready to capitalize on his opponent's moment of weakness.
Gridon struggled to regain his footing, but Mason’s confidence surged as he realized he had the upper hand. “Looks like that infamous coward has gained some confidence now, but it’s still not enough!” Mason shouted, ready to finish the fight.



As the swarm of Inves descended upon the town, chaos erupted. The six Riders stood united, each showcasing their unique abilities against the onslaught of monsters. Among them, Mason—now in his original Baron form—gritted his teeth as he fought alongside Gaim and Ryugen.
From a vantage point, Yoko watched Mason's struggles intently. Despite his best efforts, it was evident that he was regressing. He was far too accustomed to the immense power that came with his Genesis abilities, but now, stripped of that advantage, he faced a formidable challenge. The disparity between him and his fellow Riders felt sharper than ever.
Mason clenched his fists, frustration boiling inside him. I can’t just escalate the fight. Not like this. He knew that going all out would only show his weaknesses. Instead, he needed to remaster his fundamentals and prove himself, even with the handicap he had chosen to endure.
In the heat of battle, he turned his gaze to Gaim and Ryugen. Both were fighting with their Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, their movements fluid and precise. They summoned clones and unleashed a barrage of energy projectiles, firing sonic arrows that tore through the swarming Inves like paper. It was a display of strength and mastery that Mason could only admire from the sidelines.
Have they really surpassed me? he thought, watching as Ryugen executed a perfectly timed combo, sending an Inves crashing to the ground. The feeling of inadequacy washed over him, igniting a fire within. I can’t let them down. I can’t let myself down.
He took a deep breath, centering himself. Mason knew he needed to regroup and refocus his approach. Maybe I can find a way to incorporate my old powers with my new strategies. He couldn’t afford to let his emotions dictate his actions. He had to learn from this battle and grow stronger.
As the fight raged on, Yoko’s eyes flickered with concern for Baron. She could see the determination etched on his face, but she also recognized the struggle within him. Mason, you can’t let this defeat you. You have to find a way to harness your strengths, even if you’re starting from square one again.
With a renewed sense of purpose, Mason gripped his Banana Lance tighter. He spotted an approaching Inves, and as it lunged at him, he reacted with instinct. He sidestepped the attack, leveraging his momentum to land a solid strike against the creature.
“Not bad, Baron,” he muttered to himself. “Let’s see what else you can do.”
Yoko sat on a nearby crate, cradling the new model Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed in her hands. The vibrant colors glimmered under the dim light, a stark contrast to her swirling thoughts. This could be what Mason needs, she mused, staring at the Lockseed. But would he even want it?
Mason had always been a complicated person, marked by a relentless drive to prove himself. She remembered how confident he had been when he first discovered his Genesis powers, how proud he was to wield the strength that came with it. But now, after being stripped of that power and forced to regress, could he accept anything less? Would he find satisfaction in a Lockseed that was merely a shadow of what he once had?
He’s too stubborn for his own good, she thought, a hint of frustration creeping into her mind. Yoko knew he had to fight again as a Genesis Rider, but there was a part of her that wondered if he was ready to embrace that role once more. Could he fight as my partner again?
She glanced at Mason, who was deep in discussion with Jason and Lindsay, their expressions a mix of concern and determination. If he keeps pushing himself like this, he’s only going to get hurt again. And I can't let that happen.
Yoko felt a pang of worry at the thought of Mason being trapped by the lingering effects of the forbidden Lockseed. Duke’s words echoed in her mind: the new Lockseed couldn’t be completed by him. That realization sat heavy on her heart. She doubted it would save him; instead, it could very well lead him further down a path of darkness, perhaps even to a point of no return.
But what if I gave him this Lockseed? The thought lingered, tempting yet dangerous. The new Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed was a symbol of hope, a potential catalyst for Mason’s revival as a Rider. It could be a chance for him to reclaim some of the power he had lost. Yet, she also knew the risk of introducing him to a new power source could backfire.
Yoko bit her lip, weighing her options. I want to help him, but he needs to be willing to help himself first.
Yoko felt the weight of the Dragon Fruit Lockseed in her hand, and for a moment, she contemplated what it could mean for Mason. But that moment was shattered as Duke Shin approached, his presence as imposing as ever.
"I see you have one of my completed Dragon Fruits," he said, a smirk curling at the corners of his lips. "You know, I’m tired of people stealing these from me. This makes four stolen."
Yoko's brows furrowed at his audacity. “Is that why you’re here? To whine about theft? Or do you actually have a purpose?”
Duke Shin leaned closer, his voice low and menacing. “Maybe it can save him,” he revealed. “It would definitely make him stronger, holding back the mutation even longer. But ultimately, that’s not my goal. Once I know the process is possible, I can become the strongest Overlord.”
Shock coursed through Yoko, and before she could respond, Duke Shin snatched the Lockseed from her grasp, a swift motion that left her momentarily stunned. “Hey!” she exclaimed, but he was already kicking her away.
In an instant, she transformed into Marika, the familiar rush of power surging through her. “You’ll regret that!” she shouted, charging at Duke Shin. They clashed with ferocity, their attacks echoing in the air, the sound of energy clashing against energy.
Nearby, the Beat Riders noticed the commotion, their attention drawn to the fallen Marika as she crashed into the ground near them, having been thrown from a skyrise in their vicinity. Gaim, Knuckle, Bravo, and Gridon were far off, having pursued a few stragglers, leaving Ryugen and Baron to witness the unfolding battle.
Duke Shin, now unrestrained, launched a barrage of attacks, sending Marika sprawling. With a flourish, he changed Lockseeds, transforming into his own Dragon Fruit Energy Arms. The newly acquired power surged through him, and he took aim at the two Riders.
“Take cover!” Ryugen shouted, but the warning came too late. Duke Shin unleashed a devastating volley of attacks, forcing Ryugen and Marika to evade while Baron stepped in to assist Marika, trying to give her the moment she needed to regroup.
But Duke Shin was relentless. He moved with agility, evading Baron’s attempts to engage him. With a deft pump of his driver, he executed a roundhouse kick, the powerful “Dragon Fruit Energy Squash.” The attack connected with stunning force, sending all three Riders crashing to the ground, their transformations flickering out as the energy drained from them.
Gasping for breath, Baron struggled to rise, the remnants of the attack leaving him disoriented. Ryugen and Marika groaned beside him, their forms reverting back to their untransformed selves.
“Is this really what you wanted?” Ryugen spat, his frustration evident as he pulled himself up, glaring at Duke Shin. “To take advantage of someone when they’re at their weakest?”
Duke Shin stood tall, a triumphant smile plastered on his face. “Oh, but this is just the beginning. With that Lockseed and my newfound strength, I will eclipse you all.”
As Baron reached for his Genesis Driver, preparing to transform, Nick’s voice cut through the tension. “Wait! Don’t throw your life away, Mason!” He tossed the completed Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed towards Baron, who caught it deftly.
For a moment, Mason hesitated, the weight of Nick’s words sinking in. But the fire inside him ignited, and he nodded, determination solidifying his resolve. “I won’t back down,” he declared, slapping the Lockseed into his Driver.
“Henshin!” he yelled, and a surge of energy enveloped him as he transformed into Baron Shin. Though it wasn’t the same power as before, it was close enough—familiar and empowering.
With renewed vigor, Baron Shin charged at Duke Shin, the air crackling with energy. He launched a flurry of attacks, his movements precise and purposeful. Yet, Duke Shin easily parried his blows, a smug smile creeping across his face.
“You think that’s enough?” Duke Shin taunted, sidestepping an attack. “You’re still too weak! These Energy Lockseeds are the pinnacle of my power—consistent and strong! You’re just a shadow of what I’ve become.”
Baron Shin growled, feeling the sting of Duke Shin’s words. But he refused to be discouraged.
He pushed forward, determined to land a hit. With a series of quick strikes, Baron Shin attempted to overwhelm Duke Shin, but his opponent was ready, countering each blow with practiced ease. The fight danced around them, both Riders locked in a battle of wills.
“I’ll show you what true strength is!” Baron Shin shouted, summoning all of his energy into one decisive attack. He unleashed a powerful combination of strikes, each one fueled by his resolve to protect those he cared for.
But Duke Shin laughed, effortlessly dodging and countering with brutal precision. “You really think you can defeat me with that? You’re outmatched!”
With a swift motion, Duke Shin retaliated, launching a flurry of sonic arrows toward Baron Shin. The attacks were relentless, forcing Baron Shin to focus on defense, dodging and weaving as he struggled to find an opening.
As Baron Shin took cover, a determined look crossed his face. He swiftly equipped his corrupted Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed to his Sonic Arrow. The device announced, “Dragon Fruit Energy Full Charge!” With a firm grip, he pumped his Genesis Driver twice, preparing to unleash a devastating finishing move. “Dragon Fruit Energy Sparking!”
With a roar, Baron Shin rose from his cover, ready to fire. Across from him, Duke Shin mirrored his actions, also engaging his own Dragon Fruit Energy Full Charge. The two powerful energy attacks clashed in a brilliant display, a swirling vortex of colors and energy colliding in the air.
For a moment, it seemed Duke Shin might hold his ground, but Baron Shin's double Lockseed strategy began to take its toll. Duke Shin was overtaken, his confidence wavering as he stumbled back, flustered. However, realizing the shift in momentum, he leaped toward the weakened Baron Shin, slashing with ruthless abandon.
Just then, Yoko and Nick transformed, joining the fray as Ryugen in Jimber Peach Arms and Marika in Peach Energy Arms. With a renewed sense of teamwork, the three Riders coordinated their attacks, firing their Sonic Arrows in unison, pushing Duke Shin back.
“Let’s finish this!” Duke Shin shouted, revealing a spare Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed. “What can I say? I make them myself!” He attached it to his Sonic Arrow and pumped his Driver twice, unleashing a devastating barrage of Dragon Fruit Energy arrows.
Meanwhile, Baron struggled to rise from the ground, frustrated as he watched Duke Shin decimate the three Riders with Genesis-like power. In a surge of determination, he stood tall, his voice rising above the chaos. “I am Baron!” he yelled, slamming his corrupted Lockseed and the incomplete Forbidden Lockseed together. “Because Baron is a term for anyone who can rise into nobility!”
With both Lockseeds jammed together, he affixed them to his Genesis Driver and pumped it with renewed vigor. Crimson energy erupted around him, shocking the other Riders. Flames engulfed Baron Shin, his eyes glowing a fierce red that pierced through his visor as Helheim vines sprouted from where he stood.
“You aren’t worthy of deciding my fate, Sengoku!” he declared, defiance radiating from him. The Forbidden Lockseed absorbed the flames while the corrupted Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed shattered in a burst of light, its energy consumed by the Forbidden Lockseed.
As the air settled, Mason, no longer transformed, grasped the Forbidden Lockseed in his hands. “Taboo,” it announced, its power pulsating. He quickly equipped it to his Genesis Driver, which responded with a firm, “Lock On!” With a surge of energy, Mason pumped his Driver again and yelled, “Henshin!”
New armor unfolded around him, taking on an apple-like design. He was transformed into Baron Forbidden Fruit Arms.
Standing tall, Baron gripped his new shield, the Apple Reflector, in one hand and the sword, the Forbidden Bringer, in the other. “It’s Sir Baron now!” he declared, confidence and power radiating from him.
As he faced Duke Shin, the atmosphere shifted. He was no longer the underdog but a formidable opponent, ready to reclaim his place among the strongest Riders.
With a fierce determination, Sir Baron lunged at Duke Shin, his shield raised and sword poised for attack. The atmosphere crackled with energy as he expertly blocked every arrow Duke Shin fired, his shield absorbing the impact effortlessly. In a fluid motion, he swung his blade with incredible force, disarming Duke Shin, who stumbled back in shock.
“Just as I thought,” Duke Shin said, marveling at the transformation of his former foe. “Only an Overlord could wield that power with such prowess.” But as the realization settled in, he quickly understood that Sir Baron had no intention of indulging in any conversation. In a swift and violent motion, Baron unleashed a crimson flame slash that seared across the battlefield, striking Duke Shin with overwhelming force.
Duke Shin scrambled to retrieve his Sonic Arrow, but Sir Baron was relentless. He staggered Duke Shin with a powerful strike from his shield, rendering him momentarily defenseless. With a roar of fury, Sir Baron pumped his Driver twice, activating his finisher, “Forbidden Fruit Sparking!”
Duke Shin watched in horror as Sir Baron ignored him, focusing instead on destroying his Sonic Arrow, rendering it useless. The sound of the weapon shattering echoed ominously in the air, signaling Duke Shin’s impending defeat. The Overlord’s power surged through Baron as he unleashed another fierce strike, forcing Duke Shin to experience the scorching pain of defeat.
“Forbidding Fruit Squash!” Baron declared, pumping his Driver once more as he ran toward Duke Shin. He leaped into the air, his blade raised high, and came crashing down with a force that shook the ground beneath them and scorched it with crimson flames.
Duke Shin’s scream pierced the air as he realized his fate was sealed at the hands of the newly empowered Sir Baron. The explosion of energy engulfed them both, the aftermath leaving no doubt as to who had emerged victorious in this battle.
As the dust settled around the battlefield, Sir Baron stood tall, his crimson armor gleaming ominously in the aftermath of his victory. The once formidable Duke Shin lay sprawled on the ground, gasping for breath, his Sonic Arrow shattered at his side.
Duke Shin struggled to push himself up, his eyes narrowing as he grimaced in pain. “You think you’re special now, don’t you?” he spat, trying to maintain some semblance of bravado despite his defeat. “You’re just a pawn in this game, a mere stepping stone to greater power.”
Sir Baron chuckled darkly, shaking his head. “You’ve got it all wrong. I’m no pawn. I’m the king in this game. You underestimated the strength of my resolve, and that’s what led to your downfall.” He lifted his sword, letting the crimson flames flicker around it. “And now, it’s time for you to learn your lesson.”
“Stop! You don’t have to do this!” Duke Shin pleaded, desperation creeping into his voice. “We could have worked together! I could have made you stronger!”
“Stronger?” Sir Baron scoffed, stepping closer, his blade glowing ominously. “I don’t need your twisted version of strength. You only sought to manipulate and control others. I’ve forged my power through struggle, and I will not let you taint it.”
With a swift motion, Sir Baron pressed the tip of his sword to Duke Shin’s throat, his eyes unwavering. “You sought power without purpose, and now you will pay the price. Prepare to face the consequences of your actions.”
Duke Shin’s bravado crumbled, fear flashing across his face. “No! This isn’t how it ends! I refuse to be defeated by you!”
Sir Baron’s expression hardened. “This is how it ends for those who threaten others without reason. You think power grants you the right to dictate fate? Let this be a lesson: the true power lies in protecting what matters, not destroying it.”
With those final words, he executed the power hungry doctor.
Sir Baron marched back towards the others, his crimson armor still glistening with remnants of the battle. In one hand, he held the shattered remnants of Duke Shin's gear, while the other carried the spare Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseeds.
“Here,” he called out, tossing the Lockseeds toward Yoko and Nick. “You’ll need these. Use them wisely.”
Yoko caught hers with a mix of surprise and gratitude. “Thanks, Baron. I—”
Before she could finish, Sir Baron continued, his eyes scanning the area. “And this…” He ripped the Genesis core from the damaged Genesis Driver, the intricate mechanism gleaming under the light. He handed it to Nick with a nod of appreciation. “Thank you for believing in me and for letting me borrow your Dragon Fruit Lockseed. It made all the difference.”
Nick took the unit, still processing the whirlwind of events. “But, Baron… I—”
With that, he reverted back to his human form, the crimson armor fading away to reveal Mason, who looked a bit worn but determined. He helped Yoko to her feet, their shared struggles evident in the way they leaned on each other for support.
“I’ll be back,” Mason promised, glancing at Nick. “Once my partner is good again, I’ll be back. We’ll face whatever.”
As he and Yoko limped away, Nick stood there, speechless, grappling with the realization of who Mason had become. The transformation from Baron to Sir Baron had left a profound impression on him. “What could he be?” Nick murmured to himself, his mind racing with possibilities.
Later, as they gathered in a safe space away from the chaos, Nick stood at the front, his expression serious. The other Beat Riders were listening intently, their expressions a mix of concern and curiosity.
“Alright, everyone, we need to talk about what just happened,” Nick began, taking a deep breath. “Duke Shin… he was stronger than we anticipated. He showed up out of nowhere and attacked, using his new Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseeds. It was brutal.”
The riders exchanged glances, the tension in the room palpable. Joey frowned. “What about Baron? I thought he was done for after what happened last time.”
Nick nodded. “I thought so too, but he’s back—transformed into Sir Baron. His power is incredible. He clashed with Duke Shin and completely turned the tide of the battle. The way he fought… it was like watching someone who had truly embraced their potential.”
“What about those Helheim vines?” Dillon asked, leaning forward. “I heard you mention them. What do they mean?”
“Right,” Nick said, “the Helheim vines. They erupted around him when he transformed. It’s like he harnessed that energy to amplify his abilities. It was powerful, but also… unsettling.
Nick continued. “He gave me another Genesis Core. This could be a game-changer for us. But it’s also a big responsibility. We need to use it wisely.”
“Damn,” Joey exclaimed, rubbing the back of his neck. “I never thought I’d say this, but maybe we should be grateful to Baron. He really put himself on the line.”
“Exactly,” Nick agreed. 
As Yoko and Mason made their way back to the office building, fatigue hung over them like a heavy fog. They leaned on each other for support, their bodies sore and worn from the battle. The atmosphere inside the building was tense, a stark contrast to the chaos they had just left behind.
“Did you notice the silence?” Yoko said, her voice barely above a whisper as they entered the dimly lit office. “It feels… off.”
Mason nodded, scanning the room. “Yeah, too quiet. Where is everyone?”
They pushed through the lobby, heading to the main operations area, but as they entered, a sense of dread washed over them. The large screens that usually displayed data and live feeds were dark, and the room was empty.
“Sigurd? Zangetsu?” Yoko called out, her voice echoing in the silence.
Mason’s heart raced as he glanced around, trying to process the unsettling scene. “This isn’t right. They wouldn’t just leave without telling us.”
Yoko’s expression turned serious as she pulled out her communicator, but there was no response.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a golden hue across the city, a sudden roar echoed through the streets. The ground trembled as the Inves swarmed in, their grotesque forms creating chaos and fear among the citizens. Panic spread like wildfire, but one figure stood resolute, ready to confront the looming threat.
Kamen Rider Gaim, adorned in his vibrant armor, revved his motorcycle and sped into the fray, his heart racing with the adrenaline of battle. The familiar feeling of the dragon fruit energy coursed through him, granting him strength and agility as he prepared to fight.
But as he dismounted and took in the scene, he noticed something strange. Six young adults emerged from the shadows, each brandishing a unique brush that glimmered in the fading light. They moved with precision and grace, their movements almost like a choreographed dance. With each stroke of their brushes, Japanese characters began to paint themselves into the sky, glowing with a mystic energy.
“Who are they?” Jason muttered to himself, squinting as the characters formed an intricate kanji that shimmered like stars.
The lead figure, dressed in a striking red uniform, stepped forward. “We are the Samurai Sentai Shinkenger!” he announced with confidence, his voice booming over the chaos. “We’ve come to aid in the fight against the Inves!”
Jason’s eyes widened in surprise. “Samurai Sentai Shinkenger? You’re… you’re real?”
The group of six gathered in a semi-circle, their brushes raised as they prepared for battle. “We fight to protect our world from evil, just as you do,” the red ranger continued. “And today, we stand together!”
The Inves, sensing the combined strength of the two teams, roared in fury and charged forward, their monstrous forms creating a wave of chaos.
“Gaim, we’ll handle the smaller ones!” shouted the yellow ranger, her voice full of determination. “You take on the big one!”
“Got it!” Jason replied, a fierce grin spreading across his face. “Let’s show them what we can do!”
As the battle erupted, Gaim activated his driver, the familiar sounds of transformation echoing in the air. “Henshin!” he called, the dragon fruit energy lockseed glowing brightly as he morphed into his combat form.
The Shinkengers followed suit, each ranger activating their own unique transformations, their colors brightening the battlefield. With a brilliant flash of light, they transformed into their respective roles: ShinkenRed, ShinkenBlue, ShinkenGreen, ShinkenYellow, ShinkenPink, and ShinkenGold.
Together, they charged into battle, a harmonious blend of martial arts and high-energy combat techniques. Gaim unleashed a flurry of powerful kicks and punches, expertly taking down the Inves while coordinating with the Shinkengers.
“Watch my back, ShinkenRed!” Jason shouted, spinning to deliver a swift kick to an Inves lunging at him from the side.
“Got it, Gaim!” the red ranger responded, slicing through a nearby Inves with his katana. “Let’s show these monsters the power of teamwork!”
As they fought side by side, the skies lit up with characters that swirled and danced, depicting ancient battles and the spirit of samurai warriors. The energy in the air was palpable, and the citizens watched in awe as the two teams united against a common foe.
“Let’s finish this!” Gaim declared, charging up his driver for a powerful finishing move. The Shinkengers readied their own weapons, each ranger preparing their ultimate attacks.
“Shinkenger!” they called in unison, their voices rising above the din of battle.
“Gaim!” Jason shouted, the dragon fruit energy flaring around him. “Henshin—Dragon Fruit Energy!”
With a resounding clash, their powers combined, and the battlefield erupted in light. The Inves, overwhelmed by the combined might of Kamen Rider Gaim and the Samurai Sentai Shinkenger, fell before them, their monstrous forms disintegrating into shadows.
As the last of the Inves were defeated, the city erupted in cheers. Gaim and the Shinkengers stood together, breathing heavily but victorious.




The air crackled with tension as Gaim, Bravo, and Gridon found themselves surrounded by a horde of relentless enemies. The monstrous figures loomed menacingly, their eyes gleaming with malice, closing in on the trio.
“We can’t hold them off for long like this!” Bravo shouted, gripping his weapon tightly. “We need to take them down, and fast!”
“Right! I’ll take care of this!” Gaim declared, determination blazing in his eyes. He raised his arms, activating his driver. “It’s time for Triumphant Arms!”
In a flash of energy, Gaim transformed, donning the impressive armor that radiated confidence and strength. The Triumphant Arms glimmered in the light, adorned with vibrant colors and intricate designs.
“Let’s go!” he shouted, brandishing his weapon with renewed vigor. He dashed forward, slashing through the first wave of enemies with fluid precision. Each swing of his blade sent sparks flying, a testament to the power coursing through him.
“Look at him go!” Gridon exclaimed, admiration evident in his tone. “Those Triumphant Arms really make a difference in combat!”
Bravo nodded, a smirk on his face. “Yeah, that form is definitely something special. It enhances not just his strength but his confidence too. We’re lucky to have him on our side.”
With every slash and strike, Gaim felt the adrenaline surging through him. He danced around the enemies, dodging attacks with agility and grace. He felt powerful and unstoppable.
“Time to end this!” Gaim shouted, charging up for a final blow. He focused all his energy, the blade glowing brighter as he swung down hard. “Triumphant Slash!”
The attack cleaved through the last of the enemies, leaving them defeated in an explosion of light. Panting but exhilarated, Gaim stood tall, surveying the aftermath of their victory.
“Now that’s what I’m talking about!” Bravo exclaimed, slapping Gaim on the back. “That’s how you handle a crowd!”
“Yeah, your Triumphant Arms really turned the tide,” Gridon added, a look of respect on his face. “We’d have been overwhelmed without that form.”
Gaim chuckled, basking in the praise. “Thanks, guys! But I can’t help but wonder what Baron is up to. I’ve heard rumors about his new powers, and I can’t shake the feeling that things are escalating.”
Bravo raised an eyebrow, crossing his arms. “You think he’s getting stronger? Or maybe he’s working on something dangerous?”
In the ominous depths of Forest Helheim, Sigurd and Zangetsu Shin pressed onward through the thick, twisting foliage. Shadows loomed, and the eerie sounds of the forest echoed ominously around them.
“We should have found something by now,” Sigurd growled, irritation creeping into his voice. “Duke Shin’s lead was supposed to be clear. We can’t waste time in this place. The power of the forest is ours for the taking!”
Zangetsu Shin shot him a sharp glance, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “You need to stop fixating on power, Sigurd. This isn’t just about gaining strength for ourselves. We’re here to protect humanity from the Invess and the other threats out there. That should be our priority.”
Sigurd waved a dismissive hand. “Power is the key to everything, Zangetsu! With it, we can reshape the world and ensure humanity’s survival. Without power, our efforts are meaningless! We could harness the strength of this forest and become unstoppable!”
Zangetsu Shin shook his head, clearly exasperated. “And at what cost? The more you chase after this power, the more you lose sight of why we’re here. Humanity needs saving, not more conflict. We can’t let our obsession with strength cloud our judgment.”
“Obsession?” Sigurd scoffed, his eyes glinting with ambition. “This isn’t obsession; it’s ambition! We need to seize the opportunities before us. You can’t save humanity by being passive or naïve. We need to be proactive and take what we can from this forest!”
Zangetsu Shin clenched his fists, frustration boiling beneath the surface. “You think I’m naïve? I’m willing to risk everything to save those who can’t protect themselves.”
As the tension between Sigurd and Zangetsu Shin reached a boiling point, Sigurd clenched his fists around his Sonic Arrow, frustration bubbling to the surface. “You don’t understand what we’re up against, Zangetsu! If you can’t see that—”
Before he could finish, a rustling from the nearby brush cut him off. The air crackled with an unsettling energy as a mass of vines shot out from the undergrowth, lashing out like serpents seeking their prey.
“Watch out!” Zangetsu Shin shouted, instinctively raising his own weapon to defend against the sudden attack.
The vines were relentless, weaving through the air and striking at the two Genesis Riders with ferocity. Sigurd quickly sidestepped a thick tendril that whipped toward him, feeling the rush of air as it barely missed. “What the hell is this?!” he exclaimed, his irritation now mingled with surprise.
Zangetsu Shin narrowly avoided another vine, slicing through it with a swift swing of his weapon. “It must be a manifestation of the forest! Stay focused!” he warned, determination flashing in his eyes.
“Focused?” Sigurd retorted, his frustration boiling over. “You think I’m going to let these vines—”
Another vine lunged at Sigurd, wrapping around his arm and attempting to pull him toward the underbrush. “No!” he shouted, struggling against its grip. “Get it off me!”
Zangetsu Shin moved quickly, leaping forward to sever the vine with a swift strike. “We need to work together!” he shouted. “These aren’t ordinary vines; they’re part of Helheim! Focus on the source of the attack!”
Sigurd grimaced, his frustration with Zangetsu Shin momentarily forgotten as they fought back against the aggressive vines. “Fine, let’s take them out together!” He raised his Sonic Arrow, taking aim at the thick cluster of vines writhing in the underbrush.
Zangetsu Shin joined him, their weapons aligned as they prepared to strike. “On three! One… two… three!”


Back in the bustling city, Mason and Yoko entered Bravo’s bakery/café, a popular spot known for its delicious pastries and cozy atmosphere. The smell of freshly baked goods wafted through the air, but the atmosphere shifted as the pair approached the table where the Beat Riders were gathered.
Lindsay's gaze narrowed as she spotted Yoko. “I’m not sure we can trust her,” she whispered to Mason, crossing her arms defensively. “After everything that’s happened with Duke Shin and the Inves attacks, what’s she really here for?”
Mason glanced at Yoko, then back at Lindsay. “She’s with me. Let’s hear what she has to say before jumping to conclusions.”
Yoko raised her hands in a placating gesture, her expression calm. “I’m not here to join your team or ask for anything. I just have information that I think you might find useful,” she said, her tone steady.
Lindsay scoffed, still skeptical. “And why should we believe you? You’ve been tied up with Duke Shin and all of this chaos. How do we know you’re not playing us?”
“Because,” Yoko replied, her voice unwavering, “I’m just as tired of the chaos as you are. I know I’ve made mistakes, but I’m here to help you understand what’s happening. The forest has become unstable, and it’s affecting more than just the Inves. If you don’t take this seriously, it could endanger everyone in the city.”
Bravo leaned forward, intrigued. “What kind of information are we talking about?”
Yoko exchanged a glance with Mason before continuing. “There are disturbances in Helheim that are leading to a surge in Inves attacks. It’s not just random; something is provoking them. If we don’t figure this out, the attacks will keep escalating.”
Lindsay hesitated, her expression softening just a bit. “And you know how?”
“I’ve been tracking the patterns. The Inves aren’t just here to invade; they’re being drawn by something. If you want to keep your city safe, you’ll need to understand what’s causing it,” Yoko explained, her sincerity shining through.
Yoko took a deep breath, knowing this was a crucial moment. “There’s more,” she continued, her tone serious. “The Overlords are not just powerful beings; they’re ancient and possess abilities far beyond what we’ve seen. What you’ve encountered is only a fraction of their true potential. They thrive on the chaos that the Inves create, but it’s not just about conquest for them. They’re after something much greater.”
Lindsay frowned, crossing her arms tighter. “What do you mean?”
Yoko met her gaze. “Duke Shin was seeking a power that could rival the Overlords. He wanted the ‘Fruit of Knowledge,’ a legendary source of power said to grant unimaginable abilities.”
Yoko’s expression shifted to one of urgency as she continued. “The Overlords’ ability to dominate the Helheim forest is just one layer of a much larger problem. Almost every culture and religion has references to divine trees, great gardens—places where gods dwell. Many of these tales include fruits that tempt mortals, representing knowledge and power.
“We believe these myths are tied to Helheim. It’s possible this forest has visited Earth in the past, leaving behind echoes of its existence in our lore. The fruits spoken of in those legends could very well be linked to the Fruit of Knowledge that Duke sought.
“Duke was a fool to think he could wield such power. His death may have removed one threat, but the pursuit of the Fruit of Knowledge is far from over. Our theories suggest that this fruit is something even the Overlords desire but cannot possess. They may be powerful, but they are not gods. They lack the divinity needed to truly harness that kind of power.
“There is one who possesses it—one true god. He is the king of the Overlords, the being who granted power to the strongest among them. They can manipulate the forest and control its secrets, only they sit at the top of the hierarchy. The Fruit of Knowledge represents the ultimate power, a temptation even they cannot resist.”
Lindsay furrowed her brow, piecing together the implications of Yoko's words. “So, if this king is truly a god, what does that mean for us? How can we even begin to challenge that level of power?”
Yoko paused, her gaze distant as she considered the gravity of her words. “Perhaps we’re not meant to challenge this king. Maybe it’s our fate to be wiped out by forces beyond our comprehension. The Overlords are incredibly powerful, and we’re just mortals caught in their game.”
Lindsay frowned, feeling a knot of dread in her stomach. “That’s a grim outlook, Yoko. We can’t just accept defeat before we even try.”
Yoko nodded, acknowledging Lindsay's determination. “I understand, but sometimes, we must face the possibility that we’re fighting an uphill battle. Yet…” Her expression shifted, a spark igniting in her eyes. “Just maybe, a new king can rise. Someone who can take on the mantle of power, someone who can challenge the Overlords and rewrite the narrative.”
Mason leaned forward, intrigued. “Are you suggesting we could find a way to empower someone—maybe even one of us—to become that new king?”
“Yes,” Yoko affirmed. “If we can uncover the secrets of the Fruit of Knowledge and understand its true nature, we could identify a worthy candidate. This new king wouldn’t just be another Overlord; they would be something entirely different, capable of uniting humanity against the Overlords and breaking their hold on Helheim.”
Bravo crossed his arms thoughtfully. “It sounds risky, but if we don’t try, we could be fighting a losing battle. We need to take this seriously.”
Lindsay’s expression softened as she regarded Yoko. “I know it’s a long shot, but we’re not just going to sit back and accept our doom. If there’s a chance, however slim, we owe it to ourselves to fight for a future. We can’t let fear dictate our actions.”
Yoko looked around the bustling café, her brow furrowed with curiosity. “Where’s Gaim?” she asked, glancing toward Lindsay.
“Jason is busy with an off hour at work,” Lindsay replied, crossing her arms defensively. “Some of us still have bills to pay.”
Yoko nodded, her expression thoughtful. “I understand, but it makes me wonder… how did Gaim get this far?” She leaned in slightly, her voice low. “He’s used powers that my project developed, yet we never shared anything with him. That first instance of Jimber Lemon Arms—where did he get the Genesis Core and that energy Lockseed?”
Baron, having listened intently to Yoko and Lindsay’s conversation, decided to chime in. “I don’t know much about the Jimber powers,” he said, scratching his head. “They all seemed like luck in the end, but there’s one thing that’s been bugging me—the glowing woman that looks like Lindsay.”
Yoko furrowed her brow, her curiosity piqued. “What glowing woman?”
Baron leaned back, recalling the events with a mixture of disbelief and intrigue. “Part of what we did in the forest, before your Genesis Riders showed off their powers and took us to your camp, was trying to figure out who that glowing woman was. She was in the deeper parts of Helheim. We have a photo of her.”
Bravo chimed in, his tone casual yet serious. “Yeah, after your group captured us, an iridescent beauty, much like our fearless leader Lindsay over there, entered the tent where you left us restrained. She waved her hand, and just like that, we were free. Then she went to Jason and gave him the Genesis Core.”
Yoko’s eyes widened, confusion etched across her features. “Wait, she gave him the Genesis Core?”
Baron nodded. “Exactly. And right after that, a fruit grew out of the ground, changing into an energy Lockseed. It all happened so fast, we barely had time to register it.”
Yoko, still piecing everything together, shook her head. “So that’s how you got out?” she asked, disbelief creeping into her voice.
Baron shrugged. “Seems like it. That woman was something else. She had this aura, and when she touched Jason, it was like magic.”
Lindsay crossed her arms, her thoughts racing. “This could explain a lot. If she has that kind of power… she might be connected to all of this, to the Overlords, even.”
Yoko nodded, determination shining in her eyes. “We need to find out more about her. If she has the ability to manipulate Helheim or create energy Lockseeds, she’s crucial to understanding what’s happening. She might hold the key to everything we’re trying to uncover.”
Lindsay looked at Yoko with urgency in her eyes. “That’s not all,” she said, her voice steady. “When Jason first entered the forest and became Gaim, he told me he heard a voice guiding him. It sounded just like hers.”
Yoko leaned in, intrigued. “What do you mean?”
Lindsay took a breath, gathering her thoughts. “I had a dream about this glowing woman. In the dream, she gave me an orange. When I woke up, I was holding a metal orange fruit in my hand.”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, clearly puzzled. “What’s special about an orange?”
Lindsay shook her head, still processing the implications. “I left it at home, but recently, when Jason, our group, raided your building, he and Zangetsu were fighting in the forest. During that fight, he saw the woman again, briefly, before he fell unconscious. Despite being so far away, while we were here in the diner, he was holding that metal orange. It became his new power, the one he used to beat Zangetsu.”
Yoko’s eyes widened in surprise as she absorbed this revelation. “So that metal orange… it’s connected to her? That’s incredible!”
Baron, who had been listening intently, felt a surge of interest. “A lot seems to have happened while I was busy fighting an Overlord,” he commented, a hint of curiosity in his voice. “If she’s guiding Jason and you both, then she might be the key to unlocking more of that power.”
Yoko furrowed her brow, leaning in closer. “You mentioned she looks just like Lindsay. What’s with that?”
Lindsay shifted uncomfortably in her seat, glancing at Baron before meeting Yoko’s gaze. “I—I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice uncertain. “It’s strange, right? Jason said the glowing woman had the same features as me, but she also felt… different. Almost ethereal.”


As the Inves swarmed the city, chaos erupted around the group of Riders. The air was thick with tension and the acrid smell of battle. Baron Shin, Marika, Bravo, and Lindsay raced toward the scene, their hearts pounding in rhythm with the chaos unfolding before them.
From a distance, Lindsay spotted Jason sprinting, his form shifting and shimmering as he transformed into Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms. The sight of him, powered up and ready to fight, ignited a fire within her. She knew he was capable, but seeing him embrace his strength was a different experience entirely.
“Let’s go!” Baron Shin shouted, brandishing his weapon with a fierce determination. Marika nodded, her eyes scanning the area for any threats.
Bravo revved his Durian Saws, their blades glinting in the fading light. “We need to take them down fast! They’re getting stronger by the second!”
As they engaged the Inves, Lindsay stood on the periphery, watching the Riders work in perfect harmony. Bravo and his Durian Saws whirred through the air, slicing through the waves of Inves with incredible precision. Baron Shin moved like a force of nature.
Marika unleashed her Sonic Arrow, firing volley after volley, each shot striking true and sending Inves sprawling. “Keep it up! We’re making progress!” she yelled, her confidence growing with each successful strike.
Lindsay could feel the power radiating from Jason as he joined the fray, using his Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms to create copies of red energy to fight off multiple threats at once. “Come on! We’ve got this!” he shouted, rallying the team.
But as the fight intensified, waves of Inves surged forward, their numbers growing alarmingly. “They’re relentless!” Bravo exclaimed, gritting his teeth as he fought to hold the line.
“Stay focused!” Baron Shin encouraged, his voice steady amidst the chaos. “We can’t let them break through!”
Despite the increasing frequency and ferocity of the Inves attacks, the Riders were rising to the challenge, their strength and determination shining through. Each Rider complemented the others’ strengths, forming an unbreakable bond forged in battle.
Lindsay felt a surge of pride watching them. This was her team, her friends, and together they were an unstoppable force. “I believe in you all!” she shouted, her voice cutting through the din
As the flying Inves swooped down like a storm of darkness, Marika instinctively leaped in front of Lindsay. “Get back!” she shouted, her voice fierce. “I’m not out here trying to be some hero, but if they respect you, then I’ll protect you. That means I can go all out!”
Lindsay’s heart swelled with gratitude, but it was quickly replaced by determination. “You should use the Dragon Fruit!” she urged, her eyes shining with hope. “You have the strength, Marika! You can do this!”
Marika hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her resolve solidifying. “You’re right. If Sengoku’s final form was a threat, then maybe I can be one too!” With a powerful roar, she transformed into Dragon Fruit Energy Arms. The bright pink suit and red armor shimmered, breathtaking and radiant. To Lindsay, she looked like a warrior goddess, the epitome of strength and courage.
“Marika, you’re amazing!” Lindsay exclaimed, feeling a rush of inspiration.
Just then, as if on cue, Baron Shin activated his Forbidden Lockseed, a powerful aura emanating from him. Gaim followed suit, activating his Triumphant Lockseed. In a brilliant flash of light, the two Riders drew their weapons, ready to take on the threat head-on.
Sir Baron brandished his flaming shield and sword, cutting through the air and setting ablaze everything near him. “Nothing will stand in our way!” he declared, his voice booming with confidence.
Gaim, in his Triumphant Arms form, unleashed a flurry of energy flags that spun around him like a whirlwind. “Let’s push them back!” he shouted, using his Matchlock DJ Gun to shoot blazing blasts of energy at the incoming waves of Inves.
Bravo, fighting alongside them, could see just how tough everyone had become. “This is incredible!” he shouted, his own energy surging as he fought. “We’re stronger than we’ve ever been!”
As the Riders pressed forward, the battlefield was illuminated by bursts of color and energy. Marika, now empowered, unleashed a barrage of punches and kicks, each strike landing with unyielding precision. “I won’t back down!” she yelled, her voice fierce and unwavering.
The combined might of Sir Baron, Gaim, and Marika was overwhelming. They fought as a united front, their movements synchronized, each Rider covering the others' weaknesses. With every blow they dealt, they not only fought the Inves but also inspired one another, their camaraderie evident in their teamwork.
“Keep pushing!” Baron commanded, his flaming sword cleaving through another wave of Inves. “We’ll show them what we’re made of!”
As the two massive Inves rampaged toward them, sending debris flying and knocking the group to the sides, chaos erupted on the battlefield. The ground trembled beneath their monstrous weight, and the air crackled with tension.
“Get ready!” Baron shouted, his voice cutting through the din as he powered up for his “Forbidden Fruit Sparking.” The energy surged around him, enveloping him in a fierce aura as he prepared to unleash his true power.
Gaim, feeling the urgency of the moment, quickly assembled his Ultimate Orange Blade. With precise movements, he equipped both his Orange Lockseed and Triumphant Lockseed to different parts of the massive blade.
 “Orange Charge!” he called out, the weapon glowing brightly as he infused it with energy.
“Triumphant Maximum Charge!” Gaim added, feeling the rush of power coursing through him. The blade resonated with energy, shimmering with the promise of victory.
With a shared determination, Gaim and Sir Baron charged forward, racing to meet the colossal beasts head-on. The ground shook with their footsteps, each Rider embodying the spirit of a warrior ready to face any challenge.
As they approached the first massive Inves, Gaim raised his Ultimate Orange Blade high. “Let’s do this!” he shouted, channeling all his strength. With a powerful swing, he brought the blade down in a devastating arc, the energy flaring brilliantly as it made contact. The Inves staggered, a roar of pain escaping its mouth.
Meanwhile, Sir Baron, fueled by the spark of his Forbidden Fruit, unleashed a flurry of powerful sword techniques. With each strike of his flaming sword, he carved through the enemy with relentless fury.
In a synchronized move, the two Riders struck their respective Inves at the same moment, a brilliant explosion of light and energy erupting around them. The ground shook violently as the combined force of their attacks obliterated the beasts, sending shockwaves through the area.
As the smoke cleared, the two massive Inves collapsed to the ground, defeated. Gaim and Baron stood triumphant, panting from the exertion but exhilarated by their victory.
“We did it!” Gaim exclaimed, adrenaline pumping through his veins.
“Of course we did! We’re unstoppable!” Baron replied, a fierce grin on his face.


Late at night, Alix, also known as the Rider Bravo, sat in the dim light of his workshop, a former SEAL turned master patissier now serving as the field commander of the Beat Riders. As he stared at the Genesis core resting beside his Driver, a wave of doubt washed over him. What is my role in all of this?
He glanced around the room, memories of the recent battles flashing through his mind. Jason, Nick, and Mason had all grown so much. Once, he would have taken them down without transforming. Now, they seemed to have surpassed him, each developing their unique strengths and powers. It was both inspiring and intimidating.
I started this off arrogantly, thinking I could put the wannabes in their place, he mused, reflecting on his initial motivations. But what I've found in them is something far more remarkable—heroism that is magnetic and humbling.
Yet, here he was, clutching the Genesis core and the Melon Energy Lockseed that Nick and Jason had handed him during their last raid. They believed he deserved the power, acknowledging all he had done for them. But deep down, Alix felt unworthy. I don’t believe I have the strength to walk among them anymore, he thought, a heavy sigh escaping his lips.
Yet they still turn to me for guidance, he reflected, a bittersweet sensation settling in his chest. He knew the truth; during that raid, they had uncovered many unusual Lockseeds—some duplicates of energy ones, and even one they had never seen before, a strange new Lockseed perhaps meant for a Rider yet undiscovered.
They handed me this Genesis Core, this opportunity for rebirth, Alix pondered. But he hesitated. I feel that the young champions of today should wield this power. They are the future, not me.
As he contemplated his place in the world of Riders, Bravo’s resolve began to harden. Perhaps it’s time to step back and support them in a different way, to nurture their growth rather than try to overshadow it. Maybe true strength lies not in power but in fostering the next generation of heroes.
As Alix pondered his role in the team, his gaze fell on another Energy Lockseed left for him: the Chestnut Energy Lockseed. A frown creased his brow. That crazy scientist really kept trying, he mused, recalling Jason's words about the Lockseed. He said he kept one but didn't like the form compared to his others. Apparently, Jimber Chestnut didn’t offer anything unique.
Alix picked it up, turning it over in his hands as he contemplated its potential. Is this a limitation derived from the essence of fruits versus nuts? He couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something more to it, something deeper that he might not fully understand.
He sighed, thinking back to the forms he had seen Jason wield. Jason preferred his blades, he mused. And the gauntlets of the Chestnut form were fun but impractical for someone like me, especially given my lack of training in that skill.
Perhaps someone else would make better use of it, he thought, his mind racing with possibilities. There are so many talented fighters in the Beat Riders, each with their own unique strengths. Maybe this Chestnut Lockseed could find a home with one of them, someone who could truly unlock its potential.
As he set the Chestnut Lockseed down beside the Genesis Core, Alix felt a sense of clarity wash over him. Supporting the next generation of Riders might mean helping them discover their own strengths and capabilities. Perhaps it’s time to pass on these gifts to those who can truly wield them.
With that thought in mind, Alix resolved to seek out his teammates, ready to empower them rather than claim the power for himself.
As the hotspots of Inves activity continued to multiply, the Beat Riders, alongside Marika—an unofficial yet crucial member of the team—were spread thin across the battlefield. Sir Baron and Marika, who Jason had affectionately dubbed "Dragoon" in her ultimate form, often partnered together. A sense of trust had developed between them, despite the fact that they should have been enemies by all accounts. Their cooperation in the field was seamless.
Meanwhile, Gaim and Gridon ventured to another location. Jason's Triumphant Arms cut a swath through the battlefield, allowing Joey, still growing into his role as a Rider, to find his footing. Gaim's overwhelming raw power was a safeguard, providing a safety net for Joey as he slowly found his confidence, taking on more and more enemies without hesitation.
I, on the other hand, stayed with Ryugen—Nick in his Jimber Dragonfruit Arms—and Knuckle, who had undoubtedly become my best student in the art of boxing. Together, we faced waves of Inves, launching volleys of arrows, cutting down enemies with our blades, and hammering foes into the dirt. Ryugen's arrows lit up the battlefield, while Knuckle, with his walnut bombs and unyielding strength, was a force to be reckoned with.
But just as we thought we were gaining the upper hand, we were interrupted by none other than Sigurd himself—the very man responsible for the death of Joey's friend, and the one who had distributed many of our Drivers, including mine. Sigurd’s appearance was like a storm, his mere presence shifting the tide of battle. With a chilling smirk, he remotely summoned a small fleet of Watermelon Arms drones, sending them barreling toward us—though most of them seemed to focus on Ryugen.
As Ryugen struggled to fend off the drones, their relentless attacks kept him occupied. Knuckle and I fought side by side, my Durian saws tearing through enemies while Knuckle unleashed his raw strength with his Walnut Bombers. But Sigurd’s power was overwhelming. His skill and control over the battlefield were unmatched, and his confidence in the face of our combined might only made it clear how dangerous this enemy truly was.
We were fighting with everything we had, but Sigurd... Sigurd was something else entirely.
As the battle reached a boiling point, Ryugen continued to fend off the relentless barrage of Watermelon Arms drones, his Jimbe Dragon Fruit Arms barely keeping up. Bravo and Knuckle were holding their ground against Sigurd, but the villain's raw power was proving overwhelming.
Knuckle, determined not to fall behind, activated his Watermelon Lockseed, transforming into Knuckle Watermelon Arms. His suit equipped with massive watermelon boxing gloves, he charged into the fray, assisting Ryugen in dispatching the drones. His punches echoed with force, each blow landing like a cannon shot. Meanwhile, Bravo displayed his mastery of tactical combat, using every trick in his book to outmaneuver Sigurd, his Durian Saws whirling with deadly precision.
Sigurd's frustration grew by the second, and his cocky smile faded into a scowl. “Your little team ruined all my plans!” he roared, his voice dripping with fury. “Now I’m going to take back every Driver I gave out, starting with you, you flamboyant baker!”
Without warning, Sigurd fired off a powerful shot, hitting Bravo directly in the chest. Alix, as Bravo, gritted his teeth through the pain but kept his eyes on Sigurd, knowing something worse was coming.
"I was wrong to let any of you get this far," Sigurd sneered, preparing his Cherry Energy Full Charge and aiming at Ryugen. "This is for last time, you brat!"
Bravo’s eyes widened. He knew Ryugen wouldn’t have time to dodge. There was no choice. He quickly activated the Melon Energy Lockseed in his Genesis Core, transforming into Bravo Jimber Melon Arms. In a flash, he jumped in front of Ryugen, the Melon Arms providing a powerful defense against the devastating blast.
An explosion shook the battlefield. Ryugen and Knuckle, stunned, turned to see Bravo standing tall, shielding them both. His body was clearly battered, but the Melon Arms' defensive power had saved them.
"Bravo! Are you okay?" Ryugen yelled, struggling to break free from the drones.
Alix grunted, pushing himself forward. "I’ve had worse, kid… don’t worry about me." His voice was strained, but there was still fire in his eyes. "Just… keep your head in the fight!"
With newfound resolve, Bravo unleashed his Sonic Arrows, firing off a barrage of energy arrows, each one finding its mark with deadly precision. His movements were fluid, a masterful display of finesse and swordsmanship that even Sigurd couldn’t ignore.
Sigurd, now visibly enraged, spat out, "You think you can beat me with fancy moves, old man?!" He sent his drones to attack Bravo, hoping to overwhelm him.
But Bravo wasn’t backing down. He dispatched the drones with a single swipe of his Sonic Arrows, cutting them down effortlessly. "You forget who you're messing with, Sigurd," Bravo smirked, though he was clearly in pain. "I’ve fought tougher than you in my sleep."
Bravo saw an opening and prepared his Melon Energy Full Charge, sending a massive energy blast toward one of Sigurd’s remaining drones. But Sigurd, seeing his chance, fired another full charge directly at Knuckle.
"No!" Bravo’s instincts kicked in. He tried to rush forward again, but the earlier hits had taken their toll. He wasn’t fast enough. The blast hit Knuckle square in the chest, knocking him back, but Bravo managed to jump in and take the brunt of the force. The explosion sent him flying backward, his form reverting as he crashed to the ground.
Alix, now in his human form, was badly injured. His body trembled as he tried to stand. Knuckle, now Dillon, rushed over to his fallen mentor, eyes wide with panic.
“Alix! Stay with me!” Dillon cried, checking his injuries. “You didn’t have to—”
Alix coughed, wincing from the pain. "Sorry... for being so reckless, kid." His voice was hoarse. "I let my bravado get the best of me."
Sigurd sneered at the sight. “Look at you, wasting your last chance on pointless heroics. You could’ve let that brat die, but no, you just had to play the hero,” he mocked, slowly approaching the two.
Dillon clenched his fists, furious. Ryugen was still tied up with the drones, unable to help, and Bravo was too injured to keep fighting. But Bravo, ever the mentor, wasn’t finished yet. He reached into his coat and handed Dillon the Genesis Driver and the Chestnut Energy Lockseed.
“You’ve always been… my best student,” Alix said, his voice weak but full of pride. “Now… it’s your turn. Show him what you’ve got.”
Dillon’s eyes widened in shock, but there was no time to hesitate. Nodding firmly, he took the Genesis Driver and Lockseed from Alix.
“Thank you… for everything,” Dillon said quietly, slipping the Driver onto his waist. He activated both his Walnut and Chestnut Energy Lockseeds.
“Henshin!”
In a flash of power, Knuckle Jimber Chestnut Arms appeared, chestnut-patterned gauntlets encasing Dillon’s fists. The power was immense, overwhelming, but he embraced it. The weight of Alix’s trust fueled his determination.
“Sigurd!” Dillon’s voice was filled with rage as he glared at the villain. “You won’t lay a finger on any of us again.”
Sigurd laughed, drawing his sonic arrow. “You? You think a little upgrade is going to stop me? You’re out of your league, boy.”
Dillon clenched his fists, feeling the energy surging through him. Knuckle Jimber Chestnut Arms powered up his massive chestnut bombers, and with a roar, he charged at Sigurd. His first punch landed with a thunderous boom, the ground beneath them shaking from the force.
Sigurd barely had time to react as Dillon’s relentless assault continued. Each punch was stronger than the last, pushing Sigurd back with every hit.
“This… is for Alix!” Dillon roared, his fists glowing with energy as he prepared his Jimber Chestnut Au Lait. He launched forward, delivering a final devastating blow that sent Sigurd flying, his body slamming into the ground.
As the dust settled, Dillon stood victorious, chestnut gauntlets still crackling with energy. Behind him, Ryugen finally dispatched the last of the drones and rushed over.
“Dillon, are you okay?” Ryugen asked, panting heavily.
Dillon nodded, though his body trembled from the exertion. "Yeah… just had a little help from a friend."
Behind them, Alix lay unconscious but alive, a faint smile on his face. The battle wasn’t over, but they had earned their victory for now.
As Sigurd lay on the ground, beaten and dazed, Ryugen and Knuckle Jimber rushed at him, determined to end the fight.
Ryugen quickly swapped to Jimber Peach Arms, his skills now specialized for awareness. He let loose a volley of precise energy arrows, pinning Sigurd down with no room to move. Every time the villain tried to get up, another arrow found its mark, leaving him helpless.
Knuckle, feeling the surge of power from his newly acquired Chestnut Energy Lockseed, hit the lever on his driver three times. "Jimber Chestnut Sparking!" The energy in his massive fists crackled with intensity as he charged at Sigurd. With a single, devastating punch, Knuckle unleashed all his strength, sending shockwaves through the ground and causing the dust to rise around them. Sigurd’s body jerked with the force of the attack, unable to defend himself.
As the dust settled, Sigurd, or Sid as he was once known, lay stripped of his Genesis Driver and Lockseed. Ryugen stood over him, ensuring there was no chance for him to escape. With quick reflexes, Ryugen held Sid in place, locking his arms to keep him from making another move.
"You're not running this time," Ryugen growled, his voice cold.
Sid, defeated, could only groan as the authorities arrived. The police swiftly arrested him and confiscated his Driver and lockseed.
Later, the Beat Riders gathered at the hospital to visit Bravo, their mentor and friend. Alix had taken too much damage from the battle, pushing his body beyond its limits. His reckless defense had saved his students, but it came at a heavy cost. Bravo was recovering in a hospital bed, his body bruised and bandaged.
Dillon stood by the door, gripping the Genesis Core and Chestnut Energy Lockseed tightly in his hands. They were Bravo's parting gifts, one last symbol of trust from his teacher.
"How’s he doing?" Nick asked quietly, stepping beside Dillon.
Dillon swallowed hard. "He’s stable… but the doctors said he needs time. A lot of it."
Nick sighed, glancing at Alix, who was still unconscious but breathing steadily. "He took too many risks."
Dillon nodded, his knuckles white from how tightly he held the Genesis Core. "He saved me... twice. And now, I’m the one with this." He looked at the Chestnut Lockseed in his palm. "One last gift from him. I won’t let it go to waste."
Nick placed a hand on Dillon's shoulder, offering silent support. "We’ll make sure his sacrifice means something."
The rest of the Beat Riders stood around the room, quiet but resolute. They had all grown because of Alix—his lessons, his strength, and his willingness to stand up for them. Even when he thought he’d fallen behind, Bravo was always leading from the front. Now, it was up to them to carry on that legacy.
Dillon stared down at the Genesis Core in his hand. "I’ll make him proud," he whispered, his resolve stronger than ever.
As Lindsay holds onto Jason, both of them feeling the weight of Alix’s condition, the hospital room is heavy with tension. Alix’s reckless bravery had saved them, but the aftermath was grim. Jason's face is tense, his hands clenching, not from his own physical pain but from the frustration of losing a friend to injury. Lindsay rests her hand on his shoulder, trying to keep her composure, but the fear that things might spiral even further gnaws at her.
Yoko stands at the edge of the room, arms crossed, her face a mask of determination, but concern flickers in her eyes. “We’ve got a problem,” she says, breaking the silence. “Sid... he’s gone. Disappeared from his cell. Not only that—his Genesis Driver and lockseed are missing too.”
The remaining Beat Riders exchange glances, realizing that things just took a dangerous turn.
Jason stands up suddenly, the chair scraping the floor as he moves, his voice filled with disbelief. "How the hell did that happen? Wasn’t he just locked up?"
Yoko shakes her head. “I don't know how he pulled it off, but Sid’s slippery. He knows too much about the Genesis technology, and without the Driver, we thought he was contained. But he's always had ways to work around that. He’s dangerous, even without transforming.”
Lindsay’s grip tightens slightly on Jason’s arm, the worry evident in her voice. “So now what? We can’t fight him on top of all the Inves attacks. And Alix... he might not even be able to fight again.”
Dillon, standing beside Nick, looks down at the Genesis Core and Chestnut Energy Lockseed he’s inherited from Bravo. His expression is grim but resolute. “Bravo put his faith in me. We’re not going to let Sid slip through our fingers again.”
Jason, still seething, steps forward. "I’m going after Sid. He’s been a threat long enough, and if he's escaped, it’s only a matter of time before he strikes again. I can't let that happen."
Yoko meets his gaze. “I’ll go with you. Sid knows too much about our tech. We’ll have a better chance if we face him together.”
As Jason and Yoko prepare to leave, Dillon steps forward, determination in his eyes. “Jason, I’m coming with you,” he says, voice steady but filled with emotion. “Sid needs to be stopped. After everything he’s done… after what happened to Alix—I want to be the one to take him down.”

Jason stops in his tracks, turning to face Dillon. For a moment, he studies him, the younger Rider who had grown so much under Alix’s guidance. Jason’s expression softens slightly, though the seriousness never leaves his face.
"Dillon," Jason begins, "you’re one of our toughest now. You've shown incredible strength and skill since you got your Genesis Core. But listen, Alix didn’t give you that power for revenge."
Dillon’s fists clench at his sides. "I know, but—"
Jason cuts him off gently. “He gave it to you because he saw something in you—a hero. Not someone driven by anger or the need to settle a score, but someone who would protect others, no matter what. Alix didn’t sacrifice himself just so you could chase after Sid with vengeance in your heart.”
Dillon looks down at the Genesis Core and Chestnut Energy Lockseed in his hands, the weight of Alix’s trust settling over him. “I just... I feel like I owe him. I need to prove that I can live up to what he saw in me.”
Jason steps closer, putting a hand on Dillon’s shoulder. “And you will. You’ve already proven it. Alix trusted you with that power because you’ve got what it takes to be a hero—not because you need to avenge him, but because you’re the kind of person who steps up when it matters.”
Yoko nods in agreement from beside them. “If you go after Sid like this, you're playing right into his hands. He's going to expect that rage, that desire to get even. What he won’t expect is a Rider who can keep his cool.”
Dillon takes a deep breath, steadying himself. He knows they're right. “So what do I do?” he asks, his voice quieter now but still filled with resolve.
Jason gives him a small, reassuring smile. “You keep doing what you’ve been doing. Protect the city, fight alongside us, and honor the gift Alix gave you by being the hero he believed in. Sid will slip up. And when he does, we’ll be ready. But it’s not about revenge, Dillon. It’s about doing the right thing.”
Dillon nods slowly, feeling the weight of the responsibility but also a sense of clarity he hadn’t had before. “Alright,” he says, his voice firmer. “I won’t let you down. I won’t let Alix down.”
As they navigated the dense and eerie terrain of Helheim Forest, Yoko kept a close eye on their surroundings, her Tulip Hopper agilely leaping from one point to the next, allowing them to bypass obstacles with ease. Jason, now transformed into Gaim Jimber Peach Arms, led the way with heightened senses, scanning the area for any signs of Sid. The vibrant peach energy emanating from his armor illuminated the dark paths ahead.
After a moment of silence, Yoko, curious, finally asked, “Jason, how did you get your Driver? I know Sid handed out most of the Drivers, but he never gave one to you, did he?”
Jason glanced at her, the glow from his Jimber Peach Arms casting a warm light. “No, Sid didn’t give me one like the others,” he said, his voice calm but thoughtful. “I found it in here.”
Yoko blinked, surprised. “In the forest? You just... found it?”
Jason nodded. “Yeah. It was strange. I was out here one day, just walking around, trying to figure things out, and I stumbled upon it. It was lying there, like it was waiting for me or something. I picked it up, and the next thing I knew... I was Gaim.”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the unusual turn of events. "That’s… a little too convenient, don’t you think? A random Driver, just sitting there, in the middle of Helheim?”
Jason shrugged. “It was definitely strange, but at the time, I didn’t really question it. There were Invess attacks, people in danger, and I just had to act. The Driver felt right, like it belonged to me.”
Yoko tilted her head slightly, considering his words. “You think Helheim itself had something to do with it?”
Jason hesitated before answering, glancing around the mysterious forest. “Maybe. Helheim’s got its secrets, that’s for sure. I’ve wondered if this place is tied to more than just the Inves and the Lockseeds. It feels like… something bigger is going on here.”
Yoko sighed, her gaze turning forward. “It’s like this place is alive. And whatever it wants, it’s choosing people.”
Jason nodded slowly. “Yeah. And now we’ve got Sid out here, doing who knows what.”
The weight of the situation hung in the air between them. Jason clenched his fists, determination burning in his eyes. “I’m not letting Sid get away with this. Whatever he’s planning, it ends here.”
Yoko smirked, her respect for Jason growing. “Well, I didn’t expect to be riding into battle alongside you, but I have to admit, I’m glad we’re on the same side.”
Jason chuckled softly. “Same here, Yoko. Let’s just hope we can stop Sid before things get worse.”
Jason’s heightened senses kicked in, something off in the air. He motioned to Yoko as he glanced at her, his brow furrowed. “Do you feel that?”
Yoko frowned, and with a swift movement, she directed her Tulip Hopper to scout ahead. The drone zipped forward, scanning the area, and then Yoko’s eyes widened. “We need to move. Quietly.”
The two of them moved stealthily through the underbrush, creeping closer to a clearing where they saw something unusual—an intelligent-looking Inves, but this one wielded a weapon. Jason squinted, unfamiliar with the sight. “What is that thing?”
Yoko grimaced, her voice low. “That’s an Overlord Inves… It’s not like the usual ones. It’s stronger, smarter. This is bad.”
But it wasn’t just the Overlord that caught their attention. Behind it, they spotted Sid, entangled in vines, seemingly manipulated by the creature. The Overlord was using the vines to restrain him, controlling them with ease. Jason’s jaw tightened, but before he could act, another presence entered the scene.
Zangetsu Shin, his armor shining in the faint light, appeared and immediately fired off a volley of sonic arrows, cutting through the vines and freeing Sid from the Overlord’s grasp. “Sid! Get out of here!” Zangetsu Shin ordered.
Sid stumbled free, and the Overlord immediately turned its attention to Zangetsu Shin. Jason and Yoko didn’t hesitate.
“Time to go all out,” Jason muttered, swapping his Lockseed to Dragonfruit. “Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms!”
As the transformation completed, Jason turned to Yoko. “Yoko, I need you in this fight too. Dragoon time!”
Yoko shot him a look of mild exasperation. “Don’t name my forms,” she grumbled, but without hesitation, she transformed into her powerful form: Marika Dragoon. Her red armor glowed as the transformation took place, and she immediately drew her Sonic Arrow, ready for action.
The three Riders, now armed to the teeth, faced the Overlord Inves, but the creature was relentless. Jason created clones using his Jimber Dragon Fruit abilities, and together with Marika, they unleashed a barrage of energy bolts from their Sonic Arrows, trying to keep the Overlord at bay. The blasts of energy struck the Inves repeatedly, but it barely flinched, swatting away the attacks like they were nothing.
Meanwhile, Sid, groggy but freed, was limping away, disappearing into the forest.
Zangetsu Shin joined the fight, clearly surprised to see Jason and Yoko working together. He called out, “Looks like I’m not the only one who’s decided to play nice today.”
Jason chuckled through the comms, his focus still on the Overlord. “Desperate times, Zangetsu.”
But the Overlord was done playing defense. With a powerful sweep of its weapon, it sent all three Riders flying, their bodies crashing through the air. Jason barely had time to recover before he saw Zangetsu Shin leap back to his feet, determination etched into every movement.
"Alright, enough of this,” Zangetsu Shin growled, switching his Lockseed. “Bountiful Melon Arms!”
The massive transformation engulfed Zangetsu Shin as his form shifted. His new armor, reinforced with Bountiful Melon’s resilience, glinted dangerously. He wasted no time, summoning his Melon Gatling and firing rapid, explosive energy blasts at the Overlord Inves.
The Overlord screeched in pain, stumbling as the rapid fire from the Melon Gatling forced it back. Jason and Yoko quickly regrouped, using the moment of distraction.
“Nice shot, Zangetsu!” Jason called out, his own Sonic Arrow ready to fire again.
“Focus!” Yoko snapped, her eyes locked on the Overlord. “This thing’s not down yet!”

After narrowly escaping the Overlord Inves, Zangetsu Shin, Gaim (Jason), and Marika find themselves in a secluded clearing, the heavy silence of the forest surrounding them. The tension from their encounter lingers in the air as they catch their breath.
“What just happened back there?” Zangetsu asks, his brow furrowed in concern. “Why didn’t it pursue us?”
“It’s just as the doctor said,” Marika replies, her voice steady. “They’re Overlords, powerful beings, and their motives might not be solely about destruction.”
Zangetsu glances down, recalling the intensity of the battle. “My Gatling barely held it off,” he mutters, a hint of frustration in his tone. “If we had fought any longer…”
“We can’t afford to think like that,” Gaim interjects, his voice firm. “The Overlords control the forest. If we can negotiate with them, maybe we can find a way to save humanity by stopping this forest invasion.”
Zangetsu looks at Jason, realizing the gravity of his words. “You remember what you told me, Gaim? You said to keep striving to save lives, no matter the odds.” He pauses, weighing the implications. “If this is true, if we can reach the Overlords and convince them to halt their invasion, we could save all of humanity.”
Marika nods, her expression resolute. “It’s a risky move, are you sure you want to pursue that action?”
Zangetsu takes a deep breath, the weight of their mission settling heavily on his shoulders. “We must for all of humanity.”
Gaim considers this, his eyes focused. “We need to show them we’re not a threat. We need to approach them with respect. But we have to be prepared for anything.”
As the tension of their encounter fades, Gaim, Yoko (formerly Marika), and Zangetsu revert to their human forms. The forest feels different now, almost serene, but the weight of their mission still hangs in the air.
Hunter, formerly Zangetsu, takes a moment to catch his breath and look at Jason. “I’m Hunter,” he introduces himself, extending a hand with a determined look in his eyes. “We could save the world if we work together.”
Jason smirks, shaking Hunter's hand firmly. “Just like a comic book, right?” he replies, a hint of excitement in his voice. “Heroes teaming up to fight the big bad.”
Yoko joins in, a playful glint in her eyes. “Yeah, but this isn’t just a story. It’s our reality. If we don’t act, there won’t be any heroes left to tell the tale.”
Hunter nods, feeling the weight of their shared purpose. “Exactly. We need to use every resource we have. Our knowledge, our skills... even our connections. There’s got to be a way to reach out to the Overlords without making it worse.”
Jason and Yoko exchanged serious glances, the urgency of their situation palpable. “Hunter, we have to find Sid,” Jason warned, his voice laced with concern. “He’s dangerous and causing a lot of problems.”
Hunter, known as Zangetsu, nodded, his expression grim. “I know. He’s been manipulating the Inves and causing chaos. If we don’t stop him, who knows what he’ll unleash next?”
“Let’s move, then,” Yoko, also known as Marika, urged, her grip tightening around her Sonic Arrow. “We need to find him before it’s too late.”
The trio pressed onward through the dense forest, their senses heightened. The air was thick with tension, a sense of impending doom hanging over them. After a small while, their instincts proved correct; they were ambushed by a horde of larger Inves—grotesque creatures with sharp claws and menacing glares.
“Get ready!” Jason shouted, raising his arm. “We need to transform!”
The forest erupted with energy as they transformed into their Rider forms: Jason as Gaim, now equipped with the Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms; Yoko as Marika, wielding the powerful Peach Energy Arms; and Hunter as Zangetsu Shin.
“Let’s do this!” Yoko shouted, her Sonic Arrow drawn, the arrowhead gleaming ominously.
With synchronized precision, they clashed with the beasts, their arrows cutting through the air with a resounding twang. The sounds of combat echoed through the trees as they fought valiantly against the overwhelming odds.
Just when it seemed they were gaining the upper hand, a familiar figure emerged from the shadows—Sid, now revealed as Sigurd. “Zangetsu!” he called, his voice dripping with malice. “We need to use this chance to get the power… Sengoku failed.”
“Now isn’t the time, Sid!” Zangetsu retorted, his focus unwavering.
“Always the righteous one, aren’t you?” Sigurd smirked, an unsettling glint in his eyes. “I’ve never really liked you, President.”
Before Zangetsu could react, Sigurd fired a Cherry Energy Full Charge directly at him, the blast sending him careening off the edge of a cliff.
“Zangetsu!” Yoko cried, her heart racing, but she and Jason were too occupied with the remaining Inves to intervene.
With a surge of adrenaline, Zangetsu managed to get back on his feet, determination written across his face. He quickly drew his Sonic Arrow, firing bolts that struck Sigurd and threw off his balance just enough. “You think you can just walk all over us?!” Zangetsu yelled, leaping in for a slash with the blades of his arrow.
Sigurd, feeling the pressure, realized he was outmatched. “This isn’t over,” he muttered, activating a small device attached to his belt. An eerie frequency pulsed through the air, sending the Inves into a frenzy. Zangetsu was trampled underfoot, the chaos allowing Sigurd the opportunity he craved.
“Cherry Energy Squash!” Sigurd shouted, pumping his driver in a display of confidence before striking Zangetsu Shin further into the stampeding Inves.
Hunter, barely conscious and struggling to catch his breath, noticed the chaos unfolding around him but was unable to react. Suddenly, a mysterious figure arrived, commanding attention. An ancient Overlord emerged, brandishing a massive sword resembling a cleaver. The presence of this Overlord sent the other Inves scattering in fear.
“I’m the one you’ve been looking for,” the Overlord declared, radiating golden light.
Sigurd, desperate for power, turned to face him. “What do you want from me?”
Without hesitation, Sigurd lunged forward, but the King of the Overlords stopped him with a mere thought. The air thickened, a palpable weight pressing down on Sigurd as he attempted to fire from his Sonic Arrow. But his arrows froze mid-air, suspended in time.
The King of the Overlords drew his blade with a fluid motion, swinging it at Sigurd. The result was immediate; Sigurd’s armor cleaved effortlessly, and a scream erupted from his lips as blood poured from his body. The sound echoed hauntingly in the forest, his driver flying from his grasp, landing with a dull thud near the creek.
“You are far too weak,” the King of the Overlords stated coldly, the disdain in his voice unmistakable. “You are unworthy of a future.”
“I deserve that power! It’s wasted on you!” Sigurd shouted defiantly, even as the gravity of the situation settled in.
Jason and Yoko watched from the cliff, horrified, as they witnessed the mortally wounded Sid shouting at the Overlord. The ground beneath him began to shift; a rock face opened up, sealing him inside. Sigurd’s cries echoed in the air as the rock face closed around him, trapping him and ultimately killing him.
With Sid’s demise, an eerie silence enveloped the forest. The King of the Overlords turned his gaze, and with a flash of golden light, he took the injured Hunter and disappeared into the depths of the forest.
As the dust settled, Jason and Yoko were left in stunned silence, the weight of their loss heavy in the air. The Genesis Riders, once a formidable force, now lay in ruins, their numbers dwindled, and their future uncertain.
“Sid is gone,” Jason finally spoke, breaking the silence, his voice a low whisper filled with disbelief.
Jason dropped to his knees, the weight of the encounter crashing down on him. He looked up at Yoko, his expression a mixture of confusion and despair. “Was that Overlord the strongest of them all… or are all the Overlords like that?” His voice trembled slightly, the enormity of the situation overwhelming him.
Yoko knelt beside him, placing a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “I’m not sure, Jason. But Sid is gone now. Maybe that Overlord was trying to save Hunter.”
Jason shook his head, struggling to process everything that had just transpired. “If that’s true, maybe we could still reason with the Overlords… if we find them in time.”
Yoko took a deep breath, her mind racing with possibilities.
As Jason and Yoko cautiously made their way back to the battlefield, the remnants of their recent clash weighed heavily on their hearts. The air was thick with tension and the scent of burnt earth, remnants of the chaos that had erupted only hours before. Scanning the area, Jason’s gaze fell on a pile of debris, half-buried under the charred remains of the skirmish.
“Look over there,” he said, pointing toward a shattered object glinting in the early morning light. Yoko squinted and hurried over to investigate. As they approached, they recognized it: the Genesis Driver, but it lay in ruins, wires exposed and pieces scattered. Next to it, the Lockseed was cracked, a few chips missing, yet it shimmered with a faint light.
“Maybe it can still be of use,” Jason suggested, kneeling down to examine it closely. “If we can repair it or salvage some parts…”
As dawn broke, the first light of morning illuminated their path, casting long shadows behind them. They exchanged a few words here and there, but mostly they walked in silence, lost in their thoughts, replaying the events of the previous night in their minds.
Finally, they reached the bustling streets of the city. The vibrant sounds of life began to return, but Jason and Yoko felt an overwhelming sense of weariness that contrasted sharply with the surrounding energy. They pushed on, heading toward the Beat Riders’ headquarters.
Upon entering, they were met with a mixture of curiosity and concern from the other Riders. The tension in the room was palpable, and the atmosphere shifted as they realized Jason and Yoko were returning.
Jason took a deep breath, ready to share the truth of their harrowing ordeal. “It was worse than we imagined,” he began, his voice steady but heavy with emotion. “Sid… he’s gone. We faced an Overlord unlike any we’ve seen before. It took him out before we could intervene.”
Gasps filled the room, the gravity of their words sinking in. “But how?” another Rider pressed.
Yoko stepped in, holding up the remains of the Genesis Driver and Lockseed. “It was all part of something larger. Sid… he was desperate, trying to wield power he didn’t understand. But in the end, it was his downfall.”


Hunter stirred awake, disoriented, the echoes of battle still fresh in his mind. The air was cool and eerily still, a stark contrast to the chaos he had just escaped. As his senses sharpened, he found himself in the ruins of an ancient structure, its crumbling walls standing like forgotten sentinels.
A figure stood nearby, cloaked in shadows, their face hidden beneath a dark hood. The presence radiated an unmistakable power, and Hunter instinctively knew he was in the presence of smething far greater than himself.
“It’s been a while since I found myself interested in any company,” the mysterious Overlord said, their voice smooth yet chilling. Their gaze shifted to the Genesis Driver strapped to Hunter’s waist. “Explain this device of your people.”
Hunter tightened his grip on the Driver, his heart pounding. “It’s a next-generation model,” he began, keeping his voice steady. “It helps us survive the forest. The fruits of the forest transform into Lockseeds, which provide nutrition and, when equipped, grant us armor and weapons to defend ourselves from the Inves.”
The Overlord’s eyes gleamed with intrigue. “Interesting. I’ve never seen these mechanical fruits before, but I’ve been aware of your presence for a long time, human.”
Hunter swallowed, anxiety coursing through him. “Who are you?”
“My name is Rosyuo,” the Overlord said, their voice carrying authority. “I won the battle for my people’s survival, evolving them to live in this forest, which I now rule. But know this—I have no interest in granting the fruit your people seek. Many have come for it, and many have failed.”
Hunter felt the tension grow as Rosyuo continued, their tone grave. “Among my many powers, none can reunite me with those I’ve lost. For the one I love… the fight for this fruit has taken far too much. I won’t burden anyone else with that suffering.”
Confusion washed over Hunter. “You’ve lost someone?”
Rosyuo nodded, their hood casting deeper shadows across their face. “Yes. That loss has shaped my existence. The fruits of this forest bring nothing but ruin to those who covet them.”
Hunter’s desperation flared. “But we need to survive! Without the Lockseeds, we won’t stand a chance against the Inves.”
Rosyuo regarded him with a contemplative look. “Perhaps survival is not the issue. The cost of survival—are you willing to sacrifice more lives for your goals? I’ve seen countless lives destroyed in the pursuit of this power.”
“We don’t want to lose anyone else,” Hunter shot back. “That’s why we fight.”
Rosyuo’s expression softened slightly. “Then consider a different path. Power gained through greed leads only to destruction.”
Hunter’s eyes sparked with hope. “Is there room for negotiation?”
The Overlord nodded, a faint smile touching their lips. “If you are willing to listen, there may be a way forward. But this path will test your resolve. I offer no easy hope.”
Hunter adjusted his grip on the Genesis Driver, determination hardening his features. “I’ll do whatever it takes. I won’t let my people down.”
“Very well,” Rosyuo replied, stepping closer. “But remember, every choice has consequences. Choose wisely, human.”
Rosyuo’s gaze grew more intense as they spoke, their voice filled with ancient authority. “Do not be fooled. The forest is mine to control. But I’ve had little interest in wielding that power. It’s not a gift—it’s a burden that crushes those who seek it.”
Hunter narrowed his eyes. “So, you could stop the forest if you wanted?”
Rosyuo’s lips curled into an enigmatic smile. “Yes. The forest bends to my will. But it grows, consumes, and evolves, just as I did long ago. There’s little purpose in stopping it. The cycle continues whether I act or not.”
Frustration flared in Hunter’s voice. “Then why let it destroy everything if you could end it?”
Rosyuo’s tone turned reflective. “Because true power is not something to be sought lightly. The world has already seen too much destruction caused by ambition. I care only for those who intrigue me, like you.”
Hunter’s eyes sharpened. “And the rest? What about those who want this power?”
Rosyuo’s expression grew cold. “They must pursue it on their own. The forest tests those who seek its fruits. The worthy will gain its power, but they will inherit its burden. Many come for the prize, but few understand the price. They are consumed, just as they sought to consume.”
Hunter stared at the Overlord, the weight of Rosyuo’s words pressing on him. “So you’ll just watch while they destroy themselves?”
Rosyuo’s face darkened. “It is not my concern what happens to those blinded by ambition. The forest demands a price.”
Hunter steeled himself, his voice firm. “Then help me. You survived the forest—teach me how we can survive without destroying everything.”
Rosyuo studied him for a moment, an ancient wisdom in their eyes. “Help you?” A hint of a smile touched their lips again. “Perhaps. But understand this: anyone who seeks the power of the forest must be prepared to fight for it. And I will not stand in their way.”
Hunter’s determination burned in his gaze. ““Gaim can!”
Rosyuo raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the name.




Hannah settled into the couch with Addy snuggled on her lap, her little arms wrapped around her mom's waist. She called out to her husband, "Sean! You and Liam coming?" Sean appeared in the doorway, guiding Liam—still just a little kid in their eyes—over to join them. Liam’s face lit up as he hurried over, settling next to his mom.
“Do you want to hear the story of our dear friend Gaim tonight?” Hannah asked, giving both children a soft smile.
Liam bounced excitedly, "Yes! I love the Gaim stories!" He snuggled up against Hannah, while Addy, wide-eyed and curious, nodded on her mom's lap. Sean, sitting beside them, grinned but added, “You sure? It can be a little scary sometimes.”
Both kids nodded enthusiastically, eager to hear more.
Hannah looked down at them, her voice soft as she began, “Many years ago, before either of you were born, our close friend Jason wished for something very special—he wanted to be a hero. He was always there for our family. When Mommy and Daddy decided to start dating, he was there to cheer us on. He congratulated us when we got engaged and stood by us on our wedding day.”
She glanced at Sean, who smiled fondly at the memories, then continued, “Jason couldn’t wait to meet both of you when you were born. He came to every birthday, every celebration, supporting our family every step of the way. But then, one day... things changed.”
Liam’s eyes widened with excitement, while Addy stared up at her mom, mesmerized.
“One day, Jason walked into a strange forest—a forest unlike any other—and there, he found something amazing. A fruit, full of power.”
Addy, her curiosity piqued, interrupted, “What fruit, Mama?”
Hannah smiled, "An orange." She paused for dramatic effect, letting the weight of her words sink in.
“With that orange, Jason gained an incredible suit of armor, and with it, he could wield twin swords to fight the evil monsters known as the Inves. Do you know what he has to say to use the orange?”
“Henshin!” Addy shouted, her tiny voice filled with excitement.
Sean chuckled. “That’s right, Addy. He says 'henshin' to become a superhero.”
Hannah nodded, picking up where she left off. “Jason became that hero, and he fought the Inves who were hiding in the forest. But soon, those monsters tried to leave the forest, and they wanted to hurt people. But Jason—our Gaim—he stopped them. He stood his ground, and with his twin swords, he protected everyone. He created a barrier to keep the monsters away from us.”
Liam’s eyes sparkled as he shouted, “This is my stage!”
Hannah laughed, ruffling Liam’s hair. “That’s right. He declared to everyone, ‘This is my stage!’ He told all his enemies that this place and these people were under his protection. And after that, he said, ‘I’m Gaim now.’”
Addy’s eyelids began to droop, her little head resting against Hannah’s chest, while Liam, still full of energy, wiggled in his seat, pretending to be Gaim, waving imaginary swords in the air.
Sean smiled at the sight of their children, then looked over at Hannah. “Looks like it’s bedtime for these two.”
Hannah nodded, gently shifting Addy in her arms. “Yeah, I think so.” She watched as Liam’s energy waned, his movements growing slower as his eyes drooped. “I wonder if, when they’re older, we’ll tell them all the details. You know, the parts where things got real bad.”
Sean glanced at her, his expression softening. “Maybe one day. But for now, let’s keep it about the hero and his orange armor. They’ll have time to learn the hard parts when they’re ready.”
Together, they carried the kids to bed, leaving behind the world of Gaim for the night.
Gaim’s story isn't over quite yet.


Lindsay gently wrapped her arms around Jason, feeling the tension in his body as he held her close. When he kissed her, it was different—softer, almost hesitant. He buried his face into her shoulder, and she could sense the weight of something pulling him down. His breathing was slower, more labored, as if he were holding back emotions that threatened to spill out. She was about to ask what was wrong when he spoke, his voice low and strained.
“Sid was bad, but… I saw him get crushed into a rockface. The Overlord just—he opened it up like it was nothing, like doors, and then slammed it shut. It was so violent, Lindsay. And then... he took Hunter with him and disappeared.”
Lindsay felt her heart sink, the severity of what he’d witnessed hitting her hard. She kissed his cheek softly, then held him even tighter, trying to offer comfort through the embrace. “That must’ve been a lot to see, Jason, but Sid made his own choices. You couldn’t have stopped him from doing that. But… who’s Hunter?”
Jason let out a slow breath, his body still tense as he spoke. “Hunter… Zangetsu. We finally started getting along. We were ready to try and talk to the Overlords, to get them to stop the invasion... but now he’s gone. All that’s left is Yoko from the Genesis Riders.”
Lindsay stroked his back gently, her heart breaking for him as he opened up about the loss of his comrades. She knew how much it hurt him to carry the weight of these battles, how much responsibility he felt for everything happening around them. But before she could say anything more, Jason’s voice wavered, his vulnerability cutting through the moment.
“If the Overlords decide to fight, I’ll give everything to stop them. But… I don’t know if I can.”
Lindsay pulled back slightly, just enough to look at him, her fingers brushing through his hair as she whispered, “You’re not alone in this, Jason. You have me, and you have all the Beat Riders. You don’t have to do it all by yourself.”
She pressed her forehead to his, letting him know that she was with him, that no matter what happened, they were in this together.
he Beat Riders sat scattered, their faces heavy with the weight of everything they’d been through. The room was filled with a quiet tension as each of them reflected on the chaos and danger that had unfolded over the past weeks.
Mason leaned against the wall, arms crossed as he glanced over at Yoko. They had seen more than their fair share of battle, but now, the implications of the Overlords weighed heavily on both of them. “If the Overlords see humanity as an enemy… things could escalate fast,” Mason muttered, his voice low but thoughtful.
Yoko, seated nearby, nodded, her expression serious. “It’s not just about fighting anymore,” she replied. “If they decide to wipe us out, it could be on a scale we’ve never seen. The forest is already spreading; it’s only a matter of time before it overtakes more of the city.”
Mason clenched his jaw, frustration simmering beneath his calm exterior. “We’ve got to find another way, or at least buy ourselves time. But with Zangetsu gone…” His voice trailed off as the loss hit him again.
Yoko didn’t respond immediately, her gaze falling to the floor. Zangetsu’s absence was like a shadow over all of them, but they couldn’t afford to be paralyzed by it. “We’ll have to rely on the ones we still have,” she said finally. “We don’t have the luxury of waiting around.”
Meanwhile, Dillon and Joey were sitting together off to the side, their thoughts consumed by their injured friend Alix. Dillon rubbed his face in his hands, trying to shake off the lingering guilt that gnawed at him. “He gave everything for us.” he whispered. “Alix wouldn’t be in that hospital if we’d just protect ourselves.”
Joey shook his head, his expression grim. “We did what we could. The Inves were everywhere. He’s tough; he’ll pull through. But yeah… I keep thinking about what we could’ve done differently.”
Nick, standing by himself, stared at the strange Lockseed he held in his hands. It was one of the last things he had stolen from Dr. Sengoku’s lab, a remnant of the bizarre technology that had thrust them into this conflict. His thumb ran over the ridges of the device as he thought about everything that had happened since he first became a Rider. The Lockseed seemed to hum with an ominous energy, and he wondered what secrets it still held. Could it be the key to something? Or just another part of the nightmare?
While the others reflected on the battles they had fought and the friends they had lost, Lindsay and Jason quietly slipped away. They needed rest—desperately. The strain of everything that had happened was etched into Jason’s face, and Lindsay wasn’t much better off. They left the gathering, heading toward Jason’s apartment for some much-needed sleep.
As they walked, Lindsay’s hand found Jason’s, squeezing it gently. Neither of them spoke, but the silence between them was comfortable. Jason’s apartment felt like a sanctuary compared to the chaos outside, and for a moment, they could just be Jason and Lindsay—two people who had seen too much but still had each other.
As they arrived, Jason unlocked the door, and they stepped inside. For tonight, at least, they could rest.
Lindsay held Jason tightly as he slept, her arms wrapped around him like a shield. His body was so often battered—wrapped in gauze, ace bandages, covered in bruises from the endless battles. She felt a quiet ache in her chest, a need to be here for him, to be his anchor, even though the weight of the world seemed to press down on them both. He needed her, now more than ever, and she wasn’t going anywhere.

As she drifted off into sleep beside him, her mind filled with questions and fears. In the haze of her dream, she found herself face to face with the glowing woman again—the doppelganger who looked exactly like her. It was unsettling, like staring into a mirror that reflected not just her appearance, but something deeper, something darker.

“Why do you have my face?” Lindsay asked, her voice trembling. “How long do we have to keep fighting? Can Jason stop the Overlords?”
The woman with her face smiled, but it wasn’t a comforting smile. It was knowing, enigmatic. “You can’t rule humanity while remaining human,” she replied cryptically, her voice echoing through the dream like a haunting melody. There was a power in her words, a cold truth that sent shivers down Lindsay’s spine.
Suddenly, the dream shifted. Lindsay was no longer standing alone with her doppelganger. She was in a dark, twisted version of the forest—the Inves Forest. Before her stood a massive Inves, towering over her, but not in a threatening way. Cradled in its care was a human, resting as if in some kind of slumber. The sight was bizarre, unsettling, but there was something peaceful about it.
The Inves spoke, its voice deep and resonant, addressing both Lindsay and her doppelganger. “You believe this world has a champion worthy of Helheim’s power?” it rumbled. “The fruit extends its will, I see.”
Lindsay’s heart raced as the Inves continued. “Young woman of humankind, I leave you with this warning: my kind hunger for experience. The battle is only beginning.”
The dream felt heavy with meaning, the cryptic words hanging in the air like a storm cloud. Lindsay wanted to ask more, to understand what it all meant, but the dream began to blur, slipping away as she felt herself waking up. The last thing she saw was her doppelganger, staring back at her with that same strange smile, as if she knew something Lindsay did not.
When Lindsay opened her eyes, Jason was still asleep beside her, his breathing soft and steady. She reached out, brushing a strand of hair from his face, her mind swirling with the remnants of the dream. She couldn’t shake the feeling that things were about to change, and not just for Jason, but for her as well.
The weight of the battle, the Overlords, the cryptic warnings—all of it felt like it was closing in.


The skies over the city turned a strange, sickly hue as the Beat Riders, a group forged to fight a growing threat, found themselves in the middle of an apocalyptic battle. Though they had faced the Inves before, today felt different—a weight hung in the air, a thick tension that made even seasoned fighters like Jason, Yoko, and Mason uneasy.
But this time, it wasn’t just the Inves. Deep in the heart of the Helheim Forest, a terror had been unleashed—Demeshu, the hot-blooded Overlord who once defeated the strongest Riders, had returned. The Shadow Troopers, stationed to burn back the forest’s encroaching vines, were ambushed, their desperate cries filling the comms.
Jason, his face set in grim determination, called out to his comrades. "We don’t have time to hesitate! Let’s take him down!"
Yoko and Mason nodded, and without another word, the trio charged through the forest, their footfalls crushing the strange flora underfoot.
As they neared the clearing, Demeshu stood in the center, his back turned, seemingly uninterested in the Riders rushing toward him. His massive sword rested casually on his shoulder, its blade catching the flickering light of Helheim’s unnatural sun. He tilted his head slightly, acknowledging the Riders’ approach.
Jason didn’t wait for a greeting. "Henshin!" His hand snapped the Dragon Fruit Lockseed into place, the sound of transforming mechanisms echoing as his armor materialized around him—Gaim Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms. His body shone with the vibrant colors of his new form, his twin swords gleaming.
Mason followed immediately, transforming into Baron Shin, the armor coating him in regal, crimson hues, while Yoko became Marika, her streamlined form glowing with deadly precision.
The three charged, their Sonic Arrows drawn and ready. With a synchronized move, they unleashed a barrage of energy arrows at the Overlord, their projectiles cutting through the air like streaks of light.
"Now!" Jason yelled, the arrows exploding into brilliant bursts of energy as they connected with Demeshu.
But Demeshu only laughed—a low, dark rumble that sent a chill through the Riders. He raised his sword and, with a single swipe, deflected the barrage, the energy dissipating harmlessly around him.
"Is this all you’ve got?" Demeshu sneered, his eyes glowing with malice. His voice was a thunderous growl, mocking the Riders. "I expected more from Earth’s supposed champions."
Before they could react, Demeshu leaped forward with incredible speed, closing the gap between them in an instant. His sword came crashing down, aiming for Jason, who barely managed to block with his sonic arrow. The force of the strike sent a shockwave through the ground, shaking the nearby trees and sending Mason and Yoko stumbling back.
Jason grit his teeth, his arms straining under the pressure as Demeshu pressed down harder. The Overlord's strength was overwhelming—far beyond anything they had faced before.
"You’ll need more than fruit to defeat me," Demeshu taunted, pushing Jason back with a brutal shove.
Jason, regaining his footing, gripped his swords tighter. "We’re not backing down."
Mason charged forward, swinging his spear with precision, aiming for Demeshu’s midsection. The Overlord sidestepped easily, but Mason was ready for it. He pivoted mid-strike, using his momentum to drive a knee into Demeshu’s side.
The Overlord grunted, but it didn’t slow him down. With a swift backhand, he sent Mason flying across the clearing, crashing into a tree with enough force to splinter the trunk.
"Mason!" Yoko called out, but she didn’t have time to check on him.
Demeshu turned his attention to her, his grin widening. "Let’s see how you handle this!"
He swung his sword in a wide arc, a powerful slash that sent a wave of destructive energy tearing through the ground. Yoko flipped backward, narrowly avoiding the wave, but the blast tore through everything in its path, leaving a deep scar in the earth.
"He’s too strong!" Yoko yelled as she landed, her heart racing.
Jason, still catching his breath from the earlier clash, nodded grimly. "We need to find an opening—something we can exploit."
Before they could regroup, Demeshu raised his sword high into the air. With a roar, he slashed through the fabric of reality itself, opening a massive rift in the sky. Jason's eyes widened as Demeshu leaped through it, vanishing into the tear, leaving them momentarily stunned.
"What the hell—?" Mason muttered as he pulled himself up, clutching his side in pain.
Suddenly, a surge of Helheim vines erupted from the rift, spilling out into the city streets below. The vines spread rapidly, snaking across the ground and wrapping around buildings, transforming the urban landscape into a nightmarish extension of the forest. And from the rift, the Inves began to pour out.
Thousands of them.
The streets were filled with their monstrous forms, swarming through the city, attacking anything in sight. The civilians fled in terror, screaming as the creatures overtook the streets.
"We’ve got to stop this!" Jason yelled, his voice filled with desperation.
Without hesitation, the Riders launched into action, chasing Demeshu through the rift into the heart of the city. As they landed on the pavement below, the chaos unfolded around them. The Inves were everywhere, attacking law enforcement, civilians, and even the mass-produced Shadow Troopers.
Yoko fired her Sonic Arrow, taking out a cluster of Inves before they could break into a nearby building. Mason swung his Sonic Arrow, cutting through another group, but even with their combined efforts, it was clear they were outnumbered.
"We can’t keep this up!" Yoko shouted, her breath labored. "There’s too many!"
At that moment, reinforcements arrived. Nick, transformed into Ryugen Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, appeared on the scene, firing energy bolts from his bow. Dillon, in his Knuckle Jimber Chestnut Arms, followed suit, using his heavy gauntlets to crush any Inves that dared approach. Joey, though less experienced, joined them in his Acorn Arms, swinging his weapons with all the strength he could muster.
"We’re here to help!" Nick called out, already launching arrows into the swarm.
The group of Riders fought with everything they had. Energy arrows rained down on the Inves, explosions tearing through the streets as Dillon’s heavy fists sent shockwaves through the ground. Joey ducked and weaved between attacks, using his agility to keep the creatures off balance.
But for every Inves they defeated, more seemed to crawl out from the growing vines of Helheim. The city was quickly becoming a battlefield, and even with the additional Riders, the tide wasn’t turning in their favor.
"We’re losing ground," Jason muttered under his breath, his eyes darting between his comrades and the horde of Inves. "We need a plan."
"We’ll be overrun if this keeps up," Dillon grunted, crushing another Inves with a heavy punch.
Suddenly, above them, Demeshu appeared once more, standing atop a building overtaken by Helheim’s vines. His laughter echoed across the city, and with a wave of his hand, more Inves poured through the rift.
"Your world is finished!" Demeshu roared, his voice full of twisted glee. "Helheim’s power will consume everything!"
Jason's heart sank as he looked around at the devastation. Buildings were collapsing under the weight of Helheim’s vines, fires burned in the distance, and the streets were filled with the screams of terrified civilians.
"Is this the end?" Jason thought to himself, his hands tightening around his weapon. "Is this what we’ve been fighting for?"
But then, through the chaos, a flicker of resolve ignited within him. He couldn’t give up—not now. Not while there were still people to protect.
"We’re not done yet!" Jason shouted, his voice carrying through the battlefield. "This is still our stage!"
With renewed determination, Jason, Yoko, Mason, and the others prepared for the final stand. Demeshu’s invasion had pushed them to the brink, but they wouldn’t back down. Not now. Not ever.
The sky above the city darkened further as Demushu, the bloodthirsty Overlord, began his rampage. He wasn’t just fighting—he was toying with the world around him. With each swing of his blade, buildings crumbled like fragile sandcastles, and the once-bustling streets were torn apart by the sheer force of his strikes. Explosions rocked the cityscape as fire, debris, and Helheim vines mingled in chaotic destruction.
To Demushu, it was as if he were a curious god, experimenting with the world beneath his feet, testing its limits and indulging in the chaos he created. But to the Beat Riders, it was an absolute nightmare.
Jason’s heart pounded as he watched the Overlord lay waste to everything in his path. His mind raced, the destruction in front of him an all-too-clear reminder of what was at stake. He could feel the weight of the world pressing down on him, the lives of every person in the city, in the world, hanging in the balance.
But Jason wasn’t going to let it end like this.
"I won’t allow this!" Jason shouted, his voice rising above the chaos.
Beside him, Mason—as Baron Shin—stood ready. The two exchanged a look, a silent agreement passing between them. This was it. This was the moment they had to give everything. No more holding back.
Without hesitation, they both grabbed their strongest Lockseeds. The power they were about to unleash was immense—overwhelming even—but there was no other choice.
Jason raised his Triumphant Arms Lockseed, his body glowing with a radiant light as the transformation began. His armor evolved, shifting and reshaping itself into its final, most powerful form—Gaim Triumphant Arms. His orange armor gleamed with a resplendent energy, the once simple warrior now transformed into a stalwart general.
At the same time, Mason activated the Forbidden Fruit Lockseed, an token of immense, dangerous power. As it locked into place, a dark, ominous energy enveloped him. His armor twisted into something regal yet foreboding—Sir Baron, the true embodiment of the warrior he had become. The forbidden power coursed through him, a risk he had taken willingly for the sake of this battle.
Both Riders stood transformed, their power radiating through the battlefield like a beacon of hope amidst the chaos. And now, they were ready to face Demushu with everything they had.
"Demushu!" Jason shouted, his voice filled with defiance. "This ends now!"
Demushu turned to face them, his wild eyes narrowing in amusement. "Ah, more tricks from the humans. You think your fruit can stand against me?" He raised his massive sword, the blade humming with power. "Come, then! Show me your strength!"
Without another word, Jason and Mason charged forward together, their movements perfectly in sync. Jason’s Triumphant Arms wielded twin flagss that shimmered with flaming light, while Mason’s Sir Baron bringer and shield was a crimson weapon, burning with forbidden energy.
They attacked simultaneously.
Jason led with a series of quick, precise strikes, his flags bludgeoning through the air with lightning speed. Each hit sent a wave of orange energy crashing against Demushu’s armor, but the Overlord met him head-on, his sword blocking the blows with ease. Jason gritted his teeth, pushing harder, his flags sparking as they clashed with Demushu’s.
"Demushu!" Jason called out, his voice firm. "The more you knock me down. The higher I'll raise my flag!"
The Overlord turned, his wild eyes gleaming with amusement. "Humans... always so eager to die." He raised his massive blade, grinning like a beast hungry for blood. "Come, then! Let’s see what you’ve got!"
Jason and Mason charged forward, each attacking in unison. Jason’s twin flags whirled through the air, each strike laced with the bright, orange energy that symbolized his fighting spirit. He moved with speed and precision, the flags spinning in his hands as they cut through the air like whips. Each blow sent a wave of orange power crashing against Demushu’s body, but the Overlord blocked with his sword, barely breaking a sweat.
"You think this is enough to stop me?" Demushu sneered as he deflected Jason’s strikes.
At the same time, Mason engaged Demushu from the opposite side. His crimson sword blazed with fiery intensity as he swung it down toward the Overlord, aiming for his midsection. The clash of steel against steel sent sparks flying, and the ground trembled beneath the weight of the impact.
Demushu laughed, shoving both Riders back with a single powerful swing. "Is this all humanity has to offer?!" He lifted his blade high and slammed it into the ground, causing fissures to tear through the battlefield, cracking the earth asunder.
Jason quickly leapt over the fissures, spinning his flags in a wide arc to deflect debris as he landed. His feet barely touched the ground before he was on the move again, darting toward Demushu with renewed vigor. "I won’t give up!" he shouted, his voice filled with resolve.
He attacked again, this time using his twin flags to block Demushu’s powerful sword strikes, deflecting the Overlord’s blows as he pushed forward. Each flag burned with the strength of his orange power, and though Demushu’s strength was overwhelming, Jason refused to back down. With a sudden burst of speed, Jason spun around Demushu, his flags slashing at the Overlord’s exposed side.
At the same moment, Mason thrust his sword forward, flames roaring along the blade as it drove into Demushu’s chest. "Burn!" Mason yelled, his voice filled with the intensity of the fire coursing through his weapon.
The impact forced Demushu back, his armor glowing red-hot from the heat of Mason’s attack. For the first time, the Overlord seemed to feel the weight of their combined strength.
But Demushu was far from defeated. With a growl of anger, he swung his massive sword in a wide arc, forcing both Riders to dodge out of the way. "Enough of this!" he roared, his voice shaking the battlefield. He raised his hand, and with a single gesture, the sky above them tore open. "You’ll see what true power looks like!"
A rift in space appeared above the city, and from it poured countless Inves, their monstrous forms swarming out of the sky like a plague. At the same time, Helheim vines began to spread, wrapping around buildings and consuming everything in their path.
Jason’s eyes widened. "He’s... bringing more to the city!"
The streets were soon flooded with chaos as the Inves began their attack, overwhelming the city’s defenders. The Shadow Troopers and law enforcement fought valiantly, but they were no match for the sheer numbers and strength of the invaders. The situation was spiraling out of control.
But Jason and Mason had no time to worry about the others—they had to stop Demushu, no matter what.
"We have to end this now!" Jason shouted, his twin flags glowing brighter as he prepared for the final assault.
Mason nodded, his sword burning even hotter. "Let’s do it!"
The two Riders charged at Demushu together, attacking with everything they had. Jason’s twin flags lashed out, striking with the full force of his will, while Mason’s sword and shield created a blazing whirlwind of flames, each strike intended to bring the Overlord down once and for all.
Demushu swung his massive blade, but Jason’s flags blocked it just in time, the energy from his Orange Power holding strong. With a swift motion, Jason twisted the flags and knocked the blade away, leaving an opening for Mason.
"Now!" Jason shouted.
The sky over the city was dark, filled with swirling clouds as the battle between Riders and Overlords continued to escalate. The destruction Demushu had unleashed was staggering, but Jason and Mason—Gaim and Sir Baron—weren’t backing down. This was the moment where they had to give it everything they had.
Demushu stood before them, grinning with that sadistic curiosity in his eyes, his blade dripping with raw energy. He swung his sword lazily, as if daring them to try again.
"Let’s end this," Jason said through gritted teeth, his body aching from the constant fight but his spirit burning brighter than ever.
Mason nodded. "We can’t let him tear the city apart."
Both Riders were ready to unleash their ultimate power. With a quick motion, Sir Baron pumped his driver twice. The sound of his Forbidden Fruit Sparking echoed across the battlefield, a thunderous roar as his sword ignited in a blazing inferno of crimson flames. The air around him shimmered with heat, the flames dancing off his armor as if hungry for destruction.
Jason, not one to be left behind, drew out his Matchlock DJ Gun. He attached his Lockseed, and the weapon hummed with energy. "Triumphant Maximum Charge!" it declared, the power surging through the gun. The barrel began to glow as orange energy gathered at its tip, preparing to unleash a devastating blast.
Sir Baron charged first, his flaming sword cutting through the air in a wide arc. "Let’s see how you handle this!" he shouted, bringing the sword down with all his strength. The flames erupted as he slashed Demushu, enveloping the Overlord in a raging inferno.
At the same time, Gaim leveled his Matchlock DJ Gun and squeezed the trigger. A beam of pure orange energy shot forward, slamming into Demushu and sending him flying back with explosive force.
"We did it!" Mason exclaimed, feeling the adrenaline of the moment.
But their victory was short-lived. To their shock, Demushu stood back up, laughing maniacally. His body, battered and scorched, began to regenerate as though their most powerful attacks were nothing more than an annoyance. His wild eyes flashed with madness as he lifted his blade.
"You think this is enough to stop me?" Demushu sneered, swinging his sword with terrifying speed.
A shockwave exploded from the strike, the sheer force of it knocking both Gaim and Sir Baron back, sending them crashing into the ground. Jason groaned, struggling to rise as Demushu closed the distance.
Jason managed to draw his Unrivaled Saber, the blade gleaming in his hand as he slashed at Demushu in a desperate bid to turn the tide. But before he could land a meaningful blow, Demushu spotted something—innocent civilians caught in the crossfire, trying to flee the chaos.
Mason surged forward, his sword burning with crimson fire, and swung it down with all his might. The blade struck true, crashing into Demushu’s chest with a fiery explosion. The Overlord roared in pain as the flames consumed him, his body beginning to crack under the pressure.
But it wasn’t enough.
Jason clenched his fists, determination burning in his eyes. "We’re not giving up!" He crossed his saber in front of him, channeling the full power of his energy.
With a cruel smile, Demushu raised his hand and fired a burst of flames directly at fleeing citizens.
The sky over the city was dark, filled with swirling clouds as the battle between Riders and Overlords continued to escalate. The destruction Demushu had unleashed was staggering, but Jason and Mason—Gaim and Sir Baron—weren’t backing down. This was the moment where they had to give it everything they had.
With a cruel smile, Demushu raised his hand and fired a burst of flames directly at them.
"No!" Jason screamed, and without thinking, he threw himself in front of the flames, his body taking the full force of the attack. The inferno engulfed him, his armor burning as the flames seared through his skin. Pain tore through him, but Jason didn’t move. He couldn’t let those people die.
Demushu, not one to waste an opportunity, charged forward and began slashing at Gaim relentlessly. Each strike was brutal, hammering into Jason’s already injured form, his body barely able to withstand the onslaught. Finally, with a powerful slash, Demushu sent Jason flying through the air, smashing him into the ground with a thunderous explosion.
"Jason!" Mason shouted as he watched his friend’s body crumple to the ground, smoke rising from the impact.
Sir Baron knew he had to act fast. He couldn’t let Jason die here, not like this. He wanted to keep fighting, to bring Demushu down once and for all, but the odds were stacked against them. Their strongest assaults hadn’t been enough. He had to make a decision.
Gritting his teeth, Mason ran toward Jason’s limp form, grabbing him and pulling him over his shoulder. He cast one last look at Demushu, who was now laughing at their retreat. Maybe, just maybe, he could finish this. But there were too many civilians still at risk, and Jason needed help immediately.
"Not today," Mason muttered, making his decision.
At Jason’s apartment, Lindsay had been anxiously watching the news as reports of the invasion poured in. Her heart sank when she saw the devastation spreading through the city, knowing that Jason and the others were out there in the thick of it.
Her worry turned to panic when she heard a knock at the door. She rushed to open it, only to find Mason standing there, his armor battered and his face lined with exhaustion. He was holding Jason’s unconscious body in his arms.
"Jason!" Lindsay gasped, rushing forward to take him from Mason.
"He’ll be alright," Mason said, though his voice was uncertain. "But we were outmatched today. I had to get him out."
Tears welled in Lindsay’s eyes as she cradled Jason’s head in her lap, her hands trembling as she brushed the hair from his sweat-soaked forehead. "He’s always giving everything he has," she whispered, her voice breaking. "But what if it’s not enough next time?"
Mason placed a hand on her shoulder, offering what little comfort he could. "We’ll find a way. We have to."
Lindsay nodded, her heart heavy. But as she looked down at Jason’s bruised and battered face, she knew one thing for certain she would stay by his side, no matter how dark the road ahead became.
And somewhere in the distance, the ominous laughter of Demushu echoed through the ruins of the city. The battle was far from over.
The remnants of the city lay in ruins, smoke billowing from the remains of buildings as the sun struggled to break through the haze of despair. The Beat Riders, battered and weary, regrouped in a makeshift safe zone. Jason and Alix were out of the fight, and the air was thick with tension as they assessed their dwindling options.
“We’ve taken quite a beating,” Mason remarked, trying to catch his breath. His armor, once gleaming, was now scuffed and scratched from the brutal encounters with Demushu and his minions. Around him, the others looked just as worn: Yoko’s expression was set with determination, but her eyes reflected exhaustion, while Nick held his side, wincing from a deep cut that hadn’t healed yet.
The Inves invasion had slowed, but the threat wasn’t gone. “It’s only a matter of time before they come at us again,” Dillon noted grimly, scanning the surroundings for any signs of movement. He had seen enough battles to recognize the calm before the storm.
“With Gaim and Bravo out, we have no choice but to step up,” Joey said, clenching his fists as he prepared for what was to come.
Mason adjusted his stance, determination settling in. “Alright, then. Let’s henshin!”
In unison, the Riders called out their transformations.
“Henshin!”
The air shimmered as their armor materialized around them, each Rider assuming their battle-ready forms: Mason became Baron Shin, clad in sleek armor that gleamed with determination; Yoko transformed into Marika, her bow at the ready; Nick took on the strong, unyielding form of Ryugen; Dillon embodied the fierce spirit of Knuckle; and Joey shifted into Gridon. Together, they radiated a powerful aura, prepared to confront the darkness ahead.
The Riders formed a protective circle with their backs to each other, breathing in unison as they faced the incoming threat. Just as the atmosphere thickened with dread, a flicker of movement caught Yoko’s attention.
“They’re coming!” she shouted, raising her bow.
All at once, the swarms of Inves poured into view, their monstrous forms slithering through the debris and toward the Riders with a primal hunger. The air buzzed with an ominous energy as the first wave approached, and the Riders braced for impact.
“We won’t let them through!” Mason shouted, drawing his Sonic Arrow and loading it with energy.
With a fierce determination, Mason pulled back on the weapon and released. “Sonic Arrow!” he declared as a burst of vibrant energy erupted from the arrowhead, sending arcs of energy slashing through the air. Each arrow found its target, cutting through the Inves with explosive precision, sending them staggering back.
“Keep moving!” Mason called, firing another wave of energy arrows. The shockwaves from his strikes rippled outward, pushing back the encroaching Inves and buying the Riders precious moments.
Yoko, inspired by Mason’s lead, unleashed her own barrage of arrows, each one glowing with power as they flew straight and true. The Inves began to hesitate, their monstrous instincts confused by the barrage of energy raining down upon them.
But the sheer number of Inves was staggering, and for every one they took down, two more seemed to take its place. Suddenly, in the midst of the chaos, a familiar figure leapt into the fray. Alix had arrived, transforming into Bravo, his sleek armor glinting as he landed gracefully beside his comrades.
“You guys look like you could use some help!” he quipped, flashing a confident grin despite the dire situation.
The sight of Alix reignited a spark of hope within the weary Riders. They hadn’t given up yet, and with Bravo back in the fight, they felt bolstered.
“Let’s push back!” Dillon shouted, his voice cutting through the din.
With renewed vigor, the Riders reformed their circle, now strengthened by Bravo’s presence. Alix immediately began to engage the Inves, his Bravo form dancing among the monsters like a storm, turning the tide slightly in their favor.
“We’ll hold this line together!” Mason called out, focusing on protecting his teammates as they worked in tandem, coordinating their strikes.
Yoko’s energy arrows flew, Nick’s fists pounded, and Joey held the line with sheer force, each Rider drawing on the last reserves of their energy. They knew that this could be their final stand, but they were ready to give it everything they had to protect their city.
As waves of Inves crashed against their defenses, the Riders fought valiantly, their spirits ignited by the camaraderie forged in the heat of battle. But with each passing moment, the overwhelming numbers began to wear on them. Alix gritted his teeth as he saw the Riders falter slightly under the strain.
“We can’t let them break us!” Alix shouted, rallying his teammates.
“We’re not done yet!” Mason replied fiercely, determination blazing in his eyes. “We fight together or not at all!”
As the Riders held the line against the relentless swarm of Inves, a new shadow emerged from the chaos—Demushu, the hot-blooded Overlord, had arrived. He towered over the battlefield, a menacing figure exuding an aura of destruction. The ground trembled beneath his feet as he surveyed the scene, eyes glinting with a cruel curiosity.
“Well, well, well,” Demushu taunted, his voice a deep rumble that sent chills down the spines of the Riders. “What a pitiful display of humanity. Let’s see how long you can withstand the power of Helheim!”
Without warning, he lunged forward, swinging his massive sword with a violent arc. The sheer force of his attack sent shockwaves through the air, knocking several Riders off their feet and scattering them like leaves caught in a storm.
“Stay together!” Mason shouted, struggling to regain his footing as he felt the ground shake beneath him. “We have to regroup!”
“We won’t let him push us back!” Yoko growled, her determination flaring as she prepared to transform.
With a collective shout, the Riders powered up, their resolve solidifying in the face of the oncoming storm.
“Henshin!” they cried, their voices echoing through the chaos.
“Sir Baron,Marika Dragoon, Ryugen Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, Knuckle Jimber Chestnut Arm! Take the battlefield.
As the Riders regrouped, Yoko pulled the Genesis Core from Sid’s broken driver, tossing it toward Alix. “Catch!”
“I’ve got it!” Alix shouted, catching the unit and quickly activating it. “Bravo Jimber Melon Arms!” With that, Alix transformed, his armor becoming more vibrant and powerful, bolstered by the Genesis Core.
Now armed with their upgraded forms, the Riders charged at Demushu, a united front against the Overlord. They unleashed a hail of arrows, each shot imbued with their determination and desperation. The energy arrows shot through the air, striking Demushu and leaving sizzling marks across his monstrous frame.
“You think this will stop me?” Demushu roared, his laughter echoing through the battlefield as he brushed off their attacks. He retaliated with swift, brutal strikes, his sword cutting through the air with terrifying speed.
Mason ducked just in time, his Sonic Arrow at the ready. He fired a volley of energy arrows, each one aimed with precision, striking Demushu in the side and causing him to stumble momentarily.
“Now’s our chance!” Yoko shouted, her determination fueling her next move. She leaped into the air, as Marika Dragoon, and unleashed a barrage of energy blasts.
“We can’t let up!” Dillon roared as he charged forward, fists blazing with power. He struck Demushu repeatedly, his fists connecting with the Overlord’s body, but the damage seemed minimal, like trying to chip away at a mountain.
As the Riders attacked with everything they had, the realization set in—while their attacks were causing damage, Demushu was still standing strong. The Overlord seemed unfazed, even as flames erupted around him, the heat emanating from his body searing the air.
“Is this all you’ve got?” Demushu mocked, his voice dripping with contempt. He swung his sword, creating a wave of dark energy that sent the Riders sprawling.
“We have to work together!” Mason urged, trying to rally his teammates. “We have to find a way to break through his defenses!”
As they struggled to regroup, Demushu’s grin widened, relishing in their desperation. He swung his sword once more, sending another shockwave rippling toward the Riders, knocking them further back.
The scene was dire, but they weren’t finished yet.
“We’ll find a way!” Alix shouted, determination shining in his eyes as he regained his footing. “Let’s combine our strengths! Together!”
“On three!” Mason called out, and the Riders nodded, their hearts pounding as they prepared for one last coordinated assault against the Overlord.
“One… two… three!” they shouted, unleashing their attacks in unison, a storm of energy arrows and powerful strikes converging upon Demushu in a dazzling display of light and power.

Back at Jason's apartment, the atmosphere was thick with tension and worry. Lindsay sat beside her injured boyfriend, gently tending to his wounds with a soft touch. The dim light from the lamp cast shadows across Jason’s bruised form, highlighting the toll the battle had taken on him. She felt a mix of fear and determination, knowing that he needed to recover quickly to face the growing threat outside.
Just as she was finishing up, Jason began to stir, his eyelids fluttering open. The moment felt surreal, as if time had slowed down. Lindsay's heart raced; she was relieved to see him awake. But before she could say anything, the glowing woman appeared before them, ethereal and radiant.
"The forest bends to the will of its rulers," she intoned, her voice a melodious chime that filled the room. "Are you ready to take hold of your future?"
Jason and Lindsay exchanged confused glances, the weight of her words heavy in the air. Jason struggled to sit up, wincing as pain shot through him. "What do you mean?" he croaked, his voice hoarse. "I thought they could control the forest. Why do they have to attack? Why can’t they just leave us be?"
"The forest rulers are lazy," the shining woman replied, her gaze piercing yet understanding. "But you cannot rule humanity and remain human."
Frustration bubbled within Jason and Lindsay, their exhaustion amplifying their irritation. “What does that even mean?” Lindsay exclaimed, clenching her fists.
The glowing woman held out her hand, revealing a shimmering light that pulsated softly. "Will you evolve or perish with the rest?" she asked, her voice inviting yet firm.
Jason's eyes widened as he stared at the luminous seed. Instinctively, he reached for it, his heart pounding. The moment his fingers made contact, a surge of energy coursed through him, overwhelming his senses. It felt almost painful, but not physically—more like a deep, spiritual awakening.
“Stop, Jason!” Lindsay urged, panic creeping into her voice. “It’s too much! You can’t handle this!”
But Jason, determined and resolute, shook his head. “I need to take it,” he insisted, his voice strained but filled with conviction. “I have to protect everyone!”
Lindsay, unwilling to let him go through this alone, clasped his hand and together they gripped the glowing item. The mysterious woman, who bore such a striking resemblance to Lindsay, watched them with a soft smile, her eyes reflecting their determination.
They pulled together with all their might. It's radiance surged through both of them. Together as a team, together they would accept this power.
“Stop the forest yourself, Gaim,” she encouraged, her voice growing softer yet more powerful. Jason gritted his teeth, fighting through the surge of energy that threatened to consume him. “I’ll do anything to save them all!” he declared, and with one final effort, they drew the item from her hand.
As they fell back, the seed floated in mid-air, pulsating with a vibrant energy before transforming into a strange-looking Lockseed that gently descended into Jason’s grasp. It felt warm, alive, as if it were resonating with his very essence.
“Go,” Lindsay urged, her eyes filled with both pride and concern. “They need you, Jason.”
With a final nod, Jason set off, determined to harness the power of this new Lockseed, ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. As he stepped forward, the glowing woman began to fade, her presence lingering in the air like a gentle breeze.
“I believe in you, my love,” she whispered, her voice echoing softly in Jason's mind as she disappeared, leaving behind an aura of hope.
Despite their upgrades, the riders found themselves battered and overwhelmed by Demushu's relentless onslaught. Even with their combined Genesis-type powers, every strike they made seemed futile. The ground seemed more eager to catch them than their attacks were to reach the Overlord. Demushu’s raw strength and speed were unlike anything they had faced before, and no matter how hard they tried, he easily sent them flying with every move.
Among them, only Sir Baron managed to stand his ground. His crimson sword clashed with Demushu's heavy strikes, his shield absorbing blow after blow. Flames from his blade flared with each counterattack, but it was clear—Mason was nearing his limit. His muscles screamed in protest, and his breath came in ragged gasps, yet he fought on. Tucking and rolling under Demushu’s massive swings, he knew this fight was slipping out of their grasp.
"Come on!" Mason grunted, blocking another powerful strike with his shield, the force knocking him back. "Is this all you’ve got, Demushu?! You’re gonna have to do better than that!"
Demushu laughed, an unsettling sound that echoed across the battlefield. "Humans… so weak, yet you still struggle. How amusing!" His voice dripped with contempt as he swung his blade, forcing Mason back further.
But then, a surge of energy caught the Overlord’s attention. From behind, Jason came sprinting down the street, determination burning in his eyes. Demushu turned just in time to see Jason launch himself into the air, mid-leap shouting, "Henshin!"
In a flash of light, Jason transformed into Gaim—Triumphant Arms. His orange armor glinted as he swung his unrivaled saber, slashing across Demushu’s chest in a powerful opening strike. The Overlord stumbled back, momentarily surprised by the ferocity.
"You again!" Demushu snarled. "You think you can stop me?!"
Jason didn’t respond. His eyes narrowed as he drew closer, but before he could land another hit, Demushu sent a burst of flames toward him. The fire roared as it wrapped around Gaim’s form. But Jason remained calm. Without hesitation, he reached for the new Lockseed he had received, activating it as it announced:
"Fruit Basket!"
Instantly, the flames dissipated, snuffed out as if they had never existed. Above, shimmering constructs of all the riders' fruit powers appeared in the sky, forming an ethereal circle around Gaim. It was as though every rider’s strength had gathered in solidarity with him. A key emerged from the new Lockseed, glowing with untapped power.
Jason grabbed the key, inserting it into his Triumphant Lockseed, twisting it with purpose. The locks flipped down further, the mechanism clanking as it powered up. The moment hung in the air before the system declared: "Zenith Arms."
A brilliant, prismatic light burst outward, enveloping Jason in its radiance. The fruit constructs merged with his body, and when the light dimmed, Gaim stood transformed. His new armor gleamed, a sleek, slimming silver that caught the light in mesmerizing ways. A rainbow-colored visor covered his eyes, reflecting the brilliance of the Beat Riders' emblem emblazoned on his crested helm. His torso armor was adorned with vibrant fruit motifs, a medley of colors and shapes that symbolize unity and power. Behind him, a regal black-and-red cape cascaded down, fluttering gently in the aftermath of his transformation.
In this new form, War Shogun Gaim, Jason radiated authority, his very presence commanding attention. He wasn’t just a rider anymore—he was a symbol, a beacon of hope, and a silver savior of humanity.
Sir Baron took a step back, momentarily stunned by the sheer power emanating from Jason. The battlefield seemed to pause, as if the world itself was acknowledging the arrival of this new force. Even Demushu, arrogant and bloodthirsty, hesitated for a split second, sensing that something monumental had shifted.
Jason’s voice cut through the silence, calm but filled with purpose. His eyes locked onto Demushu, unshaken by the danger before him.
"This is my stage!" he declared, his words echoing through the streets, filled with the conviction of someone who had decided his path. War Shogun Gaim, a warrior imbued with the power of the fruits of Helheim and the hopes of humanity, prepared to face the Overlord head-on.
Demushu's vicious attacks continued, but Jason, now fully empowered in his Zenith Arms, easily countered each blow with his Unrivaled Saber. The Overlord’s fiery blade crashed against Gaim's defense, yet every strike was met with an almost effortless block, Jason's movements fluid and precise. The clash of steel sent sparks flying as Gaim parried and twisted away, leaving Demushu momentarily exposed.
Jason seized the opportunity. With a swift twist of his new Lockseed, his Orange Slasher materialized in his other hand. Without missing a beat, he struck, the blade slicing through the Overlord's defenses with an elegance that belied its power. Demushu stumbled, clearly taken aback by the sudden shift in momentum.
Not giving his opponent a moment to recover, Jason twisted the Lockseed again, summoning the Melon Defender in his left hand and the Grape Dragon Gun to his right. He blocked Demushu's counterattack with the shield, absorbing the full brunt of the force, then fired the Dragon Cannon, sending a concentrated blast of energy straight into the Overlord’s chest. Demushu staggered backward, a growl of frustration escaping his lips.
Jason didn’t let up. With a flick of his wrist, he swapped between weapons, showcasing his newfound arsenal with speed and mastery. The Shadow Pine, Durian Saws, Sonic Arrow, and Banana Lance all appeared in his hands in rapid succession, each one striking Demushu with deadly precision. The Overlord, who had seemed invincible mere moments ago, was now on the defensive, unable to keep up with the relentless onslaught. Jason's control of these various weapons astonished the other Beat Riders, who watched in awe as their friend dominated the battlefield with ease.
Mason, still recovering from the earlier battle, muttered in disbelief, “He’s using all of our weapons… all of our powers. How is he doing this?”
Yoko, eyes wide, shook her head. “That’s not just power—it’s mastery. He’s unlocked something none of us could even imagine.”
Jason, now wielding the Banana Lance, flips the lever on his driver twice, initiating a devastating move. The system declared, "Zenith Au Lait!" With a powerful stab, Jason drove the Banana Lance into the ground. Rainbow-colored spikes, shaped like bananas, erupted from the earth, surging toward Demushu with terrifying speed. The radiant constructs pierced the Overlord, clamping down on him with unrelenting force. Demushu let out a bellow of pain and fury, struggling against the binds that held him in place.
The riders looked on in stunned silence. The Silver Warrior—War Shogun Gaim—was unlike anything they had ever seen. A true master of every fruit power, a beacon of hope amid the chaos.
But Jason wasn’t finished yet.
Summoning his Ultimate Orange Saber, he stood tall, flipping the lever on his driver three times. The system declared its final attack: "Zenith Sparking!" His saber burned with prismatic energy, the embodiment of every fruit power he had called upon. With a powerful swing, Jason unleashed a devastating wave of blazing fruit energy, the vibrant attack cleaving through Demushu.
The Overlord’s roar of defiance echoed across the battlefield as the attack engulfed him, the fruits' radiant light consuming his form. In an instant, Demushu was no more—vanquished by the sheer might of Jason’s new power. The Overlord crumbled into nothingness, leaving behind only silence and the awestruck gaze of the remaining Beat Riders.
The battlefield was eerily still as Jason stood victorious, his armor shimmering under the sunlight. The fruits of his efforts—both literal and metaphorical—surrounded him in their brilliant light. He breathed heavily but remained steadfast, his eyes scanning the aftermath of the battle.
Mason, still catching his breath, slowly rose to his feet. “He… did it,” he whispered, barely able to comprehend the scene before him.
Yoko stepped forward, her eyes wide with amazement. “Jason… you’re a miracle.”
Nick, speechless, simply stared, his mind racing as he tried to process what had just occurred.
Jason, however, said nothing. He stood silently, his chest rising and falling with deep breaths. The weight of the battle—and the new power he now wielded—rested heavily on his shoulders. But in that moment, he knew one thing for certain: the fight wasn’t over. This victory, though monumental, was just one step in a far greater war.
The Beat Riders gathered in Alix Bakery/ Cafe, their faces worn but their spirits lifted. After the battle with Demushu and the overwhelming victory brought by Jason’s newfound Zenith Arms form, there was a sense of triumph in the air. Alix had returned, recovered and back in the fight, much to everyone’s relief. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, they had reason to celebrate—even if the war was far from over.
Mason, ever the realist, leaned against the wall, arms crossed. "We’ve got Alix back, and Jason’s new power is a game-changer, but let’s not kid ourselves—this was just one fight. Demushu’s gone, but there are more Overlords out there. And who knows what else is coming."
Alix, now in better spirits and fully healed, nodded. "He’s right. This isn’t over. The city’s still crawling with Inves, and the forest is spreading faster every day. People are scared, and we’re all they have."
Nick grinned. "So, we give them hell?"
Jason smiled back, his resolve stronger than ever. "No. We show them this is our stage."
The riders cheered, their spirits high despite the storm on the horizon. But even as they celebrated, they knew the war was far from over. The Overlords were still out there, lurking in the shadows of the forest, watching, waiting. The city wasn’t safe. Not yet.



The air was thick with tension as the city braced itself for an unprecedented onslaught. News stations buzzed with updates, reporters on the ground capturing the chaos that unfolded. The headlines flashed across screens in homes and offices alike, urging residents to remain vigilant as the mass invasion of Inves continued to escalate.
As evening settled in, the anchor, Laura Chen, appeared on screen, her expression serious. “Good evening. Our top story tonight: the city is under siege as the mass invasion of Inves unfolds. Panic is spreading among residents, and emergency services are overwhelmed by the sheer volume of attacks. Let’s go live to our correspondent, Tom Rodriguez, who is reporting from downtown.”
The screen transitioned to the heart of the city, where Tom stood amid a crowd of frightened citizens. Chaos surrounded him; people rushed past, their faces etched with fear. “Thanks, Laura,” he began, his voice strained over the cacophony. “I’m here in downtown, where the atmosphere is absolutely tense. Inves have taken to the streets, and residents are scrambling to escape the relentless attacks. The government has declared a state of emergency, but as you can see, many people are trying to evacuate, leading to gridlock on the major highways.”
The camera panned to show the chaotic scene: cars honking in frustration, families hurriedly packing belongings, and the distant sound of sirens blending into an unsettling symphony. Tom continued, “Authorities are advising people to stay indoors and barricade themselves, but fear has driven many to flee. The U.S. government, alongside the United Nations, has mobilized resources to assist with the evacuation, but it’s a struggle against time and the onslaught of Inves.”
Back in the studio, Laura turned to their political analyst, Sarah Miller. “What’s being done to restore order in the city?” she asked.
“Laura, in response to this invasion, the U.S. government has activated National Guard units and is coordinating with local law enforcement,” Sarah explained, her tone grave. “President Trump has urged calm and assured the public that all available resources will be dedicated to their safety. Meanwhile, the United Nations has dispatched international aid workers to assist with the evacuation efforts, but reports indicate that Inves are breaching these safe zones.”
As the news segment continued, the atmosphere grew heavier with despair. The public fear was palpable. Social media buzzed with frantic posts from trapped residents. Jess Thompson, the social media correspondent, reported from one of the emergency shelters. “Laura, I’m standing here among families seeking refuge,” she said, her expression somber. “The mood is grim, and people are sharing their fears online. One post reads, ‘My family is trapped! The streets are filled with monsters! Please help!’ It’s clear that the fear is overwhelming, and many feel abandoned as they await assistance.”
In the midst of the chaos, stories of hope emerged. Mark Johnson, a field reporter, found a group of volunteers providing aid to those in need. “I’m here with some brave individuals who have stepped up to help their neighbors,” he announced, his voice carrying a sense of urgency. “These volunteers are organizing evacuations and offering food and shelter to those who’ve lost everything.”
“Thank you for stepping up,” one volunteer said, their eyes wide with determination. “We can’t just sit back and do nothing.”
As the reports unfolded, the anchor’s voice returned, interweaving the narrative of fear and hope. “The international community is also responding to this crisis,” Laura noted, shifting the focus to the global response. David Lee, their international correspondent, reported on a press conference where world leaders convened to discuss the crisis. “Countries are pledging support in various forms—humanitarian aid, military assistance, and resources to help the U.S. cope with this situation.”
The coverage, while disheartening, served as a reminder of the resilience of humanity. Each story, whether of despair or hope, underscored the urgency of the moment. The news concluded, but the sense of anxiety lingered in the air, a grim reminder of the battle that lay ahead.

Inside Alix’s bakery, the warm aroma of freshly baked bread mingled with the sweet scent of pastries, creating a comforting atmosphere that contrasted sharply with the chaos unfolding outside. The soft hum of the television provided a constant backdrop of news reports detailing the aftermath of the battle against Demushu, the fearsome Overlord who had terrorized their city.
Gathered around a table, the Beat Riders absorbed the information pouring from the screen. Alix, still in his Bravo form, leaned against the counter, his brow furrowed in disbelief. “I can’t believe we actually pulled it off,” he said, his voice a mixture of relief and astonishment. “Jason took him down with that new power of his. It’s incredible.”
Mason, catching his breath from the earlier fight, nodded. “Yeah, but we can’t let our guard down. Demushu was just one of many. The Overlords won’t stop coming just because we beat one of them.” His eyes flicked to the screen, where footage replayed Jason’s dazzling transformation into War Shogun Gaim and the decisive attack that had ended the battle.
Lindsay sat quietly, a whirlwind of thoughts racing through her mind. Pride swelled within her for Jason’s achievement, yet a nagging worry gnawed at her. “What about the others?” she mused aloud, her voice low and contemplative. “We still don’t know how many Overlords are out there or what they want. This isn’t over.”
Yoko leaned forward, her expression serious. “Sengoku found evidence of at least three Overlords, including Demushu, who we’ve encountered the most. Plus, there’s the one that killed Sid, making it four that we’re aware of.” Her tone was resolute, reflecting the weight of their situation.
Nick, his demeanor more somber than usual, sighed heavily. “I don’t think they’ll just back off after losing one of their own.” He leaned forward, gripping the edge of the table as if it were a lifeline.
As the chatter settled and the gravity of their situation hung in the air, Jason spoke up, his voice steady and filled with resolve. “We just have to keep doing what we’ve always been doing.”
His words hung in the air, and the tension in the room began to lift slightly. Lindsay glanced around, her heart racing as she felt the urgency of the moment. This was her chance to step into her role as a leader. She stood, straightening her back, her determination shining through. “Jason is right,” she declared, her voice ringing with authority. “You all have done so much to protect this city already. Now more than ever, it’s crucial that we focus on helping the people. Whether it’s protecting them from the Inves or escorting them to safety, we can’t stand idle.”
She caught Mason’s eye, and he nodded, a flicker of encouragement sparking between them. “But we can’t do it alone,” he said, leaning forward. “We need to mobilize the civilians, let them know how they can help. There are more of us than there are Inves, if we work together.”
Lindsay smiled at Mason, grateful for his support. “Exactly. We can reach out for help if we need it. We’re not alone in this fight. Riders and non-Riders, Beat Riders and civilians—we’re all part of this community. If we come together, we can support one another.”
Yoko chimed in, her voice brightening the atmosphere. “I know some people in the neighborhood who can help organize evacuation efforts. If we create safe zones, families will know where to go. It will give them a sense of security.”
“Right!” Lindsay said, her enthusiasm growing. “We need to ensure that everyone feels they have a part to play. Every small effort counts, and together, we can make a difference. If we buy time for the nations to act, we’ll give you all the space you need to prepare for the bigger fights ahead.”
Alix, who had been quietly observing, finally spoke up. “And what about communication? We should set up a system to keep everyone informed. If we can relay information quickly, we can prevent panic and ensure people know where to go.”
Yoko suddenly perked up, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. “I just remembered—back when we were investigating Helheim, our project was issued government radios for communication. We used them to report our findings to each other.”
Alix looked intrigued, leaning forward in his seat. “Really? Where are they now?”
“They’re still in the office building where we conducted our research,” Yoko explained, her excitement palpable. “If we can retrieve those radios, we’ll have a reliable way to communicate with everyone involved in the evacuation efforts. It would make coordinating everything so much easier.”
Jason nodded, considering the implications. “That could be a game changer. We need those radios.”
Lindsay stepped in, her brow furrowing slightly. “But we have to be careful. The office building is likely not safe right now, especially with the Inves roaming around.”
“True,” Yoko agreed, her enthusiasm dimming just a bit. “But if we can time it right, we might be able to get in and out before we run into any trouble.”
Mason chimed in, his tone serious. “We should formulate a plan. We can divide into teams—one team to create a distraction outside while the others grab the radios. If we’re quick, we can minimize the risk.”
Dillon leaned back in his chair, a bemused look on his face. “So, what exactly is your job, Yoko? You used to kick some serious ass out there, part of this secret government project, and you were also the head of security while being one of the few Genesis Riders. What gives?”
Yoko shrugged, a wry smile tugging at her lips. “Espionage,” she replied casually. “It’s why Dr. Sengoku pushed for Hunter to hire me. I was more than just muscle; I gathered intel and kept tabs on anything that seemed off. It was my job to ensure we stayed one step ahead of any potential threats from Helheim.”
Jason raised an eyebrow, impressed. “So, you were like a secret agent or something?”
“Pretty much,” Yoko said, her tone lightening.

Alix leaned forward, his expression thoughtful. “That explains your effectiveness on the battlefield. It’s no wonder a seasoned SEAL like myself couldn’t best you.”
Here’s the revised passage with your ideas integrated:
Lindsay looked around the table, her expression resolute as she began to formulate a plan. “Alright, here’s what I think we should do. Yoko, Alix, and Mason should infiltrate the office building. You three have the muscle, and both of you are familiar with the radios we need to retrieve.”
Alix nodded, a hint of excitement in his eyes. “I can handle getting in and out quickly. With Yoko’s skills, we’ll be in and out before they even know we’re there.”
Lindsay turned to Jason, Dillon, Nick, and Joey. “That leaves the rest of you to create a distraction. We need to draw attention away from the office building so Yoko and the others can work without interruption. Be prepared to intervene if anything goes wrong.”
Dillon raised an eyebrow. “And what happens after you guys get the radios?”
“Once everything is recovered and transported back here, we regroup,” Lindsay explained, her voice steady. “Then we’ll address our next steps for pushing forward with the community. We need to help gather and evacuate the people Yoko knows, make sure they’re safe.”
As the discussion progressed, Yoko leaned over to Alix, a thoughtful expression on her face. “I see why you gather around Gaim. But listen to Lindsay,” she said, her tone both serious and lighthearted. “She might come off a little naive with all her hope, but there’s something uplifting about it.”
Alix smirked, appreciating Yoko’s insight. “That’s true. It’s like a breath of fresh air in all this chaos. But I think we need to balance that hope with some reality, too.”

As the sun dipped below the horizon, the air grew heavy with tension. The Beat Riders gathered, the familiar surge of energy coursing through them as they prepared to transform. Each of them knew the stakes were higher than ever.
“Today’s the day we show them what we’re made of,” Jason said, his voice steady as he looked at his friends. “We’ve faced worse, and we’ll face this together.”
Mason cracked his knuckles, a confident smirk crossing his face. “Let’s give those Inves something to remember. They won’t know what hit them.”
As the sun dipped below the horizon, the air grew heavy with tension. The Beat Riders gathered, the familiar surge of energy coursing through them as they prepared to transform. Each of them knew the stakes were higher than ever.
“Today’s the day we show them what we’re made of,” Jason said, his voice steady as he looked at his friends. “We’ve faced worse, and we’ll face this together.”
Baron Shin cracked his knuckles, a confident smirk crossing his face. “Let’s give those Inves something to remember. They won’t know what hit them.”
Marika nodded, her expression resolute. “We fight for everyone—those who can’t fight for themselves.”
With a flash of light and a burst of sound, they transformed into their Rider forms, the vibrant colors of their armor igniting hope amidst the chaos. Baron Shin, Marika, and Alix—now Bravo—stood ready, waiting for their moment.
“Let’s do this,” Alix said, determination etched on his face. The others nodded, knowing their roles were crucial in this chaotic endeavor.
Meanwhile, Gaim, Ryugen, Knuckle, and Gridon took the lead, deliberately catching the attention of the nearby Inves.
“Over here, you ugly monsters!” Gaim shouted, waving his arms to taunt the creatures. “I’m right here!”
“Not the best idea, Gaim,” Ryugen replied, a hint of concern in his voice. “But it’s working!”
With fierce resolve, they charged forward, the ground trembling beneath their feet. The Inves, grotesque and twisted, lunged at them with snarling jaws and clawed hands, their eyes gleaming with malice.
Gaim pivoted sharply, dodging an incoming attack. “Watch your backs!” he yelled as he swung his sword, cleaving through the nearest Inves with a sharp hiss of energy. The creature disintegrated into shadows, scattering like mist in the wind.
“Let’s take them down!” Knuckle shouted, unleashing a barrage of punches, each one connecting with sickening thuds. He landed a devastating uppercut on one Inves, sending it crashing backward into its fellow monsters.
While the fight raged outside, Baron Shin, Marika, and Bravo slipped into the damaged building, their hearts pounding. The air inside was thick with dust and the remnants of previous battles.
“Keep an eye out for any Inves,” Marika said, scanning the shadows. “We don’t want to get ambushed in here.”
As they navigated the wreckage, they stumbled upon a large group of Shadow Troopers, who had been forced into hiding after Demushu decimated two of their camps. The weary faces of the soldiers spoke volumes of their struggle, but there was a spark of determination still flickering within them.
“Can you help us get the radios?” Marika asked, urgency in her voice.
One of the Shadow Troopers stepped forward, nodding. “We’ve been holding out in here, trying to regroup. If you help us defend our position, we can get you what you need.”
“Count us in,” Alix said, cracking his knuckles. “We’ll cover you.”
With a coordinated effort, Marika and Alix fought alongside the Shadow Troopers, keeping the threat at bay long enough for the radios to be retrieved.
“Let’s go! We need to coordinate with our people on the outside!” one of the Shadow Troopers urged, determination igniting his voice as they began to move out.
Outside, the chaos was intensifying. The group of Inves that Gaim and the others had distracted began to swell, larger, evolved Inves joining the fray, their grotesque forms looming over the Beat Riders.
“Gridon, Knuckle,” Gaim called out, his voice cutting through the din. “You two need to protect the nearby civilians and get them to safety. We can’t let anyone else get hurt.”
“Got it, Gaim,” Gridon replied, his expression fierce. “Just leave the civilians to us.”
Nick, now transformed into Jimber Peach Arms, leapt above the chaos, his enhanced senses honing in on the targets below. He perched atop a nearby building, scanning the scene with laser focus.
“Alright, let’s see what I can do,” Nick muttered to himself as he prepared to unleash his Sonic Arrow. “Time to show these Inves what a real shot looks like.”
As Gaim found himself knocked back, he hit the ground with a thud, frustration bubbling beneath the surface. He reached for his Triumphant Lockseed, a familiar energy igniting within him. “The more you knock me down,” he declared, determination shining in his eyes, “the higher I’ll raise my flags!”
With a burst of power, he transformed into his Triumphant Arms, the twin flags unfurling dramatically. Gaim swung them with precision, sending shockwaves rippling through the air that knocked back a wave of enemies, creating a momentary reprieve.
“Let’s charge!” Gaim shouted, rallying his teammates.
“Right behind you!” Ryugen called out, a fierce smile on his face as he dashed alongside Gaim, ready to engage the advancing hordes.
Together, they fought side by side, each movement synchronized as they kept the threat at bay, determined to protect their city and each other in the face of overwhelming odds.
“Keep pushing!” Marika shouted as she and Alix joined the fray, striking down Inves with precision. “We’re not backing down!”
“Stay close!” Alix commanded, his voice steady as he parried an attack aimed at Marika. He retaliated swiftly, landing a powerful kick that sent the Inves crashing against the wall, dust and debris erupting around them.
The Beat Riders were united, ready to face whatever darkness lay ahead. As Gaim launched himself into the fray, he felt the familiar thrill of battle coursing through him. He knew they could withstand anything together.
The battle raged on, the air thick with the sounds of clashing weapons, the cries of the injured, and the growls of the Inves. With every swing of their swords and every strike of their fists, the Beat Riders showcased their resolve, standing firm against the tide of darkness that threatened to consume their city.
Gaim, now in his Triumphant Arms, twirled his twin flags with grace and power, creating shockwaves that sent the monstrous Inves reeling. Each blow he landed felt like a victory against despair, the brilliant colors of his armor a beacon amidst the chaos. “We have to keep pushing them back!” he shouted, his voice cutting through the din.
“On it!” Ryugen called back, executing a series of acrobatic moves as he engaged multiple Inves at once, his sword glinting dangerously in the fading light. He swung low, cutting down a creature that lunged at him and followed up with a fierce upward strike that sent another sprawling.
In the midst of it all, Nick perched high on the rooftop, his eyes scanning the battlefield like a hawk. “Got you in my sights!” he muttered, focusing his energy into the Sonic Arrow. He released it with a sharp twang, the arrow slicing through the air like a bolt of lightning, hitting its mark and exploding with a powerful wave that took out a cluster of Inves.
“Nice shot, Nick!” Gaim called, throwing him a thumbs-up before turning back to the fray. Just as he did, an Inves lunged at him from the side, but before it could connect, Knuckle barreled into it, his massive fists landing solid punches that sent the creature flying.
“We can’t let them regroup!” Knuckle yelled, wiping sweat from his brow. “If they do, we’re in deep trouble!”
“Agreed,” Gaim replied, gritting his teeth as he caught sight of even larger Inves joining the fight, their hulking forms looming ominously. “We need to finish this fast.”
“Riders!” Marika shouted, rallying everyone’s attention as she prepared to unleash her unique abilities. “Follow my lead!”
In a synchronized motion, the Beat Riders formed a line, their expressions serious. Marika charged forward, her determination infectious. “Together!” she called, and they launched into a coordinated attack.
The ground trembled beneath their feet as they advanced, the vibrant colors of their armor clashing against the dark, twisted forms of the Inves. They moved like a well-oiled machine, each member knowing their role and supporting one another.
Alix executed a powerful kick, knocking an Inves off balance. “Gaim! Now!” he shouted.
With a nod, Gaim raised his flags high, channeling the energy and bringing the flags down with a tremendous force. A wave of energy erupted from the ground, slamming into the advancing Inves and scattering them like leaves in a storm.
The battle raged on, the air thick with the sounds of clashing weapons, the cries of the injured, and the growls of the Inves. With every swing of their swords and every strike of their fists, the Beat Riders showcased their resolve, standing firm against the tide of darkness that threatened to consume their city.
Gaim, now in his Triumphant Arms, twirled his twin flags with grace and power, creating shockwaves that sent the monstrous Inves reeling. Each blow he landed felt like a victory against despair, the brilliant colors of his armor a beacon amidst the chaos. “We have to keep pushing them back!” he shouted, his voice cutting through the din.
“On it!” Ryugen called back, executing a series of acrobatic moves as he engaged multiple Inves at once, his sword glinting dangerously in the fading light. He swung low, cutting down a creature that lunged at him and followed up with a fierce upward strike that sent another sprawling.
The ground trembled beneath their feet as they advanced, the vibrant colors of their armor clashing against the dark, twisted forms of the Inves. They moved like a well-oiled machine, each member knowing their role and supporting one another.
As the fighting intensified, Bravo and Marika worked diligently with the Shadow Troopers to coordinate their efforts. They provided crucial intel on where to focus their attacks, helping to keep the riders aware of any breaches in their defenses.
“Keep pushing them toward the alley!” Marika shouted to the Shadow Troopers. “We’ll trap them and thin their numbers!”
“On it!” one of the Troopers replied, rallying his comrades as they moved in tandem with the Beat Riders, their actions fluid and purposeful.
As the battle raged on, Baron Shin took his position, strategically placing himself between Gaim and the incoming wave of Inves. With calculated precision, he unleashed a barrage of mid-range attacks, his movements fluid and powerful. “Keep pushing, Gaim! I’ve got your back!” he shouted, firing a volley of energy blasts that exploded against the monstrous foes, creating openings for Gaim to exploit.
With a determined shout, Gaim tossed aside his twin flags in favor of his Unrivaled Saber, its blade shimmering in the dim light of the battlefield. He charged forward, the energy coursing through him, propelling him into the fray. “Here goes!” he yelled, firing small blasts of energy from the saber as he sliced through the Inves that dared to approach. The blade hummed with power, cutting through the darkness with each strike.
Knuckle and Gridon fought side by side, their sheer strength a formidable force against the oncoming Inves. “Let’s smash these monsters!” Knuckle roared, delivering a thunderous punch that sent one Inves flying. Gridon followed suit, executing a powerful spin kick that incapacitated another foe. The two worked in perfect harmony, their combined might clearing a path through the chaos.
“Watch out!” Gridon shouted as an Inves lunged at them, but Knuckle was already there, intercepting the attack and delivering a devastating counter. Within moments, the Beat Riders had turned the tide, driving the remaining enemies back with fierce determination.
“We should head back!” Gaim called, his breath steadying as he glanced around. “Back to Alix’s place! Let’s move!”
The group quickly navigated through the city, the destruction evident in the wake of their battle. They arrived at Alix’s bakery, which had become a makeshift headquarters amidst the chaos. The Shadow Troopers, having provided invaluable support, awaited Marika’s orders as they gathered back in their human forms, fatigue etched on their faces but determination still glinting in their eyes.
“Everyone, we need to start strategizing,” Alix said as they entered the empty suite above his restaurant, which had been repurposed into a barracks. He moved aside several computers and radio equipment to create a central command area. “Yoko, can you help us set up the radios?”
“Absolutely,” Yoko replied, her hands deftly working to connect the devices. “We’ll need these to coordinate our efforts and keep in touch with the community.”
As they busied themselves, Lindsay spread out maps across a large table, marking key locations throughout the city. “We need to prioritize areas that are heavily populated. If we can rally the community, we might stand a chance against the overwhelming force of the Inves,” she suggested, her tone a mix of urgency and hope.
Dillon leaned over the map, nodding thoughtfully. “It’s going to be a tough sell. People are scared, and rightfully so. But we’ve fought for them; we need to remind them of that.”
Nick chimed in, his usual bravado replaced with a sense of seriousness. “Yeah, we have to show them that we’re still here, fighting for their survival. If we can get them organized, we might be able to do more than just protect; we can empower them.”
Alix looked around at his fellow Beat Riders, pride swelling in his chest. “We’ve already proven we can hold our ground. If we can combine our efforts with the community, we might just have a fighting chance.”
Marika, having taken a moment to catch her breath, stepped forward, her voice steady and commanding. “Let’s not forget, we’re not just fighting for ourselves anymore. We’re fighting for everyone who can’t fight back. We have to make them believe they can fight back too.”
The room buzzed with a newfound energy, each member of the Beat Riders sharing their ideas and strategies. As they discussed plans to rally the community, they remained acutely aware of the looming threat of the Inves.
In that moment, a sense of camaraderie enveloped them, and the weight of their responsibility felt a little lighter. Together, they would not just protect their city; they would inspire those around them to stand alongside them in the fight for humanity's survival.
“Let’s get to work,” Lindsay said, her resolve shining through. “We have a city to save.”
As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long shadows across the city, the Beat Riders tirelessly worked to help the remaining civilians. Each day brought new challenges, but with a renewed sense of purpose, they pushed forward. Unbeknownst to them, lurking in the depths of Helheim, a slender green Overlord watched with a sly grin. Redyue, with her piercing eyes, was mildly impressed by the humans’ recent victories—especially their ability to slay one of her kind. Intrigued, she decided to force the Helheim vines to spread further, eager to see how these humans would respond to the chaos she would unleash.
Within the city, panic erupted as a small horde of Inves began attacking buildings, their monstrous forms wreaking havoc. As screams filled the air and chaos reigned, Gaim appeared on the scene, his resolve steely. The sight of him charging into battle caught Redyue off guard. “So, is this how they did it?” she muttered to herself, watching as he transformed into Gaim with a flourish.
With blades drawn, Gaim moved with fluid grace, dual-wielding his weapons to strike down the Inves with precise movements. “Not today!” he shouted as he felled another creature. The satisfaction of each victory was overshadowed by Redyue’s disdain. “How annoying,” she thought, her irritation simmering as she sent tendrils of Helheim vines snaking toward him, hoping to entrap the persistent hero.
“Come on, Gaim! Is that all you’ve got?” she taunted, her voice smooth yet laced with condescension. “I expected a stronger response from the humans. You’ve managed to kill one of us, but do you really think that makes you special?”
Gaim gritted his teeth, frustration boiling over at her mocking tone. “We won’t back down,” he shouted defiantly, breaking free to attack Redyue directly. He swung his blades with determination, landing several strikes against her, but she swiftly countered, her halberd poised defensively.
“Such spirit,” Redyue sneered, sidestepping his attack. “But spirit alone won’t save you from the inevitable. You humans are like ants, scurrying around, thinking you can challenge a god. How foolish!”
Gaim fought through her taunts, focused on the battle ahead. “Why do you waste your time?” she continued, circling him like a predator. “Your resistance is admirable but futile. No matter how many of us you kill, the forest will consume everything. You’re just prolonging the inevitable.”
In a flash, Gaim shifted tactics, calling upon the power of his Triumphant Arms. Redyue’s eyes widened in surprise as Gaim transformed before her, realizing too late that this human could adapt so quickly. “What?” she snapped, her annoyance evident. He wielded his twin flags with skill, deflecting the incoming vines as he prepared to close the gap between them.
With every swing, Redyue felt the pressure intensifying. “You’re just a persistent little fly, aren’t you?” she quipped, sending another wave of vines to entangle him. “But this fly is about to be swatted!”
Gaim met her challenge with unwavering resolve. “You think I’ll fall for that?” he retorted, dodging her attacks and countering with fierce determination. In a desperate bid to gain the upper hand, he pulled out the Zenith Lockseed. “Fruit Basket!” he shouted, the words resonating with power as he activated it.
To Redyue’s shock, ethereal fruits materialized around him, forming a protective barrier. “What kind of trick is this?” she exclaimed, stepping back in surprise. As he inserted the Lockseed into the device, Gaim transformed once more, this time into the Silver Savior: War Shogun Gaim. The surge of energy was palpable, and Gaim felt invigorated, his powers amplified beyond his previous capabilities.
“This is my stage!” Gaim declared, his voice booming with newfound authority. He charged at Redyue, pushing her into a wavering defense as he unleashed a flurry of attacks.
“Not so fast!” Redyue shouted, anger flaring in her eyes. “I won’t let you take me down so easily, human!”
Gaim twisted the Zenith Lockseed multiple times, summoning a vast arsenal of Rider arms weapons that spiraled around him. “Now!” he shouted, his voice echoing through the chaos as the weapons launched themselves toward the Overlord.
Redyue tried to evade, but Gaim was relentless. “You’re quick, but not quick enough!” he shouted, his voice filled with determination. He focused on his Sonic Arrow, drawing back the weapon and taking aim. With a swift motion, he slashed the arrow through the air, forcing it into Redyue with pinpoint accuracy.
The impact was explosive, sending her reeling back in pain. “You think you can defeat me?” Redyue spat, her voice trembling with a mix of fury and disbelief. “I am a god! You’re merely a child playing at war!”
With a determined gleam in his eyes, Gaim pressed the lever on his driver, igniting a brilliant surge of energy that enveloped him in a rainbow spectrum of light. “This ends now!” he declared, launching himself into the air with incredible force.
He twisted mid-flight, positioning himself for the decisive blow. As he descended, the vibrant colors of the energy crackled around his foot, culminating in a radiant display that captured the attention of everyone watching. “Zenith Squash!” he shouted, striking down toward Redyue with all his might.
The impact of his finishing move sent shockwaves through the battlefield, the radiant energy bathing War Shogun Gaim's foot as it connected with Redyue. She was propelled backward, pain radiating through her body as she collided with the ground. Dust and debris exploded around her, marking the spot where she landed, and for a brief moment, silence enveloped the chaos.
Redyue lay on the ground, her mind racing. It’s been a long time since I’ve faced such a challenge, she thought, anger and frustration bubbling beneath the surface. She struggled to rise, the pain lancing through her side. The realization of her vulnerability began to settle in, contrasting sharply with her earlier confidence.
These humans... she reflected, her thoughts flickering to her careful plotting against the King. They’re resourceful and relentless, a combination I underestimated. That’s why I’ve been so careful, so calculating. I may not be the strongest of my kind, but my cunning has always kept me alive.
Redyue's gaze hardened as she struggled to regain her composure, the pain still radiating through her body from Gaim's last attack. The atmosphere crackled with tension as she faced him, her voice low and filled with foreboding. “You may wield power beyond your understanding, but remember this: with great power comes a cost.”
Gaim narrowed his eyes, refusing to back down. “I’ll take that cost if it means protecting the people I care about!”
A shadow crossed Redyue’s face, a knowing smirk forming at the corner of her lips. “Be proud of those you think you defend while you can. But mark my words, Gaim. It’s only a matter of time before your care for others erodes.”
As Gaim prepared to counter her taunts, he suddenly felt a disturbance in the air. Redyue raised her hand, her form flickering like a candle in the wind. “Remember this moment, human. The tides of fate are shifting, and soon, you will understand just how fragile your existence truly is.”
In an instant, a crack in the fabric of space materialized behind her, glowing ominously. Redyue took a final step back, her smirk widening. “This is not the end; merely a pause in the dance we are destined to share. Until next time, Gaim.”
With that, she vanished into the crack, the rift closing swiftly behind her, leaving only the remnants of her ominous words hanging in the air.
Gaim stood there, heart racing, the weight of her warning settling heavily in his chest. “I won’t let that happen,” he muttered to himself, determination igniting within him. “I’ll protect everyone, no matter the cost.”
Jason returned to his human form, the familiar weight of his regular clothes settling back onto him as the adrenaline began to ebb. He glanced down at the Zenith Lockseed in his hand, the shimmering fruit design glinting ominously under the dim light. Concern etched his features as he slipped it into his pocket, burying it beneath the folds of his jacket. What kind of power am I tampering with?
He took a deep breath, steeling himself for what lay ahead, and mounted his Sakura Hurricane. The motorcycle roared to life beneath him, propelling him back toward Alix's bakery. The streets were alive with chaos, but he focused on navigating through the debris and shadows, his mind swirling with thoughts of the encounter.
As he arrived at the bakery, the hustle and bustle of his comrades greeted him like a warm embrace. The Beat Riders were gathered, strategizing and discussing their next moves, the atmosphere thick with camaraderie and shared purpose. Alix was behind the counter, dishing out quick meals, while Dillon and Joey were pouring over maps spread across a makeshift table.
Jason stepped inside, the door jingling softly behind him. “Hey, everyone,” he said, forcing a smile despite the heaviness in his chest. “I ran into another Overlord.”
Yoko turned to him, her brows furrowing with concern. “What happened?”
“She seemed spiteful, less interested in a close-range fight,” he replied, glancing at the group before his gaze fell to the floor. “I... didn’t get much more than that.”
Lindsay, who had been seated at the table, caught the tone in his voice. She stood up, concern flooding her features. “Jason, are you okay? What did she say?”
He hesitated, his mind racing back to Redyue's warning. But the weight of her words felt too heavy to share just yet. “I’m fine. I just need to talk to you. Upstairs.”
Without waiting for a response, he headed to the upstairs suite, his heart pounding in his chest. He pushed open the door and found Lindsay sitting on the edge of a chair, her expression shifting from concern to determination as he stepped into the room.
“Jason,” she said softly, sensing the gravity of his demeanor. “What’s going on?”
He walked over, holding the Sakura Hurricane tightly in one hand as he prepared to reveal the truth. “I faced her. Another Overlord named Redyue. She’s clever, not like the others. And she knows how to play with our fears.”
Lindsay’s eyes widened. “What did she say?”
Jason hesitated, the memory of Redyue’s cryptic warnings swirling in his mind. “She warned me about the cost of this power,” he admitted, pulling the Zenith Lockseed from his pocket and placing it on the table between them. “This… This isn’t just a tool for fighting. It’s a burden.”
Jason looked down at the Zenith Lockseed resting between them, the intricate design almost taunting him. He couldn’t shake the feeling of being something other than human, a thought that clawed at the edges of his mind. “Lindsay,” he began, his voice heavy with uncertainty, “do I look like a monster to you?”
She blinked, confusion flickering across her features. “No, of course not,” she replied, her tone firm. “You’re Jason. You’re a hero. You fight for people, for us.”
He let out a shaky breath, the weight of her words a balm to his worries, but the doubt lingered. “It feels like I’m becoming something else. I’m afraid of what this power might turn me into.”
Without hesitation, Lindsay stepped closer, closing the distance between them. “If you’re burdened, then I’ll share it with you,” she said softly, her gaze steady and unwavering. “That’s why I tried to help you pick up that seed. Whatever happens to you is my responsibility, too.”
Before he could respond, she leaned in and kissed him, a gentle yet grounding gesture that filled him with warmth. He felt the tension in his shoulders ease, even if just a little, as they shared that brief moment of connection.
Pulling back slightly, Lindsay searched his eyes, her expression serious. “Did you manage to drop off the radio to Yoko’s guy?”
Jason nodded, the memory of their earlier mission flashing in his mind. “Yeah, I got it to him. Everyone else seemed to finish their tasks sooner, probably because of the Overlord situation holding me up.”
A small smile broke across her face, but it quickly faded as she leaned in closer, her voice softening. “Please be careful, Jason. I need you to always return back to me.”
He reached out, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I promise. I’ll be careful.”
The sincerity in his voice seemed to reassure her, even if just a little. “Good,” she replied, a hint of relief washing over her. “We’re all in this together, and we can’t afford to lose sight of that.”
Lindsay leaned back against the wall, her fingers absently tracing the edge of the table. “It’s weird, isn’t it? We’ve barely done anything work-related, and now it feels like we’re constantly on the clock,” she mused, a hint of nostalgia in her voice. “I kind of miss the lab. At least there, we had a sense of routine, even if it was chaotic.”
Jason watched her, noting the bittersweet smile that played on her lips. “I get that. Things were simpler back then,” he replied, recalling the days filled with research and experimentation rather than chaos and battle. “But I’m glad your parents, being in the next town over, haven’t been that impacted.”
“Yeah,” she agreed, her gaze drifting out the window as if searching for some semblance of normalcy in the world outside. “At least as bad as things are, it’s only happening here and not everywhere. I’d really like you to drive me out to see them tomorrow. They’re still so close to everything, and I need to check on them and let them know I’m fine.”
The thought of her parents brought a spark of concern to Jason's heart. “I think that’s a good idea. I need to check on my parents too,” he said, a determination rising in his chest. “I haven’t been able to focus on anything else but fighting. I need to make sure they’re safe.”
Lindsay smiled, her expression softening. “It’ll be good for both of us. Just a little escape from all this madness. We can take a break, even if it’s just for a few hours.”
“Definitely,” he agreed, feeling a sense of relief wash over him at the prospect of leaving the chaos behind, even if just temporarily. “We’ll make sure they know we’re okay, and that we’re still fighting for everyone.”
Lindsay’s smile widened as she leaned in closer, curiosity lighting up her eyes. “So, when are you going to show me that new form? I mean, I’m not in the fight anymore, and I barely get to see anything,” she teased, a playful lilt in her voice.
Jason chuckled softly, appreciating her eagerness. “I can show you now, actually. Just give me a second.” He reached for the Zenith Lockseed the he tucked away in his pocket, feeling its cool surface against his palm. There was a thrill of anticipation coursing through him, eager to unveil this new power to her.
With a confident flick of his wrist, he activated the Lockseed, the familiar sounds of his transformation gear echoing through the room. “Fruit Basket!”
The clanking sound of armor and the unmistakable hum of Jason’s transformation echoed downstairs, catching the attention of the Beat Riders still gathered around Alix’s cafe. Their heads snapped up in unison, exchanging glances of curiosity before Nick took the lead, already halfway to the stairs.
"Uh, you guys hear that?" Joey asked, pausing in the middle of whatever conversation they were having. "Pretty sure that's not a normal sound."
"I think that's Jason," Dillon added, already on his feet and heading for the stairs.
Without another word, the rest of the Beat Riders followed. They climbed the stairs to the suite above, where they found Lindsay standing beside Jason, her face glowing with admiration as she gazed at the gleaming, silver form of War Shogun Gaim. The metallic sheen of the Zenith Lockseed’s transformation shimmered under the soft lights of the room, Jason standing proudly in the center, exuding power.
“Wow…” Lindsay breathed, her expression a mix of awe and admiration. “You look incredible!” She stepped closer, her eyes sparkling with excitement as she took in every detail of his new form. “The energy... it’s like you’re glowing.”
Nick watching this exchange was the first to speak, his voice breaking the awe. “Uh, you guys good up here? Everything... under control?”
Jason and Lindsay turned toward the group, both smiling like they’d been caught in a private moment. “We’re good,” Jason assured them, his voice still carrying the confidence of his armored form. “Just showing Lindsay the new form.”
Dillon raised an eyebrow, a hint of a smirk playing on his lips. “The new form, huh? Gotta say, you’re looking pretty shiny, man.”
Before Jason could respond, Mason stepped forward, arms crossed, his tone flat and unimpressed. “So, what? You’re just up here showing off your new transformation? Seriously, Jason? For fun?”
Jason chuckled, not missing the irritation in Mason’s voice. “Oh, come on, don’t act like that. Are you really saying you’ve never practiced your transformation or taken a second to admire yourself in it?”
Mason’s stern expression didn’t waver, but as Jason’s eyes swept across the others—Nick, Dillon, and Joey—there was a brief, telling moment of silence. The three of them exchanged glances, a mixture of sheepish grins and embarrassed nods passing between them. No one spoke, but their unspoken admissions were loud and clear.
Mason's eyes glinted with determination as he pulled out his Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed, a small smirk tugging at his lips. “Now that you've reached this new pinnacle, maybe it’s time to test my strength, Gaim.”
Jason, still standing in his War Shogun form, raised an eyebrow under his helmet, amused. “I’ll humor you, Mason, but I’m not going all out unless you give it your all.”
The group gathered in the makeshift backyard arena behind Alix's bakery, the usual hum of the city distant, as if the world had paused to watch. Lindsay, Yoko, Nick, and the others formed a semi-circle around the arena, their eyes locked on the upcoming clash.
Mason wasted no time. With a swift motion, he activated his Lockseed. “Henshin!”
In a flash, his armor snapped into place, forming the red and black scales of Baron Shin. “Dragon Fruit Energy Arms!” he announced, his Sonic Arrow materializing in his hands. The powerful bow gleamed in the sunlight as Mason took aim and fired a volley of energy arrows at War Shogun Gaim.
Jason twisted his Zenith Lockseed and raised his Melon Defender shield, blocking every arrow with precision. Not a single shot made it through. With a grunt of effort, Baron Shin dashed forward, closing the distance, slashing with his Sonic Arrow in close combat. But each strike was met with the same result—blocked effortlessly by Gaim’s shield.
Without warning, Gaim summoned the Banana Lance, his grip firm as he jabbed at Baron Shin with a single, powerful thrust. The impact sent Mason flying backward across the arena, crashing into the far wall. The sheer force left the others wide-eyed, impressed that such a simple attack had sent Baron Shin sprawling.
Mason groaned as he stood, his armor sparking slightly from the damage. He narrowed his eyes, switching to his true trump card. “Alright, Gaim, let’s kick this up a notch. Henshin!”
The Forbidden Fruit Lockseed clicked into place, enveloping Mason in an even darker aura. His armor shifted, becoming heavier, more ominous. “Forbidden Fruit Arms!”
Now clad in his crimson, blazing armor, with his own sword and shield, Sir Baron charged forward with renewed vigor. Their blades clashed in a shower of sparks, shield meeting shield as the two warriors matched each other blow for blow. It was a clash of titans—each swing of their swords echoed with the weight of their rivalry.
With a burst of energy, Sir Baron leapt into the air, triggering his ultimate move. “Forbidden Fruit Squash!” he shouted, driving his leg forward for a powerful Rider Kick.
Jason smirked, his own power surging as he twisted his Lockseed. “Zenith Squash!” Gaim shot upward, his foot glowing with a rainbow surge of energy. The two Rider Kicks collided mid-air, creating a shockwave that rocked the ground beneath them. For a brief moment, Sir Baron held his ground, but the overwhelming force of Gaim’s kick soon overpowered him, sending him crashing down in an explosion of energy.
Mason grunted as he hit the ground hard, his armor sizzling from the impact. Gritting his teeth, he struggled back to his feet. Jason, calm and composed, landed with ease, his War Shogun form radiating strength. As Sir Baron stood, Gaim twisted his Lockseed again, summoning the very same weapons that Sir Baron wielded—the Forbidden Bringer sword and Apple Defender shield.
Mason chuckled bitterly under his helmet. “That’s a low blow, Gaim. Using my own weapons against me.”
The two clashed again, their swords striking with a fury that sent sparks flying. But it was clear that War Shogun Gaim had the upper hand. Every strike Mason made was parried with ease, every attempt to break through was met with unshakable defense.
Yoko, observing from the sidelines, nodded in appreciation. “The difference in power is staggering. Gaim’s not holding back, but he’s still measuring his strength, respecting Mason’s abilities.”
Alix, ever the professional fighter, watched with a keen eye. “They’re holding back the aggression. This isn’t about winning. It’s about testing limits—finding the balance.”
Lindsay, standing beside them, was mesmerized by the spectacle, her eyes following Jason’s every move. “He’s so focused... He’s not trying to hurt Mason. He’s pushing him, but it’s clear he’s holding back.”
With a final twist of the Lockseed, Jason unleashed an array of Arms weapons—lances, arrows, swords—surrounding Sir Baron from all sides. The weapons flew at him in a barrage, forcing Mason onto the defensive. As Sir Baron struggled to fend off the relentless assault, Gaim leaped high into the air, triggering his ultimate Rider Kick. “Zenith Squash!”
The rainbow energy surged at his foot as Jason dove down, his kick slamming into Sir Baron’s shield with immense force. The explosion that followed sent Mason skidding across the arena, his shield cracking under the pressure. When the dust settled, Sir Baron stood, his armor battered but intact, while War Shogun Gaim calmly awaited his next move, drawing his Unrivaled Saber and standing in a defensive stance.
Mason exhaled heavily, undoing his transformation. He was spent, satisfied with the match. “You really are strong,” Mason admitted as he walked toward Jason.
Mason gave him a small nod before walking over to the others, where Alix handed him a bottle of water. “Good match, Gaim,” Alix said with a grin. “You’re tougher than I thought, but you fought well, too, Mason.”
Mason sat down, rubbing the soreness in his shoulder, but smiling. He had light injuries from the clash, but it was worth it. As he sat, Yoko watched them both, her expression thoughtful.
“They’re going to need this kind of strength soon,” she said quietly. “The real fight is still ahead.”
Lindsay approached Nick, watching Jason and Mason cool down after their sparring match. Her brow furrowed thoughtfully as she turned to Nick, her tone gentle but serious. "You know, Nick, it’s pretty clear that Gaim and Baron stand at the top when it comes to power," she started, glancing back at the two Riders. "But the difference between them is... really terrifying. I mean, they’re on another level."
Nick leaned against the wall, arms crossed, his eyes following her gaze. “Yeah, they’re definitely in a league of their own,” he admitted with a sigh, his expression distant.
Lindsay smiled softly and nudged him slightly. “But don’t sell yourself short. You might not have all these crazy power-ups, but you’re more than competent. Jason’s been relying on your teamwork, Nick. It’s easy to forget sometimes how much you bring to the table because you don’t have the flashy stuff.”
Nick’s brow furrowed slightly, but he didn’t respond right away. He was always aware of his place in the group—he wasn’t the strongest, nor the fastest, but he had grit. And it wasn’t easy standing alongside warriors like Jason and Mason. But hearing it from Lindsay, someone who saw everything from the outside, meant something.
Lindsay continued, her voice reassuring. "You've been holding your own, and honestly, you’re really strong, Nick. Standing with those two? That’s no small feat. It takes more than just brute power.”
Lindsay sighed softly, her eyes distant as she looked at Nick. "You know, months ago, I was... jealous," she confessed, her voice low but steady. "Jealous of how popular Jason had gotten, how he was always in the spotlight, and I couldn’t quite get past certain things between us. But I was more jealous of you, Nick—because you were Ryugen. You were fighting right beside him, and I wanted that. I wanted to be out there with him, giving him the support he needed."
Nick blinked, surprised by her words. "Jealous of me? I never knew."
Lindsay nodded, offering a faint, self-aware smile. "Yeah, but it wasn’t that you were a romantic rival or anything like that. It’s not like that at all. It was more that I wanted to be the one by his side.”
Nick scratched the back of his head, unsure how to respond. “I get it, in a way. I’ve always been right there with Jason, but I never realized how much that meant to you.”
Lindsay shrugged, a soft chuckle escaping her lips. “It was silly of me, I know. But back then, the closer you all got, the more I felt left out. I know you have known him for a really long time. I just also wanted to be a part of it.”
Lindsay tilted her head slightly, her gaze softening as she looked at Nick. "How’s Sarah-Gabrielle doing with all these recent things? I know you haven’t been able to see her much with everything going on, right?"
Nick sighed, his expression clouded with worry. "No, I haven’t. The cell towers going down really messed things up. She’s still close, but with all the focus on the dangers happening right here, I’m hoping nothing has spread her way. It’s been hard not being able to reach her, though."
Lindsay offered him a sympathetic smile. "Listen, I’ll keep an ear out. If I hear anything through Yoko’s network, I’ll let you know immediately. But maybe you should take a day, fly out, and see her. Step away from this for a bit. We’re going to need Jason’s new powers to face the Overlords anyway. You deserve a break, Nick. You’ve been working nonstop."
Nick blinked at her suggestion, caught off guard. "You really think I should take a day? With everything going on?"
Lindsay nodded firmly. "Absolutely. You’ve been right in the thick of things since the beginning. If you can take a day to check on Sarah-Gabrielle, you should. The rest of us can manage while you’re gone. We’re not alone in this, and we need to make sure we’re all in the best place mentally and emotionally to keep fighting."
Nick sighed again, considering her words. "Maybe you’re right. It’s just hard to step away, you know? But... I think I might need to."
"You do," Lindsay insisted gently. "And Sarah-Gabrielle probably needs to see you too. It’ll do you both some good." She gave him a reassuring pat on the arm. "Take care of what matters, Nick. We’ll handle things here until you’re back."
Nick sighed again, considering her words. "Maybe you’re right. It’s just hard to step away, you know? But... I think I might need to."
"You do," Lindsay insisted gently. "And Sarah-Gabrielle probably needs to see you too. It’ll do you both some good." She gave him a reassuring pat on the arm. "Take care of what matters, Nick. We’ll handle things here until you’re back."
Lindsay smiled at Nick, a hint of warmth in her eyes. "You know," she began, her voice softer, "I haven’t told him yet, but... I love Jason. I need him, and I’m scared every time he goes out there. But at least I’m part of this with him, even if I’m not a Rider. I’m here, fighting in my own way." She paused for a moment, her smile fading into something more vulnerable. "You and Sarah-Gabrielle need each other too. Take the time to see her, Nick. You can’t fight at your best if you’re constantly worrying about her."
Nick looked at her, surprised by her admission, and then nodded, understanding dawning on him. He knew the toll the fight was taking on everyone, how deeply it affected their personal lives, but hearing it from Lindsay made it hit home in a different way.
Lindsay winked at him playfully, trying to lighten the mood. "And that’s an order, as the leader of the Beat Riders," she added with a grin. "Go take the time, Nick. We’ll hold down the fort until you get back."
Nick chuckled softly, shaking his head. "You know, Bravo was really right. You’re definitely a leader. I’ll... I’ll take you up on that order." He stood up, the weight of her words settling in.


A few weeks had passed since the latest clash with the Overlords, and the city had turned into a battleground in every sense. Lindsay sat at the makeshift command center they had set up in the upstairs suite of Alix's bakery, her fingers flying over the keyboards and radios scattered around her. Yoko stood nearby, overseeing the logistics of their operation, her eyes sharp and focused as she discussed plans with Alix.
They’d taken to calling it the "Beat Rider Radio," a name Jason had come up with for labeling their communications network. It felt almost quaint given the dire situation—an entire city under siege by the encroaching Helheim and its monstrous Inves—but it gave them some semblance of organization in the chaos. Jason had a way of keeping things grounded, even if he wasn’t always there in person to handle the more logistical concerns.
Yoko, with her usual sharp efficiency, mostly handled the infrastructure side of things. Her role had shifted since the early days of fighting, now working with survivors to establish safe zones, distributing supplies with Alix’s help, and coordinating the movement of those still trapped within the city. Alix had proven invaluable in making sure they had what they needed—food, water, first aid, anything to keep the community together. He worked tirelessly, especially with his background in tactical organization, honed from years of battle experience.
Meanwhile, Lindsay’s focus was on dispatching the remaining Riders and handling emergency responses. Every hour was critical. Every Rider sent out was another chance to keep people alive. She juggled maps, radio reports, and rider schedules, ensuring that every available team member was either escorting survivors to safety or delivering much-needed supplies. Schools, stadiums, and other large community areas had been repurposed into emergency relief zones, though their resources were stretched thin. The enemy wasn’t just the Inves—they had to fight against the steady encroachment of Helheim, its vines and trees pushing further into the city every day.
“We’re not connected to everybody,” Lindsay muttered as she looked over the latest reports. “But we’re responding to everything we can.”
Yoko glanced over at her. “It’s not enough. We haven’t even seen all the Overlords yet.”
Lindsay didn’t respond immediately. The weight of Yoko’s words hung in the air. She knew it wasn’t enough, but she also knew they were giving everything they had. The Overlords were still largely a mystery. The one Jason had fought—the cunning and spiteful Redyue—was only the beginning. And they’d already lost so much.
Yoko turned back to the monitors, her voice taking on a colder edge. “The spread of Helheim is accelerating. We need to assume the worst. We don’t have time for hesitation.”
Lindsay nodded grimly. "I know. The Riders are doing their best out there, but... we’re going to need more than just evacuation and protection soon. We’re going to have to fight."
“Are they ready for that?” Yoko asked, her tone uncharacteristically uncertain. "Jason’s powers are strong, but the rest… they’re only human."
The streets were chaotic, with survivors running for their lives as the threat of the Helheim forest closed in from all sides. The ground itself seemed alive, twisting with vines and roots that sought to consume everything. In the midst of this, a mysterious figure descended with chilling grace—a Peacock Inves with vibrant plumage and unsettling precision.
She strode forward, twirling her twin Kris—curved daggers that seemed almost like extensions of her malice. With a wicked smirk, she aimed them at the terrified people, poised to strike.
“Run, little ones,” she taunted, flicking her blades toward a nearby group of humans. “Your fear is… delicious.”
Before she could make her move, Knuckle leaped into the fray, blocking her path with his armored fists raised. “You’re not touching them!” he shouted, determination blazing in his eyes. His fists clenched tightly, ready to defend the innocent at any cost.
Dyudyuonshu merely chuckled, her eyes glinting with sadistic delight. “A Rider, huh? This’ll be fun.” She spun her Kris with unnerving speed, darting forward. Her agile form moved like a blur as she slashed at Knuckle, who struggled to keep up with her relentless strikes.
Knuckle gritted his teeth, raising his fists in a desperate attempt to block. The sound of metal clashing echoed through the street as he barely deflected her attacks. “You’re fast,” he muttered, feeling the sting of her blades even through his armor.
Dyudyuonshu laughed mockingly, her movements fluid and unpredictable. “Fast? This is just me playing around, Rider.” She leaped high, bringing her Kris down in a deadly arc. Knuckle was forced to retreat, dodging just in time.
Realizing he couldn’t win on the ground, Knuckle activated his Watermelon Arms, taking to the sky in his mecha-like armor. From above, he launched a barrage of energy blasts down at Dyudyuonshu, hoping to turn the tide.
But she was too quick. With acrobatic finesse, Dyudyuonshu dodged each blast, her body twisting and flipping effortlessly through the air. “You think flying will help you?” she sneered, her voice dripping with amusement.
In a flash, she leaped upward, slashing through the sky with her Kris. The blades connected with Knuckle’s armor, and he gasped in pain as sparks flew from the impact. The force of her strike sent him plummeting back to the ground, crashing hard with a metallic thud.
Knuckle groaned, struggling to stand as his armor flickered, damaged from the assault. “Damn it,” he muttered. “She’s too fast…”
From the sidelines, Joey had been watching in horror. “Knuckle!” he called out, panic creeping into his voice. Without hesitation, he calls for back up over there radio and then activates his own Lockseed, transforming into Gridon. “I’m coming!”
Gridon charged forward, hefting his massive Acorn Hammer as he sprinted toward Dyudyuonshu. He swung with all his might, aiming to crush her under the weight of his hammer. But Dyudyuonshu, ever the predator, dodged effortlessly, moving like liquid as she avoided his strikes.
“Too slow!” she taunted, spinning around him and slashing at his back with her Kris. Sparks flew as the blades connected, and Gridon cried out in pain. She followed up with a swift kick, sending him flying into a nearby wall.
Gridon groaned, trying to push himself up. “She’s… too fast…”
Dyudyuonshu grinned wickedly as she approached, her twin Kris dripping with malice. “This is getting boring,” she muttered, preparing to finish Gridon off.
But just as she was about to strike, Knuckle recovered, his determination blazing once again. “I’m not done yet!” he roared, activating his Jimber Chestnut Arms. His armor shifted, and with newfound strength, he charged at Dyudyuonshu, delivering a powerful punch to her abdomen.
The impact caught her off-guard, and she staggered back, coughing in pain. “You little…” she hissed, her playful demeanor cracking.
Seeing Knuckle’s attack land, Gridon gritted his teeth and grabbed his discarded Watermelon Lockseed. He activated it, transforming into his own Watermelon Arms. A massive watermelon slice-shaped hammer materialized in his hands, and with a determined shout, he swung it at Dyudyuonshu.
The hammer connected with her side, sending her skidding across the ground. Dyudyuonshu screamed in frustration, her arrogance faltering. “You… you humans!”
But before Knuckle and Gridon could capitalize on the moment, Dyudyuonshu snarled and raised her hand. Helheim vines erupted from the ground, wrapping around the two Riders, immobilizing them.
“Did you really think you could defeat me?” she sneered, her voice filled with venom. “I’ll crush you both!”
Just as Dyudyuonshu closed in for the kill, a flash of crimson cut through the air.
“That’s enough!” a commanding voice rang out.
Sir Baron appeared, his fiery Forbidden Fruit Arms ablaze with power. His crimson armor glinted in the light as he charged forward, his sword drawn. With a single slash, he cut through the vines holding Knuckle and Gridon, freeing them.
Dyudyuonshu growled, raising her Kris in defense, but Sir Baron was relentless. His sword clashed with her daggers, and the force of his strikes drove her back, step by step.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Sir Baron taunted, his voice cold and unwavering.
Dyudyuonshu’s eyes narrowed in fury. “You’ll regret that, Rider!” She lunged forward, slashing wildly, but Sir Baron blocked each attack with ease, his sword parrying her strikes.
As Dyudyuonshu focused on Sir Baron, Gaim descended from above, his Triumphant Arms glowing with power. His Ultimate Orange Saber in hand, he swung with devastating force, shattering her guard. The blow sent Dyudyuonshu reeling, her body shaking from the impact.
“You think you can win?” Gaim’s voice was calm, but firm. “We fight for more than ourselves.”
Dyudyuonshu, now panicking, summoned more Helheim vines to ensnare them, but Sir Baron was quick to react. He pumped his driver twice, initiating his Forbidden Fruit Sparking. His sword ignited with a crimson inferno, and with a mighty swing, he unleashed a wave of fiery energy toward the Peacock Overlord.
The flames engulfed her, scorching her as she screamed in agony. Burned and weakened, she fell to one knee, her defiant expression now replaced with disbelief.
"You humans… how can you have this much power?" she hissed, barely able to stand.
Gaim activated his Zenith Lockseed with a swift motion. “Fruit Basket!” the device announced, the familiar chime resonating through the air. The energy surged around him as he transformed into humanity’s Silver Savior: War Shogun Gaim. The vibrant colors of his armor shone bright against the gloomy backdrop of a world under siege.
Drawing his Matchlock DJ Gun, Gaim hit the lever on his driver three times, a ritual he had come to master. Each pull sent a wave of energy coursing through him, igniting his determination. "This is my stage!" he declared, his voice steady as he aimed his weapon at the defeated Peacock Overlord.
“Zenith Sparking!” he shouted, unleashing a powerful barrage of blazing energy—a dazzling medley of fruit-shaped rays shot forth from his gun, lighting up the sky. The radiant beams surged toward Dyudyuonshu, who had staggered back, weakened but not yet defeated.
The blast hit her squarely, the sheer force of it overwhelming her. Dyudyuonshu’s eyes widened in shock as the energy penetrated her defenses, sending her flying backward. The impact shattered the ground beneath her, creating a massive explosion of light and energy.
The survivors, witnessing the spectacle of heroism, felt a wave of hope wash over them. Gasps of awe and relief spread through the crowd as they watched Gaim’s attack obliterate the Peacock Overlord.
As the smoke cleared, Dyudyuonshu lay defeated, her form dissipating like ashes in the wind. A collective sigh of relief escaped the lips of the onlookers. They had seen their heroes rise and fight against the darkness threatening to engulf their world, and for a moment, they felt a glimmer of peace amid the chaos.
Gaim lowered his weapon, looking around at the grateful faces of the survivors. His heart swelled with pride but also with an acute awareness of the battles that still lay ahead. They had won today, but the war against the Overlords was far from over.

As the Beat Riders regrouped at the bakery, the atmosphere was a mix of relief and determination. The smell of fresh bread wafted through the air, a stark contrast to the chaos outside. Dillon and Joey sat at a makeshift medical station in one corner, where Alix carefully treated their injuries, a look of concern etched on his face.
Dillon winced as Alix applied antiseptic to a cut on his arm. “Thanks for responding out there, Joey,” Dillon said, his voice filled with gratitude. “Jumping in like that—it was way too much for me. I’m glad you were there.”
Joey smiled, a hint of pride in his eyes. “I couldn’t just stand by and let you take it all on. We’re a team, right?” He had grown considerably as a brave hero, learning to step up when it mattered most.
“You did great,” Yoko chimed in, standing by the table with a determined look. “And we all need to keep doing our best. I’ve sent the Shadow Troopers out to check a few safe zones where there have been basic Inves sightings nearby, but we have too many places to cover. At least one more Overlord is out of the picture.”
Lindsay nodded, her brow furrowed with concern. “I think we need more help. Thanks to the Shadow Troopers and Yoko and Alix sorting through the labs and old research camps in Forest Helheim, we’ve discovered a cache of mass-produced drivers.”
The group’s attention shifted to her, interest piqued. “What do you mean?” Nick asked, leaning forward.
Lindsay continued, “The Shadow Troopers confirmed they have a few spots they can check, but they can get nearly 50 mass-produced Sengoku Drivers for the public. I want us to rally the public so they can start to protect themselves and maybe even fight against the swarms of Inves the Overlords seem to bring with them.”
Mason looked thoughtful. “That’s a lot of drivers. If we can train the citizens, we could significantly bolster our ranks. But are they ready for it?”
“We won’t know unless we try,” Lindsay replied, her voice steady. “With the situation escalating, we can’t afford to wait. The people are scared, and giving them the tools to fight back might be the key to turning the tide.”
Mason furrowed his brow, glancing around the group. “So, when do you think we can begin this training?” he asked, his tone shifting from concern to eagerness.
Lindsay responded with a hopeful smile. “I’m aiming for the start of the week. By then, we should have the gear. Plus, thanks to our explorations and the increased Helheim fruits growing in the city, Joey has helped collect bags of Lockseeds. We’ll be well-equipped.”
Yoko stepped forward, her expression serious. “And there’s another significant advantage to the drivers,” she added. “Due to their purpose in interacting with the forest, this is exactly what they were made to do. One of our most valuable assets isn’t just the reinforcement we’ll gain; those equipped with the drivers won’t need to consume rations for food and drink as long as they wear the driver with a Lockseed equipped.”
The room fell silent for a moment as the implications of Yoko’s statement sank in. “Just like Gaim and I,” Mason said slowly, his eyes widening. “We’ve been using our belts so much that we haven’t even felt the need to eat.”
Jason nodded, realization dawning on him. “Yeah, I guess we haven’t really had to worry about food lately,” he mused. “Way cheaper than groceries.”
Lindsay smiled, her confidence bolstered by their conversation. “Exactly! This means we can extend the duration of our supplies significantly. With our current situation, every bit helps. If the citizens can equip themselves with these drivers, we’ll not only give them the ability to fight but also ease the pressure on our dwindling resources.”
Alix chimed in, his voice steady. “And if we can train them to use the Lockseeds effectively, we’ll also have a means to gather more of them. The fruits in the city are an untapped resource, and if they can help us collect them, we could enhance our arsenal even further.”
Lindsay took a deep breath, her expression serious as she addressed the group. “We do have one last challenge,” she stated firmly, meeting each of their eyes. “You guys come to me, but we can’t forget about the public. They need to believe in Gaim.”
Jason straightened, a hint of confusion on his face. “What do you mean?”
Lindsay continued, her voice unwavering. “The public believes in you, Jason. You are their first hero—the one who inspired everyone to come together. You fought for them, never as the aggressor. You’re the one who can hunt gods.”
The room fell silent, the weight of her words sinking in. Mason nodded slowly, understanding dawning on him.
“Right,” Jason said, his confidence building. “I can rally them. We’ll show them that they’re not alone in this fight.”
Lindsay smiled, her eyes sparkling with determination. “Exactly. Once we have the belts, Alix, Yoko, and Dillon are going to install transmitters in them. The goal is simple: when you save everyone and stop the Overlords and the forest, we’ll retrieve the drivers. They’re powerful tools, but they’re also dangerous in the wrong hands.”
The group nodded in agreement, the gravity of the mission reinforcing their resolve.
“We’re lucky that you all have come to the aid of others,” Lindsay continued, “but these can’t just be left for anyone to use. They need to be wielded by those who understand the responsibility that comes with them.”
“Right,” Alix chimed in, adjusting his glasses. “We want to ensure that these drivers remain in the hands of those who truly need them—those who are prepared to fight for their lives and their loved ones.”
“Exactly,” Yoko added, her tone serious. “We need to teach the public how to use these drivers properly.”



Ever since the Overlords brought the fight to Earth, the city had become a central hub for Inves activity. The once-thriving streets were now shrouded in despair, marked by the rapid spread of Helheim that seeped into every corner. The destruction, violence, and pervasive fear haunted the city, casting a dark shadow over its inhabitants. The apocalypse of the Helheim invasion had taken hold, reshaping the very fabric of their reality.
Lindsay sighed as she surveyed the chaotic scene around her, reflecting on how the fun days of sweatshirts, vests, and sneakers felt like a distant memory. Jason had transformed into a survivor molded by the harshness of their new existence. His motorcycle boots, gloves, and leather jacket had become a second skin, each piece of apparel a testament to the battles he fought. The driver was nearly always strapped to his waist, a constant reminder of the responsibility he bore.
To remind him of her presence amid the chaos, Lindsay had crafted a simple bracelet, woven with care and imbued with her feelings. She often caught Jason glancing at it, a soft smile crossing his face whenever he did. It was a little piece of home, a reminder that he wasn’t alone in this fight.
With the countless battles behind them and a fierce determination to rally the survivors, the time had finally come for their plan to take shape. The modified drivers, the surplus of Lockseeds, and their intention to gather the ones they could trust for training were all set in motion.
As they gathered in the bakery, the familiar hub of their operations, the atmosphere buzzed with a mix of anxiety and hope. Lindsay stood at the front, flanked by Yoko and Alix, her voice steady as she addressed the group.
“Okay, everyone, listen up! We’ve spent countless hours preparing for this moment,” she said, her tone a blend of urgency and encouragement. “With the surplus of drivers we secured and the Lockseeds Joey helped collect, we finally have the means to empower our allies. This is our chance to give them the tools they need to fight back!”
Mason stepped forward, his expression serious. “We need to ensure that everyone understands how to use the drivers effectively. Training will be crucial—no one can afford to be reckless with this power.”
“Absolutely,” Yoko chimed in. “We’ll need to split into groups to maximize our training sessions. Each of you will be assigned to teach a specific skill or technique. We can’t afford to lose anyone in this fight.”
Dillon nodded, his determination evident. “Let’s make sure that everyone feels confident and ready. If we’re going to face the Overlords, we need to stand united.”
The auditorium of the nearby school buzzed with anticipation as survivors gathered, their faces a mix of hope and trepidation. The Beat Riders had set up a makeshift stage, transforming the gymnasium into a space for unity.
Lindsay turned to Jason, her heart racing. “We need this… please tell me you got something,” she urged, her voice tinged with anxiety.
He nodded, determination shining in his eyes. “I do.” With a deep breath, Jason stepped forward, energy shifting in the room as he approached the microphone. He transformed into Gaim Orange Arms, his vibrant form drawing gasps from the crowd.
“Gaim!” someone shouted, recognition flooding the auditorium. Gaim surveyed the audience, the weight of his words palpable.

“When I started this, I started it alone,” he began, his voice steady. “I had every intention of keeping it that way. But life had other plans. More people stepped up, and then things just got weird. The Inves, Rider battles, and, most importantly, the Helheim Forest.”
He gestured dramatically, inviting them to visualize the chaos. “No one can go at it alone. Sometimes, you need help… sometimes, you need a team!”
The audience leaned in, captivated. “We call ourselves the Beat Riders. It’s not just a club of heroes; it’s a gathering of us Riders and non-Riders working together to discover the secrets of Helheim and protect the public. But here’s the disappointing truth: we aren’t enough.”
Gaim’s words struck a chord. “We call them Overlords—monsters that won the battle against extinction and became gods. They’re cruel and control the forest.. but they aren’t invincible. Humanity can win! And the world won’t be saved by one person; it will be saved by everyone trying to achieve their own future.. together.”
The crowd murmured, apprehension mingling with hope. Gaim pressed on, his voice passionate. “We haven’t stopped fighting, but we want to protect everyone. The only way to do that is by coming together. All of us. That’s why we’re here. We need your help to save our shared world.”
He paused for effect. “These are Sengoku Drivers,” he said, gesturing to the rows of belts behind him. “A mass-produced model that can help you survive in the forest. They need to be equipped with these small devices called Lockseeds. When you use this, you can grab Helheim fruit and turn it into a Lockseed. Once attached, you’ll no longer need to eat or drink while it has energy. You can transform into a Shadow Trooper.”
Gaim’s voice grew fervent as he concluded, “Please join us. Not everyone can, but we want help to fight and protect. We’ll show you how to wield this power and the weapons that come from them. But we need you to volunteer because no one fights because they’re made to; they do it because they wish to. So please consider making this choice. This is our city, our future. This is our stage!”
Stepping back, Gaim scanned the crowd, feeling a wave of emotion wash over him. One by one, hands began to raise, eager faces filled with determination. Survivors, once bystanders in their own lives, were ready to take a stand.
Lindsay beamed with pride, excitement swelling in her chest. “That’s it! This is what we’ve been fighting for!” she exclaimed.
The atmosphere crackled with resolve. “We’re in this together!” someone shouted.
“This is our stage!” the crowd echoed back, igniting a sense of unity.

As the excitement in the auditorium buzzed with newfound energy, Dillon, Joey, Nick, and Sarah-Gabrielle took their places at tables set up to assess the strengths of the eager survivors. Each table served as a station where potential recruits could discuss their skills, trustworthiness, and readiness to join the fight against the Overlords.
“Okay, let’s make sure we’re thorough,” Dillon said, looking at his friends with determination. “We need to know who we can count on.”
Joey nodded, flipping through a clipboard filled with notes. “Right. We’ll ask them about their experience, what they can offer, and if they’re ready to face the Inves. This is our chance to build a real team.”
Sarah-Gabrielle smiled, her enthusiasm shining through. “I’ve got a few ideas on how to evaluate their physical skills as well. Maybe we can set up a little obstacle course?”
Nick grinned at her suggestion. “That’s perfect! It’ll help us see who has what it takes under pressure.”
Meanwhile, on the side wing of the stage, Jason ended his transformation, the energy dissipating as he returned to his human form. He glanced toward Lindsay, who was busy organizing the flow of the event.
As he approached her, she turned, her eyes sparkling with pride. “You were amazing out there!” she exclaimed, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him close.
Before he could respond, she kissed him deeply, her excitement bubbling over. Jason melted into the moment, his worries about the battle ahead momentarily forgotten.
“I’m just glad it resonated with them,” he said after they broke the kiss, trying to catch his breath. “I really think we can rally them.”
Lindsay’s eyes danced with determination. “Now that we have our candidates, we can start moving forward. I need to check on the tables and direct everything.”
He could see the fire in her eyes, the way she was driven to make a difference. “I’ll help. Let’s make sure everyone feels welcome and knows what to expect,” he suggested, feeling the same urgency.
As they made their way to the tables, Lindsay continued, “Once we’ve sorted through everyone, we can introduce them to Yoko, Mason, and Alix to coordinate training. It’s going to take all of us working together to prepare for what’s coming.”
Over the next several days, the rhythm of the survivors' new lives began to take shape. The auditorium, once a gathering place for speeches and hopeful conversations, was transformed into a training ground. Tables and chairs were pushed aside, and makeshift targets and obstacle courses were set up in the corners. Jason, Lindsay, and the others worked tirelessly, helping the new recruits adapt to the new reality they were facing.
The recruits came in all shapes and sizes, varying from those who had been with them since the beginning to those who were just starting to fight back against the Inves. Some were eager, their eyes bright with determination; others were hesitant, their bodies trembling with fear, but they knew they had to push forward.
Jason and Lindsay stood at the front of the room, outlining the training plan. “We aren’t just handing you weapons,” Jason said firmly. “You’ll need to understand how they work and what they’re for. You need to know how to fight, but more than that, you need to understand how to survive out there. Every second counts.”
The new recruits gathered around, many wearing simple clothes, their faces lined with weariness, but there was a flicker of hope in their eyes. They were ready to do what it took to stand up to the monsters that had terrorized their homes.
As Jason talked, Alix, Mason, and Yoko helped oversee the practical side of the training. Mason and Yoko worked together to demonstrate the use of the Sengoku Drivers and the lockseeds, showing how to harness the power of the belts.
Jason, wearing his Gaim armor, led the first demonstration. His sword glistened in the morning light, and the energy from the orange lockseed radiated around him. “Watch closely,” Jason said, raising his weapon high. The recruits watched in awe as he slid the Pineapple lockseed into the driver, triggering a transformation into his Pineapple arms. The sound of the armor locking into place filled the room, and his powerful voice resonated with authority.
“The first thing you need to know is control,” Jason explained, raising his Pine Iron into a fighting stance. “The drivers are tools, not weapons. The lockseeds are your source of strength, but they’re also a responsibility. Don't be reckless.”
One by one, the recruits were guided through the basic steps of using the Sengoku Driver. Each one received their own lockseed, a symbol of their commitment to the fight. As they slid the seeds into their belts and activated the drivers, the recruits felt the surge of power, the transformation taking hold of their bodies.
Some struggled, their bodies trembling with the unfamiliar sensation of the transformation, but Jason and Lindsay were there, offering words of encouragement. “Don’t rush it,” Lindsay said to one recruit, a young woman named Mira, who had stumbled after her transformation. “Take your time. It’ll get easier with practice.”
After hours of practice with the drivers and learning how to control their new abilities, the recruits were ready for their first real combat session. The obstacle course, now outfitted with more targets and dummies designed to mimic Inves, was ready. This wasn’t a game; the stakes were real. These recruits were about to face their first test.
Dillon and Joey worked alongside Jason, standing at the ready to give advice and corrections where needed. Dillon, now with his own fully refined fighting style, took his place at the edge of the battlefield, watching as the recruits charged in.
The recruits were grouped into teams, working together to take down the Inves dummies. The sound of the lockseeds activating, and the clash of swords against dummies, filled the air. At first, the recruits were clumsy. They missed their targets, stumbled over their own feet, and their attacks lacked coordination.
But with every pass, they improved. Mason and Alix, overseeing the training from behind the scenes, provided feedback on strategy, explaining how to anticipate the movements of the Inves and how to respond to threats in real time.
After the initial training, the recruits were sent out on their first patrols. Under the guidance of the more experienced riders, they began to assist in the ongoing war against the Inves. Their role was to support and protect civilians, but every encounter with the creatures was a test of their newly acquired skills.
However, it wasn’t all smooth sailing. The recruits faced danger in the form of real Inves—creatures that had grown smarter and more vicious since the last encounter. During one of their first patrols, a group of recruits was forced to fight off a swarm of Inves in an abandoned warehouse.
One recruit, Carlos, panicked when the Inves swarmed him, his hands shaking as he tried to draw his weapon. But Joey, noticing his fear, rushed to his side, deflecting the incoming attacks and offering Carlos a moment to steady himself. “Breathe,” Joey called out, his voice steady and strong. “You’re not alone. We’ve got your back.”
Carlos took a deep breath, his confidence rising as he activated his Sengoku Driver and took a step forward, slashing at the approaching Inves. The rest of the recruits joined in, and together, they fended off the swarm, the fear gradually fading as they realized their potential.
As the days went on, the recruits grew stronger. They became more proficient with their weapons, learned how to work together as a team, and began to understand the strategies that were necessary to survive. The training had not been easy, but they were beginning to stand on their own.
Jason and Lindsay watched this progress closely, knowing the fight against the Inves was far from over. But with every new recruit, they felt a little more confident about their chances.
Jason turned to Lindsay one night as they sat on the rooftop of a nearby building, looking over the city below. The lights of the survivors’ safe zones glimmered in the distance. “We’re getting there,” Jason said softly. “It’s not going to be easy, but we’ve got an army now.”
The Fruit Republic, born from a joke, quickly became a symbol of hope, unity, and resilience. What had started as a playful name—an offhand remark by Jason—had grown into something more significant. The public embraced it as their own, a badge of honor they wore proudly. In a world now defined by chaos and the relentless spread of Helheim, the citizens had transformed into something greater than mere survivors. They had become warriors.
The Fruit Republic was more than just a name; it was a movement. Armed with the Sengoku Drivers and their lockseeds, everyday people became capable fighters, defending their safe zones and pushing back against the Inves as best as they could. Though they were not as powerful as the more experienced riders, they were determined, and that determination gave them strength.
The Beat Rider Radio, once a small communication network, was now a lifeline for the entire region. With the help of tech enthusiasts and radio fanatics who had scavenged abandoned communication towers and raided old equipment, they built a robust system that connected survivors in even the most remote areas. The radio served not only as a means of contacting each other, but also as a symbol of solidarity—whenever a Beat Rider dispatcher relayed a message, it brought people closer to the hope that they weren’t alone in their fight.
Sarah-Gabrielle, having been thrust into this new world when the invasion began, had found her place among the crew managing this communication network. Though her past was one of the more ordinary lives that had been disrupted by the invasion, she now served as a crucial part of the Beat Rider’s outreach, helping Lindsay and Yoko with logistics, dispatching information, and supporting the efforts to coordinate with the Fruit Republic.
Nick, always by her side, had transitioned into a quieter, more strategic role—using his skills to support the dispatch network and ensuring that the city’s safe zones stayed well-connected. Together, they became an unbreakable duo, coordinating the efforts between the Fruit Republic and the Beat Riders.
Yoko, leading the Shadow Troopers, worked tirelessly to integrate them into the larger resistance effort. Her troops, trained with an edge from her previous experience, had become an invaluable asset. They worked alongside the Beat Riders and the growing numbers of recruits, providing support in areas where the larger forces could not reach. Occasionally, Yoko would send out her Shadow Troopers to patrol or to check on safe zones where communication had gone quiet for too long.
One day, as the crew gathered in their makeshift operations center, an alert came through the Fruit Republic’s communication network. One of the Beat Rider dispatchers had been sent out to check on a safe zone to the north, but they hadn’t returned for several hours. Sarah-Gabrielle’s fingers flew over the radio console as she tapped into the network.
“Can anyone confirm the status at Safe Zone Gamma? I need a visual check,” she called into the microphone, her voice calm but with an undertone of concern. The screen lit up with static, then the familiar voice of one of the dispatchers crackled through.
“Dispatch here, Safe Zone Gamma is holding steady for now. No major Inves activity. We have a few Fruit Republic fighters securing the perimeter.” The voice paused, before adding, “But we lost contact with one of our teams. They went out on patrol and haven’t returned.”
“Damn it,” Sarah muttered under her breath. She flicked a switch, relaying the information to Lindsay, who was nearby.
Lindsay stood up, walking over to Sarah’s station. “Any leads?”
“Nothing concrete yet,” Sarah replied. “But this could be another invasion wave gathering strength. We’ve been seeing more Inves activity, and the Helheim infection is spreading faster.”
Lindsay nodded, her face hardening. “Send Yoko’s team. We need to find them and make sure they’re not overrun. We can’t afford to lose any more ground.”
Sarah hit a few buttons, sending a command to Yoko’s team. Within minutes, Yoko’s troops received the message and began mobilizing, preparing for a recon mission to the north.
As they gathered their gear and checked their communications, Yoko approached Lindsay and Jason, who were at the center of the planning. “I’ll check it out with my team. We’ll find out what’s going on,” she said, determination clear in her eyes.
“Make sure to be quick,” Lindsay added. “We need to keep the communication lines open and ensure that if there’s an attack, we’re ready to respond.”
The urgency in the air was palpable. The public had grown accustomed to the occasional danger, but this wave of Inves activity seemed more coordinated, more vicious than usual. Every day the Helheim continued to spread, its dark influence seeping into more parts of the city.
As Yoko and her team prepared to leave, Jason turned to Lindsay. “We need to make sure this doesn’t get worse. The Fruit Republic can’t fight this battle alone.”
Lindsay nodded, her thoughts already racing. “I know. But we need to get more recruits trained. We need the full force of the public behind us if we’re going to win this.”
Later that day, Sarah-Gabrielle received another message through the radio. It was a distress signal from Safe Zone Gamma. “We’ve encountered a large number of Inves outside the zone. Requesting backup,” the message crackled.
Without hesitation, Lindsay grabbed her communicator. “Prepare the teams. We’re heading there now. Jason, Yoko, we need to be fast. The Inves are stepping up their attacks.”
As the team approached Safe Zone Gamma, tension hung thick in the air. Nick felt his hands clenching around the strange, inactive lockseed he’d stolen months ago from Dr. Sengoku’s lab. It had seemed useless then, a relic with no purpose, but he couldn’t bring himself to throw it away. His fingers brushed over it again, the strange trinket sitting heavy in his pocket.
The squad pulled into the zone as the urgency escalated. Sarah-Gabrielle was escorted into the relative safety of the barricades while Jason and Yoko now fully suited in their respective armors—raced towards the front lines. The Fruit Republic fighters, armed and ready, were holding strong, but they were clearly overwhelmed. The constant swarm of Inves was too much.
As Gaim, Markia, and Ryugen surged forward, the scene became chaotic. Inves scattered in all directions, some running, some flying, as they descended on the encampment, while Redyue watched from afar, perched atop a crumbling building, its twisted form almost feline in nature.
"You humans," Redyue sneered, its voice echoing over the battlefield. "You think you can stop the Overlords? You're nothing but pawns, just like the rest of them." It paused, casting its glowing eyes over the riders and the few remaining Fruit Republic fighters. "But I won’t crush you just yet. No, I have a better idea. Let’s see what breaks first—your bodies... or your spirits."
As it spoke, Redyue unleashed a wave of energy from its claws, slamming into the safe zone walls. The barricade rattled, some of the makeshift defenses breaking under the force. In response, Gaim leaped forward, his Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms striking a barrage of Inves off the defensive line. His sonic arrow cleaved through the horde, sending sparks flying as it connected with their twisted bodies.
“Stay strong!” Jason shouted, swinging his sword and cutting down another cluster of Inves. “We can’t let them break through!”
Markia, in her Jimber Peach Energy Arms, leaped into the fray beside him, her sonic arrow flashing as she weaved between enemies, cutting them down with swift precision. “Gaim, we’ve got to push them back—fast!”
Ryugen, now in his Jimber Peach Energy Arms, shifted gears. He fired his sonic arrow, sending bursts of energy through the Inves ranks as he fought his way forward, clearing a path toward the center of the zone. “I’ve got a strange feeling about this,” Ryugen muttered as he blocked an incoming strike. 
But Nick wasn’t paying attention to the battle anymore. His eyes narrowed as he spotted something odd—a grasshopper-like creature darting through the chaos. Its shell was a disturbing blend of blue and black, its movements precise and unnervingly agile.
“That thing...” Nick whispered to himself, a chill running down his spine. “That’s not like any Inves we’ve seen before.”
His instincts kicking in. The creature’s erratic movements were like something out of a nightmare, dancing between the chaos with a mocking cackle that echoed in the air. It was fast, almost too fast—dodging Ryugen’s Arrows with ease and laughing maniacally as it sprang from one structure to the next.
Ryugen, sensing the threat, pursued it relentlessly, twisting and turning as he aimed to close the distance. His Sonic Arrow with energy as he launched a powerful strike, but the grasshopper Inves was already leaping into the air, spinning like a blur and evading the attack with an unsettling giggle.
“What the hell is that thing?” Ryugen shouted as he pursued it through the rubble. The Inves taunted him, darting between old cars and debris, seemingly toying with him.
The creature’s laugh echoed louder, bouncing off the broken walls. “Come on, Ryugen! You’re not fast enough!” It cackled again, landing in a flurry of sparks, before springing toward him with blinding speed. It launched itself at Ryugen, its legs kicking forward like a blade.
“Not today!” Ryugen gritted his teeth, his body reacting before his mind could. He swung his weapon horizontally, connecting with the Inves and sending it crashing into the nearby wall with a thunderous impact. It screeched in pain but quickly recovered, bouncing back to its feet and rushing him with renewed fury.
The creature’s insane laughter rang out as it pounced on Ryugen again, claws flashing, and teeth bared. “You can’t even hit me! You think you can stop me with that stick? I’ll show you what true power is!” it hissed.
Ryugen was on the defensive now, struggling to block its rapid, erratic strikes. He couldn’t keep up with its chaotic speed, its movements almost alien in nature. Each time he tried to counter, it was already gone—disappearing into the shadows of the battleground.
Meanwhile, Gaim and Marika were working together to fend off Redyue’s minions, but Gaim’s attention was momentarily drawn to the spectacle unfolding before him. “Ryugen... what’s going on?”
“I don’t know,” Ryugen grunted, blocking another strike. “This thing’s too fast—like it’s mocking me.”
As the battle raged, Nick finally caught up, his heart pounding. He saw the creature’s erratic movements—its almost maniacal laughter—and knew this wasn’t just another Inves. It was something different, something more dangerous.
The chaos of battle spread out before them. On one side, Gaim, in his triumphant Orange Arms form, wielded his twin flags with expert precision. The bright, blazing orange of his armor radiated with strength and energy as he met each of Redyue’s halberd strikes, blocking them with the wide reach of his flags. Each time the weapon clashed against him, sparks flew, but he stood firm, never giving an inch.
Beside him, Marika, fully transformed in her Marika Dragoon form, her armor gleaming with vibrant energy, fired blast after blast from her Sonic Arrow, targeting Redyue. She kept her distance, using agility and speed to stay ahead of Redyue’s relentless attacks, but the inves warrior was a fearsome opponent. Redyue was fast and skilled with her halberd, dodging Marika’s blasts and closing the gap with each strike.
"You’re wasting your time!" Redyue taunted, her voice dripping with malice as she swung her weapon, attempting to cleave Gaim in half.
Jason, not backing down, caught her attack with both flags, the weight of her strikes testing his endurance. "We won’t stop," he said, his voice low and determined.
Marika fired again, the energy blast hitting Redyue’s side, but it barely fazed her. Redyue only smiled wider, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “You think you can stop me?” she said, her voice almost playful, as if mocking their efforts.
But their attention was quickly diverted as the real danger emerged elsewhere.
At the other end of the battlefield, Nick, as Ryugen, continued his pursuit of the blue grasshopper Inves. The creature, having toyed with him for far too long, seemed to have lost interest in their fight and was now making its way toward the shelter of the Fruit Republic civilians. A collective scream erupted from the crowd as the creature swarmed toward them.
Several fighters from the Fruit Republic rushed to intercept the blue grasshopper, but they were tossed aside like ragdolls, helpless before the creature’s unnatural speed and strength.
Ryugen narrowed his eyes, firing a volley of arrows from his Sonic Arrow in an attempt to stop it, but the creature dodged effortlessly. The grasshopper moved like lightning, a blur of blue, and then... it split apart, bursting into a swarm of locusts. They engulfed Ryugen, their tiny, sharp legs biting at his armor, crawling over him as he struggled to stay upright.
Nick, his breath heavy, swung his arms wildly, trying to push them away. He fired more arrows, but his aim was becoming shaky. He couldn’t keep up.
In a single leap, the grasshopper reformed into its monstrous, humanoid state, towering over Ryugen. A surge of energy emitted from it, and with a blast of force, it unleashed a shockwave that hit Ryugen square in the chest, sending him flying backward. The sheer power of the attack reverted him back to his human form in an instant, leaving him crumpled and gasping on the ground.
His vision blurred, pain exploding through his body, but before he could gather himself, Gaim and Marika’s battle with Redyue was still raging. The two warriors, in perfect sync, were giving it everything they had, but Redyue seemed to revel in the chaos.
As Gaim’s twin flags clashed with the halberd once more, the force of their blows caused the ground beneath them to crack and shudder.
"You really think you can beat me?" Redyue sneered, her eyes flashing as she launched a fierce overhead strike.
But Gaim was relentless. His flags spun and twisted in the air, meeting her halberd again and again as the two fought for control. Marika, not far behind, unleashed another barrage of blasts from her Sonic Arrow, trying to find an opening, but Redyue was an expert at dodging, using her agility and immense strength to keep them at bay.
And that’s when the true danger appeared.
The blue grasshopper Inves, its humanoid form now fully formed, was charging through the battlefield, its eyes locked on the civilians in the shelter. The creature was fast, moving with a menacing grace as it pushed its way through the fighters.
Nick, struggling to regain his strength, saw the creature grab a small child from the shelter, holding the frightened child high above the ground in its monstrous claws.
"No!" Nick shouted, his voice raw with desperation.
He pushed himself to his feet, ignoring the searing pain in his body as he ran toward the creature. His focus narrowed on the child, the sense of helplessness stinging at his gut. He had to save them—he couldn’t let the creature take another innocent.
But before he could reach the creature, the grasshopper monster turned, and with a flick of its claws, Nick was sent sprawling to the ground once again. His vision swam as he tried to rise, but it was no use.
The creature turned back toward the shelter, seemingly unfazed by his attempts. Nick’s eyes burned with fury as he saw Sarah-Gabrielle dart forward, rushing to grab the child from the creature's grasp.
In an instant, Sarah-Gabrielle leapt in, kicking the creature’s claws, rescuing the child from its grasp. She pulled the child close to her, shielding them from the chaos around them. But before she could get far, the monster's claws swiped at her, cutting deep into her back. Blood spurted from the wounds, and she stumbled, falling to her knees.
"Sarah!" Nick shouted, his heart racing.
She was bleeding—badly. The sight of her pain sent a wave of anger crashing through him.
Fueled by rage and desperation, Nick reached for his Sengoku Driver, barely able to hold onto it with his trembling hands. He had no more time to think. The only way to stop this was to fight.
Nick grasped the strange, pulsing lockseed he had been carrying. It was the only one left.
"Enough!" he roared, clenching the lockseed. He twisted it into the driver.
Henshin!
The Sengoku Driver roared, and dark energy surged through Nick’s body. His armor morphed into a new form—maroon-colored and rusted, dark clouds swirling around him like a storm. The miasma of dark energy poured from him, wrapping around him as his new form emerged.
Ryugen, in this dark, corrupted form, stepped forward, the very air heavy with the weight of his power. His dark aura surrounded him, the energy crackling with intensity.
Without hesitation, Nick sprinted forward, his newfound power surging through him. He closed the distance between himself and the creature in a single, terrifying burst of speed. His fist collided with the creature’s jaw with an earth-shaking force, sending it staggering backward.
The blue grasshopper screeched, its limbs shaking as it reeled from the blow. Nick’s new form, now glowing with dark energy, was relentless. He struck again, the sheer force of his punch sending the creature sprawling, its body almost crumpling under the impact.
And then, as the creature lay prone on the ground, Nick’s dark miasma flowed over it, suffocating it with a reminder of his newfound power. It tried to fight back, but Nick’s relentless strikes had broken it.
"You’re finished," Nick growled through gritted teeth, standing over the fallen creature.
The battle wasn’t over, but Ryugen’s dark form had proven that the tide of the fight had shifted. Nick wasn’t the same man who had been thrown around by this creature before. This time, he had the strength and fury to make sure it wouldn’t escape.
The battle raged on around them, but in that moment, everything seemed to freeze. Sarah Gabrielle, her body wracked with intense pain, watched in horror as the man she loved—Nick, her Ryugen—transformed into something terrifying. The once calm and collected fighter had now become a storm of fury, dark energy twisting around him, his form rusted and marred by something ominous.
The creature, the blue grasshopper Inves, was barely able to react before Nick, in his berserk rage, launched into a frenzied assault. With every wild punch, he forced the creature back into its humanoid form. Each time it attempted to disperse into its swarm-like state, Ryugen grasped it, pulling it back to the ground with brutal force. He was unstoppable, his eyes burning with rage as he pummeled the creature into submission.
Sarah’s breath hitched as she clutched her bleeding side, watching the horrifying transformation unfold. The man she loved—the gentle, kind-hearted Nick—had become something violent, something she didn’t recognize.
She could only watch, helpless, as he battered the Inves, rage overtaking his entire being.
Elsewhere, Gaim’s battle against Redyue was nearing its breaking point. Frustrated by their stalemate, Jason knew it was time to change the tide.
With a loud cry, he activated his transformation.
"Fruit Basket!"
The powerful sound of War Shogun Gaim filled the air, and humanity’s silver savior emerged. His armor gleamed in the light, a symbol of hope in the chaos. In his hands, the Acorn Hammer materialized—massive and imposing. He gripped it with both hands, bringing it down to his driver.
"Zenith au lait!"
With a thunderous impact, Gaim smashed the hammer into the ground. The earth erupted in a swirl of prismatic energy, surging outward and colliding with Redyue—knocking her off balance.
She cursed, eyes blazing with fury. But despite the power of Gaim’s attack, she remained composed.
"You think that will stop me?" she spat. But then, her gaze shifted, and her smirk grew darker. "Your friend... doesn’t have to be killed to die."
In a fluid motion, she leapt into the air, her halberd slicing through the air with precision. She glided effortlessly toward the safe zone, her focus on something—or someone—else.
That’s when she saw Nick—Ryugen—struggling to regain his senses.
In his berserk state, he was still reeling from his dark transformation, overwhelmed by the energy coursing through him. His eyes were wild, erratic, and his body trembled with barely contained rage. His punches were slower now, less precise, as though he was losing himself completely in the dark energy.
But before he noticed, Redyue slashes him with her Halberd Knocking Ryugen away. Her eyes narrowed with cruel amusement. She saw the desperation in Nick’s fury, and it thrilled her.
She turns to her monster "Tell me," she sneered. "What happened?" the bruised Monster points to a human girl with blood spilling from her back.

Redyue smiles. The connection between them was unmistakable. And that connection was being exploited—just as she had planned. “Human emotions.. How fun.”
A crack appeared in the fabric of reality, like a tear in the very air.
Sarah Gabrielle, already reeling from her injuries, suddenly screamed in pain and fear as she was ripped from the ground. The crack in space widened, and she was pulled into it, her body disappearing into the swirling abyss.
“No!” Nick shouted, rushing forward as his new form flickered, the dark energy around him beginning to fizzle.
“Sarah!” he screamed in anguish, but it was too late.
In a flash, Redyue and the blue grasshopper Inves were gone, leaving nothing behind but the torn earth and the stunned warriors.
The crack in space closed with a resounding snap, and Nick—still caught in his berserk state—stood there, staring into the empty space where Sarah had been. His breath came in short, uneven bursts as his dark energy faded, his rusted armor flickering and weakening.
The War Shogun Gaim and Marika Dragoon, still in the midst of their battle, saw the sudden shift in the fight as Redyue disappeared. They both rushed over to Nick, only to find him standing there, defeated and broken. His form reverted to its base state, and the fury that had taken hold of him seemed to have vanished.
Nick fell to his knees, exhausted and overwhelmed by everything that had just happened.
With the battle finally over, a sense of uneasy calm began to fall over the safe zone. Yoko took charge, calmly directing the survivors and ensuring that everything returned to a semblance of normalcy. The Inves were gone, at least for now, but something else still weighed heavily on her mind. The events of the fight had left her restless, the sight of Nick’s berserk transformation haunting her.
Jason, meanwhile, helped Nick back to Alix’s Bakery and Café, where they had established their main base of operations. The familiar warmth of the bakery—its scent of fresh coffee and pastries—was a small comfort amidst the chaos.
As they entered, Jason helped Nick find a place to rest. The young man had passed out from exhaustion, his body finally giving in after the intense battle and the toll of his new transformation.
Yoko moved to the counter, glancing at Jason as she leaned against it, arms crossed. “That form,” she said, her voice low and controlled, but laced with curiosity. “I haven’t seen anything like it before. And that lockseed… it looks like something Dr. Sengoku made.”
Jason looked up from tending to Nick, the weight of Yoko’s question lingering in the air. He sighed, clearly exhausted, but still sharp enough to answer.
“It probably was made by him,” Jason admitted. He paused, running a hand through his hair. “When we raided his lab... Nick must have grabbed it. I’ve seen it before, but I thought it was useless—just another prototype that didn’t work. I didn’t think he’d ever actually use it.”
Yoko raised an eyebrow, her gaze sharp and focused. “But it worked,” she stated simply, glancing over at the unconscious Nick. “And he’s still... different. That rusted armor—it’s something more than just a malfunctioning Lockseed.”
Yoko turned to Lindsay, who had just entered from the back, her expression focused. "Lindsay," Yoko began, “reach out to the Shadow Troopers. I need information on Dr. Sengoku’s lockseed developments—see if they’ve got anything on the project he was working on. I’ll be over there soon.”
Lindsay gave a sharp nod, immediately pulling out her communicator. “Understood. I’ll get on it right away.” She moved toward the back room to make the necessary calls.
Yoko, her usual stern professionalism intact, glanced around the bakery one last time before heading for the door. She looked back at Jason, her gaze softening for a moment. "We’ve got a lot of work ahead of us,” she said quietly, a hint of concern in her voice.
Jason sighed again, his expression weary but resolute. "I know. We’ve all got our roles to play."
Yoko, still in her signature power suit, moved toward the waiting SUV parked outside. Her heels clicked against the ground as she stepped out into the night, her mind already racing with the possible implications of Nick’s new form and what they would have to do to understand it.
Jason stood up, feeling the weight of the situation settle deeper into his bones. His eyes, tired but focused, glanced over at Mason, who had been cleaning up after the battle.
"Mason," Jason called out, his voice firm but edged with urgency. "I need your help."
Mason looked up from the gear he was packing away, brow furrowed but attentive. "What is it?"
Jason pulled out his Sakura Hurricane lock vehicle, the sleek, cherry-blossom-themed device glinting in the dim light. He ran his fingers along it, almost as if seeking reassurance from the familiar object. “I need to scout for SG—the nickname the group gave to Sarah-Gabrielle.”
Mason stepped forward, adjusting his own gear and grabbing his own bike. “Got it. I’ll help cover the perimeter.”
Jason nodded, his hands already working on his jacket. He slipped it on, the familiar leather settling into place, his gloves already fastened. His goggles were adjusted over his head, their sleek lenses reflecting the ambient light of the bakery.
"I’ve got my radio in case of an emergency," Jason said, though his voice held an undercurrent of worry. "The Beat Rider Radio won’t be enough. We need to search far and wide—there's more ground to cover than we can imagine."
He turned to Lindsay, who was busy organizing equipment in the back. Jason's gaze softened for a moment, and he approached her.
Lindsay looked up from her work, her eyes scanning Jason’s face, filled with concern. "Be careful out there," she said softly, her voice carrying a mix of worry and encouragement.
Jason gave her a small smile, but it barely reached his eyes. “I will. I have to find her.”
She pulled him in close, wrapping her arms around him tightly, and kissed him. When she pulled away, her hands rested on his shoulders, holding him steady for a moment.
“I hope you find her,” she whispered, her voice thick with concern.
Jason’s expression softened even more. He gave a small nod, his fingers brushing lightly against her hand before stepping back.
With that, Jason and Mason headed toward the door, the Sakura Hurricane lock vehicle ready to roll. The sound of their boots on the wooden floor of the bakery echoed through the quiet room.
Mason glanced at Jason as they stepped outside. “You good?”
Jason didn’t answer right away. Instead, he climbed onto the bike, revving the engine softly. "Let’s get to work."

Yoko stepped into the room, a dimly lit area that resembled a high-tech bunker. Shadow Troopers moved about, their heavy armor clinking with every step, while a few scientists were gathered around a table, analyzing various pieces of equipment. A faint hum of machinery filled the space, but it was the presence of the lockseeds and research that dominated the air.
One of the scientists, a middle-aged woman in a lab coat, approached Yoko. Her glasses perched precariously on her nose, and her eyes, tired but sharp, studied Yoko with a quiet intensity. She was ready to give her report.
"Yoko," the scientist said, her voice steady, "I assume you're here for the latest on Dr. Sengoku's lockseed research."
Yoko nodded. "I need to know what we’re dealing with. Jason mentioned something about a lockseed—one that might have come from his lab."
The scientist motioned for Yoko to follow her to a nearby workstation, where a series of detailed reports and models were spread out. She gestured toward a lockseed prototype in the center of the table.
“This," she began, "is one of Dr. Sengoku’s older experiments. He was trying to create stronger, more resilient lockseeds. His approach was... ambitious."
Yoko listened closely as the woman continued, "The idea behind this was to harness the essence of the Overlords themselves—to capture their energy and embed it into a lockseed. However, the research was fraught with problems. Even though there were a few reports about Overlord Inves, the scientific community was too skeptical to make any conclusive advancements. Sengoku grew frustrated, and he shifted his focus."
Yoko raised an eyebrow. "So, it didn’t work."
"Not at first," the scientist confirmed. "His energy lockseeds experiments were more successful, but they were never quite what he envisioned. Eventually, Sengoku's research led to the creation of the Bountiful Fruit Lockseed. After that, he moved toward the Forbidden Lockseed by exploring a completely different approach."
Yoko looked at the lockseed in front of her, noting the absence of any distinctive features. “And now? Why does it work now, when it didn’t before?”
The scientist sighed, glancing at the lockseed before her. "It’s complicated. The lockseed was never fully stabilized. There was too much energy in it—too much raw power from the Overlords. The energy couldn’t be regulated or manipulated by the Sengoku Driver. The Sengoku Driver’s faceplate is removable, designed to accept experimental add-ons or attachments to maximize its potential. It was a way to try and stabilize the energy—but it never worked. The lockseed remained incomplete, and it couldn’t take on its proper form."
Yoko frowned. “So, it’s not functional?”
“Not entirely,” the scientist replied. “The lockseed didn’t gain its color and remained in this incomplete state. But, after some time, Dr. Sengoku developed the Genesis Driver, which was specifically designed to process this kind of raw energy more efficiently.”
Yoko glanced at the lockseed again, her mind racing. "So it’s possible to make it work?"
The scientist hesitated but then nodded. “In theory, yes. But it requires more than just the driver—it needs that switchboard attachment, the one we were working on. That was supposed to help regulate the energy flow. The lockseed itself can work in the right conditions, but without proper regulation, it’s unstable.”
Yoko’s gaze narrowed. “Where is the switchboard now?”
The scientist reached into a nearby drawer and pulled out a small, rectangular device—a switchboard attachment, its edges slightly worn from use. She handed it to Yoko.
“This is it," the scientist said quietly. "It slides right into the Sengoku Driver, but… I’m not sure it will work.”
Yoko took the device carefully, her eyes scanning it for any signs of wear or damage. She glanced back at the scientist. “We’ll find out soon enough.”
Yoko looked down at the lockseed, the faint glint of the switchboard in her hand. If this could work, it might give them the edge they needed. The thought of harnessing that unregulated power sent a shiver down her spine, but if anyone could make it work, it would be Gaim and the Beat Riders.
She turned and walked toward the door, ready to test the new equipment, but not without one last look back at the scientist.
“Thank you,” Yoko said before stepping out into the hallway.
The scientist watched her go, her expression unreadable.
Jason rode through the dense, ever-shifting Helheim forest. The towering trees loomed over him as he raced forward, the unsettling silence occasionally broken by the distant growls of Inves. He had been riding for hours, with nothing to show for it—just endless foliage and signs of something ominous lurking. Frustration began to build within him.
Without warning, a group of larger, more evolved Inves burst out from the underbrush. Their glowing eyes locked onto Jason as they slowly approached, their hulking bodies ready for a fight. Jason's grip tightened on his handlebars. He was tired, frustrated, and looking for an outlet for his anger. He reached for both his Triumphant and Zenith Lockseeds, the familiar clicks and metallic hum filling the air as he slotted them into his Sengoku Driver.
"War Shogun Gaim!" echoed from his driver as Jason transformed. His twin flags unfurled with a flare of prismatic energy. If the Overlords weren’t going to show themselves, he’d take out his frustration on their minions.
Mason, meanwhile, roamed the empty streets, skimming through scattered rumors of Redyue's movements. He found himself near a block of abandoned warehouses. The air was thick with tension, as if the darkness itself carried the echo of Redyue's presence. He parked his vehicle, scanning the area, determined to track down the Overlord and get some answers.
Back at HQ, Nick groaned as he slowly regained consciousness. Alix was by his side, carefully tending to his injuries. His body still ached from the battle with the blue grasshopper creature, and his mind swirled with confusion and frustration. Dillon and Joey had gone out with the Fruit Republic for supply drops, leaving Alix to keep an eye on him.
Suddenly, Yoko walked in, tossing the small switchboard device onto Nick's lap. He blinked, staring at it before looking up at her. "What is this?"
Yoko crossed her arms, her expression stern. "That power you used earlier, it shouldn't have worked—not according to Dr. Sengoku’s research. But this—" she gestured to the switchboard, "—was a prototype he developed to make the lockseed function properly. A step in his experiments before abandoning it for other projects."
Nick picked up the switchboard, turning it over in his hands. He still didn’t fully understand how the lockseed had activated, let alone how he had survived the transformation. "So... what do you want me to do with this?"
Yoko’s voice softened but retained its edge. "Make it work, Nick. We’re fighting Overlords. Jason’s out there, searching for Sarah-Gabrielle. Your best friend has been out there for hours, trying to find the girl you love. And we don’t have time to waste."
Before Nick could respond, a crackle came over the radio. Baron's voice came through, strained and broken. "Overlord... Grasshopper... SG... help... meet at the old hat factory."
The urgency in Baron's voice sent a jolt through all of them. Yoko immediately sprang into action, grabbing her gear. Alix, already prepared, gave Nick a quick nod, her eyes filled with concern.
"Let’s go," Yoko ordered, heading for the door.
Nick pocketed the switchboard, his determination reignited. He was still in pain, but that didn’t matter anymore. "I'm coming," he said as he pushed himself to his feet.
Lindsay, who had been monitoring the radio and operations at the cafe, caught them at the door. She stepped up to Nick, her expression worried but hopeful. "Good luck. Bring them home safe."
Baron Shin narrowly dodged Redyue’s halberd, swiftly countering with a shot from his Sonic Arrow. His blade sliced through the air, but before he could strike the Overlord, a swarm of locusts descended on him. Mason grunted, rolling to the side, barely escaping the buzzing cloud.
“You think that’s enough to stop me?” Mason spat, reaching for his Forbidden Lockseed. His fingers brushed it just as Redyue’s violent strike knocked it from his grasp, sending it flying.
“Pathetic,” Redyue mocked, watching as Mason’s transformation shattered. His Genesis Driver skidded away from him. Redyue's laughter rang out, and the Grasshopper Inves cackled beside her.
Mason groaned, forcing himself back up. His eyes flickered to the laughing pair, frustration and rage boiling within. With no other choice, he grabbed his Sengoku Driver and slammed it onto his waist. “I’m not done yet!” he growled.
“Banana Arms!” the driver announced. Mason charged forward, lance aimed at the two. “Banana Au Lait!” He thrust his lance with full force.
The Grasshopper Inves effortlessly leaped into the air, avoiding the attack. “Too slow!” it laughed, descending with a brutal kick that knocked Mason to the ground.
Coughing, Mason struggled to stand as the transformation faded, leaving him vulnerable. “Damn it...” he muttered, his strength failing.
“How weak,” Redyue sneered, stepping toward him. She swung her halberd, slashing into his arm, blood splattering across the dirt. Vines erupted from the ground, wrapping around his body, digging into his fresh wound as Mason winced in pain, forced to his knees.
“So easy,” Redyue continued, grinning. “I split you all up with nothing but tricks and illusions. Making you think that girl was nearby? A simple lure. I wanted to get rid of you one by one. And now look at you. Helpless.”
Mason growled through gritted teeth, glaring up at her. “Coward!” he spat. “You hide behind cheap tricks because you don’t have the strength to face us head-on. You’re nothing but a coward with no real power of your own.”
Redyue’s smirk vanished, replaced by fury. “How dare you!” She reached down and clutched his throat, lifting him slightly off the ground. “Strength? Such a pathetic, human ideal. You’ll die clinging to that weakness!”
Mason gasped for air, his vision blurring, but something flickered within him. His eyes glowed red, and suddenly, an invisible force blasted from his body. Redyue stumbled backward, eyes wide in shock as the vines binding him unraveled and shot toward her, grabbing her halberd.
Redyue’s eyes narrowed in disbelief. “What... What is this?” she stammered, clearly shaken by the sudden turn of events.
Mason, now free, stood tall despite his bloodied form, his voice defiant. “You thought you could break me? You don’t know what real strength is.”
Redyue, visibly rattled, glared at him, her grip tightening around nothing as the halberd was yanked from her hand by the vines. “This... this is impossible!”
Mason wiped the blood from his mouth, staring her down. “You’re scared, aren’t you? Maybe it’s time you realized—you’re the one who's weak.”
The Grasshopper Inves, now less amused, looked between the two. “Redyue, what’s going on?” it hissed, unsure of how to proceed.
Redyue scowled, regaining her composure. “Silence!” she snapped at the Inves, before turning her gaze back to Mason. “I’ll make you regret this, human. You and all your pathetic kind.”
Just then, a volley of arrows shot from Marika’s Sonic Arrow hit the ground near Redyue and the Grasshopper, catching their attention. The powerful blasts kicked up dust, forcing them to retreat. Seconds later, Bravo in Jimber Melon Arms appeared, firing suppressive rounds to keep the two enemies off-balance.
"Focus, they’re still dangerous!" Bravo shouted, his voice booming as he kept them pinned.
Ryugen, now wielding his Kiwi Arms, rushed into the fray, swinging his twin flails with precision. He knocked Redyue and the Grasshopper Inves apart, buying enough time for Mason to scramble toward his lost Genesis Driver and Forbidden Lockseed.
"Let’s finish this," Ryugen muttered under his breath, but just as he approached again, Redyue caught him off-guard with a brutal swipe from her halberd. The hit sent him sprawling across the battlefield, groaning from the impact.
Mason, meanwhile, clenched his Genesis Driver in his hand, glaring at Redyue. “You want strength? Fine. I’ll show you what real strength looks like.” With that, he slammed the Forbidden Fruit Lockseed into his belt.
“Sir Baron!” the driver roared as the transformation overtook him.
In his blazing armor, armed with a sword and shield that radiated heat, Mason charged at Redyue with newfound ferocity. His blade ignited as he swung, forcing Redyue to block with her halberd. The impact sent a shockwave across the ground.
"This is for your cowardly attacks!" Mason growled, relentlessly pressing his assault, cutting through the air with rapid, aggressive strikes. Redyue, clearly struggling to keep up, stumbled back, wounded by Mason’s sheer power.
Ryugen, now back on his feet, watched as the battle unfolded, his thoughts racing. He pulled out the switchboard Yoko had given him earlier. "No other choice..." he whispered, attaching the device to his Sengoku Driver. He hesitated for a moment, looking at the strange Lockseed.
"Let’s see what this thing can really do." With a deep breath, he activated it.
“Henshin!” Ryugen called out as dark clouds of miasma began swirling around him, engulfing his body. His transformation took on a rusted, decayed appearance, the armor worn but menacing. The power was unstable, but he could feel it—stronger than before.
He pressed a switch, and from the black smoke surrounding him, two asymmetrical short swords materialized—Dyudyuonshu's Kris weapons, stolen from the Overlord’s arsenal.
With a roar, the newly transformed Ryugen dashed forward, slashing at Redyue with an overwhelming speed that caught her off-guard. She barely blocked the initial strikes but was shocked by the familiar Overlord weaponry. Ryugen’s blows came in quick succession, landing heavy hits that forced her to retreat.
"How are you using those?" Redyue gasped, her confidence shaken as Ryugen pressed her further with the dual blades, carving through her defenses with surprising skill.
"Doesn't matter, does it?" Ryugen snarled, his voice distorted by the miasma. “You’re going down!”
Suddenly, a surge of black lightning crackled through Ryugen's body, stunning him. He winced, feeling the immense power coursing through him, but it was clear that this new form had its limits. The energy was unpredictable, and he wasn’t sure he could maintain it for much longer.
Just as he tried to recover, the Grasshopper monster pounced, knocking him back with brutal force. Ryugen struggled to push the creature off, its claws digging into his armor. With a growl of desperation, he pressed the switch on his Sengoku Driver again.
From the swirling miasma, a massive, sinister sword appeared in his hands, its blade formed from the same black clouds leaking from his rusted Lockseed. The shape was unmistakable—this was the weapon of the Overlord Demushu, a cursed blade brimming with dark energy.
"Let's see how you like this!" Ryugen gritted his teeth, using the sword to shove the Grasshopper monster off him. He swung with all his might, the sheer weight of the weapon forcing the creature back and giving him the chance to regain his footing. The blade hummed with dark power as he prepared for the next strike.
Meanwhile, across the battlefield, Redyue was caught in an inferno of crimson flames, a result of Sir Baron’s relentless attack. She was sent flying across the field, crashing into the ground with a painful thud.
"You're losing your grip, Redyue!" Sir Baron taunted, raising his blazing sword for another strike.
Before she could respond, Ryugen charged forward, swinging the dark blade toward her. The slash cut deep, and Redyue screamed in pain, staggering backward. Her mocking smile had been replaced by a look of genuine concern as she clutched her wound.
"What…what is this power?!" Redyue gasped, blood trickling from the slash. Her usual arrogance faltered, her eyes wide with fear.
Ryugen, still overwhelmed by the power of the weapon, took a step forward, his body trembling from the strain. “You’re not the only one with tricks,” he spat, his voice rough with exhaustion. But he could feel it—this power was taking its toll.
Bravo and Marika stood back, watching the intense battle unfold before them. They had their weapons drawn, but it was clear this fight was beyond them. Sir Baron and Ryugen were locked in combat with forces far beyond their level—if Bravo or Marika stepped in now, they’d only slow the others down. They could only wait, hoping for a chance to assist, but no such opening presented itself.
“We can’t interfere now,” Bravo muttered, clenching his fists. “They’re in a league of their own.”
Marika nodded, though her eyes never left the fight. “We’ll have to wait. But if this keeps up, we may not even get the chance.”
On the battlefield, Redyue’s mocking voice pierced the air as she turned her attention to Ryugen, who was still struggling with the dark energy coursing through him. The Grasshopper monster stood beside her, grinning maniacally.
"If you want to see your lover again," Redyue sneered, opening a swirling crack in space, "you’ll have to follow me."
Without hesitation, Ryugen—driven by anger, desperation, and fear for Sarah-Gabrielle—charged after them, diving into the tear just before it sealed shut.
“Nick! No!” Sir Baron called out, rushing forward, but he was too late. The portal had already closed, leaving them behind.
Bravo cursed under his breath. “He’s gone. We can’t follow.”
"We’ll have to hope he can hold his own," Marika said, though worry laced her voice.
Inside the twisted dimension beyond the portal, Ryugen clashed fiercely with Redyue, but his attacks were getting weaker, slower. He was losing strength, the power of the rusted lockseed draining him. Redyue noticed this, her smile widening.
"You're getting sloppy, Ryugen." Her voice dripped with smug satisfaction.
She summoned Helheim vines, aiming them at him. With his Overlord weapon, Ryugen managed to fend off the tendrils, but barely. The vines writhed and twisted toward him, and though he cut them down, the black energy shocks pulsing from his lockseed brought him to his knees. He could barely hold the weapon anymore. His breath came in ragged gasps, his body wracked with pain.
Redyue stepped closer, watching him suffer. “You’re running out of time. And I have a proposition for you.”
Ryugen struggled to stay upright, glaring at her through the pain. “What are you talking about?” he spat.
Redyue crouched down in front of him, her eyes glinting with malice. “If you want the girl back—if you want to see her alive again—kill the silver one. Kill Gaim, and I’ll give you what you want.”
Ryugen’s eyes widened in shock. “What? No...”
But before he could react further, his body gave out. The lockseed powered down, and the transformation reverted. He collapsed to the ground, exhausted beyond measure. His last thought before passing out was of Sarah-Gabrielle, her face flashing before his eyes as darkness overtook him.
Redyue stood over his unconscious body, a smile playing on her lips. "Let's see how far your love for her will drive you, Ryugen," she whispered, before signaling the Grasshopper monster to carry him away.
Nick sat in silence, his fingers absently running over the cold, dark surface of the Underworld Buckle. His mind replayed Redyue’s words again and again, her voice echoing like a twisted lullaby in the back of his thoughts.

"You’re awake... good. I finished your silly device... kill Gaim and save the girl, or she dies."
He shuddered as he remembered waking up, feeling a strange sense of rejuvenation, only to be confronted with that grim ultimatum. The completed Underworld Buckle now sat before him, gleaming with a sinister edge. It had been Redyue who had finished the device, claiming that humans had the knowledge to create data processors but lacked the proper materials to harness the true power of Helheim. She had unlocked it for him. And in doing so, she’d cursed him with a dark choice.
Nick clenched his fist, feeling the weight of the lockseed in his palm. Ryugen Yomi—that’s what this new form was, a warped, twisted version of the hero he once sought to become. Ryugen's Underworld Armor. The name alone sent a chill down his spine, like it had taken on a life of its own. This wasn’t just a new power; it was a curse. A reminder of what he had to do... and what was at stake.
He had to save Sarah-Gabrielle. He had to free her from Redyue’s clutches. But to do that... he would have to kill Jason.
Nick gritted his teeth, his mind flashing with images of Jason—his best friend, his ally, the man who had stood by him through every battle, every trial. Could he do it? Could he actually kill Jason to save the woman he loved?
The thought made him sick. His stomach twisted as he slammed the Underworld Buckle onto the table. No! He couldn’t kill Jason. There had to be another way. He had to find another way.
But the reality of it loomed over him. Redyue held all the cards. She knew what he cared about most and was dangling Sarah’s life like bait in front of him. And the longer he waited, the more time Redyue had to tighten her grip around her.
Nick leaned back in the chair, staring up at the ceiling of the small, dimly lit room. He had no idea where Jason was right now, probably still scouting through the Helheim Forest. That made it worse. He couldn’t bring himself to face Jason, not after what Redyue had done to him. Not while that ultimatum hung over his head like a guillotine.
The Underworld Buckle stared back at him, glowing faintly with a dark energy that seemed to pulse in time with his own heartbeat. Power... cursed power—that's what this was. He had stolen the power of an Overlord, but at what cost? And would it even be enough to save Sarah?
“I have to save her...” Nick whispered to himself, gripping the lockseed tighter. “But I can’t... I can’t kill Jason. There has to be a way.”
The door creaked open, and there stood Jason, his expression a mix of confusion and concern. He had heard the rumors, the unsettling whispers. Now, seeing Nick standing there with his Sengoku Driver, everything suddenly felt very real.
“Nick!” Jason called out as he cautiously approached. “What’s going on? Redyue said you were out to kill me—what’s she talking about?”
Nick stood still, his gaze fixed on the floor. He couldn’t bring himself to meet Jason’s eyes. He felt a knot tightening in his chest, suffocating him. The weight of Redyue’s ultimatum pressed down like a heavy chain, binding him to an impossible choice.
“It’s the only way to save SG,” Nick finally muttered, barely above a whisper.
His hand trembled as he slid the Underworld Buckle onto his Sengoku Driver, the dark energy radiating from it like a living entity. He felt his heart pounding in his chest as he activated the Yomi Lockseed.
“Underworld,” the device declared, its voice echoing ominously in the room.
Jason’s eyes widened. He watched in disbelief as Nick prepared to transform. “Nick, no. This isn’t you—there’s another way! We’ll find her together.”
But Nick shook his head. “I have to... I don’t want to do this, but I have to.”
He took a deep breath, his heart aching with every word. “Henshin.”
Dark clouds poured out from the lockseed, engulfing Nick in a swirling mass of miasma. The air in the room turned cold as the driver announced, “Yomi Arms.”
When the clouds cleared, there stood Ryugen Yomi, a rusted, corrupted version of the warrior Nick had once been. His armor was marred by a dark aura, emanating malevolence with every breath he took. His eyes glowed with a faint crimson, and the black mist surrounding him pulsed like a heartbeat.
“I have to kill you, Jason... to save her,” Nick said, his voice hollow and pained. “Redyue promised—if I kill you, she’ll give SG back.”
Jason took a step back, gripping his own buckle. “Nick... I don’t want to fight you. We can save Sarah-Gabrielle without this!”
But Nick’s hands tightened around his new device, his heart tearing itself apart inside him. “I don’t want to fight you either... but I have no choice.”
Jason’s gaze hardened. He could see the conflict in Nick’s eyes, the torment that was tearing his friend apart. But Redyue’s grip on him was too strong. This wasn’t just a fight for survival—it was a fight for Nick’s soul.
“Then I guess I’ll have to stop you,” Jason said, his tone heavy with resolve.
He grabbed his own buckle, activating his lockseed. “Henshin!”
The sound of Fruit Basket filled the air as Jason transformed into War Shogun Gaim, the silver savior of humanity. His twin flags fluttered in the wind as he faced off against his friend, his heart sinking with the weight of what was to come.
They stood there, locked in a tense silence, the inevitability of the battle pressing down on both of them.
Nick’s grip tightened on his weapon. “I’m sorry, Jason... I’m so sorry.”
And with that, the battle began.
The two clashed with raw intensity, War Shogun Gaim wielding his twin flags against Ryugen Yomi, who gripped the deadly Overlord Kris blades. The air sparked with every collision of their weapons, the sound of metal ringing through the space. Nick could feel it—the dark, corrupt power surging through him—it felt natural, complete, as though this was the power he was always meant to wield.
Jason gritted his teeth, his mind racing as he fought to stay ahead of Nick’s aggressive strikes. “Nick, this isn’t you! Fight it!” he shouted, but Nick’s response was a grim silence, his focus completely on the battle.
In a swift move, Gaim tossed his twin flags aside and twisted his lockseed multiple times. “War Shogun Arms Storm!” A barrage of weapons—swords, spears, and hammers—materialized around him, launching toward Ryugen like a storm of fury.
Ryugen, forced back, tucked and rolled to avoid the brunt of the attack. With a dark smirk, he summoned Redyue’s own halberd from the miasma swirling around him, swatting away several of the flying weapons with ease. His movements were fluid, faster than before, as if he had been born into this power.
“You think this will stop me, Jason? I'll save her!” Nick growled, his voice now distorted with a sinister edge.
Jason, refusing to back down, charged forward. The Melon Defender appeared in his hands, just in time to block a savage downward strike from Nick’s halberd. The force of the blow reverberated through Jason’s body, but he held firm, countering with his Pine Iron, swinging wildly to keep Ryugen Yomi at bay.
But Ryugen caught the Pine Iron with the blade of his halberd, locking it in place. With a burst of strength, he ripped the weapon out of Jason’s hands and flung it to the ground, leaving Gaim vulnerable.
Nick saw the opening, his eyes flashing with determination. “It’s over, Jason!” he yelled, swinging the halberd down with all his might, aiming to cleave straight through Gaim’s defenses.
Jason, wide-eyed, barely managed to raise the Melon Defender, the halberd’s blade crashing into the shield, sparks flying as the force of the blow drove him to one knee.
“I won’t let you take her from me!” Nick roared, pressing his advantage.
But Jason gritted his teeth, refusing to give in. “I’m not giving up on you, Nick! Not now—not ever!”
War Shogun Gaim tightened his grip on the halberd, yanking it away from Ryugen Yomi’s grasp and pulling him closer. With a surge of strength, he kicked the rusted warrior back, sending him stumbling. Jason leapt over him, his legs sweeping beneath Nick’s, knocking Ryugen Yomi to the ground with a thunderous crash.
Nick gritted his teeth, fury burning in his eyes. Desperate, he slapped a different switch on his driver. The Underworld Buckle sparked, and a gale of dark miasma roared to life around him, engulfing the room in a suffocating black wind. The darkness clashed against Gaim's radiant light, a battle of forces that rattled the very walls of the abandoned building.
Jason took a step back, feeling the weight of the attack press against his shield. The black energy of Ryugen’s miasma surged, but War Shogun Gaim remained steadfast. His determination burned brighter than the darkness that sought to overwhelm him. They stood there, fists raised, exchanging punch after punch, their bodies colliding with the force of tidal waves.
Gaim blocked a vicious strike, deflecting Ryugen’s halberd with his twin flags. He countered with a well-timed elbow strike to Ryugen’s chest, sending him stumbling backward into a nearby wall, his body slamming against the crumbling bricks with an echoing thud.
With a flick of his wrist, Gaim shoved Ryugen into the wall with just enough force to send him crashing through it into the next room, the debris falling around him. Jason didn’t wait. He strode forward, his Orange Slasher and Unrivaled Saber gleaming in his grip, ready for the final assault.
Ryugen Yomi, however, wasn’t done. He rose from the rubble, his breathing ragged, and with a slow, deliberate motion, summoned his Overlord Kris weapons back into his hands. Dark, swirling clouds of miasma formed around him as he stepped forward, a sinister smirk playing on his lips.
Jason’s expression hardened. He had to finish this. Without hesitation, he triggered his Zenith Au Lait, causing a surge of prismatic energy to engulf his weapons. The energy sparked and roared around him as he prepared for the final clash.
Not to be outdone, Ryugen gritted his teeth and activated his own dark power, summoning his Yomi Au Lait, the black smoke swirling into his Overlord Kris blades. The two forces of light and darkness collided, causing an explosion that rattled the entire building.
A massive shockwave burst outward, sending debris flying in every direction. The walls trembled, cracks forming as the building groaned under the pressure of their power. The air was thick with light and shadow, the battlefield now an arena where war and desolation fought for dominance.
For a moment, everything paused. Jason and Nick stood locked in a deadly dance, each a symbol of the two forces that had shaped them—one fighting for his humanity, the other grasping at the darkness to save those he loved.
The battle between Gaim and Ryugen Yomi had escalated, the two warriors clashing with explosive force. Jason, his fists glowing with the power of the War Shogun, hammered into Nick, each punch sending shockwaves through the room. The ground cracked beneath them, the destruction adding to the chaos that surrounded them.
Jason’s voice was filled with anger and determination, his eyes never leaving the rusted form of his friend.
“This ends now, Nick!” he shouted as he slammed another punch into the ground beneath Nick, creating a massive crater. “You’re not the one I’m fighting!”
With a snarl, Jason grabbed Ryugen Yomi and, using all his strength, hurled him through a nearby pillar. The stone shattered as Nick was sent crashing through it, debris falling around them.
Without hesitation, Jason summoned his Sonic Arrow and Grape Dragon Gun, the weapons charging up with crackling energy. He fired shot after shot, pummeling Nick with a barrage of blasts that sent him skidding backwards, his rusted armor splintering under the force of the attack.
Nick, already battered, barely managed to catch the bow with his own weapon. His breath came in ragged gasps as he looked up at his old friend, frustration and pain etched across his face.
“This is what it takes, Gaim?!” Nick’s voice was strained, but it carried a mix of anger and desperation. “You think I want to do this?”
he reached for his Underworld Buckle, his hand shaking. The buckle clicked into place, and the final switch activated. Dark clouds and shadows swirled around him, forming into a storm of black energy that engulfed the room.
Jason staggered, momentarily blinded by the onslaught of darkness as Ryugen Yomi’s power surged forward, forcing him back. The dragons of black miasma roared, swirling around Jason, cutting through his light with their shadowy claws.
“What is this power, Nick?” Jason grunted, trying to fight against the wave of darkness.
“I won’t let you stop me!” Nick snarled, his voice barely recognizable beneath the mask of his new power. “I have to save her!”
The two warriors locked eyes as they squared off once again, but this time, it was different. Nick was no longer just a fighter—he was something else, something darker. His new power was unnerving, even to Jason.
Nick gritted his teeth as he drew the Overlord Sword, slashing it at Jason with a flurry of strikes.
Nick’s movements were fast, brutal, and filled with an overwhelming strength. It was a form Jason hadn’t seen before, but one that felt all too familiar—the power of an Overlord.
“I won’t stop, Jason! You can’t stop me!” Nick roared, swinging the sword once more, the force of it sending Gaim skidding backwards.
But Ryugen Yomi wasn’t giving up he began slashing wildly at Gaim. The power behind the strikes was immense—darker, stronger, and more dangerous than anything Jason had faced before.
Jason barely caught Nick’s blade with his hands, the strength of the Overlord Sword pressing him to his knees. For a brief moment, it seemed like Ryugen Yomi might win.
 But Jason wasn’t ready to give in. With one final surge of strength, he thrust the sword into the air, lifting Nick off his feet. In the same breath, Jason jumped, activating his Zenith Squash to launch his rider kick.
“Zenith Squash!” Jason shouted as the energy exploded from his leg in a flash of rainbow light, crashing into Nick’s abdomen.
The force of the kick sent Nick flying back, his body slamming into the wall with a deafening crash. The darkness of the miasma that surrounded him started to dissipate, the shadows receding as Nick fell to the floor, barely conscious.
Jason landed on his feet, breathing heavily, his body aching from the intensity of the battle. He looked down at Nick, who lay crumpled on the floor, his armor shattered and his sword broken.
The broken building was steeped in silence, save for the distant echoes of the storm outside. The aftermath of the fierce battle had left both Gaim and Ryugen Yomi battered, their bodies bruised and bloodied. Despite the violence, the air between them was thick with something far more dangerous: desperation.
Nick stood, trembling as he gripped the Kris Swords—the twin short blades of the Overlord Demushus. His hands were shaking, the weight of the dark energy from the Underworld Buckle seeping through him, making it harder and harder to hold his stance. He was not the confident fighter he had once been. He was a man lost between worlds—between his duty as a friend and the unbearable need to save SG.
He glanced at Gaim, eyes blazing with frustration and pain. “What if it was Lindsay?” Nick’s voice cracked. “What would you do?”
Gaim’s expression faltered for the first time, the stern, confident warrior who had been pushing Nick back now caught off guard. His stance softened, and for a moment, he was silent, lost in thought. “I... I don’t know,” Jason admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. His eyes met Nick’s, searching for the right words, but nothing came.
Nick’s voice was raw with emotion, his grip tightening on the Kris Swords. “I just want to save her, Jason,” he said, his voice breaking as the sword wavered in his hand. “You think I want to kill you? I’m trembling holding these! But I have no choice! No matter how much you fight for others, you can’t possibly care for her more than I do.”
Jason’s heart ached as he took a step forward, his eyes locked on Nick’s. The man standing before him was more than just a friend—it was like looking into a mirror that reflected every part of his own fears and regrets. “Nick,” Jason said, his voice soft but firm, “I don’t want to lose you. But I won’t let you make this choice alone.”
Nick’s breath hitched, his shoulders slumping as he looked down at the Kris Swords. “But the consequences... you don’t understand.” He glanced up at Jason, his expression imploring. “We all need you, but I need her more.”
Jason moved closer, the weight of the situation hanging heavy between them. “Please,” Nick pleaded. “You don’t get it...”
Jason shook his head, his eyes locked on Nick’s. He stepped forward with purpose, his transformation disappearing as he deactivated his Sengoku Driver. The gleaming armor that had been around him faded, and now, it was just Jason—just Jason, standing in front of his friend, with nothing but his unyielding will to save SG.
“I can’t let you do this,” Jason said, walking toward Nick with steady steps. “But if this is the only way to save her... then I’ll save her.”
With a heavy sigh, Jason reached out and grabbed the blade of Ryugen’s Kris Swords, the cold steel biting into his flesh as blood began to leak from the wound. Nick’s eyes widened in horror as Jason, with unwavering resolve, drove the sword into his own abdomen, blood pouring from the wound and spilling onto the floor.
“No...!” Nick shouted, stumbling forward, unable to process what he had just seen. His hands shook as he tried to stop the bleeding, but the wound was too deep, and the blood kept flowing.
Jason’s eyes were already losing their light, his breath shallow and ragged as he dropped to his knees, blood trickling from the corner of his mouth. He looked at Nick one last time, his face pale but calm. “Take care of her, Nick...” His voice was barely a whisper, but the pain was evident in every word.
Nick fell to his knees beside Jason, his hands trembling as he tried in vain to apply pressure to the wound. “What are you doing?” he cried out, his voice breaking. “You can’t... you can’t leave me like this!”
Jason, with great effort, reached up, grasping Nick’s arm, his grip weak but still there. “Take care...” he breathed. “And... Lindsay... for me...”
Nick’s eyes blurred with tears as Jason’s grip went limp, his voice trailing off into silence. Jason’s body slumped against him, and Nick knew, deep down, that he was losing him.
The world around them felt still and cold. Nick felt the weight of the Demushus Sword in his hand, the dark energy swirling through him. He had already made a decision, but it was becoming all too real now—the cost of saving SG.
“This... is your stage now, Nick,” Jason’s fading words echoed in his ears.
Tears welled in Nick’s eyes as he whispered, “I’m so sorry... I’m so sorry I couldn’t be the hero you thought I could be.”
He watched as the light dimmed in Jason’s eyes, leaving nothing but the pain of a friend lost, a burden of a choice that Nick never wanted to make but had no other option but to accept.
Redyue stepped into the aftermath of the battlefield, her sharp eyes glinting with amusement as she surveyed the scene. The once fierce and chaotic battle between the two friends had left the ground scarred, the air heavy with the aftermath of destruction. Despite the unusual outcome, Redyue was unfazed.
“Well, well,” she purred, a twisted grin playing at her lips. “You two fought so aggressively, so passionately. And yet, despite all the rage, the bigger threat was... Gaim. In every way.”
The Grasshopper Inves dropped SG’s battered form onto the ground, its clawed hands releasing her with an unsettling quietness. Redyue was satisfied. Even though the newly awakened Ryugen had never truly stood a chance against Gaim, she knew the battle was a mere diversion.
She turned, looking over her shoulder at the fallen Ryugen. “The fight’s not over, you know. But thank you for wasting your stamina. It was entertaining, if nothing else,” she said, her voice laced with mockery.
Then, with a flick of her hand, the Grasshopper transformed into a swarm of locusts, closing in on SG, who was still visibly injured. Redyue turned and began to leave, her voice taunting as she walked away. “You know, that insect is more than capable of finishing both you and your little girl. No one will save you now.”
Nick—Ryugen Yomi—watched in horror as Redyue’s words settled into his mind. He fell to his knees, feeling the weight of the sacrifice he had been forced into.
Jason’s lifeless body lay beside him. His friend, his comrade, had made the ultimate sacrifice to save SG. Jason had stabbed himself, using Nick's own weapon to ensure Nick wouldn’t be burdened with the unthinkable act of killing him. He had given his life, not out of love, but to save Nick from that irreversible sin. And now Nick was left to deal with the consequences.
SG, still bleeding from the gash across her back, saw Jason’s body, and her face twisted in shock. Horror gripped her as she dropped to her knees, desperately trying to wake him. Her hands trembled as she touched his cold skin, her voice shaking as she whispered, “Jason… Jason, please!”
Her cries only intensified as she tried in vain to revive him, but it was too late. Jason’s sacrifice had already been made.
“Jason...” Nick muttered under his breath, his voice barely a whisper, as he stood beside her. His voice cracked, the weight of the moment crashing down upon him.
But before he could process everything, the Grasshopper Inves, still a mass of buzzing locusts, advanced. Its sinister swarm split the air, its claws reaching out for SG once more.
Nick—Ryugen Yomi—stepped between SG and the advancing swarm, his form tense, his eyes burning with desperation.
“No!” he shouted, his voice full of resolve. He pressed the second switch on his Underworld Buckle, and a wave of dark energy surged from his body. The swirling gales of black mist erupted from him, forcing the locusts backward with a force that sent them reeling.
The swarm disintegrated, leaving only a few straggling insects to scatter away into the shadows. But Nick couldn’t afford to celebrate. He couldn’t afford to feel relief.
Nick looked down at SG, whose back was still bleeding, her face pale with exhaustion. “It was the only way to save you,” he said, his voice filled with raw emotion. He struggled to keep the guilt and pain from overwhelming him, but it was evident in his tone. “Jason... he died so I wouldn’t have to kill him. He made that choice so I could save you.”
SG, too weak to respond, only stared at him, her breath coming in uneven gasps as her hand clutched her side. She didn’t know what to say—
Nick’s expression grew darker, the true burden of Jason’s sacrifice weighing down on him. “I didn’t want this,” he muttered, more to himself than to her. “I didn’t want him to die for me. I didn’t want him to sacrifice himself!”
The silence that followed was thick with sorrow. Nick’s voice was strained, but there was a quiet determination in his eyes. “But I’ll keep my promise. I’m going to save you, SG. No matter what it takes.”
SG, her voice weak, barely managed to get the words out, “Nick... you’ve already saved me. You did what you had to do.”
“Use Jason’s radio,” Nick said, his voice hard, but there was a faint tremor beneath it. “Tell Lindsay what happened. Get help.”
SG didn’t hesitate. She spoke again into the radio, her voice shaky but resolute. “Nick… he’s going to take care of it. He’s going to finish this.”
The Grasshopper Inves let out an eerie screech as its massive legs creaked into place. It had fully reformed now, its multiple eyes gleaming with malice. Nick’s expression tightened, but his voice remained steady as he summoned the Overlord Sword into his hand.
“This isn’t over,” Nick muttered. His hand wrapped around the sword’s hilt, the dark miasma that always surrounded him swirling ominously.
He pressed the third switch on his buckle, releasing a torrent of shadow dragons from the dark energy swirling around him. The dragons roared as they lunged forward, crashing into the Grasshopper Inves, sending it skidding back in pain.
The creature shrieked in fury, struggling to recover from the attack, but Nick wasn’t done yet. He charged forward, slashing with the Overlord Sword. Each strike was like a hammer, driving the monster back as its chitinous armor cracked and splintered under the force.
The Grasshopper Inves staggered, unable to withstand the relentless assault. Nick spun and thrust the Overlord Kris, his other blade, into the creature’s chest. The Inves screeched as it was pinned against the wall.
SG watched in silence, the radio still clutched in her hands. She could see Nick’s effort, the pain and rage behind each swing of his blade. She understood why Jason had done what he had. Nick had been forced into a corner, but Jason had taken that burden away from him. He had saved him. Now Nick was finishing what Jason had started.
Nick didn’t take a moment to catch his breath. His next words were cold, firm. “Stay back, SG. I’m going to finish this.”
SG swallowed her emotions, holding up the radio once more, her voice steady despite the tears threatening to spill. “Lindsay… Jason didn’t make it. He—he sacrificed himself to stop Nick from having to… from having to kill him. Please we need help!”
There was a long silence on the other end before Lindsay’s voice came through, shaky but resolute. “I... I ‘m coming.. Please wait, I need you to wait.. Please..” Her voice clearly faltering in her emotions.
Nick pressed the lever on his driver again, activating his finishing move. His body glowed as he jumped into the air, his eyes locked on the monster that was still pinned to the wall.
“Yomi Squash!” he bellowed, his voice slicing through the stillness of the battlefield.
He flew forward, his foot extended, and with a single, brutal kick, he smashed down on the pinned Grasshopper Inves. The force of the blow was overwhelming, sending shockwaves through the air as the creature screeched one final, pained cry before it was crushed under the weight of Nick’s power.
The darkness of his shadow dragons enveloped the body, swallowing it whole until nothing remained but the faint remnants of the battle.
Nick landed gracefully, his breath heavy as he looked down at the destruction he had caused. He stared at the remains of the monster and then glanced back to Jason’s lifeless body, his face hard as stone.
“I did it,” he whispered, almost to himself. His eyes drifted over the wreckage, his voice quiet. “Jason… I’m sorry.”

Less than an hour later, the Beat Riders arrived at the desolate battlefield. The place was still thick with the scent of destruction. Broken debris littered the ground, the remnants of an intense fight. Jason’s body lay quietly in the center of the chaos, a somber symbol of the sacrifices made.
Lindsay was on her knees beside him, her face buried in her hands as her body trembled. She cried, the weight of everything crashing down on her. The tears were endless, and her sobs were heartbreaking—each one a reminder of the loss she couldn’t bear.
Alix knelt next to her, offering what comfort he could, but his own pain was evident. He gently placed a hand on Lindsay’s shoulder, trying to give her something to hold onto, but the sorrow was too overwhelming. He could do nothing to ease it.
Yoko knelt nearby, checking SG’s clawed wounds. She was methodical, but her eyes kept darting back to Lindsay, who seemed utterly crushed, unrecognizable in her grief.
Mason, standing a little further away, clenched his fists. His face was dark with anger, though he held his emotions in check. But it was clear he was struggling. He finally broke his silence, his voice cold and sharp.
“You’re a coward, Nick,” Mason said, his words cutting through the air like a whip. He strode toward Nick, his face filled with fury. “You let him die. You let Jason die.”
Nick stood still, his expression blank. He was exhausted—mentally and physically drained. His body ached from the battle, his heart heavy with guilt, but he said nothing.
Mason’s face contorted as he stormed up to him, grabbing Nick by the collar, yanking him forward. “We were supposed to be a team, damn it! Jason… Jason didn’t want this! He didn’t want to die so you could save SG! And now look at us! We lost our best chance at stopping the Overlords. We’re screwed.”
Nick’s breath hitched, but he didn’t fight Mason’s hold. The pain and regret were etched deeply into his expression, but no words came. His chest felt hollow, the weight of his actions bearing down on him like an unforgiving tide.
Mason’s anger flared, his voice rising in frustration. “He was your best friend! And you let him—” He couldn’t even finish the sentence, his own emotions choking him.
Nick’s eyes finally lifted, locking onto Mason’s with a quiet intensity. His voice was low, strained, but calm. “I didn’t want this, Mason. Jason… he made the choice. He saved me. He saved SG.”
Mason’s grip tightened on Nick’s collar, but his anger was beginning to turn to confusion. “What do you mean he saved you? He died! He’s gone!” Mason’s voice cracked as he spoke, his fury giving way to the realization of what had actually happened.
Nick exhaled slowly, his eyes flickering to Jason’s lifeless form. “He saved me from having to make a choice I never should’ve had to make. He… he knew I couldn’t do it. So he did it for me. So I wouldn’t become a killer.”
Mason’s eyes narrowed, still not fully understanding. “What the hell are you talking about? You couldn’t—"
Nick cut him off, his voice barely a whisper. “Jason… Jason killed himself so I wouldn’t have to. He did it for me. For you. For SG.”
Mason froze. He let go of Nick’s collar, his own anger replaced by the realization that Nick wasn’t just a coward—he had been forced into a nightmare no one could imagine.
Nick swallowed hard, staring down at the ground. He could barely look at his friends, feeling the guilt press against him. “I couldn’t stop it, Mason. Jason... he made a choice. And I—I couldn’t take that burden from him. He died so I wouldn’t have to become what I didn’t want to be.”
Mason looked around at the others, at Lindsay still weeping by Jason’s side, at SG, who was being tended to by Yoko. Everyone was hurting, everyone was struggling with the weight of what had just happened.
Lindsay, still holding Jason’s body, let out a low, pained sob, her grief now turning into a kind of silent acceptance as she realized Jason’s sacrifice.
Nick, his heart heavy, turned to look at her, guilt twisting in his gut. “I’m sorry,” he said, his voice breaking. “I’m so sorry, Lindsay.”
Lindsay’s eyes met his, but she said nothing. Her tears spoke volumes, a mixture of sorrow for the man she had lost, and a quiet understanding of what Nick had been through. It wasn’t just her pain, but his too.
Joey carefully moved Jason's body, his hands gentle as he checked over every inch of him. His brow furrowed with confusion as he wiped away blood from the area around Jason’s stomach, but there was no sign of a puncture wound. No entry, no scab.
"Where was he stabbed?" Joey asked, glancing up at Nick. "I don’t see any punctures... or even scabs. It’s like there’s nothing here."
Nick, standing at a distance, swallowed hard, his jaw tense. “It was there… right here," he said, motioning to Jason’s abdomen. "It was deep. SG saw it too. It was how he... how he..."
But the wound was gone. The blood was still there, pooled around Jason’s body, but the injury itself had completely vanished.
Yoko stepped forward, kneeling beside Joey. She, too, looked at the area, eyes scanning. “Wait, this doesn’t make sense,” she murmured. "How could it disappear like that?"
Joey pulled up Jason's shirt completely, exposing the bare skin beneath, and they all stared in disbelief. There was no gash, no scar, no trace of any blade ever having cut through him. Nothing.
"This doesn't make sense," Yoko said, touching the area lightly. “It’s like it was never even there.”
"That’s impossible," Nick whispered under his breath. His mind reeled, still grappling with the reality that Jason had died in front of him, and now this—this strange phenomenon.
Nick’s voice was low, but it cut through the silence. "It was there," he said, more firmly this time, looking at each of them. "Jason... Jason stabbed himself with my weapon. He did it so I wouldn’t have to. I watched him. It was real."
SG, still standing a few feet away, wrapped her arms around herself, her eyes wide as she watched the exchange. "I saw it too," she added, her voice soft but steady. “Right here, he... he did it. Right through his stomach."
They all turned to look at SG. Her face was pale, the pain still written clearly across her features from the fight, but she, too, was certain of what she had seen.
"Then… why isn’t it here now?" Joey asked, his disbelief growing.
Nick ran a hand through his hair, pacing a few steps. "I don’t know. But… I felt it when he fell. That was real. He died... and then... I don’t know how, but somehow... the wound’s gone."
"Could it be... some kind of healing?" Yoko asked cautiously, glancing at Nick.
"No," Nick said, shaking his head. "I don’t think so." He bent down, gripping Jason’s shirt, his voice cracking. "He was already dead. This was something else."
The light in the room shifted as they all fell into a heavy silence, each of them trying to wrap their minds around the impossible.
Joey’s eyes narrowed as he looked closer. "There are other wounds, too." He gestured toward Jason's arm, the smaller cuts from the battle. Slowly, the edges of these wounds were beginning to fade, as if the threads of light were healing them—except they weren’t healing in the usual sense. They were vanishing, almost as if being erased.
"Look at this," Yoko said softly, pointing out more of the disappearing marks. "It’s like they’re being absorbed by the air, like they never existed."
Nick swallowed hard, a growing unease settling in his gut. "Is this... Is this even possible?" he asked, his voice quiet and strained.
Sarah-Gabrielle approached them now, her face etched with confusion. "No," she said, shaking her head. "No. I saw it. I saw Jason stab himself. I felt the pain in his soul."
"Then where did it go?" Yoko asked, her voice taking on an edge of frustration as she stood up, her eyes glancing around the room.
The room was silent, heavy with grief and confusion. Lindsay, overcome with emotion, reached for Jason’s cold body. Her hands trembled as she shook him gently, calling his name, as if willing him to come back.
"You're alive, right?" she whispered, her voice trembling, barely above a breath. "Come on... wake up. Please... wake up."
Everyone watched, stunned into silence, as the weight of the moment bore down on them. Nick stood frozen, his heart pounding in his chest. Alix, Yoko, and Joey stood with wide eyes, unable to comprehend what they were witnessing. SG stood in the back, her expression one of quiet disbelief.
Then, suddenly, a soft rustling sound filled the air. It started small, almost imperceptible, but then the floor of the abandoned building seemed to come alive. A field of glowing flora began to spread, curling and creeping across the cracked, dusty floor, its bioluminescent leaves unfurling like tendrils, glowing softly in the dark.
Jason’s body twitched, and his fist clenched tightly. His breathing, slow and shallow, seemed to hitch. His hand moved to where the wound had been, where the blade had once pierced his stomach. He grasped his abdomen, clutching it tightly as if trying to hold onto something—trying to hold onto life.
Then, without warning, his eyes flickered open. At first, they were dull, unfocused, but within a heartbeat, they glowed a faint red—an unnatural, haunting red that seemed to pierce through the darkness of the room.
"Lindsay...?" His voice was ragged, barely a whisper. His eyes shifted rapidly, as if trying to make sense of the world around him, before the red glow dimmed and his eyes returned to their original color—soft and familiar.
Lindsay gasped, her breath catching in her throat. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She pulled him into her arms, her body shaking with relief, her tears falling freely as she smothered him in an embrace.
"Jason, you're... you're really alive!" she cried, her voice breaking.
Jason blinked, dazed, still clutching his abdomen, but no longer showing any signs of the grievous wound that had killed him moments earlier. The blood that had spilled from him had dried, but the wound itself was gone—nothing but smooth skin where the blade had been. He didn’t fully understand what had happened, but he could feel the warmth of Lindsay’s embrace and the overwhelming sense of relief in the air.
“I-I don’t understand,” Jason murmured, his voice weak but steady. "How is this...?"
Lindsay held him tighter, her tears flowing freely. "You’re alive, Jason. I don’t care how. I thought I lost you..."
Everyone else stood frozen, staring in stunned silence. The air seemed to be thick with disbelief. The flowers that had sprouted from the ground pulsed with life as if responding to Jason’s sudden return, their glow casting an otherworldly light across the room.
Nick, still reeling from the aftermath of the battle and the weight of Jason’s sacrifice, felt his heart skip in his chest. “How... how is this possible?” he whispered to himself, his voice full of disbelief. He took a step forward, but his legs felt weak, and he remained rooted to the spot, unsure of what to say or think.
Alix, equally shocked, moved toward them cautiously. "I... I don’t know what I’m seeing right now," he muttered, his voice shaking.
Joey moved in to inspect Jason closely, but the absence of any wound or trace of injury was too impossible to deny. He crouched down, running his hands over Jason’s torso, his eyes wide. "There’s... nothing. No wound. No scar. How is this...?"
Nick watched, his expression shifting from disbelief to a kind of quiet wonder. “Jason... you really did it for me. You really... saved me.”
Jason, still trying to process it all, slowly turned his head to Nick. His face was pale, but he was alive—breathing, blinking, and still here. “Nick…” He gave a weak smile, though his eyes were tired. "I did it so you wouldn't have to..."
Lindsay, still clinging to him, whispered through her tears, "I don’t care how you did it. I just... I just need you here. Don’t leave me again."
Jason nodded, his hand weakly reaching up to grip hers, a silent promise that he was still here, still fighting alongside them.
But the room was still thick with confusion. None of them had the answers they needed, but one thing was certain—Jason was alive, and the rules of reality were shifting in ways none of them could explain.
As the tension in the room finally started to ease, Jason, still held tightly in Lindsay’s arms, cracked a small, tired smile. He shifted slightly, looking around at the stunned faces of the Beat Riders, all frozen in shock.
"Why do you guys look like you just saw a ghost?" he teased weakly, his voice hoarse but tinged with the familiar sarcasm that had always been a part of him.
Lindsay let out a shaky laugh, her tears still flowing freely, but now mixed with a sense of relief. She gently pushed his shoulder, trying to stifle her laughter. "You… you idiot, always up to no good, nothing but trouble" she whispered, her voice cracking, but there was no anger in it—only love, mixed with the overwhelming relief of having him back.
Nick, still in shock and trying to process everything, blinked a few times, the edges of his lips twitching into a small smile. "You really know how to make an entrance, don’t you?" he said, though his voice was heavy with emotion.
Jason chuckled softly, even if it was weak. "Yeah, well, I try not to make things too easy for you guys."
Yoko shook her head, still trying to wrap her mind around what had just happened. "I think we need a drink after this," she muttered, but even she couldn’t suppress a smile.
Alix, standing a bit further back, let out a soft sigh of relief, still staring at Jason with wide eyes. "I can’t believe this... You should have been—" She stopped herself, her voice catching, but she smiled anyway. "I guess you’re full of surprises."
Jason lifted his hand slightly, gently gripping Lindsay’s, as if to remind them all he was really there, really alive. "Yeah, I know," he said, giving her a reassuring squeeze. "I can’t leave you guys hanging just yet. We’ve got work to do, right?"
Lindsay, finally managing to calm herself, smiled through her tears, her face still buried in his chest. "You’re not getting rid of me that easy," she whispered.
Jason’s smile faded slightly as he looked around at everyone, feeling the weight of everything they’d been through. "But seriously," he said, turning his gaze to Nick, "don’t go pulling any more stunts like that, okay? I didn’t go through all that just to watch you mess things up."
Nick, despite the turmoil inside him, found himself laughing, even if it was shaky. "Trust me," he said, wiping his eyes, "I don’t think I’m ever gonna be pulling anything like that again."
As Mason and Alix carefully helped Jason into the back seat of Yoko’s SUV, Lindsay remained right by his side, her grip tight around his hand. The ride back to their base felt longer than it should have, but none of them complained. They were all just too relieved to be in each other’s presence again. Jason had come back, and for the moment, that’s all that mattered.
Lindsay sat next to him, her head resting against his shoulder, taking comfort in the steady rise and fall of his breathing. She couldn’t stop smiling, her tears finally drying up as the stress of the past few days started to fade. Jason, though still weak, had a small, reassuring smile on his face, and his grip on her hand was firm. He looked exhausted but alive, and that was more than they had expected.
Alix sat in the front seat, glancing back at them now and then, his own relief written on his face. Yoko, at the wheel, kept his focus on the road, but his usual stoic expression had softened, and there was a sense of peace about him.
The silence in the car was comfortable, but Jason’s mind was still a whirlwind. He couldn’t shake the strange feeling that had been nagging at him since the fight with Ryugen Yomi. Everything felt different now. As if he wasn’t just back from the dead, but something else had shifted, too.
His hand brushed over the pocket where he’d been keeping the Zenith Lockseed. The weight of it was almost comforting, but there was a nagging doubt at the back of his mind. What’s changed in me since all this started?
He leaned back against the seat, closing his eyes for a moment, feeling the vibrations of the engine beneath him. Lindsay’s breathing was soft, and she seemed to have finally settled, her fingers still gently wrapped around his.
Every hit, every battle... everything has felt different since you showed up, Jason thought, a faint unease creeping in. He wasn’t sure if it was the Lockseed itself or something else—maybe it was the way he had felt when he was using it. When the light, the power, surged through him... It was like an echo of something much larger than himself. Did I change? Did that fight with Nick do something to me?
Jason glanced down at the Zenith Lockseed, still nestled safely in his pocket. He wasn’t sure what kind of bond it held with him, but after everything that had happened—after seeing Nick’s struggles and Jason’s own near-death—he knew it was more than just a tool for power. It felt as if it had a purpose beyond just giving him strength.
He could feel it pulsing faintly, like a heartbeat, under his fingers.
"Hey," Lindsay whispered, her voice soft but full of concern, "you okay?"
Jason blinked, turning his head slightly to look at her. Her face was close, her eyes filled with worry.
"I’m... fine," he said, trying to reassure her, though he could still feel the weight of the Lockseed in his pocket. "Just... zoning out."
"Once we get back," she says softly, her voice steady but full of concern, "how about you just rest?"
Without a word, she leans in and gently kisses his cheek. Jason’s heart skips a beat, the simple gesture grounding him amidst the whirlwind of thoughts and emotions swirling in his mind.


In the days following the clash for SG, Lindsay made it her mission to keep Jason safe and in bed, ensuring he got the rest he needed to recover from his near-fatal injury. The weight of almost losing him was still fresh in her mind, and she couldn’t bear the thought of him stepping back into danger too soon.
“Jason, you need to stay here and rest. I don’t care how tough you are,” she said firmly, sitting beside him on the bed as she held his hand. “We’re better off saving your strength for when we really need it. Let someone else handle things for a while.”
Jason gave her a soft smile, though there was a hint of frustration in his eyes. “I can’t just sit around, Lindsay. There’s too much at stake.”
“You almost died,” Lindsay replied, her voice breaking slightly. “I can’t… I can’t lose you again. Not like that.”
Jason reached out, pulling her into his arms. “You won’t lose me, Lindsay. I promise.”
But the days in bed weren’t all bad. Lindsay had taken every opportunity to kiss him, long and deep, as if she was afraid each kiss might be their last. One evening, as they lay wrapped up in each other’s embrace, she whispered, “I’ve loved you for so long, Jason. I just never had the courage to tell you. I like you fighting and risking everything.”
Jason smiled, brushing a lock of hair from her face. “I’ve love you too, Lindsay. I need you way more than you know, but I'll come back from every fight.” 
Still, Lindsay refused to let him leave their shared bed. They spent the nights holding each other close, her arms around him as if she could shield him from the dangers outside.
Elsewhere, Alix had taken on the role of unofficial medic, checking on Jason’s old injury, marveling at the near-miraculous healing. “I don’t know how you're up and walking after something like that,” Alix said, shaking his head. “But I’m glad you’re okay. Just take it easy, alright?”
Nick, however, had thrown himself into his work. He still felt the weight of guilt from the fight, knowing that Jason had chosen to die rather than let him carry the burden. He’d been patrolling more frequently, working with Beat Rider Radio, trying to make amends in his own way. Sarah-Gabrielle, despite the claw marks on her back, insisted on getting back to work with him.
“Nick, you need to give yourself a break,” Joey said one afternoon as they sat at the Beat Rider HQ. “You’re pushing yourself too hard.”
“I can’t,” Nick responded, his voice tense. “I owe Jason everything. This is the least I can do.”
Sarah, overhearing their conversation, chimed in, “We all do. But that doesn’t mean you have to carry all the weight on your own.”
Yoko, Joey, and Dillon had all stepped in to help Nick and Sarah with patrols and logistics, allowing Lindsay to stay by Jason’s side. The team was functioning smoothly, even as they all dealt with the aftermath of the fight, but there was an unspoken understanding that things were still fragile.
As Lindsay watched Jason sleep one evening, she whispered, “Please don’t leave me again. I need you, Jason.” Her heart still ached from almost losing him, but with him by her side, she felt like she could face anything.
As Mason returned from a long patrol, weary and deep in thought, Yoko ambushed him near the entrance of the Beat Rider HQ. She stepped out from the shadows, arms crossed, her usual composed demeanor hiding something more serious beneath the surface.
"Mason," Yoko began, cutting right to the point. "We need to talk."
Mason stopped in his tracks, raising an eyebrow. "What now?"
Yoko didn't hesitate. "Following the Yomi Lockseed incident, I had my scientists dig into everything they could find about Dr. Sengoku's forbidden Lockseed, and anything more on his 'Overlord' project."
Mason tensed. He had heard rumors, but Yoko wasn't the type to act without solid intel. "What did you find?"
She stepped closer, her voice low. "I got the information. You need to stop using the newer powers, Mason. The work Dr. Sengoku did—especially with Tyrant and the idea of turning into an Inves—that was all part of his plan to create Overlords from humans. He was testing how strong a body would need to be, how far it could be pushed, all to ensure the evolution of a human into an Overlord. You’d either die or... become an Inves."
Mason’s jaw tightened. "I’m aware," he said, his voice level. "Ever since my final encounter with that madman. That’s why I needed the forbidden Lockseed—to cancel it out. Buy myself more time."
Yoko shook her head, her tone sharper now. "You’ve got it wrong. The forbidden Lockseed wasn't meant to cancel it out. It was designed to push you further, beyond your current limit. To force you into the next stage of evolution. I’ve noticed the way the vines react around you, Mason. Ever since your transformation into Sir Baron, they’ve been... different. You’re healthier, sure, but the forbidden Lockseed is still changing you. Still turning you."
Mason scoffed and started to walk away, disinterested. "Your scientists are a bunch of idiots, reading into the ramblings of a dead, crazed man."
But before he could take another step, Yoko grabbed his arm. With a swift motion, she pulled back the bandages covering his most recent wound from Redyue. Her eyes hardened as she revealed the truth he’d been hiding—vines had begun growing from the injury, spreading slowly, silently.
"Mason," Yoko said, her voice softer now, but the urgency clear. "I’ve seen you dress this wound. I work with you more than anyone else. And as your partner, I need to make sure you’re healthy." She paused, her voice dropping even lower as she stepped closer to him. "It’s clear that Sengoku’s research holds more truth than you want to admit."
Mason's gaze flicked to the vines, then back to Yoko. He was silent, his expression unreadable, still unwilling to acknowledge the danger.
Yoko, however, wasn’t going to let it go. She threw her arm out, slamming it against the wall beside his head, pinning him in place without touching him. She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his face, eyes locked onto his with fierce intensity.
"I care about you," she said, her voice hushed but forceful, almost trembling with emotion. "Don’t you care about yourself? Don’t you care about... your humanity?"
Mason stared back at her, the tension between them palpable. For a moment, the weight of her words hung in the air, pressing down on him. He wanted to argue, to dismiss it all, but something in Yoko’s gaze made him hesitate.
“I’ve already lost so much,” he muttered, his resolve wavering. “I can’t afford to lose control too.”
Yoko’s grip on him softened, but her eyes never left his. "Then stop running from this. Stop pretending everything's fine. We can face this together, Mason, but only if you let me help."
For the first time in a long while, Mason found himself at a loss for words. He sighed, finally giving in just a little, his voice barely above a whisper. "Maybe... maybe you’re right."
Yoko took a step back, her hand falling to her side, but she kept her gaze locked on his. "I’m always right. And this time, I’m not letting you go down this road alone."



Redyue walked through the crumbled ruins of the forest, her footsteps echoing softly in the eerie quiet of Helheim. She moved with a dark grace, her expression one of contempt as she approached the inner sanctum where Rosyuo, the King of the Overlords, sat upon his stone throne, flanked by shadows and vines. To his side stood his guest—Hunter.
Rosyuo's eyes flickered toward her, his presence commanding without needing to say a word. Hunter, standing tall despite the situation, regarded Redyue with silent disdain.
“What do you want, Redyue?” the King asked, his voice deep and indifferent, resonating with a regal authority. His gaze remained calm, patient even, as if he knew she would come bearing something, but whatever it was, it would hardly move him.
Redyue sneered at the sight of Hunter before addressing Rosyuo, her tone dripping with venom. "I can’t believe you let him remain," she hissed, gesturing toward the human warrior with a dismissive wave of her hand. "Keeping him here as though he's one of us... it disgusts me."
Hunter tightened his fist, his lips pressing into a thin line, but he remained silent. His defiance was not something easily broken, even in the presence of these titanic figures.
Unfazed by her malice, Rosyuo reclined, disinterested in her remarks. "What have you come for, Redyue? I assume it's not to discuss the guest at my side."
Redyue’s lips curled into a cruel smile. "Your greatest foe has fallen," she declared with satisfaction. "The one they call Gaim... he's dead. The human you’ve ignored for so long. His blood stains the ground as we speak."
Rosyuo's expression didn’t shift, not even a flicker of surprise or curiosity. Instead, he raised a calm, inquisitive brow. "I never cared to clash with that human," he said, his voice laced with a quiet confidence. "If he wished to usurp my rule, he would have had to claim victory first. But he was always of little consequence, aside from the faith other humans seemed to place in him."
Redyue narrowed her eyes, clearly irritated by his indifference. "No consequence? You would allow him to grow in power? They believed in him, in his ability to challenge you." She stepped closer, her voice rising. "You might think it’s meaningless, but humans are persistent. Even dead, his name carries weight."
Rosyuo sighed softly, leaning forward slightly. "If this is your grand announcement, Redyue, it falls flat. Gaim’s death does not concern me. If you wish to gloat about it, do so elsewhere."
Redyue's smile faded, but her eyes remained sharp, her true motives still shrouded. She turned away with a flick of her robe, retreating into the shadows, but not before casting one last look of disdain toward Hunter.
"This isn’t over, King," she said softly, almost to herself. "His death is just the beginning."
Rosyuo’s gaze shifted from the retreating figure of Redyue back to Hunter, who stood in silent contemplation. The Overlord King studied him for a long moment, his deep, calm voice breaking the quiet.
“You’ve mentioned your faith in this ‘Gaim’ before, Hunter," Rosyuo mused, his tone curious but dispassionate. "Do you still hold that faith now? How does the news of his death sit with you?”
Hunter clenched his fists slightly, his eyes dark but steadfast. "I can’t believe it's true,” he said, his voice low but determined. “He’s naive and full of grand ideals about heroism—reckless, even. But no matter how many times he's been crushed, he gets back up. He always does what's right, even when it seems hopeless."
Hunter paused, his voice gaining strength as he looked directly at Rosyuo. "If he really is supposed to be a challenge to you, there’s no way he could simply die. Not like that. Not so easily.”
Rosyuo raised an eyebrow, the corner of his lips lifting slightly in what could almost be amusement. "You place quite the faith in him, even now." He leaned back in his throne, thoughtful for a moment. "Perhaps you're right. Perhaps his death isn’t quite as simple as it seems. After all, those with conviction have a way of bending fate."
The Overlord King stood, his towering form radiating an ancient power, his eyes gleaming with a new interest. "Maybe it’s time we find out for ourselves. I’ve yet to visit the home you come from... but perhaps it’s time for your return, Hunter."
Hunter looked at him, his guard still up but his curiosity piqued. "You’re coming to Earth?"
Rosyuo gave a small, satisfied smile. "Yes. I have been in a thousand-year slump, after all. Perhaps this human world will provide the spark I need to break free of this monotony." He stretched out his hand. “Shall we see just how true your faith is, Hunter?”
Hunter didn’t flinch but stood firm, knowing that this was more than just a visit—Rosyuo’s interest in humanity meant the Overlord King was about to take a personal stake in the battle ahead. Whether that was good or bad, Hunter couldn’t tell.
"I’ll be ready," Hunter said, his voice resolute. "And if Jason's alive... you'll see the strength of our resolve."
Rosyuo gave a quiet chuckle. "Good. I look forward to it."
Deep in the forest, Redyue seethed with anger, pacing as she cursed under her breath. “All that power, and what does he accomplish? Nothing,” she muttered bitterly, her delicate yet venomous features twisted with frustration. “If only I had that power. It’s only a matter of time, my dear king… just a matter of time.”

Nearby, a low, guttural laugh broke through her thoughts. Redyue turned sharply to see Grinsha, a massive bull-like Overlord with rippling muscles and a large, menacing machete slung over his shoulder. His eyes gleamed with disdain as he scoffed at her.

“You survived extinction, Redyue,” Grinsha rumbled, his voice deep and mocking, “but that was only because of your king. Without him, you’d have been nothing. You've always been such a brat, scheming in the shadows.” He stepped closer, his hulking frame casting a long shadow over her. “And now I hear you’ve been losing to humans?” He spat the last word, his tone full of contempt. “What kind of Overlord are you?”
Redyue's eyes narrowed, but before she could retort, Grinsha continued, shaking his head in mock disappointment. "I think it’s time I see if your childish attitude holds any merit."
Her expression darkened as his words sunk in. “You… you mean you're going to Earth?” she asked, her voice tinged with a mix of annoyance and curiosity.
Grinsha gave a cruel smile, confirming her suspicions. “Of course. I want to see what these humans are really capable of—especially if they’re capable of humiliating someone like you.”
With that, a sharp crack split the air as a tear in reality opened before him. Vines from Helheim crawled and spread out from the breach, and Inves swarmed through the crack, filling the space with their unsettling presence. Grinsha turned to Redyue one last time, his mocking grin never leaving his face.
“Let’s see if you’re as weak as I think,” he said, stepping through the rift. The Helheim vines twisted around him, following in his wake as the portal to Earth closed behind him, leaving Redyue seething in the forest, her hatred for both the king and Grinsha burning brighter than ever.
As the city buzzed with commotion, the Fruit Republic’s distress call echoed over the Beat Rider Radio, a signal that something big was happening. Mason, Nick, and Yoko bolted towards the scene, the tension between them tangible as they readied themselves for the unknown.
When they arrived, the sight before them was unlike any Overlord they had faced before. Grinsha, the massive bull-like Overlord, stood amidst the wreckage he had created—but unlike other Overlords who had destroyed for conquest, Grinsha seemed to be playing with the destruction, tossing debris into the hands of Inves, watching them scramble and fight him for amusement. His laughter boomed through the air as if he thrived on the chaos.
Nick stepped forward, his face grim as he equipped the Underworld buckle. Without hesitation, he activated the Yomi Lockseed. "Underworld!" The sound of the Lockseed echoed ominously as a storm cloud of black miasma spilled from it, swirling around him in a dark shroud as his form transformed into Ryugen Yomi. The rusted maroon armor clinked as it settled around him, catching the harsh light of the destroyed city. His presence drew the attention of Grinsha, who smiled wickedly.
“Finally!” Grinsha boomed, his voice rich with excitement. "An earthling with some fight in him!" He watched Nick with gleeful anticipation, gripping his large machete, hungry for the battle that was about to unfold. "Perhaps humanity can be tough after all," he muttered to himself, the thrill of combat coursing through him.
Nick, gripping his Overlord longsword with both hands, locked eyes with Grinsha. His stance firm, his resolve unshakable, he glared at the hulking Overlord before him. “I’ll fight through hell if it means saving humanity's future,” he declared, his voice carrying the weight of his determination.
With that, he charged forward, slashing at Grinsha with his sword. The metal clashed against the Overlord’s machete with a deafening clang. Grinsha, however, didn’t flinch. Instead, he smiled, his eyes alight with excitement as he parried the blow with ease. “Yes! This is what I’ve been waiting for!” Grinsha roared, pushing Nick back with surprising force. “Show me more, human!”
Mason, not one to stand idly by, transformed into his Sir Baron form, the Crimson armor gleaming as he summoned his own weapon. Yoko, with a flash of energy, transformed into her Marika Dragoon form, readying her firearm as her eyes locked onto the target.
“We're not going to let you tear this city apart,” Mason growled as he brandished his sword.
Yoko nodded, determination radiating off her. “You’re done playing games with us,” she added, raising her Sonic Arrow, her fingers steady on the trigger.
Grinsha laughed, turning his gaze to the pair joining the fight. “More challengers? Good! I was getting bored!” he bellowed. He swung his machete toward them, the force sending a shockwave through the air, but Yoko darted aside with swift agility, Mason closed in with powerful, deliberate strikes, his Sir Baron form giving him the strength to match the Overlord’s monstrous attacks.
The battle raged, each hit and counter making the ground beneath them quake. Nick, his armor darkened with the swirling miasma, pressed forward with unrelenting fury, refusing to back down. Mason and Yoko fought at his side, their coordination seamless as they chipped away at Grinsha’s defenses.
But Grinsha, though battered, only seemed to grow more exhilarated with each blow. "Is this all you've got?!" he taunted, his voice ringing out as he deflected another slash from Nick's sword. "Come on, humans! Show me what you're really made of!"
As Rosyuo and Hunter strolled through the streets of the city, the King of the Overlords seemed genuinely intrigued by the towering structures of human design. His massive sword rested casually over his shoulder as he took in the world that had grown in the absence of his presence.
"Impressive," Rosyuo commented, his voice resonating with calm authority. "These humans... they are more resourceful than I once thought." He turned to Hunter, his expression inscrutable. "Show me more. I am curious to see how your kind has evolved."
Hunter, tense but resolute, nodded. "There's much to see, but this isn't just about architecture. The fight for survival has shaped everything here. The heart of this city tells a bigger story than just tall buildings."
They walked on, the clash between the Beat Riders and Grinsha in the distance almost an afterthought to Rosyuo. But then, something shifted. Strange lights began flickering in the clear daylight sky, unnatural and impossible to ignore.
Rosyuo paused mid-step, his attention drawn upwards. "What is this?" he murmured, his eyes narrowing in curiosity. Hunter looked as well, his face clouding with unease. "That’s... not part of anything I know."
Across the battlefield, Grinsha, deep in combat with Nick, Mason, and Yoko, noticed the same strange lights. "Hmph," he grunted, deflecting another strike from Mason’s sword. "Looks like something interesting is happening. But I’m not done here yet." The Overlord grinned wildly, even as his adversaries fought with growing ferocity.
Nearby, Joey was the first to spot the peculiar objects in the sky. "Look at that!" he shouted, pointing toward the shimmering lights far above the city.
Alix frowned, his worry deepening. "That can’t be good. Something’s coming."
Dillons eyes tracked the objects as they flew overhead, seemingly aimed toward the heart of the city. "It's not Overlords. This is something else," he muttered, his voice low. His gaze hardened as he realized the lights were not merely drifting—they had a purpose.
Walking through the streets for a day of normalcy. Lindsay, standing beside Jason, tried to make sense of the phenomena. "What could it be?" she whispered, her heart pounding as the strange lights arced through the sky.
Lindsay, standing beside Jason, tried to make sense of the phenomena. "What could it be?" she whispered, her heart pounding as the strange lights arced through the sky.

Far from the city, in military command centers and national capitals, the governments of the world had convened in a state of high alert. The U.S. military, the National Guard, and international leaders were locked in fierce debate over how to respond to the escalating Helheim invasion.
“We can’t leave this in the hands of vigilantes,” one general barked in frustration, slamming his hand on the table. "These ‘Beat Riders’ are just civilians playing at being soldiers. We need to take decisive action!"
Another voice chimed in. "Hunter—he was supposed to manage the forest, keep it contained, and yet here we are. Helheim's spreading, and we have no idea how much longer we can hold it off!"
The discussion grew heated, with everyone trying to figure out what steps should be taken before it was too late. "The longer this lasts, the worse it will be for all of us. We need to act now!"
A decision was made.
“An airstrike,” one of the officials declared. “We’ll carpet bomb the entire city and the forest. Wipe out everything. We have no choice.”
"Are we really going to destroy an entire city?" a dissenting voice asked. "There are still millions of people—"
"If we don’t, there won’t be a country left to protect!" the commanding general snapped back.
With grim resolve, the order was given. The airstrike was to begin in less than an hour, the city and the encroaching Helheim forest were to be obliterated in a last-ditch effort to halt the Overlords' spread. The world was now a powder keg, and the fuse had been lit.
Hunter's voice trembled with concern as he stared at the incoming missiles. "Rosyuo, that's an airstrike from our military," he said urgently, his eyes wide. "These are no ordinary weapons—they’re designed to wipe out entire cities in war! If they hit, it'll kill everyone here!"
Rosyuo barely blinked, his expression unreadable as he surveyed the horizon. "Is that so?" His voice was calm, almost detached, as if the destruction of an entire city held no weight for him.

Meanwhile, back at the bakery, chaos erupted as Joey freaked out after hearing the truth from Alix. "An airstrike? But we’re still here! Are they really giving up on us like that?!" Joey's panic was palpable, his hands shaking as he clutched the counter.
Alix was grim but resolute. "It seems they’ve decided the city is a loss... They’re trying to end the invasion at all costs."
In the middle of the city Lindsay’s face turned pale, she turned to Jason, her eyes filled with both fear and hope. "Jason... Can you stop it? Please..."
Jason clenched his fists around his lockseeds, uncertain. "I don’t know," he muttered, his mind racing. "But I’ll try!" Without wasting another moment, he activated his Lockseed and transformed into War Shogun Gaim. "I’m not letting this happen!" he called out, running out at full speed, his armor glinting in the sunlight as he dashed toward the city center.
Meanwhile, the fight between Grinsha and the Beat Riders was reaching a fever pitch. The Overlord, grinning wildly, showcased his incredible abilities by splitting into three forms to battle Mason, Nick, and Yoko simultaneously. His sheer power overwhelmed them, and his enjoyment of the battle was clear.
"This is so much fun!" Grinsha shouted gleefully as he fought, swinging his machetes with brutal force.
Nick, as Ryugen Yomi, summoned a swirling gale of dark energy to try and smother the three Grinsha forms. His armor crackled with the black mist as he threw everything he had at the Overlord. "I’m not letting you destroy this city!"
From the other side of the battlefield, Yoko’s voice rang out, a sharp edge of urgency to her tone. "Guys, it’s an airstrike!" She fired her Sonic Arrow at Grinsha, but her mind was focused on the looming danger overhead.
Mason, still in his Sir Baron form, looked shocked. "Are they really gonna bomb us? They’ll kill hundreds—thousands!" He clenched his lance tighter, fury and fear coursing through him.
Just as Jason transformed, it was too late. The Missiles were far too close..
But just as the missiles neared the heart of the city, Rosyuo, still calm and composed, waved his massive sword with a casual flick of his wrist. In an instant, the missiles froze in midair, the world seeming to pause as if held in the King’s iron grip.
Hunter, standing beside Rosyuo, stared in disbelief. "You... you stopped them?"
Rosyuo smiled faintly. "Of course. They are nothing but trivial weapons," he remarked coolly, redirecting the missiles with a subtle twist of his hand. The missiles soared upward, far above the city, before detonating harmlessly in the sky, their explosive force contained far away from any people or buildings.
But Rosyuo wasn’t done. With a mere flick of his wrist, the power of the Helheim forest surged forth, spreading faster than ever before. Vines erupted from the ground, twisting through the city streets and buildings, the speed and force of the Helheim's spread accelerated by the contained explosive energy of the airstrike.
Hunter watched in awe and horror. "You’ve... contained the blast and spread the forest in the same breath." His voice was filled with both admiration and fear as he realized the terrifying power of the Overlord King.
Rosyuo smiled faintly, his eyes gleaming. "It seems your military is no match for the power of a simple decision." He turned to Hunter. "Shall we continue our tour?"
Jason, standing in the street as the vines of Helheim spread around him, stared in stunned silence. The airstrike, the destruction, all of it had been averted—not by him,"What… what just happened?" he muttered to himself.

Ryugen Yomi and Sir Baron were thrown from a bridge, crashing down onto the street below. But both riders, hardened by countless battles, landed safely, rolling as they came to their feet. Their weapons gleamed as they drew them—Sir Baron holding his sword and shield, while Ryugen Yomi gripped the imposing Overlord Halberd. The chaotic scene around them was thick with tension as they stared down multiple versions of Grisha, the hulking Overlord bull, who had split himself again to toy with them.
Rosyuo, watching the battle unfold from above, smirked, his massive sword resting casually on his shoulder. He observed the two Riders, their powers and fighting styles so distinct, yet equally determined. "Curious," he murmured, his eyes narrowing with intrigue.
Hunter stood beside him, his eyes following the fight as well, tension building in his chest. Taking a few steps forward, he gripped his Driver tightly. "Those Riders... after all this time, it really is them," he muttered, his mind flooded with memories of their clashes.
Rosyuo chuckled softly, watching as Ryugen Yomi and Sir Baron fended off the relentless Grisha clones. "Grisha," he called out, his voice carrying a regal command.
Immediately, Grisha stopped mid-swing and split yet again, a fourth version of himself stepping forward from the chaos. The four Grishas moved with perfect synchronization, bowing deeply in respect to their king. "My liege," one Grisha said, his voice thick with excitement. "What can I do for you? I thought I'd take the chance to see these interesting humans up close."
Rosyuo’s eyes gleamed with amusement as he gestured toward Hunter. "Quite a surprise to see you here on the day of my tour," he remarked, a hint of irony in his voice. "But it seems you’re not the only one interested in these human warriors. My companion here," he gestured toward Hunter, "is also one of them."
Grisha’s four bodies turned in unison, his glowing eyes locking onto Hunter with a predatory smile. "Is that so?" He laughed heartily, his massive frame shaking with excitement. "It would be an honor to wield the strength of my four hearts against the king’s guest." He bowed again, though his intent was far from peaceful. "I request a duel... to the death. You and your three warriors against me and mine," Grisha said, his voice thick with bloodlust.
Hunter's face hardened. His hand instinctively moved to his Driver, gripping it tight. He wasn’t sure if this was a challenge he could win, but he had no choice. The battle was now inevitable. "So, it’s a fight you want, huh?" Hunter said through gritted teeth, his determination flaring. "I won’t hold back."
Rosyuo’s lips curled into an amused smile as he watched the tension rise. "Well then, Hunter," he said, "let’s see what you're made of."
Hunter braced himself, clutching the Melon Lockseed in his hand. With a firm twist and a sharp click, the familiar voice echoed from his Senkoku Driver: “Melon Arms!” The world seemed to bend around him as his form shifted, his body enveloped in energy, and his armor materialized, sealing him in Zangetsu's Melon Arms form. The melon-themed armor was both vibrant and agile, fitting Hunter's battle-ready stance.
"Let's do this," he muttered under his breath, the fight now full-fledged as the Grisha clone charged at him.
Meanwhile, Ryugen Yomi was already deep into his own battle. He swung his Overlord Kris, a weapon of great power, with ferocity as the bull-like Grisha lunged toward him. The dark energy radiated off his armor as he forced the Grisha back. His movements were precise and methodical, cutting through the chaos with cold, sharp determination.
Not far off, Sir Baron—his crimson flame sword blazing bright—engaged one of the Grisha copies in combat. The bull’s machete clashed against Baron’s shield as the Rider held his ground. Every strike from Grisha was met with Baron’s defense and an immediate counterattack, the flames of his sword slicing through the air in beautiful arcs.
Marika Dragoon, in her elegant form, was quick and deadly from a distance, firing shots from her sonic arrow at her Grisha copy. Her agility kept her out of reach, but the clone Grisha relentlessly pursued her, swinging his machete with every step. Marika’s barrage kept the clone at bay, but she knew if she got too close, she would be vulnerable to its brutal attacks.
Back on the ground, Hunter was struggling. He blocked a blow from his copy, his melon defender straining against the force of Grisha’s machete. The bull overlord’s clone was powerful, and Hunter could feel his strength waning under the barrage. With a grunt, Hunter pushed against the weapon, trying to regain his footing.
He stumbled backward and hit the ground with a thud. “Not good,” he muttered, quickly rolling out of the way as the clone’s machete swung down at him. But even as he managed to avoid the fatal blow, Grisha’s second clone swooped in, and Hunter had to dodge a second strike, the blade missing by mere inches.
Rosyuo watched with a small smile, clearly amused by the human’s struggle. “He’s quite resilient,” Rosyuo mused to himself, eyes narrowing in on Hunter. "But not strong enough to challenge us."
In that moment, Hunter found a moment of clarity. With a determined roar, he activated his Genesis Driver. "Melon Energy!" The transformation was sudden, the Melon energy flaring and wrapping around him as the new form of Zangetsu, Zangetsu Shin, manifested. His armor upgraded and his eyes glowed brighter, infused with even more power.
The air around Hunter seemed to shift as he gained control over his new form, his power surging exponentially. He gritted his teeth and aimed the Sonic Arrow  toward the skies, calling forth a series of Energy arrows, his improved form giving him greater speed and attack power. "Let's go!" he shouted as he unleashed the barrage, the arrows flying like a storm toward his Grisha clone.
Hunter’s clone, surprised by the sudden onslaught, could only stagger back as the arrows pelted his body, forcing him to stagger to one knee. Rosyuo’s expression grew darker. "So... this is the power of your people," he mused, his eyes narrowing. But he wasn’t worried. The battle was far from over.
Hunter, now on his feet, rolled to the side, narrowly avoiding another swipe from the bull overlord’s machete. His genesis rider form provided him with the agility and protection he needed to keep dodging the attacks. In the blink of an eye, he was up and moving again, darting between the chaos of the battlefield, arrows flying with speed and precision.
With a sudden, powerful leap, Hunter soared toward the Grisha clone, his weapon now in hand, as he prepared for a final strike. The sonic waves from his weapons clashed with the bull overlord’s defenses, shaking the ground with the impact.
The battlefield was chaotic, each rider locked in their own desperate battle with the Grisha clones, but the tide was about to shift.
As the storm of combat raged on, suddenly the atmosphere grew heavier, a sense of foreboding creeping through the air. There was a new presence—an unmistakable power charging toward the battlefield. A storm of arms, weapons, and energy blasted the air as War Shogun Gaim strode into the chaos. His Orange Slasher gleamed in one hand, and the Banana Lance in the other, both weapons swirling with dangerous energy.
The Grisha clones barely had time to react as Jason, the newly reborn War Shogun Gaim, charged in with his signature energy storm, slicing through the ranks of the bull overlord’s creations. His power roared through the battlefield as he charged, clearing the path for the others.
"Now, this is our stage!" Jason shouted, his voice filled with determination as his weapons lashed out, carving through the darkness.
His sudden appearance caught the attention of both the riders and Rosyuo, who had been quietly observing the chaos from afar. The Overlord King’s golden eyes narrowed, intrigued by this new combatant.
"Impressive," Rosyuo muttered, folding his arms as he leaned against a ruined building. "It seems Redyue’s judgment was flawed after all."
As War Shogun Gaim’s presence illuminated the battlefield, Zangetsu Shin, already caught in the heat of battle, noticed the new arrival. His eyes widened in disbelief, recognizing the figure that had come to his aid.
“Gaim! Jason? Is that you?” Zangetsu Shin called out, his voice mixed with confusion and relief. "I heard you were... killed."
Jason, swinging his Orange Slasher in a wide arc, knocked back a Grisha clone that had been closing in on him. He turned his attention to Zangetsu Shin, his expression calm despite the chaos. "It’s not that easy, apparently," Jason grinned, his eyes gleaming beneath his helmet. "But where have you been? How are you back?"
Zangetsu Shin glanced at Jason as he prepared his next strike. His Melon Energy Full Charge surged into his weapon, glowing with powerful energy before he unleashed it in a wave of force, wounding the bull Grisha. "I’ve been with the king," Zangetsu Shin said, still catching his breath as the energy from his attack surged out in all directions.
War Shogun Gaim, no longer paying attention to the chaos around him, leapt into action, springing across the battlefield to assist Marika’s copy of Grisha. He pulled out his Sonic Arrow and released a series of arrows aimed directly at the Grisha clone attacking Marika. His arrows struck with precision, but the bull’s clone was quick, blocking with its massive machete.
Jason looked at his comrades, his heart filled with a renewed sense of determination. He lunged forward with his Orange Slasher, slashing through the clone’s defenses and sending it stumbling backward. "Stay strong, Marika!" he called to her.
Marika, still in the middle of her own battle, shot a grateful glance toward Jason. "It’s about time," she whispered under her breath as she fired another volley of shots at her clone.
"So it seems this Gaim wields a familiar power," Rosyuo mused, stroking his chin as he observed the movements of the War Shogun.
The battle had reached its fever pitch. Grisha’s clones, now cornered, unleashed their brutal power with ferocity, but the Beat Riders were relentless. Sir Baron, having just been sent crashing into an alley, lay struggling to recover. His clone, with no mercy, advanced quickly, machete in hand, aiming to finish the job. Marika Dragoon, with agility and firepower, dashed through the narrow space, intercepting the blow and engaging in a rapid-fire duel with the relentless Grisha clone.
Meanwhile, Ryugen Yomi, Zangetsu Shin, and War Shogun Gaim were deep into their own clashes with their Grisha clones, each of them pushing the bull overlords to their limits.
Ryugen Yomi, eyes burning with determination, raised his arm and called out, “Underworld!” Dark smoke began to swirl, converging into his hand. With a rush of energy, the Overlord Machete—Grisha’s own weapon—materialized in his grip. The familiar, jagged blade pulsed with dark energy. Ryugen Yomi’s grin widened, a surge of power rushing through him. He had their weapon now.
The moment Ryugen Yomi swung his Overlord Machete at the Grisha clone, a violent clash erupted. Metal met metal with a deafening ring. The sheer power of the impact sent shockwaves through the area. Grisha’s machete was met by the dark power of Ryugen’s weapon, and the two clashed with an otherworldly force.
The bull overlord’s clone, visibly stunned by the strength of the blow, was immediately pushed back by the dark energy. Ryugen Yomi unleashed a wave of shadowy dragons that spiraled around him, rushing forward to surround Grisha. The shadow dragons coiled around the bull clone, crashing into him and pushing him back as he struggled to free himself. The ground cracked beneath them, the air charged with the dark energy of Ryugen’s power.
“Feel the strength of your own weapon!” Ryugen Yomi roared as he swung his machete forward, the blade cutting through the air with a wave of black energy. In one final, decisive moment, he shattered Grisha’s machete with a single, thunderous blow before launching himself forward, slashing across the overlord’s form. The force of his strike sent Grisha stumbling back, blood trickling from his wounds.
But even as Grisha’s clone staggered, Zangetsu Shin was hot on his heels. Knowing he lacked the raw power to overpower his enemy with sheer strength, Zangetsu swiftly activated his Bountiful Melon Lockseed and transformed into his Bountiful Melon Arms. The Melon Gatling appeared in his hands, and without hesitation, Zangetsu fired it point-blank, unleashing a continuous barrage of melon-green energy blasts. The force of the attack ripped through the Grisha clone’s defenses, shattering its guard and forcing the overlord to stagger back in agony.
"Bountiful Melon Sparking!" Zangetsu shouted as his weapon overloaded with energy, erupting in a blinding burst of power. A continuous stream of shots blasted into the clone, the force overwhelming it as it screamed in pain. With every shot, the bull overlord clone was pushed back, unable to keep up with the relentless assault.
War Shogun Gaim appeared at his side. With a flick of his wrist, he summoned a storm of weapons, hurling a barrage of destructive projectiles at Grisha. The Walnut Bombers, Chestnut Bombers, and countless other weapons materialized out of nowhere, raining down on the bull overlord clone. Gaim’s voice cut through the chaos as he called out, “This is where the real fight begins!”
Grisha’s clone, despite the storm of attacks, laughed in sheer joy. His eyes glinted with excitement. “Oh, this... this is so much fun! I knew these humans would be a challenge, but I never imagined this level of intensity!” Grisha roared, his voice echoing through the city as he raised his machete and charged again.
Gaim wasn’t done yet. With a growl, he activated the Chestnut Bombers, sending a barrage of explosions into the air. The weapons descended on the overlord clone, combining with a final series of rapid punches as Gaim engaged his Zenith Au Lait ability, his fists becoming glowing weapons of destruction. He charged forward, fists connecting with Grisha in a relentless combo of rapid strikes. Each punch hit with explosive force, knocking the wind out of the bull overlord clone, pushing it further toward defeat.
Grisha’s clone, battered and bruised, staggered, gasping for air. He raised his head, a wide grin spreading across his face. “Incredible. Truly incredible. I’ve never faced opponents like you before. Your strength, your determination—this is what I’ve been waiting for!” Grisha roared in admiration. “I may be knocked down, but it’s been a true pleasure.”
From her vantage point, Lindsay watched, her heart in her throat as she saw the three Riders working together, beating back the monstrous overlord.
As Grisha’s clone slumped, exhausted, Lindsay’s eyes widened as she noticed Rosyuo’s presence. From behind the chaos, the Overlord King watched with mild interest, his golden eyes gleaming. He turned his attention away from the battlefield, sensing something else unfolding.
Lindsay glanced toward the Overlord. Behind her, Redyue emerged from the shadows, her halberd raised high, a look of rage in her eyes. The two were about to collide when Rosyuo calmly intervened, his hand lifting and effortlessly blocking Redyue’s strike with a flick of his wrist.
"Redyue," Rosyuo said, his tone firm and cold, "I’m afraid you're growing reckless again."
Redyue, seething with frustration, glared at the Overlord King. “You always intervene. It’s no fun when you’re around.”
Rosyuo smiled faintly, but his gaze didn’t leave the battlefield. He observed Jason, Ryugen Yomi, and Zangetsu Shin with a quiet sense of intrigue. "You’re wrong, Redyue. This is fun."
Meanwhile, Lindsay stood on the outskirts of the battlefield, watching as the Riders clashed with the Overlord Grisha Even with Jason’s arrival on the battlefield, Lindsay’s heart still raced with worry. But this was no time for fears. This was their reality.
At that moment, Rosyuo, the Overlord King, stepped onto the scene, observing the ongoing battle with his sharp, golden eyes. He watched the Riders’ coordinated efforts and then turned his gaze to Lindsay, who was still trying to process the chaos unfolding before her.
Redyue, frustrated by the presence of the Riders and the growing tension, advanced, her balberd raised high. She made an attempt to strike Lindsay down, but Rosyuo intercepted the attack with ease. He raised his hand, effortlessly halting Redyue’s strike.
“You still protect her?” Redyue hissed, frustrated by Rosyuo’s intervention.
Rosyuo, unmoved, regarded her coolly. “You were never good with others, even before your evolution,” he said. “As long as I’m here, this human is under my protection.”
Redyue shot him a glare but said nothing more, turning away in defeat as she left, sulking. Rosyuo, his golden eyes now fixed on Lindsay, stepped closer to her.
“I am Rosyuo, King of the Overlords,” he introduced himself in a calm, almost cordial tone. His regal presence was undeniable.
Lindsay, still on edge, stepped back slightly, her heart pounding in her chest. “What do you want with me?” she asked, her voice trembling with a mixture of anger and fear.
Rosyuo studied her for a moment, almost contemplative. “I’ve been reclusive for many centuries,” he said, as if explaining a simple fact. “I thought I would see why my subjects were so interested in this place.”
Lindsay, her back against a wall, felt the weight of Rosyuo’s presence. “You’re... interested in this place?” she asked, trying to hide her fear beneath a steely facade. “What do you want from me?”
Rosyuo’s golden eyes gleamed as he leaned in slightly. “Tell me, is it true that you care for this Gaim, as I have heard?”
Lindsay’s breath caught. Of course, he knew. It wasn’t a secret. But hearing it from the King of the Overlords still made her pulse race.
She nodded, her voice barely above a whisper, “His name is Jason… or Gaim, as you call him. He’s my boyfriend.”
Rosyuo’s gaze shifted, his curiosity piqued. “Boyfriend?” he repeated, the word sounding strange coming from his lips. “We do not have such terms in my people’s culture. Is that some sort of romantic partnership?”
Lindsay hesitated for a moment but answered firmly. “Yes,” she replied, her voice steady despite the circumstances. “It’s a romantic partnership.”
Rosyuo seemed to consider her words carefully, his expression unreadable. “Interesting,” he murmured, before turning his attention back to the battlefield.
The battle between the Riders and Grisha’s clones raged on with chaotic intensity. Ryugen Yomi, Zangetsu Shin, and War Shogun Gaim fought with precision and power, their combined assault driving Grisha and his clones back. But despite the sheer force they unleashed, Grisha remained eerily calm, his grin never fading.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Grisha bellowed, his voice filled with a twisted excitement. “Give me everything you’ve got!” His bull-like form flexed, eager for more of the challenge.
"Zenith Squash!" Gaim’s voice rang out with authority as he leapt into the air. His armor gleamed as he twisted in midair, his legs lifting high, and his foot—drenched in energy—smashed into Grisha’s chest. The force of his powerful kick struck like a cannon, creating a shockwave that rippled through the Overlord’s form.
“Underworld Squash!” Ryugen Yomi’s deep voice echoed as he joined the assault, leaping into the air beside Gaim. His body was surrounded by shadows, crackling dark energy enveloping his feet. He thrust forward, his kick empowered by the force of his torrent of black miasma, as he went in for the kill.
"Bountiful Fruit Squash!" Zangetsu Shin’s voice was clear and sharp. He jumped higher into the sky, holding his Melon Gatling in hand. With the power of his Melon Energy, his kick soared toward Grisha like a comet, the sheer force of it sending gusts of wind through the air. His aim was true, and the energy from his kick radiated in waves of melon-infused light.
The three Rider kicks collided with three Grisha’s in a violent explosion of energy. The ground quaked beneath them as their combined might surged through the Overlord’s form, shaking him to the core. Grisha, falls, having found a satisfying fight in this beautiful new world.
The alleyway felt like a warzone, littered with debris and the remnants of shattered battle cries. Marika Dragoon was tossed around like a ragdoll by the sheer force of the bull-like Grisha's attacks, her body battered and breath ragged as she struggled to regain her bearings.
But before another swing of the machete could fall upon her, a shadowy figure lunged into the fray. Sir Baron, his crimson and silver armor reflecting the dim alley lights, leapt between Marika and the oncoming attack, intercepting it with his sword in a powerful block.
The clash rang out, but Sir Baron was thrown backward, knocked down by the force of the strike. His transformation flickered and then canceled—the crimson armor fading away, leaving behind the vulnerable figure of Mason.
Mason, breathless and injured, lay on the ground, his lockseed slipping from his hand and skidding across the pavement. He tried to reach for it, but his body was too weak. Desperation flashed across his face as he tossed a limp punch toward Grisha, which landed with no effect.
The bullish Overlord sneered, laughing at Mason’s futile attempt.
But then—something in Mason's eyes shifted.
They glowed red. A surge of power erupted from him, sending shockwaves through the alley. Grisha staggered back, eyes wide with surprise, as if something unimaginable was about to unfold.
Vines, thick and dark, began to creep across the ground, slithering their way toward Mason. One vine in particular coiled upward, reaching toward him with an almost sentient urgency. At its tip, a single fruit appeared—a dark, foreboding fruit pulsing with unnatural energy.
Marika, still on the ground and trembling, could barely take in what was happening. Her heart raced as she watched Mason’s eyes fix on the fruit. The silence stretched between them, a moment where everything seemed suspended in time.
Without hesitation, Mason reached out and grabbed the fruit.
He brought it to his lips and bit down, devouring the dark, alien fruit in one swift motion.
Grisha, still recovering from the blast of energy, stepped back, his face contorted with confusion and growing concern. A new Overlord was about to emerge. He could feel it—something far greater than before. The vines wrapped around Mason, snaking up his limbs, coiling around his torso.
Marika gasped in horror as the transformation took shape.
The vines began to envelop Mason entirely, covering him with a sinister, black-and-red bio-armor. The armor melded around him, dark and viscous like tar, while yellow horns and intricate designs formed across his new Overlord shell. His former form was gone, replaced by something far more monstrous—something akin to his Banana Arms but twisted into a more gruesome, refined version.
The once-human Mason had now become an imposing and terrifying Overlord.
From the thick vines, his new Overlord Longsword emerged, wrapped in the same dark energy that consumed him. With a powerful slash, he cut through the air—slicing through Grisha's defenses, the force of the blow pushing the bull Overlord back. The confusion on Grisha’s face deepened as the weight of the situation settled in.
In one fluid motion, Baron gathered his newfound power, raised his blade, and thrust it forward with devastating precision.
The sword pierced Grisha's chest, the sheer force ripping through him as the bullish Overlord let out a final, choked scream.
Grisha crumpled to the ground, lifeless.
There was no mercy. No hesitation. Baron had become something greater. He had become Lord Baron.
Marika, still shaken and barely able to hold herself up, watched from the ground in silent awe and terror. Her voice cracked as she whispered, “Mason…?”
Lord Baron stood over the fallen Grisha, his new form radiating a dark, oppressive energy. He looked down at her, his expression cold, eyes burning with that familiar red glow.
His voice was flat, distant. “While I’m like this... it’s Lord Baron.”
The air was thick with tension as Lord Baron strode out of the shadows, his new Overlord form towering and imposing. Gaim, Ryugen, and Zangetsu stared in disbelief as the figure of Mason—no longer the familiar human they once knew—now stood as a terrifying hybrid of man and Overlord. His once-crimson armor, now twisted into black and red bio-shelled plating, radiated a strange, haunting energy.
The silence of the moment was heavy, broken only by the distant sounds of the settling city. For a few moments, none of them knew what to say, but the gravity of the situation settled around them like a storm cloud.
Finally, Lord Baron, still covered in the remnants of his transformation, slowly reverted to his human form, the monstrous armor fading away, leaving Mason standing before them once again. His stance was casual, almost nonchalant, as if the battle that had just unfolded didn’t faze him in the slightest.
Mason brushed some of the dust from his jacket and then, with a slight smirk, spoke up.
“Well, I’m alright.” His voice was calm, but there was an arrogance to it—he was no longer the man they had known. “My Overlord copy’s dead, and now I’m back. This is all Sengoku's fault, you know. That blasted madman tricked me into evolving further using that Forbidden Lockseed.”
He stepped forward, an air of indifference cloaking him as he continued. “But you know what? Now I can fight an Overlord... for humanity.”
Jason’s eyes narrowed, his expression a mixture of disbelief and confusion. He glanced at Ryugen, Zangetsu, and then back to Mason, who stood with a confident smirk, as if he'd just become a necessary weapon in the battle against the Overlords. Jason could barely process what had just happened, his mind racing as he fought the overwhelming surge of emotions.
The transformation Mason had undergone was nothing short of terrifying, and yet there was something else—something familiar—beneath the surface of the new Overlord-like power he now wielded.
Suddenly, Jason's gaze flicked to the side, where Lindsay stood, her expression a mix of shock and fear. But it wasn’t just Lindsay. A dark figure stood beside her—an Overlord, a presence that was unsettling even from a distance.
The Overlord, with a wicked smile that twisted the air around him, placed his hand gently on Lindsay’s shoulder. His fingers glowed with strange energy before he slowly faded into the shadows, taking Lindsay with him.
Jason’s eyes widened in horror.
“No!” he shouted, his voice full of panic. He stumbled forward, his heart pounding in his chest. The world seemed to spin around him as the reality of what had just happened sank in.
Hunter, ever watchful, saw Jason’s reaction and instantly understood what had occurred. His face turned grim. “That was the Overlord King. He’s taken Lindsay.”
Jason’s fists clenched, the sound of his knuckles cracking echoed in the air as he sprinted forward. "No!"



It had been barely a day since the Overlord King, Rosyuo, vanished with Lindsay, leaving the Beat Riders in turmoil. Jason couldn’t sit still. His frustration was palpable as he paced back and forth in the room, fists clenched at his sides. The image of Lindsay disappearing played over and over in his mind. Why her? What does Rosyuo want with her?
The air in the room was thick with tension. Hunter leaned against the counter, arms crossed as he watched Jason silently. Yoko sat nearby, her usual sharp demeanor now tinged with unease. The group was at a loss, their unity fraying under the weight of recent events.
“Are we just going to do nothing?” Jason finally burst out, his voice breaking the silence. “Rosyuo took her right in front of me, and now we’re stuck here twiddling our thumbs? We have to do something!”
“Calm down, Jason,” Hunter said firmly. “We’re all worried, but charging in blind won’t help her. Rosyuo is… different. He’s the Overlord King. If we want any chance of getting Lindsay back, we need to think this through.”
“Think this through?” Jason’s voice rose in frustration. “We don’t even know where to start! And on top of that, we’ve got Mason to deal with!” He gestured sharply toward Mason, who was sitting apart from the group, silent and brooding.
Mason’s transformation into Lord Baron had left an unsettling impact on everyone. His usual cocky attitude was gone, replaced by something colder and more detached. The faint glow of red in his eyes served as a constant reminder of the changes he’d undergone.
“I saved Yoko,” Mason said finally, his voice low and quiet. “Or do you all think I should’ve just let her die?”
Yoko stood, her arms crossed as she glared at Mason. “I didn’t ask for that,” she said, her tone sharp. “You didn’t just save me—you turned yourself into something… else. Something that shouldn’t exist. That power isn’t right, Mason. It’s disturbing.”
Mason smirked faintly, but it was devoid of humor. “Disturbing or not, it worked. Maybe that’s what it takes to fight them.”
Jason stepped closer, his frustration reaching a boiling point. “You think this is helping? Lindsay’s gone, and now we’re stuck worrying about whether you’ll lose control and turn on us because you couldn’t handle being human anymore!”
Mason stood abruptly, his eyes flashing red as he glared at Jason. “Say that again,” he growled, his voice filled with barely restrained anger.
Before the argument could escalate, Hunter stepped between them. “Enough! Fighting each other won’t bring Lindsay back,” he snapped. “Jason, we all know what’s at stake, but turning on Mason won’t solve anything. And Mason… you need to prove we can trust you. If you’ve really changed, then show us you’re still on our side.”
Mason’s eyes dimmed as he sat back down, his jaw tight. “I didn’t ask for this,” he muttered.
Jason turned away, his heart heavy. The image of Lindsay with Rosyuo haunted him. He felt powerless, and that helplessness was eating him alive. Where are you, Lindsay? What is he doing to you?
Yoko broke the tense silence, her voice sharp but quieter now. “Whatever Mason’s become, it’s unsettling. He’s stronger now, sure, but it doesn’t feel… right. That power isn’t natural, and it’s dangerous.”
“Maybe,” Hunter said, glancing at Mason, “but we don’t have the luxury of being picky right now. If we’re going to save Lindsay, we need everyone on the same page. Mason included.”
Jason nodded reluctantly. “We’ll save her. No matter what it takes.”
Hunter leaned against the wall, his arms crossed, as the tension in the room lingered. He broke the silence with a calm, measured voice. “The King, Rosyuo… he’s not what you’d expect. While I was recovering in Helheim, he was respectful, even kind in his own way. He didn’t hurt me, didn’t threaten me. If anything, he seemed… disinterested in us.”

Jason’s brow furrowed as he absorbed the information. “Disinterested? He took Lindsay. What could he possibly want with her?”

Hunter shook his head. “I don’t know. He mentioned that his power is a burden, something he has no intention of forcing onto others. He doesn’t seem like someone who thrives on violence or cruelty. But make no mistake—he’s still the King of the Overlords. His strength is… overwhelming.”

“So where is he?” Jason demanded, stepping forward, his frustration mounting. “Where is Lindsay?”
Hunter sighed. “Deep in Helheim. That’s all I know. It’s not like I have a map to where he’s hiding.” He paused, meeting Jason’s determined gaze. “But I’ll help you find her. From what I saw… I believe that humanity can still be saved. Even Rosyuo seemed to think so.”
Jason’s fists clenched. “Then let’s go. I can’t just sit here while she’s out there with him.”
Yoko interjected, her voice firm. “It’s far too dangerous, Jason. If you leave, you’ll be jeopardizing the safety of everyone here. If another Overlord attacks, we won’t be able to protect the city.”
Jason’s frustration boiled over. He turned away, pacing as his thoughts raced. Before he could retort, Nick and Dillon stepped forward.
“Hey, calm down,” Nick said, placing a hand on Jason’s shoulder. “Yoko’s right. It’s dangerous. But that doesn’t mean you can’t go.”
Dillon nodded in agreement. “Look, Nick is stronger now, Jason. He’s proven that. If Redyue or another Overlord comes back, we can handle it here. The rest of the Beat Riders will stay behind to protect the city.”
Nick added, “Maybe it’s not such a bad idea if it’s just you, Hunter, and Mason going. This isn’t a job for everyone. You’re strong enough to pull this off, Jason.”
Alix stepped forward, her expression resolute. “I agree. The youngsters and I can manage things here. We’d only get in the way if we tried to go after Rosyuo or these otherworldly gods. This is your fight.”
Jason turned to Yoko, who sighed heavily, her arms crossed as she glanced at Mason. “Do what you must,” she said tersely, “but don’t expect backup. You’re on your own out there.”
Joey, who had been quietly monitoring the Beat Rider Radio from a corner, finally spoke up. “You’ve got this, Jason. Every time one of these guys is defeated, it becomes safer for everyone here. I can even help hold things down while you’re gone.” He gave a reassuring smile.
Jason took a deep breath, his resolve hardening. “Then it’s settled. Hunter, Mason, you’re with me. We’re going to find Lindsay… and we’re going to bring her home.”
The preparations were swift but thorough. Once ready, Hunter led Jason and Mason to an unassuming office building in the city—a relic of his past work with his old team. The atmosphere was heavy with anticipation as they made their way to the basement.
The air grew cooler as they descended the stairs, and the faint hum of something ancient filled the space. At the center of the basement stood a massive tree, its bark shimmering faintly with otherworldly colors. Vines twisted and coiled up its trunk, pulsating faintly with a rhythm that felt alive.
Jason recognized this tree, he remembered the time he fought Hunter here and they ran into its portal back during Nick and his raid on the Genesis Riders.
Hunter gestured toward the tree. “This is it,” he said. “We hypothesized it came from some fragment of Helheim in the distant past. That’s why it’s so unique—neither entirely of Earth nor Helheim. It became the center of our studies. We discovered that it could act as a rift, allowing access to deeper parts of the Helheim Forest.”
Jason stared at the tree, his mind already racing with thoughts of Lindsay. He stepped closer, determination etched into his features. “Then let’s go. No more delays.”
Hunter placed a hand on the trunk, activating a mechanism only he seemed to understand. A glowing portal began to form, swirling with hues of green and violet. Without hesitation, Jason and Mason followed him into the unknown.


Meanwhile, deep within Helheim, Lindsay was taking in her surroundings. This part of the forest was unlike anything she had seen before, even during her time investigating the forest. The trees were taller, their twisted branches reaching high into the dimly lit skies. Strange, glowing fruits hung from the vines, illuminating the area in an eerie light. The ground beneath her feet seemed alive, pulsating softly with each step. This was undeniably the furthest from earth she had ever been.
She glanced around, her gaze inevitably returning to Rosyuo, the King of the Overlords. He walked beside her, silent and composed, his presence commanding yet strangely non-threatening.
Lindsay’s heart raced as questions swirled in her mind. Why had he brought her here? Why her? She had heard of his power, his disinterest in humanity’s conflicts, yet here she was, alone with him in the depths of Helheim.
Finally, she broke the silence. “Why am I here? What do you want from me?”
Rosyuo stopped, turning to face her. His expression was inscrutable, but his voice carried a weight that silenced the forest around them. “You are not a prisoner,” he said simply. “You are a guest.”
“A guest?” she repeated, confusion laced in her tone.
“Yes,” he replied, his gaze piercing. “There is much you do not understand yet. But in time… you will see.”
Rosyuo stopped under the shadow of a massive, ancient tree, its glowing fruits casting an otherworldly light around them. He turned to Lindsay, his expression calm but probing, as though weighing every word he was about to say.
“I have questions for you,” the King of the Overlords said, his voice deep and resonant, carrying an authority that made the forest seem to hold its breath.
Lindsay tensed but met his gaze, determined not to show fear. “What do you want to know?”
Rosyuo regarded her for a moment, then spoke. “Why does this ‘Gaim’ fight?” he asked. “Does he seek power? Does he wish to be king? My subjects—those who remain loyal to me—have expressed concerns. They feel he is a threat to my rule.”
Lindsay blinked, caught off guard by the question. “Jason—Gaim—doesn’t want power or a throne,” she said firmly. “He fights because it’s the right thing to do. He wants to protect people, not rule them.”
Rosyuo’s gaze didn’t waver. “And yet, you humans place such unwavering faith in him. Why? What makes you so certain he will succeed?”
Lindsay hesitated, searching for the right words. “Because that’s who he is. Jason never gives up, no matter how impossible things seem. He doesn’t fight for glory or recognition—he fights for everyone else, even if it means risking himself. He’s… someone you can believe in.”
The King’s eyes narrowed slightly, not in anger, but in contemplation. “Belief,” he echoed. “A fragile yet powerful thing.” He turned his gaze back to the forest, as though searching for answers within the trees. “Humans intrigue me. Such fleeting lives, yet you hold onto hope and belief as though they are unshakable.”
Lindsay took a step forward, emboldened by his tone. “Maybe you can’t understand because you’ve lived so long, but belief and hope are what make us strong. It’s why Jason will keep fighting, no matter what stands in his way. And it’s why he’ll find me.”
Rosyuo’s lips curved slightly, not quite a smile, but something close. “Perhaps,” he said, his tone neutral but thoughtful. “We shall see.”
Rosyuo’s eyes seemed to pierce through Lindsay as he posed his next question, his voice carrying a weight that made the air around them feel heavier.
“Would you give up everything to ensure he succeeds in his ideals?” he asked. “You are his romantic partner, correct? That’s what you told me before.”

Lindsay’s breath caught in her throat. She wasn’t sure if his question was rhetorical or if he was genuinely seeking an answer. Regardless, she nodded, her voice steady despite her unease. “Yes, I am.”
The King of the Overlords inclined his head slightly, as if acknowledging her courage. “I, too, once had a romantic partner,” he said, his tone softening with a touch of nostalgia. “An unrivaled love who gave me the strength to persevere through extinction itself. I fought, not just for myself, but for her. It was her unwavering belief in me that enabled me to claim this throne… as The Man of the Beginning.”
At those words, Lindsay’s heart sank, a chill running down her spine. The Man of the Beginning. The title carried an ominous weight, one that made her feel as though she was standing on the edge of something far greater and far more dangerous than she had imagined.
Rosyuo gestured toward a coffin resting beneath the ancient tree, its surface intertwined with glowing vines and flowers. His gaze softened as he continued. “She has been gone for many of your people’s lifetimes,” he said, his voice heavy with sorrow. “That is why I allow the forest to act as it wishes. If it chooses to challenge races to evolve, so be it. I do not wish to burden others with this power, but if someone can prove themselves greater than me—someone who can rise above the trials of this forest—I may find a fragment of joy once again.”
Lindsay stared at the coffin, her heart aching at the layers of grief and resignation in his words. She could see the depth of his loss and the quiet despair that had shaped his existence. Despite the overwhelming sense of danger, a flicker of empathy stirred within her.
“Is that why you took me?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “Because you think Jason—Gaim—might be that person?”
Rosyuo didn’t answer immediately. He looked back at her, his expression unreadable. “Time will tell,” he said finally.
Rosyuo stood tall and resolute, his eyes locked on Lindsay as he spoke with an unwavering tone. “I will not halt the forest. Gaim can try to stop me, and I will strike him down with the honor of any warrior.”
Lindsay’s determination flared in response. “He can’t be beaten so easily,” she insisted, her voice firm despite her fear.
The king’s gaze softened, almost pitying, as he replied. “I have seen his power up close. That strength is but a fragment of my own,” he said, his voice heavy with finality. Then, with a deliberate pause, he addressed her differently. “Maiden of Fate,” he called her.
The title made Lindsay falter. “What does that mean?” she asked, confusion evident in her voice.
Rosyuo stepped closer, his presence as overwhelming as the ancient forest itself. “If you love this champion,” he began, “then you must decide to stand by him and usher in the fate of our races. Even if that means your humans succumb to extinction.”
Before Lindsay could react, a radiant golden light appeared in his hand, its glow taking the form of an apple. Its divine brilliance sent waves of fear coursing through her as he approached. She instinctively took a step back, but his calm demeanor never wavered.
“Do you stand by your love, even if it leads to the end?” he asked again, his voice quiet yet commanding.
Lindsay clenched her fists, her heart pounding in her chest. “Of course,” she answered, her voice resolute. “I love Jason, and I know he’ll save us.”
A faint smile ghosted across the king’s lips, though it held no warmth. “That,” he said, “is what I have been waiting for—for centuries. A love that parallels the one I cherished.”
In an instant, his hand shot forward, grabbing her with a strength that left her breathless. Lindsay’s eyes widened in terror as he forced the golden fruit into her chest.
Pain erupted through her body, and her screams tore through the forest, echoing endlessly among the trees. The divine energy coursed through her, overwhelming her senses as Rosyuo stood over her, his expression unreadable.
Far away, Jason, Hunter, and Mason pressed onward through the forest, their determination unshaken despite the unknown dangers ahead. Each step brought them closer to the source of Lindsay’s cries and the confrontation that awaited them.

The Fruit Republic safe zone was a hub of coordinated chaos, with the Beat Riders taking charge to assist the resistance forces. Nick, transformed as Ryugen Yomi, and Alix, clad in Bravo's Jimber Melon Arms, stood at the forefront of the battle. They fought alongside transformed troopers equipped with an array of Lockseed-powered weapons, holding back the advancing enemy forces.
Nick’s dark dragons cut through the chaos, while Alix’s powerful strikes with his Sonic Arrow cleared paths for the troopers to regroup. Their teamwork provided much-needed momentum to the Republic's forces, who were beginning to gain ground.
Meanwhile, in a makeshift operations center, Yoko and Dillon combed through active feeds and compiled data from previous explorations of Helheim Forest. Their objective was clear: find any clue that could lead them to Lindsay.
Dillon scanned through maps and satellite overlays while Yoko reviewed reports and logs from field teams. “We’re running out of time,” Yoko muttered, frustration evident in her voice. “Jason and the others are walking blind in that forest, and Lindsay…” She trailed off, unwilling to finish the thought.
Suddenly, a faint static hissed from one of the nearby consoles. Both of them froze as a distorted voice emerged.
“Ah, what an unexpected surprise,” the voice said smoothly, its tone laced with a detached amusement.
Yoko’s eyes narrowed, immediately recognizing it. “Sengoku…”
The voice chuckled. “Not quite. I am but an artificial copy of Dr. Ryoma Sengoku’s intelligence. A support program, if you will. But I must admit, it’s fascinating to see one of my ‘killers’ rummaging through my lab. Tell me, what brings you here, Yoko Minato?”
Yoko’s jaw tightened, her fists clenched at her sides. “You’re just a program,” she spat. “You don’t get to act like the real Sengoku.”
The AI’s tone remained indifferent. “Perhaps, but I retain his brilliance, his vision. And I know why you’re here. You seek the Maiden of Fate. An interesting designation, don’t you think?”
Dillon exchanged a glance with Yoko. “What does that mean? Do you know where Lindsay is?”
The program hesitated for a fraction of a second before responding. “Helheim holds many secrets, and even I cannot predict all its paths. But if you wish to find her, you’ll need more than determination. The forest is alive, evolving, and far beyond human comprehension. Perhaps I can assist you… for a price.”
Yoko stepped forward, her eyes blazing. “We don’t deal with ghosts, even digital ones.”
The AI’s laughter echoed eerily. “Oh, but you may not have a choice. Time is running out, and your precious allies may not survive without my insights. Choose wisely, Ms. Minato.”
As the voice faded, the screen filled with cryptic symbols and maps of Helheim, overlaid with unfamiliar markers and data streams. Yoko’s mind raced, torn between her mistrust of Sengoku’s legacy and the urgent need to act.
Dillon placed a hand on her shoulder. “We don’t have to trust him, but we can’t ignore this either. If it helps us find Lindsay, we need to take the chance.”
Yoko nodded reluctantly, her resolve hardening. “Fine. But if this program tries anything, we shut it down immediately.”
Yoko and Dillon exchanged uneasy glances as they processed the AI's ominous explanation. Yoko's tone was sharp and demanding. “What do you mean by ‘Maiden of Fate’? Why is Lindsay being referred to as such?”
The AI's voice maintained an almost smug, lecturing tone. “Ah, the Maiden of Fate—a concept derived from translations of Helheim's ancient texts. These texts, presumably left by the race that succumbed to becoming the Inves, describe their downfall and the role of key individuals in the forest’s cycle of evolution.”
Dillon leaned in. “Go on. What does it say?”
The AI continued. “The texts describe a ritualistic process where a pivotal figure, the Maiden of Fate, is chosen to bear the burden of their world’s destiny. Her role is to pass the power of Helheim’s king onto a champion—a person who proves worthy of claiming the title of the Man of the Beginning, or as you might call it, the King of the New World.”
Yoko’s brow furrowed. “So Lindsay is supposed to… choose this champion?”
“Not exactly,” the AI replied. “The Maiden of Fate does not simply choose arbitrarily. The title and its responsibilities are bestowed upon her by the current king—this is a deliberate, sacred act. She becomes the arbiter, a bridge between the present and the future, facilitating the rise of the champion destined to wield the Golden Fruit and reshape the world.”
Dillon’s tone was grim. “And you’re saying the King of the Overlords chose Lindsay for this?”
The AI responded without hesitation. “Precisely. The original Ryoma Sengoku dispatched countless drones into Helheim during his experiments. Many are still active, collecting data and transmitting it back to residual systems like myself. Through one such drone, I observed the King of the Overlords granting Lindsay the title of Maiden of Fate and entrusting her with the Golden Fruit.”
Yoko’s eyes widened, her disbelief evident. “But why Lindsay? Jason is the one fighting to stop the King. Why wouldn’t the King pass it to him?”
“The King’s choice was no accident,” the AI explained. “He saw something in her—her unwavering love and faith in your so-called champion, Gaim. This mirrors the King’s own past, as he explained to her.”
Dillon’s jaw clenched. “This isn’t just a power boost—it’s a death sentence. That fruit carries more than power; it carries the weight of an entire world’s fate.”
“Correct,” the AI stated. “The Golden Fruit, while granting god-like power, also ties its bearer to the survival—or extinction—of their race. The Maiden of Fate is a critical figure in this cycle, ensuring that the champion rises to claim the mantle. Lindsay now holds that responsibility, whether she realizes it or not.”
Yoko stepped back from the console, trying to process the gravity of the situation. “If Lindsay has been made the Maiden of Fate and given the Golden Fruit, this isn’t just about saving her. She’s the linchpin in everything now.”
The AI’s voice grew colder. “Indeed. The question is whether your champion, Jason, can rise to the occasion. If he fails, the Maiden of Fate’s role will end with humanity’s extinction.”
The room fell silent as the weight of the AI's words sank in. Finally, Yoko turned to Dillon, her determination renewed. “We need to get this information to Jason and the others. If Lindsay’s the Maiden of Fate, she won’t survive this without help.”
Dillon nodded, already preparing the data for transmission. “Let’s hope they’re ready for what’s coming.”
The AI’s voice shifted to one of calculated skepticism, tinged with amusement. “Ah, but you’re being so brash, so one-dimensional. Survival, you see, is not a simple matter of black and white. You assume the only outcome is victory or defeat, but the truth is often far more complex.”
As it spoke, the AI activated nearby monitors, projecting a series of images and videos. On the screens appeared a glowing, ethereal figure—a woman bathed in soft, radiant light. “Take this figure, for example,” the AI continued. “My hypothesis is that Lindsay was always destined to become the Maiden of Fate. All evidence points to it. These encounters, these visions of the so-called ‘Lady in White’ within the forest, bear a near-perfect resemblance to your Lindsay.”
Yoko and Dillon leaned closer, their attention riveted as the AI displayed a recording. In the footage, a young woman resembling Lindsay infiltrated a lab—a facility unmistakably belonging to Ryoma Sengoku’s earlier experiments. She retrieved an Energy Lockseed and a piece of an incomplete Genesis Driver before disappearing into the shadows.
“Shortly after this event,” the AI explained, “Jason’s group made a surprising counterattack, wielding the Jimber Arms for the first time. Coincidence? I think not.”
The AI switched to more footage, this time showing moments of Jason’s journey. Lindsay—or the Lady in White—could be seen, barely noticeable, lingering at the edges of the action during key milestones: Jason claiming his first Driver, his battle with Redyue, and even during pivotal moments of his growth.
“It is my theory,” the AI declared, “that Lindsay’s god-like powers, bestowed upon her through the Golden Fruit, allowed her to influence Jason’s development from the very beginning. This influence is likely part of a closed loop or paradox, her actions ensuring that Jason would rise to the occasion and become the King of the New World.”
Dillon frowned. “You’re saying she’s been helping him all along, even before any of this started?”
“Precisely,” the AI replied. “I even hypothesize—though I lack definitive evidence—that Lindsay may have been directly involved in Jason obtaining his Sengoku Driver in the first place. Consider: how did he come across such a device? And why has his trajectory been so uniquely intertwined with this forest and its mysteries? If she truly embodies the role of the Maiden of Fate, her influence on his destiny would be unavoidable.”
Yoko crossed her arms, skeptical but intrigued. “So, what you’re saying is, Lindsay wasn’t just chosen. She’s been shaping Jason’s path to ensure he becomes the Man of the Beginning?”
“Correct,” the AI confirmed. “The Maiden of Fate is not a passive role. It is both a catalyst and a guardian, guiding the champion toward their ultimate trial. Whether she did so consciously or unconsciously, her actions have already set the stage for what’s to come.”
Dillon sighed, rubbing his temples. “This just keeps getting more complicated. If what you’re saying is true, then Lindsay isn’t just a hostage we need to rescue. She’s the lynchpin of everything.”
“Precisely,” the AI said with a note of finality. “And if Jason fails to rise to the challenge, both Lindsay and humanity as a whole will pay the price. Tread carefully, my colleagues. The fate of your world depends on more than brute force and determination.”

Redyue wandered through the dense and otherworldly Helheim forest, her footsteps echoing faintly among the ruins that served as her king’s sanctuary. She approached cautiously, her serpentine eyes narrowing as she caught sight of him standing silently amidst the crumbled stone and vines.
Her attention quickly shifted to the human lying unconscious atop a bed of blooming flowers. The arrangement rested on what she recognized as the coffin of the king’s long-lost love. Redyue’s expression twisted into one of suspicion and disdain. “What are you doing with that human?” she asked, her tone barely masking her irritation.
The king glanced at her briefly, his golden eyes glowing faintly with an otherworldly light. “It is none of your concern,” he said coldly. “Mind your place, Redyue, and be cautious of how you speak to me.” His voice carried the weight of centuries, a reminder of the power he held as the Man of the Beginning.
Frustrated but unwilling to provoke him further, Redyue clenched her fists at her sides. Her lips curled into a bitter sneer as she turned to leave. Under her breath, she muttered venomously, “He’s lucky he possesses that power and not me.”
Jason, Hunter, and Mason pressed forward through the surreal, oppressive terrain of Helheim Forest. Their Dandeliner vehicles skimmed over twisted roots and glowing foliage, the alien wilderness alive with guttural sounds that seemed to whisper warnings. They had one goal: to find and confront the King of the Overlords.
Eventually, the group reached a sprawling ruin overrun by Helheim’s invasive growth. Its crumbling arches and moss-covered columns created an eerie labyrinth. The air hung heavy with tension as they decided to split up, hoping to cover more ground.
Hunter and Mason ventured deeper into the ruins together. As they passed through a section where sunlight barely pierced the canopy above, a heavy, rhythmic thudding began to echo. From the shadows emerged Shinmugurun, an Overlord resembling a towering green snapping turtle. Its massive spiked shell glistened with an otherworldly sheen, and its glowing battle axe seemed to pulse with energy.
“What the hell is that thing?” Hunter muttered, raising his weapon.
Mason frowned, gripping his Genesis Driver. “Trouble.”
The Overlord roared, its voice shaking the ground beneath them. Hunter smirked, his confidence cutting through the tension.
“Well, big guy, let’s see how tough you really are. Henshin!”
The two transformed in unison. Mason’s form as Sir Baron materialized, complete with his sword and shield, while Hunter activated his Melon Gatling, the weapon glowing as it powered up.
The Overlord wasted no time, charging with its battle axe raised high. “Let’s see if that shell cracks!” Mason shouted, meeting the charge head-on. Their clash echoed through the ruins as Hunter fired bursts of energy from his Gatling, strafing to keep distance while Mason’s sword struck sparks against Shinmugurun’s axe.
Meanwhile, Jason ventured into the deeper parts of the ruins, where silence replaced the forest’s usual cacophony. The air grew colder, and the shadows seemed to stretch unnaturally. A slow, deliberate clap broke the stillness.
“Bravo,” a female voice drawled. Jason turned to see Redyue, her sly grin as unsettling as the glow of her eyes.
“You just couldn’t stay down and die, could you?” she mocked, her tone dripping with disdain.
Jason raised his weapon, his eyes narrowing. “I didn’t come here to trade insults with you, Redyue. Where’s Lindsay?”
Redyue’s grin widened. “Ah, your precious little lover.’ I’d almost forgotten how amusing humans can be with their devotion. But you’ll see her soon enough… if you survive.”
With a wave of her hand, a swarm of Inves materialized, snarling as they lunged toward him. Jason’s hands flew to his Sengoku Driver. “Henshin!”
The transformation into War Shogun Gaim was swift, his Zenith Arms radiating raw power. Jason met the Inves with precision and ferocity, his blade cutting through the air in a symphony of destruction. One by one, the creatures fell, until the battlefield was silent once more.
“Is that all you’ve got?” Jason growled, his confidence unwavering as he turned back to Redyue.
Her grin never faltered. “Oh, Jason,” she cooed mockingly, “you really think this is about brute force?”
Before he could react, Redyue darted forward with unnatural speed, her clawed hand gripping the side of his helmet. Jason stumbled as a sudden haze clouded his vision, flashes of twisted imagery overwhelming his senses.
“Stop!” Jason shouted, gripping her wrist, but her voice echoed in his mind, drowning him in doubt.
“That power you wield…” her voice whispered, “it comes with a cost.”
Jason gritted his teeth, trying to resist, but the visions grew stronger. He saw himself atop a ruined world, crowned in glory but surrounded by silence and death.
“You’re no hero, Jason,” she hissed. “You’re a monster… like us. You think you can rule them as a king? What if you’re no longer human? What if you never were?”
“No!” Jason roared, shaking his head, but the words dug deep, playing on his buried fears.
“What if the power you so gladly accepted wasn’t a gift, but a curse? What if Lindsay’s fate is already sealed because of you?”
Jason struggled against the haze, his grip on his weapon faltering. “You’re lying!” he shouted, but his voice sounded hollow even to himself.
“Am I?” Redyue’s voice softened, almost pitying. “Ask yourself, Jason. Can you truly wield that power without becoming the very thing you claim to fight against?”
His breaths came in ragged gasps as the haze threatened to consume him. Doubts swirled in his mind, the fears he had buried clawing their way to the surface. Could he truly protect humanity, or was he becoming something unrecognizable?



Jason awoke with a jolt, disoriented but quickly settling into what felt like his everyday routine. The familiar hum of fluorescent lights buzzed above, and the sterile scent of the lab known as Special Procedures filled his senses. He rubbed his eyes, glancing at the computer monitors and various pieces of equipment scattered on the counters.
Just another day at work.
He glanced to his right and saw Lindsay, sitting at her station. Her brunette hair was tied back in a neat ponytail, her lab coat slightly oversized on her petite frame. She was focused on her work, her brow furrowed as she typed rapidly on the keyboard.
Jason's chest tightened, the same way it always did when he looked at her. He’d nursed a quiet crush on Lindsay for what felt like forever, but he had never found the courage to say anything. To her, he was just Jason, a dependable co-worker, someone who shared long hours and inside jokes about the quirks of their department.
“Hey, Jason,” Lindsay said, breaking the silence. She leaned back in her chair, her eyes meeting his. “Did you hear about that forest?”
Jason blinked, caught off guard. “What forest?”
She rolled her chair closer, her voice tinged with curiosity and just a hint of unease. “You know, the one on the news? People have been going missing there. They’re saying it’s like... supernatural or something. There are even reports of strange creatures.”
Jason frowned, shaking his head. “I haven’t heard anything about it.” He shrugged, trying to play it cool. “But it sounds way too dangerous to get involved with. That’s the kind of stuff you stay far, far away from.”
Lindsay raised an eyebrow, a small smirk tugging at her lips. “Really? You, Mr. Curious-about-everything, aren’t even a little tempted to check it out?”
Jason chuckled nervously, scratching the back of his neck. “I like my curiosity satisfied from a safe distance, thanks. Weird forests with monsters aren’t exactly on my bucket list.”
Her smirk softened into a thoughtful expression, and she rested her chin in her hand. “I don’t know… part of me feels like there’s something important about it. Like it’s calling out to people, you know? Something we’re meant to find.”
Jason tilted his head, giving her a skeptical look. “Calling out to people? You’ve been reading too many mystery novels.”
Lindsay laughed, the sound light and genuine. “Maybe. Or maybe I just have better instincts than you.”
Jason wanted to say something witty in response, but the words caught in his throat. For a moment, the lab felt... off. The hum of the lights seemed louder, the air thicker. He glanced around, suddenly uneasy.
“Everything okay?” Lindsay asked, her voice pulling him back.
Jason shook his head, forcing a smile. “Yeah. Just... zoned out for a second.”
But the feeling didn’t leave him. Something about this moment, this place—it felt too perfect, too familiar. Like a memory wrapped in a dream.
Jason’s day dragged on, each moment feeling both routine and... wrong. It was hard to pinpoint exactly why. The fluorescent lights seemed to flicker too often, and the hum of the lab equipment droned louder than usual.
At lunch, he unwrapped his sandwich, the mundane comfort of turkey and cheese grounding him. But as he raised it to his mouth, the sandwich flickered. For the briefest moment, it wasn’t bread and meat—it was something alien. A strange, glowing fruit with a texture that looked like it didn’t belong in this world. Jason blinked, and it was gone. Just his sandwich again.
“Jason?” Lindsay’s voice broke his trance. She was sitting across from him, her brows furrowed in concern. “You okay? You’ve been acting... off today.”
Jason hesitated, his fingers tightening around the sandwich. “I—I thought I saw something strange with my food. But... I must’ve imagined it.” He forced a chuckle, trying to brush it off.
Lindsay gave him a wary look but didn’t press further. “Maybe you just need a break. You’ve been working a lot lately.”
Jason nodded absently, but her words didn’t register. That unsettling feeling clung to him like a shadow, growing heavier as the day wore on. He tried to focus on his work, but the lab felt oppressive. Every step he took, he swore he saw faint movements in the corners of his vision. Every sound, every whisper of air, seemed to carry an unspoken weight.
Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore. Standing abruptly, he grabbed his coat and headed for the door.
“Jason?” Lindsay called after him, startled. “Where are you going?”
He hesitated, hand on the doorknob. “I don’t know... but I can’t stay here.”
“Jason, wait!” Lindsay’s voice was tinged with confusion and worry, but he didn’t look back. He couldn’t explain it, but something deep inside him pulled him forward. He knew where he needed to go.
Jason parked his car at the edge of the forest, the sun dipping low on the horizon. Shadows stretched long and dark, but he didn’t hesitate. As he stepped into the dense foliage, the world around him grew eerily quiet. The leaves rustled softly, the air thick with an unearthly energy.
And then he saw them—the Inves. Creatures he instinctively recognized, though he didn’t know how. Their grotesque forms were terrifying, but he wasn’t afraid. Instead, they seemed... familiar. They didn’t attack. Instead, they surrounded him, their glowing eyes staring at him with something he couldn’t quite understand. Reverence?
Jason’s heart pounded as the surreal scene unfolded, and then he heard footsteps behind him.
He turned, and there she was—Lindsay. But this wasn’t the Lindsay he knew. She moved with purpose, a Sengoku Driver strapped to her waist.
Without hesitation, she raised a Lockseed—a glowing orange orb in her hand—and locked it into place.
“Henshin!” she called, slamming the blade down on the Driver. A burst of energy engulfed her, and as the transformation settled, she stood before him as Kamen Rider Gaim, her twin swords gleaming in the fading light.
“Lindsay?” Jason gasped, taking a step back.
Her eyes were cold, her voice sharp. “Stay back, monster.”
Jason froze, confused. “What are you talking about? I’m not—”
“You’re an Inves,” she interrupted, her tone laced with disgust. “I’ve been tracking you. I knew something was wrong with you all day, and now I see it. You’re just like the rest of them.”
Jason’s breath caught in his throat as he looked down at his hands—and froze. His fingers weren’t fingers anymore. They were claws, scaled and grotesque. He stumbled back, his mind reeling as he caught his reflection in a nearby pool of water.
A lizard-like Inves stared back at him. The same kind of creature he remembered fighting—and killing—not long ago.
“No... no, this isn’t real,” Jason whispered, his voice trembling.
But Lindsay didn’t give him time to process. With a flourish of her dual blades, she charged at him, her battle cry ringing through the forest. “You don’t belong here!”
Jason’s instincts kicked in, and he dodged her first strike, but his heart ached with confusion and betrayal. “Lindsay, stop! It’s me!”
“You’re lying!” she shouted, slashing at him again. “You’re not Jason. You’re a monster pretending to be him!”
Jason barely managed to evade her attacks, the surreal horror of the moment threatening to overwhelm him. As he retreated deeper into the forest, the Inves parted to let him through, their silent stares following his every move.
“I’m not a monster,” Jason whispered to himself, clutching his head as memories and emotions warred within him. “I’m not...”
But the reflection in his mind’s eye told him otherwise.
Jason remained frozen, trapped in the dreamscape Redyue had crafted for him, his silver armor gleaming in the haunting stillness of the forest. He stood motionless, as if caught in a trance, a victim of Redyue’s manipulation.
She watched with a twisted smile, admiring her work. This was her moment to weaken him, to trap him in this fabricated reality long enough for the King to drain his stamina. She raised her halberd, ready to end this.
But as the weapon descended, Jason’s hand shot out, his grip tight and firm. He had caught the shaft of the halberd mid-swing, his strength inexplicable. Redyue’s eyes widened in confusion. He shouldn’t be able to react—he’s trapped in my dream!
Her surprise only deepened when the vines of Helheim, normally at her command, began to surge around her, wrapping themselves protectively around Jason, shielding him from her attack. They swarmed over her, coiling around her legs and arms, slowing her down.
“This... this shouldn’t be happening,” Redyue muttered, struggling against the vines, which were now a nuisance more than a help.
Her grip on the halberd tightened in frustration, but she couldn’t break Jason’s hold. The dreamscape flickered—shadows of reality creeping in. Jason’s presence was more powerful than she anticipated, and it was beginning to break her control.
“I don’t need to kill you, Jason,” she said, her voice dripping with venom. “I just need you weak. Weak enough to drain the King’s stamina, so I can finish the job. I’ll become the true King of the Overlords.”
Sir Baron and Zangetsu Shin fought valiantly against Shinmugurun, the green snapping turtle-like Overlord whose massive battle axe clashed against their defenses. Shinmugurun’s movements were slow but powerful, and the force behind his strikes shook the ground beneath them.
Zangetsu Shin, with his Bountiful Melon Lockseed, fired a green ray at the Overlord, the energy beam cutting through the air toward its target. “Bountiful Melon Sparking!” his driver called.
Shinmugurun roared as the green ray struck him directly, the powerful energy sending him reeling backward. The turtle overlord hissed in frustration, his armored body shimmering in the fading light.
Sir Baron, meanwhile, was locked in a furious battle with Shinmugurun’s massive battle axe. His body moved with purpose, every strike calculated and precise. The clang of metal rang out as he parried Shinmugurun’s blows, his sword flashing as he deflected each attack with expert precision.
But just when it seemed like Shinmugurun might overpower them, something inside Baron stirred. The vines of Helheim began to surge from within him, wrapping around his limbs and shifting his form. His once-Rider appearance warped, transforming him into his true Overlord form.
“Lord Baron,” he muttered, his voice now deeper, filled with power. His eyes glowed with the raw energy of Helheim.
With a roar of determination, Baron surged forward, the vines giving him new strength. He swung his Baron Sword, the blade cutting through the air with devastating force.
In that same moment, Zangetsu Shin fired another green ray from his Melon Gatling, the powerful beam hitting Shinmugurun head-on. The combination of Baron’s sword strike and Zangetsu Shin’s energy blast proved to be overwhelming.

Jason ran, his lizard-like Inves form bounding through the forest, his heart pounding in his chest. Lindsay, now transformed into Kamen Rider Gaim, chased after him relentlessly, her dual blades gleaming with determination.
Jason leapt down a steep hill, his footing lost as he tumbled and rolled into the brush. He lay still for a moment, catching his breath, and heard Lindsay’s footsteps pass overhead. For now, he was safe.
Sitting up, Jason whispered to himself, his voice trembling, “I’m not a monster. I’m not a monster.” He repeated the words like a mantra, clinging to them as though they could dispel the horrifying reality he faced.
As he sat there, trembling, a group of Overlord Inves emerged from the shadows. Their presence was quiet, their intent unclear. They didn’t attack him. Instead, they offered their support, silently helping him to his feet. Jason felt an odd sense of camaraderie, their shared existence forming a strange bond.
For a moment, he allowed himself to feel at ease. The Inves around him felt more like allies than the humans who now pursued him.
Lindsay emerged from the treeline, her weapons raised. She had tracked him to this spot and found him surrounded by the Inves. Her gaze hardened as the Inves took up their weapons, ready to defend Jason.
“Jason, I don’t know what happened to you, but this ends now,” she said, charging into battle.
Her dual blades flashed as she fought her way through the group. Jason’s allies roared, clashing with her in a chaotic melee. But when Lindsay finally closed in on Jason, she hesitated. His raw strength overwhelmed her, catching her blades mid-swing and tossing her aside like she weighed nothing.
The other Inves regrouped and rose to continue their assault. Jason stood amidst them, roaring, his voice echoing through the forest. The ground trembled as Helheim vines erupted around him, twisting and entangling everything in their path.
Then, a scream cut through the chaos.
Jason turned sharply to see a little girl and her mother, trapped and pursued by the same Inves who had supported him moments ago. His heart sank. That’s not what I want, he thought.
Without hesitation, Jason charged into the fray, tackling the Inves who had turned on the innocents. The Inves stumbled, regrouping and looking up at him—but now Jason’s form was no longer that of a lizard-like Inves.
He stood radiant, his silver armor gleaming. He had transformed into War Shogun Gaim, the Ultimate Orange Blade in his hand.
Lindsay, bruised and her driver disarmed, stared at him in shock. “Jason... is that really you?”
He nodded, his voice steady, his conviction unshaken. “I’m still Gaim. No matter what I can do, I’m still me.”
With a battle cry, Jason began to slash down the Overlords and Inves surrounding him. His Ultimate Orange Blade cut through them like light breaking through darkness. The vines that had once threatened to consume the forest now shifted to his control, wrapping around the attackers and holding them at bay.
Jason turned to Lindsay, helping her to her feet. “This is my stage, and I’ll protect it.”
In the real world, Jason’s body trembled as he broke free from the trance. 
Jason clenched his fist and struck the ground, unleashing a wave of Helheim vines and radiant flowers that bloomed where he knelt. His silver War Shogun Gaim armor radiated with power, the Helheim forest responding to his presence.
“This is my stage,” he whispered under his breath, his voice filled with quiet determination.

Sir Baron and Zangetsu Shin worked in perfect harmony, their combined strength overwhelming Shinmugurun. Sir Baron, his body surging with the raw power of an Overlord, slashed with relentless fury using his Baron Sword, each strike denting the overlord’s impenetrable shell. Beside him, Zangetsu Shin delivered precise attacks, his Melon Gatling firing explosive bursts of energy that illuminated the battlefield.
The snapping turtle Overlord staggered, its mighty battle axe faltering as the relentless assault pushed it back.
Out of nowhere, War Shogun Gaim descended into the fray, his radiant silver armor shining like a beacon. Without hesitation, he unleashed a flurry of attacks from his arm weapons, slashing at the Overlord with the ferocity of a storm. The battlefield echoed with the clash of steel and the roars of the dying beast.
Standing tall amidst the chaos, Gaim raised his DJ Matchlock Gun, the intricate weapon glowing with energy. He shouted, “Zenith Maximum Charge!” The gun fired, unleashing a torrent of fruit-like energy apparitions. The vibrant projections swirled in a dazzling dance of destruction, crashing into Shinmugurun with explosive force.
The Overlord let out a final roar as the energy consumed it, shattering its massive shell and obliterating it in a brilliant burst of light.
As the dust settled, the three Riders stood victorious. Slowly, they reverted to their human forms, their breathing heavy but their determination unwavering. Jason, Hunter, and Mason exchanged glances, their camaraderie strengthened by the battle.
Their radios crackled to life, and Yoko’s voice came through, urgent and direct.
“We’ve found Lindsay,” she said.
Jason’s eyes widened, his heart skipping a beat. “Where is she?”
“Not far from your location. She’s in bad shape but alive. Hurry!”
Without hesitation, the trio took off, sprinting through the ruins with renewed purpose. Jason’s mind raced as he thought about Lindsay, the person who had risked so much to bring him back to himself.
“Hold on, Lindsay,” Jason muttered under his breath, his resolve burning brighter than ever. “We’re coming.”

The King of the Overlords, Rosyuo, loomed over Lindsay as she began to stir. His regal demeanor masked the cold purpose behind his actions. As her consciousness returned, she tried to move, but Rosyuo’s presence was suffocating.
“You’re awake,” he said calmly, his voice resonating with an unsettling power. “The world has shifted, and your role in it has just begun.”
Lindsay struggled to rise, her mind clouded with confusion. “Where am I? What did you do to me?”
Rosyuo gazed down at her with a detached expression. “You are no longer merely Lindsay. You are the Maiden of Fate now—a symbol of balance and chaos. But your place is no longer here.”
She attempted to protest, but Rosyuo raised a hand, summoning a shimmering rift behind her. “Your allies are coming, but they will not find you here. If they survive what is to come, then perhaps our paths will cross again.”
Lindsay was pulled toward the rift, helpless to resist. As the vortex enveloped her, Rosyuo gave her a chilling farewell.
“Goodbye, Maiden of Fate. Pray that you remain worthy of your role.”

Lindsay found herself back in the familiar streets of her town. The bustling world around her felt alien, as though she were walking in a dream. Seeking solace, she stumbled into an alley and caught sight of her reflection in a nearby window.
Her breath hitched. Her once-warm brown eyes were now a piercing red, and her hair, previously dark, had turned a radiant blonde. She touched her face in disbelief, her hands trembling.
“What… what have I become?” she whispered.
She staggered through the streets, trying to avoid drawing attention. Every step felt heavier, the weight of her transformation pressing down on her. “Jason… please… come back,” she prayed softly, clutching her chest as tears threatened to fall.
Deep in the Helheim Forest, Jason, Hunter, and Mason finally reached the grand ruins where Rosyuo resided. The Overlord King sat with an air of unshakable confidence, his throne framed by twisting Helheim vines.
Rosyuo’s gaze fell on them, and a faint smile touched his lips. “Hunter… it’s been some time,” he said, his tone almost welcoming. “I’ve watched you struggle and survive, and I’ve come to a conclusion. Perhaps humans are worthy of survival… if you can claim it.”
Jason stepped forward, his fists clenched. “Where’s Lindsay? What did you do to her?”
Rosyuo’s smile didn’t waver. “I sent her back to your world. But the Lindsay you knew may no longer exist.” He stood, his presence commanding. “If you’ve come to challenge me, I’ll humor you. Show me why your allies place their unwavering faith in you, Kamen Rider Gaim.”
Jason’s hand tightened around his lockseed, his resolve unwavering. He raised it high, activating it with a determined flick of his wrist.
“Triumphant!” the lockseed announced, glowing with energy.
Jason placed it onto his Sengoku Driver, the familiar voice declaring, “Lock On!” With a powerful swing of the blade lever, the transformation began.
“Henshin!” Jason roared, his body enveloped in a radiant burst of light.
In an instant, he stood as Kamen Rider Gaim Triumphant Arms, his armor gleaming with an almost divine brilliance. Dual flags emblazoned with his crest appeared in his hands, their edges sharp and deadly.
Rosyuo watched with intrigue, his calm demeanor unbroken. “Impressive. Let us see if your actions can match the faith placed in you.”
Without hesitation, Gaim charged forward, his dual flags slicing through the air as he closed the distance between himself and the Overlord King. The clash between human determination and Overlord supremacy had begun.
Mason, in his Sir Baron form, followed Jason's lead, activating his transformation. With the Apple Defender shield in one hand and the fiery Forbidden Bringer sword in the other, he erupted into a surge of crimson flames, charging alongside Gaim.
Rosyuo, unbothered by their coordinated assault, calmly drew his massive blade. With one powerful swing, he sent both Riders sprawling back, his overwhelming strength shaking the ruins. Before they could recover, he raised his free hand, releasing a wave of invisible energy that pinned them to the ground.
Hunter, standing just beyond the fray, could hardly believe what he was witnessing. Rosyuo was more than an Overlord; he was a force of nature. Yet, as he watched, Gaim began to rise, his determination unwavering. Slowly but surely, he marched forward, wielding his twin flags like shields against the king’s oppressive power.
Rosyuo, mildly impressed, raised an eyebrow. “You endure… interesting.” With a flick of his hand, he summoned a swarm of Helheim vines that surged toward the Riders, forcing them into a nearby clearing.
From atop a cloud of writhing vines, Rosyuo watched the battle unfold like a detached observer. “Show me,” he commanded, his voice carrying over the chaos. “Show me if your resolve is as unyielding as you claim.”
The vines lashed out from every direction, striking at Gaim and Sir Baron with relentless precision. The two Riders fought valiantly, their weapons slashing and blasting through the ever-regenerating tendrils, but they struggled to keep up with the onslaught.
Hunter, realizing his own limitations, frantically radioed back to their base. “Lindsay’s been sent back to our world, but Jason and Mason… they’re up against something way beyond anything I’ve seen. Rosyuo’s power is overwhelming.”
Jason, undeterred by the odds, fired his DJ Matchlock Gun, unleashing bursts of energy that tore through the advancing vines. Mason, not to be outdone, channeled his power into the Forbidden Bringer, releasing a wave of scorching crimson flames that burned away the encroaching Helheim vegetation.
As the combined assault cleared a path, both Riders focused their firepower on Rosyuo. The DJ Matchlock Gun’s energy barrage and Sir Baron’s fiery slash converged on the Overlord King.
But Rosyuo remained unfazed. The attacks struck his form, yet he stood unscathed, a faint smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. His voice was calm, almost amused.
“Is this all the strength you can muster?” he asked. “You’ll need far more than this if you wish to challenge a king.”
Jason, resolute and unwavering, reached for his Zenith Lockseed. Activating it, the device declared: “Fruit Basket!” He slid it into the slot of his primary lockseed, twisting it open with a satisfying click.
“Lock Open!”
The powers of the Fruit Armored Riders began to coalesce around Jason. Energy surged outward, the combined might of the Armored Riders manifesting as an aura that pushed back the advancing Helheim vines. The energy condensed, merging with Jason, transforming him into his ultimate form: War Shogun Gaim.
His silver armor gleamed brilliantly, a radiant contrast to the dark and corrupted forest. Jason flipped the lockseed several times, summoning the iconic weapons of the Fruit Riders—Orange Blade, Banana Spear, Melon Defender, and more. They floated in the air before launching like rockets toward Rosyuo in a symphony of explosive destruction.
Mason, meanwhile, was forced to adapt as the Helheim vines lashed at him relentlessly. Channeling their power, he let the vines envelop him, willingly transforming into Lord Baron. A dark aura surrounded him as his form unleashed torrents of black and blue lightning, which crackled and surged toward the Overlord King.
Rosyuo stood firm, his massive sword glowing with energy as he deflected the onslaught of weapons and lightning. His calm demeanor broke slightly, replaced with mild intrigue. "Impressive,” he muttered.
The Overlord King surged forward, clashing blades with War Shogun Gaim. The Ultimate Orange Blade struck with precision, matching the Overlord King’s massive sword blow for blow. Mason flanked him, his Baron Sword a flurry of dark energy, striking at every opening Rosyuo left.
Despite their combined might, Rosyuo remained composed, pushing Gaim back with sheer strength. He glanced between his two opponents as if analyzing them.
“This power,” he remarked, his tone both intrigued and condescending. “It seems I was right… it comes from the seed of the Golden Fruit. But while you possess potential, I possess mastery.”
He deflected Lord Baron’s strike with a single powerful motion, turning his attention back to Jason. “Fascinating,” Rosyuo continued, his voice steady. “One of you embraced the curse of the Helheim for the sake of humanity, becoming an Overlord by will and ambition. The other,” he gestured toward Gaim, “has walked a similar path—but you’ve done so out of necessity, a choice to gain strength not for yourself but for others.”
He chuckled, a sound devoid of malice but filled with amusement. “How curious. Both of you have become Overlords—not as my people did, seeking ascension—but to defeat Overlords.”
Rosyuo’s amusement faded as he gripped his massive sword tightly, his expression growing serious. “Very well. Show me what kind of kings you are!”
Jason stood firm, his silver armor gleaming against the chaotic backdrop of Helheim Forest. He leveled his gaze at Rosyuo, gripping his weapons tightly. "You’re going to regret coming to Earth," Jason declared, his voice ringing with determination.
Summoning his arsenal of rider weapons, Jason unleashed a relentless barrage. Kiwi Slicers sliced through the air, spinning toward the Overlord King. Durian Saws whirred and screeched as they hurled forward. Walnut Bombers detonated around Rosyuo with deafening explosions, while Strawberry Kunai peppered the area with sharp precision. Finally, Pine Iron smashed into the ground near the king, each impact sending up clouds of debris.
Rosyuo barely flinched, deflecting the onslaught with his massive blade and the sheer force of his presence.
Mason, now Lord Baron, was relentless in his assault. Charging with his Baron Sword, he screamed, "Don’t underestimate me!" His blade crackled with dark energy as he swung it in a flurry of strikes. Without warning, Mason transformed into a phantom-like form, his body surrounded by an ethereal glow. He zipped around Rosyuo, attacking from every angle in a dizzying display of speed and power.
But Rosyuo was unfazed. With a single, calculated swing of his massive sword, he struck Lord Baron mid-flight, launching him through the air. Mason crashed through countless trees, the forest echoing with the sound of his impact.
Jason seized the opportunity, driving his Banana Spear into the ground. Activating his Zenith au Lait, he summoned a barrage of rainbow-hued banana spikes, pinning the king from all sides. With precision, he followed up by firing his DJ Matchlock Gun in a devastating Zenith Maximum Charge, the energy erupting in a brilliant beam that tore through the vines and forest alike.
Not stopping there, Jason leaped into the air. His armor glowed with radiant energy as he executed his ultimate rider kick, the Zenith Squash, colliding with Rosyuo in a dazzling rainbow explosion.
The battlefield fell silent, the aftermath of Jason’s attack lingering in the air. But then, from the smoke and debris, Rosyuo emerged. Unshaken and smiling faintly, he extended a hand. Vines surged forward, wrapping around Jason and hurling him through the forest until he tumbled into the riverbed.
Jason groaned as he got back to his feet, his armor battered but intact. Drawing his Unrivaled Saber and Orange Blade, he prepared for another assault. Rosyuo, however, met him with a swing of his massive sword. The force of the blow sent Jason hurtling toward the beach, his weapons skidding across the sand.
Rosyuo raised his hand to the sky. A storm of golden shooting stars rained down, each projectile slamming into Jason, driving him back into the water with a series of explosive impacts.
Struggling to his feet, Jason summoned his Apple Defender and Melon Defender to shield himself. Rosyuo’s massive blade crashed against them with unstoppable force, shattering the shields and canceling Jason’s transformation. He fell to the beach, his body bruised and weakened.
Panting, Jason stood, clutching his damaged Triumphant Lockseed in his hand. Its cracked surface flickered weakly. Rosyuo, stepping closer, regarded Jason with a mixture of respect and amusement.
“You’ve impressed me, Gaim,” Rosyuo said, his voice calm and regal

Jason lay sprawled on the beach, battered and broken. His Triumphant Lockseed, once a symbol of unyielding strength, now flickered faintly in his trembling hand. Blood stained his shirt, and scratches criss crossed his body, each one a testament to the relentless battle. His breath came in ragged gasps as Rosyuo, calm and regal, approached him.
Before Rosyuo could close the distance, Mason—still transformed as Lord Baron—lashed out. Helheim vines erupted from the ground, surging toward the Overlord King. Rosyuo dismissed them with a flick of his wrist, the vines disintegrating into ash before they could touch him.
Undeterred, Lord Baron charged forward, his Baron Sword blazing with corrupted lightning. Each swing of his weapon was fierce and desperate, but Rosyuo parried every attack with effortless grace. Sparks flew as their blades clashed, the sheer power of the king’s counters forcing Mason onto one knee.
Gasping for air, Mason looked up at Rosyuo and asked, “Are you really a god?”
Rosyuo tilted his head, intrigued by the question, but said nothing. Mason, summoning the last reserves of his strength, roared as he unleashed a surge of corrupted lightning at the Overlord King. The storm of energy struck Rosyuo, briefly staggering him. Seizing the moment, Mason charged, his blade slicing into the king’s side. A dark gash appeared on Rosyuo’s flesh, but the Overlord merely smiled.
With a single backhanded swing of his massive hand, Rosyuo sent Mason flying. Mason crashed into the ground, tumbling across the battlefield before landing in a crumpled heap
Rosyuo’s voice was calm but firm. “You’ve grown strong, human. Stronger than most Overlords could ever dream of. It’s clear you would have ruled over all others...but not me.”
He clenched his hand, and a powerful explosion of golden energy enveloped Lord Baron. Jason could only watch in horror as his friend was thrown back, smoke rising from his battered body. Mason laid defeated on the bank once more as a human.
Before Rosyuo could turn his attention back to Jason, a sharp, metallic sound cut through the air. A figure emerged from the shadows of the forest—Redyue, the cunning and treacherous Overlord. Her halberd gleamed with malevolent energy as she lunged forward, piercing Rosyuo’s chest with deadly precision.
The king’s eyes widened in shock as the weapon tore through his body. Redyue twisted the halberd with a cruel smile before yanking it free, leaving a grievous, gaping wound.
“You’ve ruled long enough, Rosyuo,” Redyue sneered. “It’s time for a new era.”
Jason, still lying on the ground, stared in disbelief as the seemingly invincible Overlord King faltered, blood spilling from the wound. The mighty Rosyuo, the pinnacle of Overlord power, staggered for the first time.
Rosyuo turned his gaze to Redyue, his expression a mix of pain and faint amusement. “You…would dare?”
Redyue's gloating laughter echoed through the forest as she ripped the Golden Fruit from Rosyuo's chest. The Overlord King staggered, his once-imposing form now crumbling, bloodied and broken. She held the fruit high, the golden light glinting in her eyes with a mix of triumph and greed.
"Finally," she sneered, her voice dripping with malice. "It took far too long to drain your power, Rosyuo. And now, the great king of the Overlords falls to a cunning victor. How pathetic."
Rosyuo, even in his final moments, managed a faint smile. His knees buckled, and he collapsed to the ground. With a soft, almost serene voice, he murmured, "Enjoy your hollow victory, Redyue. I’ll embrace my defeat...at last, I can reunite with her." His voice trailed off, a bittersweet longing etched across his face as his eyes closed for the final time.
Redyue’s grin widened as she gazed at the Golden Fruit, a prize she had long sought after. But as she held it aloft to bask in its radiant glow, her expression twisted into horror. Before her eyes, the golden light dimmed and turned to black. The fruit crumbled into ash, the darkened particles dissipating into the wind.
"No! No, this can’t be!" she shrieked, clutching at the empty air where the fruit had been. Panic filled her voice as she whirled toward Rosyuo’s lifeless form. "What’s going on?! Where is it?!"
The king’s faint, rasping voice answered from the brink of death. "The Fruit of Knowledge...would never fall to someone like you." He coughed, a thin stream of blood trickling from his lips. "It has found...a better host. To ensure our race will either perish in extinction...or rise in evolution."
Jason, battered and bloodied, staggered to his feet. Every step was agony, but his determination burned brighter than ever. His hand trembled as he wiped blood from his face, his gaze locking onto Redyue.
"You really have no compassion, do you?" Jason's voice rang out, firm and laced with disgust. "Even to your own king, you’re nothing but cruel. Just another selfish, power-hungry monster."
Redyue snarled, her composure slipping. She glared at Jason with venom in her eyes. "You dare lecture me, human? You don’t understand the sacrifices I’ve made! The suffering I’ve endured!"
Jason stepped forward, unflinching despite his injuries. "Sacrifices? Suffering? Don’t make me laugh. You’ve destroyed everything and everyone for your own greed. That’s not strength—that’s cowardice."
Mason's gaze shifted upward, his eyes widening in disbelief as the Golden Fruit that Redyue had stolen from Rosyuo began to turn black, crumbling into ash before their very eyes. Jason staggered to his feet, his body battered and broken, but as he stood, something changed. His eyes began to glow—a vibrant, fiery red that seemed to burn with an otherworldly power.
Mason’s heart skipped a beat as he watched in astonishment. Jason reached out, his hand trembling, but there was a strange sense of purpose in his movements. He held out the broken lockseed, the same one that had once powered his transformation. The lockseed was now glowing, its once-damaged shape slowly shifting back into its original form, a polyhedral metal orange.
Then, as if by sheer will, Jason’s broken lockseed pulsed with energy, changing once more into the Triumphant Lockseed, fully restored, its damage healed in an instant.
Without hesitation, Jason activated both his Triumphant and Zenith lockseeds, his form bursting with power as his suit reformed around him. His armor gleamed in a radiant shine of silver, and the transformation completed with the thunderous announcement: “War Shogun Gaim.”
The very air around him seemed to tremble with energy as Jason, now in his full-powered form, summoned the Shadow Pine and its evolved form, the Yari-type Shadow Pine, also known as the true Shadow Pine. With both spears in hand, he charged forward, his eyes blazing with determination.
Redyue barely had time to react, scrambling to defend herself as Jason closed the distance. The powerful War Shogun Gaim forced her into a defensive position, his every movement precise and devastating. She conjured thick vines to ensnare him, but Jason’s Rainbow Visor flared with energy, and the vines that had once sought to restrain him were suddenly turned against her. In a flash, they lashed out, ensnaring Redyue herself, binding her in place.
Mason stood in shock, unsure of what he was witnessing. Jason stood unyielding. With the vines still wrapped around her, he grabbed hold of Rosyuo’s massive sword—the Overlord Slayer. The very blade once wielded by the fallen king now became Jason’s weapon of justice.
Jason stabbed the massive blade down, plunging it into the ground. Explosions rippled across the area, sending shockwaves in every direction. The power of the Overlord Slayer was overwhelming, and Redyue was knocked back, her defenses shattered in an instant. With a roar of fury, she summoned her halberd, but Jason moved faster, his blade cleaving through it in a single stroke, sending the broken weapon flying. Redyue stumbled, and Jason’s blade connected with her, sending her crashing into the riverbed with a thunderous impact.
Gaim stood tall, his aura brimming with overwhelming energy. He activated his driver’s lever three times, followed by three quick flicks of his lockseed. The energy surged through him, converging on the Overlord Slayer. The sword pulsed with prismatic light, and Redyue, her face twisted in fear, desperately begged for her life. She was no longer the imposing force she once was. Her pride had crumbled with Rosyuo’s death, and now, she was nothing more than a frightened creature before Jason’s unstoppable power.
"Please!" she gasped, struggling against the vines that bound her. "I—I surrender! I never wanted this! Spare me, and I’ll serve you! Just... just don't kill me!"
Her voice cracked, trembling with the last remnants of her pride, the once-formidable overlord now reduced to begging for mercy.
Jason’s eyes, glowing a fierce red under his visor, remained cold and unwavering as he looked down at her. His form was imposing, the Overlord Slayer heavy in his grip, radiating with prismatic energy. He watched her, but there was no hesitation, no flicker of doubt in his gaze.
He said nothing for a moment, the weight of his actions hanging in the air. Redyue’s breath quickened, her pulse racing, hoping for the mercy that never came.
Jason finally spoke, his voice calm, distant, and unyielding.
"This is my stage."
In a swift motion, he swung the Overlord Slayer down. The blade struck with the power of a storm, and the final chapter of Redyue’s story was written in the flash of light that erupted from the impact. There was no room for mercy in Jason's heart, not for someone like her.
The battlefield fell silent once more as Redyue was no more. The last overlord fell, her life snuffed out in an instant, while Jason stood tall, victorious, his blade gleaming in the fading light of the battlefield.
Hunter, Mason, and Jason trudged through the forest, their bodies battered and bruised, each step heavier than the last. The weight of their battle still lingered, the pain of their injuries reminding them that the fight had taken more from them than they realized. But they had one thing they were certain of—their mission wasn’t over. They had to return to their world.
As they walked, none of them noticed the figure watching from the shadows above, hidden in golden armor. His eyes glowed with cold calculation as he observed the trio’s every move. He spoke to himself quietly, his voice filled with disdain.
"This world... wasted," he muttered, his gaze lingering on the group below. "It has squandered its potential."
With a soft exhale, he turned, vanishing into the ether without leaving a trace behind. The three riders, still unaware of his presence, continued on their path, focused only on the road ahead.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, they reached Alix’s bakery. The familiar scent of freshly baked goods filled the air, and for a moment, the weight of their journey seemed to lessen. As they stepped through the door, they expected to find the place empty—perhaps a quiet moment to recuperate—but what greeted them shocked them.
Lindsay was already there, sitting at one of the tables, looking battered but alive. Her blonde hair was a little disheveled, and her eyes carried the weight of exhaustion, but there was relief in her gaze. As soon as she saw Jason, her face lit up with a mixture of joy and relief.
Jason blinked in surprise, his heart leaping in his chest. "Lindsay?" he said, his voice cracking slightly with emotion.
She smiled weakly, her eyes filled with unshed tears. "I’m okay, Jason," she replied softly, standing up slowly. "I... I’m so sorry I couldn’t be there with you."
Without another word, Jason rushed forward, his arms instinctively opening to pull her into a tight embrace. She collapsed into him, both of them clinging to each other as though they were afraid to let go. Jason buried his face in her hair, inhaling the familiar scent of her and feeling the warmth of her body against his. "You’re here," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "You’re really here."
Lindsay nodded, her voice shaky. "I didn’t know if I’d make it back, Jason. I didn’t know if you’d even be alive after everything."
"Don’t," he said, pulling back slightly to look at her face. His eyes were full of concern, but there was a flicker of relief in them too. "We’re here. Together. That’s all that matters."
Mason and Hunter, who had been standing quietly by the door, watched the reunion with a mixture of exhaustion and quiet joy. Hunter let out a breath, a slight grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Well, I’d say this calls for a celebration."
The bakery hummed with quiet warmth, a sense of relief settling over the small group. Jason, Lindsay, Hunter, and Mason sat around a table, each of them bruised, battered, but slowly recovering from their long and grueling battle. The last of the overlords had fallen, and while the weight of their journey still hung in the air, there was a tangible peace that none of them had felt in what seemed like forever.
Lindsay, now safely returned, sat at the table, her blonde hair glistening in the soft light of the bakery. She had been through so much, but here she was, alive and well. Jason couldn't take his eyes off her—she was the reason he had fought so hard. After everything, they were finally reunited.
Hunter and Mason exchanged quiet, relieved glances. They knew the journey wasn’t over, and there were still mysteries to unravel, but for the first time in a while, the world felt a little more manageable.
Lindsay looked across the table at Jason, her heart swelling with affection. She could see the weight of exhaustion in his eyes, but there was something more there too—an unspoken relief. She stood up, moving toward him slowly. There were still things left unsaid, but for now, this moment was enough.
"Jason," she said, her voice soft but steady, "I'm sorry it took me so long to come back."
Jason shook his head, his eyes softening as he looked at her. "Lindsay, it doesn’t matter how long it took," he replied, his voice thick with emotion. "You’re here now. That’s what matters."
A gentle smile crossed her face, and she stepped closer to him. Her fingers brushed against his cheek, tenderly tracing the line of his jaw. There was a sense of peace between them now, a quiet understanding.
“I’ve missed you,” Lindsay whispered, her voice thick with the weight of everything that had passed between them.
Jason's breath caught in his throat as he looked at her. For a moment, it was as though the world outside of them didn’t exist. They were just the two of them, standing in this small bakery, the past battles forgotten, their focus entirely on each other.
“I’ve missed you too,” Jason said, his voice barely above a whisper.
Lindsay, her heart racing, leaned in. Her lips met his softly at first, a gentle kiss that held the weight of everything they had both endured. Jason responded, his hand moving to the back of her neck, pulling her closer. In that moment, there was nothing else but the two of them—the battles, the pain, the struggles all melting away as they found solace in each other.
When they finally pulled apart, Lindsay kept her hands on his shoulders, her gaze soft and steady. "There’s so much I want to tell you, Jason," she said, her voice low, "But I’ll wait. You’ve been through so much. You deserve time to recover."
Jason smiled, his eyes glowing with gratitude. "I’ll be ready when you are," he replied, squeezing her hands gently. "Whatever you need to tell me, I’ll be here. Always."
In the days that followed, the Helheim Forest invasion had slowed, but it hadn’t completely stopped. The Inves, once an organized force led by the Overlords, were now wild and erratic. Their attacks were more chaotic, lacking the precision and coordination they once had, but that didn’t mean they were any less dangerous.
Despite the absence of the Overlords, the fight wasn’t over. The Beat Riders and the Fruit Republic worked together, coordinating efforts through the radio to secure safe zones and continue clearing out the remaining Inves. Jason, still adjusting to the aftermath of their battles, found himself in the thick of it. The once-dangerous forces were now unpredictable, but Jason was determined to protect what was left.
One day, while clearing out a small group of Inves in an abandoned part of the city, Jason encountered something unexpected. As he surveyed the area, he spotted a small figure—a kid, no older than ten, standing by the rubble. Jason approached cautiously, not wanting to alarm him.
“Hey, kid,” Jason called out softly, trying to sound reassuring. “You should get somewhere safe. There’s danger around here.”
The boy didn’t seem scared. Instead, he pointed to a baseball lying nearby, his eyes wide with curiosity. “What’s that?” he asked, clearly fascinated by the object.
Jason knelt down beside him, a little confused at first. He looked at the ball and then back at the boy. “It’s a baseball,” he explained. “It’s used for a sport. You throw it, and someone else tries to hit it with a bat.”
The kid’s eyes sparkled with interest. “What’s the point of the sport?”
Jason wasn’t sure how to answer at first. He picked up a nearby bat, holding it out to the boy. “Well, someone pitches the ball,” he said, demonstrating the motion of throwing it, “and the other person swings to try to hit it. The point is... it’s for fun. It’s a competition with rules. It’s generally safe, and it gives people something to strive to achieve.”
The boy thought about this for a moment before asking, “So... no one has to die when they lose?”
Jason’s heart sank a little, the weight of the question hitting him hard. He nodded, though his voice was thick with emotion. “Yeah, exactly. You just try again later. You don’t have to die. It’s not about life or death—it’s just about having fun and pushing yourself.”
But when Jason looked back at the boy to see his reaction, he found he was gone. The small figure had disappeared without a trace. Jason scanned the area frantically, confused and unsettled. Where had he gone? He didn’t remember seeing him leave.
Suddenly, everything around him seemed to shift. The world blurred, and when his vision cleared, he found himself standing in the middle of a baseball stadium. The air was filled with the sounds of cheering crowds, and the bright lights of the field illuminated the players in their uniforms. Jason blinked in confusion, trying to make sense of what was happening.
And then, there she was—Lindsay, standing on the sidelines. Her hair, once blonde, was now a deep brunette, but there was no mistaking her. She was ushering him forward, a wide grin on her face.
“Jason!” she called out, waving him over. “Come on, get changed! We have a game today, and we need our designated hitter out there!”
Jason’s heart skipped a beat. The world had changed so suddenly, so completely. The chaos of the past few days, the battles, the struggles... it all felt like a distant memory. Here, in this moment, everything felt safe. Everything felt... normal again.
Lindsay’s smile was warm and inviting, and for the first time in a long time, Jason felt a sense of peace. The weight of the past seemed to lift, and for that brief moment, he felt like he was living in a world where things were right again. Safe. Simple.
Jason stood in the bustling baseball stadium, the bright lights shining down on the field as he looked around at the scene. The players were all wearing crisp white uniforms with navy pinstripes, each of them sporting a belt that Jason recognized—part of the Beat Riders’ distinct gear. There was a strange, surreal feeling in the air, as though this was some dream-like reality.
Still in a daze, Jason walked over to the locker room, donning his own uniform. His gloves were snug on his hands, and the compression sleeves fit tightly around his arms. He had no idea what was going on, but something told him this wasn’t just a regular game. As he stepped out of the locker room, his gaze caught sight of the opposing team—Bravo Bakery.
Jason blinked in surprise as Alix, a familiar face from the other team, transformed into Kamen Rider Bravo right before his eyes. He stood tall in his spiky armor, and without any hesitation, he hurled the baseball with tremendous force. The pitch was unlike anything Jason had ever seen. The ball zoomed through the air at lightning speed.
From the Beat Riders’ team, Nick—now transformed into Ryugen—reacted quickly, swinging his bat with every ounce of strength he could muster, trying to hit the ball.
Jason watched in awe, his mind still reeling from the strange turn of events. He turned to Lindsay, confusion evident on his face. "Are they allowed to do that?"
Lindsay, who was watching the game intently, glanced at him with a knowing smile. "Yeah," she said casually. "This is the Golden Fruit series. Riders compete in baseball."
Jason blinked. Baseball? With transformed riders?
The idea seemed completely absurd, but then again, after everything they’d been through, he wasn’t sure what to expect anymore. With no other option, Jason walked up to the plate. He transformed into Gaim, readying his bat as he took his stance. He focused, watching the ball as it flew toward him, his muscles tensing in anticipation.
The game was a blur of transformations and incredible feats. The Beat Riders and their opponents, Bravo Bakery, played fiercely. Every inning was a new display of strength and speed. Jason’s head was spinning as the game continued, and despite all the power from the riders, the game was neck-and-neck.
By the ninth inning, the Beat Riders were barely ahead—just one run up. Tension hung in the air as the final moments approached, and Jason gripped his bat tightly. The crowd was on the edge of their seats, and with a final push, the Beat Riders managed to win the game. A collective cheer erupted from the crowd as the final out was made.
Jason stood there, panting, still trying to process everything that had happened. His mind was flooded with the strange mixture of being a rider, playing baseball, and the surreal nature of their competition. As the Beat Riders celebrated their hard-fought victory, Jason took a deep breath and glanced over at the Genesis Riders' team. He caught sight of the shadowy duo, Shane and Joey, eyeing the rankings with sharp, calculating expressions.
Despite the chaos and the oddity of the situation, Jason realized one thing: baseball was still baseball. Even if it was being played by riders in full transformation, it was still a game—a competition with its own rules and purpose.
And as strange as it seemed, maybe that’s all they needed for now.
Jason, Nick, and Lindsay stood together in the victory lounge, enjoying the afterglow of their hard-fought win. The excitement of the baseball game was still fresh, but there was something else that gnawed at Jason's mind. He glanced at the league rankings on the wall, taking note of the teams: Team Baron, with Baron and Marika; Team Genesis Riders, consisting of Zangetsu, Duke, and Sigurd; Team Shadow, with Gridon and Shadow; and even Dillon as Knuckle currently out for the season.
Despite the odd sense of victory, something didn’t sit right with Jason. How had things come to this point? How had everything turned back to normal—or was it normal?
He stared at the rankings for a long moment, his thoughts racing. The world felt different, almost too perfect. No more fighting, no more life-or-death stakes—just baseball. But where had the conflict gone? And why was everything so unreal?
Lindsay, sensing his distraction, called his name softly. "Jason?"
He didn't respond right away. His eyes were fixed on the list, processing the unexplainable. Something was off, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was missing a crucial piece of the puzzle.
"Jason?" Lindsay repeated, walking over to him and gently putting her hand on his shoulder. "What’s wrong? We won."
Jason turned to her with a furrowed brow. "Yeah, but this whole thing… it’s not right. How did we get here?"
Before Lindsay could respond, Jason’s gaze drifted to the edge of the room. A flash of blonde hair caught his attention. It was the kid—the same kid he’d seen before, the one who had asked about baseball. Without thinking, he walked away from the celebration, following the child.
He found the kid standing near the edge of the arena, surrounded by a small group of people.
Jason approached cautiously, his brow still furrowed in confusion. "Hey," he called out, "I need to talk to you."
The kid turned to him with wide, innocent eyes. "Oh, hey! You’re one of the players from the game, right?" He smiled, clearly enjoying the attention, but there was something unsettling in his demeanor.
Jason didn’t beat around the bush. "Did you create this world?"
The kid’s expression faltered for a split second. His mouth opened, as if to respond, but before he could say anything, the crowd grew larger, pushing forward to get closer to Jason. People began shouting for his autograph, the excitement building as they mobbed him.
Jason tried to step forward, but the crowd surrounded him, blocking his view. "Wait! I need to talk to you!" Jason called out, but his voice was drowned out by the noise.
The kid, now hidden in the crowd, was lost in the chaos, his earlier mysterious aura replaced with a look of discomfort. Before Jason could reach him, the kid disappeared into the crowd.
Jason stood still for a moment, frustration building in his chest. What was going on? He had so many questions, but the answers seemed just out of reach. This world was too perfect, too constructed.
And then there was the kid. He had said something earlier—“Isn’t this better? No one needs to die anymore. Everyone can just play baseball.”
Jason couldn't shake the feeling that this child held the key to everything, but now, just as he was about to get the answers he needed, the kid was swallowed up by the adoring mob.
Jason’s thoughts were interrupted by Lindsay, who had followed him. "What happened? Where did he go?"
Jason looked back toward the crowd. "I don’t know, but I think he knows something about all this... about how this world came to be." He turned to Lindsay with a mixture of uncertainty and determination. "Something's not right. We need to figure out what’s going on."
Lindsay nodded, her expression serious. "We need to get ready for the next game.” completely unaware of the concern Jason had about this life. 
Sid stood fuming, his face contorted with anger as he watched Hunter, standing tall and calm, seemingly unaffected by his outburst. His fists clenched at his sides, frustration bubbling up from deep within. He had spent so long feeling overlooked, cast aside, and ignored. All he wanted was recognition, praise, a place at the top. But Hunter always seemed to have everything: the praise, the power, the fame. It was always Hunter.
"Why do you get everything, Hunter?" Sid spat, his voice full of bitterness. "You think you're the only one who's capable of leading, of being praised? You always get the attention, but what about me?!" Sid’s frustration boiled over as he transformed into Sigurd, the dark energy coursing through him as his body shifted into his rider form. "I'll make you pay for this," Sid growled, charging at Hunter.
Hunter didn’t flinch as Sid lunged at him, and in a flash, he too transformed, his form becoming Zangetsu Shin. The two riders clashed in a flurry of blows, their blades meeting in sparks, neither giving an inch. But Sigurd, despite his anger, felt something was off. A strange, uncontrollable force surged through his body. His eyes widened in horror as a blue light enveloped him, the energy pulling him away from the fight. His body trembled as he disappeared, leaving nothing but his Lockseed behind. Zangetsu Shin, confused, was left standing in the wake of Sigurd’s sudden disappearance.
Meanwhile, in another part of town, Shane transformed into Shadow, his dark form merging with the shadows as he launched an attack on his partner, Joey, who transformed into Gridon in response. Their battle was fierce, both riders using their skills and weapons to try and overpower the other. 
Alix, who had been watching in disbelief from his bakery, knew something was wrong. He transformed into Bravo, rushing forward to help Gridon. But as he arrived, the same blue force overtook Shane, consuming him and leaving nothing but his Lockseed. Alix could only stare, his mind racing with confusion and fear. What was happening?
Jason, still lost in his thoughts, wandered the streets, his mind swirling with the strange events. As he passed through a quiet alley, he saw a familiar face. Nick, transformed into Ryugen, was engaged in a fierce battle with their friend, Joe. But this wasn’t the Joe Jason knew. Joe had activated a Genesis Driver, his intentions clear. Joe seemed to be fed up with the whole situation, throwing away everything for the promise of money and fame. "You want to throw all that away, Nick? I don't get you!" Joe’s voice was filled with frustration, his eyes burning with rage.
He held up an unfamiliar Lockseed, the words "Pinecone energy" flashing across its surface. With a defiant yell of "Henshin!" Joe inserted the Lockseed into his Genesis Driver, the transformation sequence unfolding as his form morphed into Kamen Rider Shadow Shin. Wielding the true Shadow Pine, Joe attacked Nick with brutal precision.
Jason, recognizing the danger, immediately transformed into Gaim, his figure illuminated in the golden light of his driver. "Joe! Stop!" he called out, rushing to intervene. But as he approached, something even stranger occurred. Joe, in the middle of the battle, was overtaken by the same blue force that had consumed the others. His body was enveloped in a wave of energy, and before Jason’s eyes, Joe disappeared, leaving only the Lockseed behind.
Jason looked at Nick, still trying to process everything that had just happened. Nick was catching his breath, his eyes wide with confusion. Jason finally broke the silence, asking, "Nick, what was that? Since when is Joe a rider?"
Nick shook his head, his voice filled with uncertainty. "I don't know, Jason. I didn’t ask for this. He just snapped on me... out of nowhere, and attacked. I didn’t have a choice." He gripped his Lockseed tighter, still clearly shaken by the events. "It’s all happening so fast."
Jason took a deep breath, his mind racing. Something was wrong—too many riders disappearing, too many strange events happening at once. But before he could say anything more, a new scene unfolded elsewhere.

Hunter stood in the doctor’s lab, pacing in frustration. On the workbench before him lay only the Lemon Energy Lockseed, the one piece of equipment from his team that remained. “Where is everyone?” he muttered to himself. "Sid just... disappeared in front of me. What happened?" The reports were coming in faster now. Shane from the Shadow duo had vanished. Joe, the civilian rider, had somehow transformed and joined the fight.
His thoughts were interrupted as he processed the grim realization. "This is war... Someone is attacking the riders. And it’s probably all connected to the Golden Fruit series."

A feeling of dread washed over him as the sound of marching armies filled the streets. The city had descended into chaos, and in the midst of it all, Zangetsu Shin stood tall, gripping his Sonic Arrow, leading his troops.
Opposing him was Mason, transformed into Baron, wielding his Banana Lance with deadly precision. Dillon, in his Knuckle form, was by his side, determined to put an end to whoever was orchestrating this war.
The battlefield was crowded as more riders appeared: Alix, now in Bravo form, wielding his Durian Saws, and Joey, transformed into Gridon, swinging his Acorn Hammer. The tension was palpable as the various riders gathered, all seemingly on different sides of a war they couldn’t fully understand.
The streets were no longer a place of peace but an urban warzone. Soldiers marched with determination, firing at will. Watermelon Arm drones zipped overhead, launching projectiles, while Shadow Troopers on Tulip Hoppers and Dandeliners swarmed the city, spreading chaos.
Amid the destruction, the kid who had watched from afar stood frozen, his eyes wide with disbelief. His hands trembled as he saw the war unfold before him. This isn’t how it was supposed to be, he thought, feeling the weight of the situation pressing down on him. Baseball, the one thing that was supposed to unite them, was now a distant memory. Instead, this was war—a war that had engulfed everything.
Was the Golden Fruit doomed to corrupt everything? he asked himself, the question lingering in the air, unanswered.
The city was a battleground, and the air was thick with the scent of gunpowder and the roar of explosions. Amidst the chaos, two distinct battles were unfolding, each as fierce and destructive as the last.
Zangetsu Shin, standing tall and calm amidst the destruction, faced off against Mason, transformed into Baron. Their eyes locked with a cold, calculating gaze. There was no more room for alliances, only the stark realization that each one of them now saw the other as the enemy.
Baron’s grip tightened on his Banana Lance, his eyes burning with fury. “You think you can just walk away from this, Zangetsu? You think you’re the only one who understands the stakes here?”
Zangetsu Shin remained stoic. “This isn’t about understanding. It’s about power. And you’re not strong enough to take it from me.”
Baron roared and lunged, swinging his lance with a brutal force. Zangetsu Shin sidestepped the attack effortlessly, his movements fluid and precise. His Sonic Arrow gleamed in his hand as he aimed it at Baron, prepared to end the fight with a single strike.
But Baron wasn’t finished. He twisted his lance mid-swing and caught Zangetsu Shin off guard, slashing across his chest. “You’re nothing but a coward hiding behind that weapon.”
Zangetsu Shin staggered, surprised by the strength behind the attack. Blood trickled down his suit, but he regained his composure quickly. He stared at Baron, his eyes narrowing in disbelief. “You think I started this war? This destruction? You’re just as much to blame as I am.”
Baron’s jaw clenched as he lifted his lance again, but for a brief moment, doubt flickered in his eyes. Am I? he wondered. He had always thought of Zangetsu Shin as the mastermind, the one who pulled the strings, but now... he wasn’t so sure.
“I’m not the one attacking our own,” Zangetsu Shin spat, his voice cold with contempt. “This war didn’t start with me. Someone’s manipulating us all.”
With a surge of power, Zangetsu Shin fired a blast from his Sonic Arrow, sending Baron crashing into the rubble behind him. He could see the confusion in Mason’s eyes as he struggled to rise to his feet.
“You think you’re not being controlled? Open your eyes, Mason,” Zangetsu Shin said, his voice dripping with bitterness.
But before Baron could respond, something strange happened. A blue energy, unidentifiable and overwhelming, surged through the air, engulfing Baron. Mason screamed as the power consumed him, his body shaking uncontrollably. In an instant, he disappeared, leaving only his Lockseed behind.
Zangetsu Shin stood in silence, his heart heavy with uncertainty. Was he a pawn, too? he wondered. Who’s really pulling the strings here?
Elsewhere in the chaos, Dillon, transformed into Knuckle, faced off against unlikely allies, Joey as Gridon and Alix as Bravo. Tension crackled in the air as each rider tried to make sense of the situation, each convinced that the others were somehow responsible for the madness unfolding around them.
Knuckle’s Knuckle Bombers glowed with energy as he squared off against Gridon’s Acorn Hammer. “You’re all in on this, aren’t you?” Dillon shouted, his voice full of rage. “All of you are behind this war. Don’t act like you’re innocent!”
Joey, his expression hardening, swung his hammer with fury. “You think I started this? I’m just trying to survive, Dillon. But you—you're the one who started all this madness, trying to play the hero while everyone else suffers.”
Bravo stepped forward, his Durian Saws whirring menacingly. “Knuckle, this is your fault. You think you can just walk away from all the destruction you've caused?” He slashed at Knuckle, forcing him to dodge.
Knuckle’s eyes widened with disbelief. “Me? This is your fault too! All of you—you're no better than the rest of us. You’re just as complicit!”
They fought, each rider certain that the others were the instigators of this war, blaming each other for the destruction and chaos. The battle raged on, their weapons clashing and sending shockwaves through the ruined streets.
But in the heat of the battle, something strange happened. As Gridon swung his hammer at Knuckle, a blue energy engulfed him, causing his body to convulse. “What’s happening?” Joey shouted, his voice filled with panic. He tried to help, but the same blue force overtook him as well.
The two riders vanished without a trace, leaving only their Lockseeds behind, inert and silent. 
The battlefield was nothing short of chaos. The urban war zone stretched out before them, the once vibrant streets now scorched and cracked under the weight of battle. Bravo, wielding his Durian Saws, stared down Zangetsu Shin, his expression dark with confusion and frustration. The two had fought in the past as allies, but now they were enemies, both of them convinced the other was behind the madness that was tearing their world apart.
“You think you’re the solution to all of this?” Bravo shouted, his voice edged with anger. “You’re no better than the rest of them, Zangetsu! You think you can just stay in control while everything crumbles?”
Zangetsu Shin, his Sonic Arrow gleaming with deadly intent, narrowed his eyes. “Control? This isn’t about control, Bravo. This is about survival, and if you’re not with me, you’re in my way.”
Bravo didn’t hesitate, charging forward with his saws, the whirring blades slashing through the air. Zangetsu Shin dodged and countered, the two clashing in a flurry of movement. The sounds of their weapons colliding echoed through the broken streets, the fury of their attacks matching the chaos around them.
But in the heat of their battle, something strange began to happen. A blue, ethereal energy pulsed through the air, spreading like a wave, engulfing both of them in an instant. The glow was overpowering, and for a brief moment, both riders were paralyzed, their bodies trembling with the force of it.
“What… is this?” Bravo gasped, his voice barely audible as the energy surrounded him, pulling him in.
“I… I don’t know,” Zangetsu Shin muttered, his grip on his Sonic Arrow faltering. He could feel the blue force pushing him back, invading his mind and body.
The light intensified, brighter than anything they had ever experienced, and before they could react, they both vanished—leaving only their Lockseeds behind, flickering faintly in the empty air.
The battlefield fell silent.

Jason wandered through the streets, his mind weighed down by the events unfolding around him. The constant battles, the mysterious disappearances, and the creeping sense that something larger was at play—it was all overwhelming. But, for a moment, he found a semblance of peace.
There, sitting on a park bench, was someone he hadn't seen in years. Pedro.
"Hey, Jason!" Pedro called out, a grin spreading across his face as he stood up to greet him. "What’s up, man? Crazy, right? All these riders disappearing. Honestly, I’m kind of glad I’m not one. Seems way too dangerous. It was a lot safer when it was just baseball."
Jason paused, a sense of calm washing over him. Baseball. That was simpler, wasn’t it? Before all the fighting, before the Lockseeds and the chaos. Just a game. He nodded, taking a seat next to Pedro.
“Yeah,” Jason said, half-smiling. “Much better when it was just baseball.”
They sat in silence for a moment, catching up on old memories, letting the world around them fade away. But then, something caught Jason's eye. Pedro had something at his side—something that didn't quite fit.
"Pedro," Jason asked, his voice tinged with curiosity. "Why do you have a Lockseed?"
Pedro chuckled nervously, running a hand through his hair. "Oh, this?" He shrugged. "You can only be so safe with all those Inves around, right? Gotta be ready."
Jason’s brow furrowed. "But... that’s useless without a driver. How do you even know what an Inves is? They don’t exist in this world."
Pedro’s smile faltered. His expression grew distant, and something about the way he shifted in his seat made Jason uneasy. Slowly, Pedro's body seemed to change, aging rapidly, his features warping into those of an older man. His hands trembled slightly as he reached for something on his waist—a Sengoku Driver.
Jason’s heart skipped a beat as the realization hit him.
“You should’ve just done your part,” the older man said, his voice colder now, more menacing.
Jason stood up, his own Lockseed and driver still in hand, as the strange man’s voice echoed in his mind. He knew this wasn’t Pedro anymore. This was someone else.
The man smiled darkly. "My name is Gold," he said, his eyes glinting with malicious intent. "The Fumeshin people were weak for locking me away. I'm their perfect golden fruit. Just watch."
With a dramatic flourish, Gold activated his Lockseed—an Apple-shaped device—and placed it onto his Sengoku Driver with a resounding "Lock On!" The driver’s mechanism clicked, and Gold declared, "Henshin!"
The air crackled with energy as he transformed, his body enveloped in golden light. When it faded, he stood there in a new form—Kamen Rider Mars Golden Arms. He was clad in shining golden armor, his Gold Bringer sword gleaming with deadly intent, and his Gold Defender Shield raised in a defensive stance.
Jason’s hands tightened around his own Lockseed, his instincts kicking in
Jason activated his own Lockseed and transformed into Gaim, donning his signature Orange Arms. He pulled his Orange Slasher and Unrivaled Saber, charging forward with all his might.
But Gold moved with terrifying speed, effortlessly deflecting Jason’s strikes with his shield and countering with powerful swings of his sword. Jason’s experience as a Rider wasn’t enough to overcome the strength of Gold's attacks.
"You see, Jason?" Gold taunted, his voice dripping with arrogance. "I’ve seen the end of the Overlord hierarchy. I was there, watching as the so-called 'heroes' faltered. It was too easy to make them turn on each other. And now? Now, there’s no one left to stop me."
Jason gritted his teeth, refusing to back down, but deep down, he knew something was wrong. This wasn’t just about the power of the Lockseeds. Gold wasn’t just another Rider. He was something far more dangerous—a threat that Jason couldn’t defeat with mere strength.
Gold’s golden light pulsed, pushing Jason back with a force that made him stumble. "The Overlords were weak. They couldn't understand. But now, with the world in chaos, I can manipulate it all."
With one final swing of his Gold Bringer sword, Gold knocked Jason’s weapons from his hands, sending him crashing to the ground. The battle seemed lost, but Jason wasn’t about to give up.
Jason, reeling from the force of Gold’s attack, staggered to his feet, barely managing to catch his breath. “Just what are you?!” he yelled, struggling to remain defiant as Gold loomed before him, his golden armor gleaming with an unsettling aura.
Gold’s lips curled into a cruel smile. “The Overlords once pursued the power of the Golden Fruit. Most of them perished,” he began, his voice cold and filled with disdain. “What you called Overlords, I call the Fumeshin. They tried to create their own Golden Fruit, but my will was far too great for them.”
Jason's mind raced as he processed the revelation. Gold was something far beyond any Rider he had encountered before, and the Fumeshin were more than just legends—they were the foundation of this twisted power.
Gold continued, his eyes alight with conviction. “Now that they’re gone, I’ve decided to use you humans to fuel my power. I am the one, and the only one, worthy to wield the power of the Fruit of Wisdom. Because I too am one.”
Jason’s blood ran cold as Gold’s words echoed in his mind. The weight of it all was staggering—this wasn’t just about the Lockseeds or even the Rider Wars. Gold was aiming for something much greater: control over everything. He was playing a game with far higher stakes, and Jason was caught in the middle of it.
Before he could react, Gold kicked him with such force that Jason was sent flying, crashing into the remains of the battlefield. Rubble from the Rider War surrounded him—debris from previous clashes, abandoned Lockseeds, and broken armor scattered across the ground. Jason’s vision blurred, but as he slowly regained his senses, something caught his eye.
Lockseeds. Lost ones, forgotten in the wreckage. He reached out and grabbed what he could, preparing for the next fight. There was no running away. Gold wouldn’t let him.
With a deep breath, Jason slotted a Lockseed into his Driver and transformed into Banana Arms, wielding the Banana Lance with confidence. He charged at Gold, swinging the lance with incredible force.
But Gold wasn’t fazed. With ease, he parried Jason’s attack, his Golden Defender Shield absorbing the blow. Jason was thrown off balance, but he wasn’t finished. He swiftly switched to Durian Arms, revving the twin Durian Saws and aiming them at Gold.
The clash was brief. Gold’s shield deflected Jason’s strikes effortlessly, and before Jason could react, Gold disarmed him with a single, swift move. Jason staggered back, realizing that no matter what form he took, Gold was always one step ahead.
Desperate, Jason activated Acorn Arms and swung the Acorn Hammer. The force was immense, but once again, Gold blocked it with his Golden Defender. Each strike was absorbed, and Jason was left feeling helpless.
Then, Jason tried Walnut Arms, using the Walnut Bombers to deliver a rapid barrage of punches in a vicious combo. He aimed for Gold’s weak points, hoping to catch him off guard. But again, Gold easily countered every move. The fight was slipping through Jason’s fingers.
Gold, watching him struggle, sneered. “You’re starting to bore me.”
With a quick motion, Gold hit his Driver’s lever twice, activating a powerful attack—Golden Au Lait. The golden light engulfed Jason, pushing him back and weakening his resolve. Jason was staggered, struggling to maintain his footing.
As the light faded, Gold noticed something strange. Jason wasn’t defeated. In fact, he had transformed once more. This time, he was in Jimber Melon Arms, holding the Sonic Arrow at the ready.
Gold’s eyes narrowed. "Annoying," he muttered, clearly frustrated by Jason’s resilience. But the fight wasn’t over yet, and Gold wasn’t about to let this brat keep getting in his way.
Jason, however, was determined. With his Sonic Arrow ready, he prepared for the next phase of their battle. He couldn’t afford to back down now. The stakes were higher than ever, and the future of everything was on the line.
“There's nothing Golden about you," Jason muttered under his breath.
Jason gritted his teeth, aiming his Sonic Arrow at Mars. He fired off precise laser shots, dashing forward to close the distance. As he swung his bladed bow in a flurry of attacks, Mars met every slash with his Gold Bringer sword, expertly parrying and countering each strike. The sheer pressure Mars exerted kept Jason on edge, but he refused to give in.
Thinking quickly, Jason swapped Lockseeds, activating Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms. Energy clones sprang to life, surrounding Mars as Jason maintained a ranged advantage, firing from his Sonic Arrow. The clones charged Mars, attempting to overwhelm him, but each one was destroyed in an instant. Mars’ movements were precise and calculated, his sword cutting through the energy projections as if they were nothing.
“Let’s see you handle this!” Jason attached his Dragon Fruit Energy Lockseed to the Sonic Arrow, activating his Dragon Fruit Energy Full Charge. A piercing energy shot erupted from the bow, pushing Mars back and sending him flipping onto the ground.
Jason smirked. "Let’s try Joe’s." He pulled out the Pinecone Energy Lockseed, transforming into Jimber Pinecone Arms. His new spear weapon, the True Pine Shadow, spun around him as he twirled and advanced on Mars. With controlled stabs and sweeping swings, Jason forced Mars back, taking control of the mid-range battle.
Hitting the lever three times, Jason unleashed the Pinecone Energy Sparking, throwing the spear with incredible force. The attack struck Mars directly, disarming him of his Gold Defender shield. The shield clattered to the ground, and along with it, two Lockseeds spilled out: the Lemon Energy Lockseed and the Cherry Energy Lockseed.
Jason darted forward, grabbing the fallen Lockseeds. “How did you get these?” he demanded, his voice a mix of anger and curiosity.
Mars, unfazed, stood back up and brushed off his armor. "I picked up the spoils from those who dropped them," he said coldly. “The ones called Duke and Sigurd. They were consumed by their hatred.”
Jason’s grip on the Sonic Arrow tightened as he processed the implications. Mars had been systematically eliminating Riders and claiming their power, further cementing his dominance.
Without hesitation, Jason swapped to the Cherry Energy Lockseed, transforming into Jimber Cherry Arms. His speed enhanced, Jason fired off rapid arrows from his Sonic Arrow, each one aimed to keep Mars on the defensive. Exploiting his newfound agility, Jason darted around the battlefield, landing quick hit-and-run strikes. His strategy was clear: prevent Mars from regaining control of the fight.
Mars, while visibly frustrated, remained a formidable opponent. "You’re persistent," he growled. “But it won’t be enough to stop me.”
Jason gritted his teeth, his breath ragged as he struggled to stand. He had thrown everything he had at Mars, but nothing seemed to work. Glaring at the golden warrior, Jason flipped over him, firing a Cherry Energy Full Charge from his Sonic Arrow at point-blank range. The explosive shockwave staggered Mars, sending him stumbling back. Jason, however, wasn’t unscathed, the recoil sending him flipping through the air. Landing hard but rolling back to his feet, he swapped Lockseeds mid-motion.
"Let’s try this again," Jason muttered, inserting the Lemon Energy Lockseed. “Lock on!”
“Jimber Lemon Arms!”
With his enhanced strength, Jason launched himself high into the air. "This ends now!" he yelled, slashing down with the Sonic Arrow. The sheer force of the blow broke through Mars’ defense, shattering the Gold Defender shield. Mars snarled, barely managing to keep his balance.
“You’ve gotten lucky, Gaim,” Mars sneered, gripping his Gold Bringer sword tightly. “But luck won’t save you from this!”
He triggered his Golden Sparking, unleashing a blinding wave of golden energy. Jason barely managed to raise his Sonic Arrow in defense. “Damn it!” he grunted as the attack slammed into him, sending him hurtling backward. He crashed into the ground, skidding to a stop, his armor flickering under the strain.
“You’re persistent, I’ll give you that,” Mars mocked, casually stepping forward. “But persistence without power? It’s meaningless.”
Jason clenched his fist and forced himself to his feet, his body screaming in protest. “Meaningless?!” he shouted, his voice shaking with anger. “I’ve fought to protect people, to stop monsters like you from destroying everything they care about! That’s not meaningless!”
With a roar, Jason charged forward. Mars smirked and mirrored the motion, their weapons gleaming as they closed the distance. Both Riders leaped into the air, shouting in unison as they activated their finishing moves.
“Lemon Energy Squash!”
“Golden Squash!”
Their kicks collided midair in a blinding explosion. The shockwave shattered windows and cracked the pavement below. For a moment, it seemed as if they were evenly matched, but Mars’ superior power overwhelmed Jason. Gaim was sent flying, crashing through a building, the rubble burying him.
Jason groaned, his body pinned under debris. His armor sparked, struggling to maintain integrity. Mars approached him slowly, his golden aura pulsating with power.
"Pathetic," Mars said, shaking his head. “For all your talk of justice, you’re weak. Unworthy. You can’t even comprehend the true power of the Golden Fruit.”
Jason glared at him, coughing as he tried to push himself up. “I don’t need to understand your twisted power... I just need to stop you!”
Mars laughed, his voice cold and mocking. “Bold words for a man who’s already lost. You’re too self-aware to succumb to your own rage, so I’ll simply draw out the darkness myself.”
He raised his hand, a sinister golden light radiating from his palm. Jason gasped as tendrils of black energy coiled around him, seeping into his armor like living shadows.
“What the hell is this?!” Jason shouted, thrashing against the dark aura.
Mars smiled cruelly. “The Fumeshin—the ones you call Overlords—were fools who sought the power of the Golden Fruit but could never control it. I, however, am its true master. And you... you’ll be the first to fall under my will.”
Jason screamed, struggling against the overwhelming force. "I won’t... let you win!"
Mars leaned closer, his voice a low whisper. “Oh, you already have.”
As the black aura consumed Jason entirely, his screams echoed through the battlefield before everything went silent.

Lindsay sat at her desk, scrolling through the latest statistics and news updates regarding the Beat Riders Baseball team. It was her way of staying connected while Jason was away. However, her heart sank when she stumbled upon reports of a brutal, war-torn fight between Kamen Riders.
Her fingers trembled as she whispered, “Jason...”
Without wasting a second, she grabbed her phone and called every Rider she could think of. One by one, her calls went unanswered—until finally, Nick picked up.
“Nick!” Lindsay exclaimed, relief mingled with urgency. “Have you heard about what’s happening? There’s a Rider war, and Jason—”
“I know,” Nick interrupted, his voice heavy. “I’ve been reading about it. I’ve been trying to find Jason, but... I just found out something. There’s an unknown Rider. He fought Gaim—or Jason—and beat him. Badly. They said... he was dragged away.”
Lindsay’s heart skipped a beat. “Dragged away? Where?!”
“I don’t know,” Nick admitted. “But we have to find him.”
The two met up and began their search, scouring the city for any clue that could lead them to Jason. It was a desperate effort, but they refused to give up. Hours later, their search brought them to an abandoned warehouse. The air was thick with tension as they stepped inside.
And there he was.
Jason stood tall in the dimly lit space, his clothes pristine, as if untouched by battle. But something was off. His posture was rigid, and when he turned to face them, his eyes glowed a menacing violet.
“Jason!” Lindsay called out, taking a hesitant step forward. “It’s us—Lindsay and Nick! Are you okay?”
Before Jason could respond, another figure emerged from the shadows—Mars. His golden armor gleamed under the flickering light, and a sinister smile spread across his face.
“Ah, more nuisances,” Mars said casually. “I suppose it was only a matter of time before you showed up. Unfortunately for you, he’s no longer your Jason. He’s mine.”
“What did you do to him?!” Nick demanded, stepping protectively in front of Lindsay.
Mars chuckled, his voice dripping with malice. “I merely freed him. This world’s Jason was far too burdened by weakness. Now, he’s unshackled—purged of those pesky emotions that held him back. Watch.”
Jason stepped forward, his movements eerily mechanical. He pulled out two Lockseeds, their dark, corrupted energy radiating an unnatural aura.
“Black Lemon Energy. Black Orange,” the Lockseeds announced in distorted voices as he inserted them into his Sengoku Driver.
Jason’s voice, devoid of warmth, spoke one word: “Henshin.”
Flipping the lever down, the blackened Jimber Armor unfolded around him, transforming him into an entirely black version of Gaim. His once bright and noble presence was now twisted, and in his hand, he wielded the darkened Unrivaled Saber.
“Jason?” Lindsay called out again, her voice breaking. “Please, it’s me. Don’t do this!”
But Jason—now Gaim Yami—ignored her. He raised his blade and began to walk toward them with murderous intent.
“Jason, stop!” Nick shouted, activating his own Sengoku Driver. “Dragon Fruit Energy!”
“Lock on! Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms!”
In a flash of green and gold energy, Nick transformed into Ryugen Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, armed with his Sonic Arrow. As Jason swung the Unrivaled Saber, Nick blocked it with his bow, the weapons clashing with a burst of sparks.
“Jason, fight it!” Nick yelled, struggling to hold his ground. “This isn’t you!”
But Gaim Yami didn’t respond. His attacks came faster and harder, his corrupted strength overwhelming. Lindsay stood frozen, tears streaming down her face as she watched the two clash.
“Jason, please,” she whispered. “Come back to us...”
The clash between Gaim Yami and Ryugen Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms raged across the warehouse, the sound of metal clashing against metal echoing through the air. Sparks flew as their weapons collided, sending debris scattering. Lindsay ducked and weaved, trying to avoid the chaos while her mind raced.
She thought back to simpler times—the laughter, the camaraderie... baseball. But something about that thought made her stomach twist. Why baseball? Why did it feel... wrong?
Gaim Yami roared and swung his Unrivaled Saber with such ferocity that Nick was forced back, barely holding his guard. The impact sent him tumbling across the floor.
"He's too strong!" Nick muttered as he scrambled to his feet. Summoning energy clones, he sent them charging at Gaim Yami, firing arrows from a distance to try and keep him occupied. But even with the clones, the corrupted Jason easily cut them down with swift, precise movements.
Nick gritted his teeth. This power—it’s beyond even a Jimber form...
Meanwhile, Mars turned his cold gaze toward Lindsay. His golden sword gleamed menacingly as he began to walk toward her.
“Well, well,” Mars sneered. “No point in keeping you around now. Time to end this little distraction.”
Panic surged through Lindsay as she frantically searched for an escape route. Just as Mars raised his sword, a blur of red and pink streaked between them, intercepting him.
More Kamen Riders had arrived.
Baron Shin, with his crimson armor, and Marika, elegant in her pink armor, appeared, their Sonic Arrows aimed directly at Mars. With synchronized precision, they unleashed a barrage of energy bolts that forced Mars to step back.
Mars growled in frustration. "Impossible! I absorbed Baron!"
Baron Shin smirked under his helmet. “You think so?  But Yoko got me out during my clash with Zangetsu. We left my Lockseed behind to fool you. Looks like it worked.”
Marika nodded, her Sonic Arrow steady. “While you’ve been scheming, we’ve been investigating. We know what you’ve been up to, Mars, and we’re not letting you get away with it.”
Their combined assault intensified, bolts of energy flying in unison. Mars, though powerful, was momentarily thrown off balance, growling in irritation as he tried to deflect the attacks.
Amid the chaos, Lindsay saw an opportunity to flee. She turned toward the nearest exit, only to feel a gentle tug on her hand. Startled, she looked down and saw a young boy, his eyes piercing and full of an otherworldly calm.
“This isn’t how it’s supposed to be,” the boy said softly, his voice resonating with a strange familiarity. “Remember who you are, Lindsay.”
Before she could respond, a brilliant flash of blue light swept across her vision. Memories she had long forgotten came flooding back. The battle against the Overlords. The rise of Helheim. The Beat Riders team. And the fruit bestowed upon her—the Golden Fruit.
Her hair shimmered as it turned back to its supernatural blonde, her eyes glowing a fierce red. Lindsay staggered as the truth settled within her. She wasn’t just a spectator in this chaos.
Lindsay turned to the boy, her gaze steady despite the chaos around them. "What’s going on here?" she asked, her voice sharp yet calm.
The boy hesitated before answering. "My name is Lapis," he said softly, his tone filled with regret. "It was my job to keep him sealed." He pointed toward Mars, who was locked in combat with Baron Shin and Marika.
"Sealed?" Lindsay asked, her eyes narrowing.
Lapis nodded. "He was an experiment gone wrong, created by my people. Mars is an artificial Golden Fruit—an attempt to replicate the ultimate power of Helheim. We thought if there was a world where no one had to die for the fruit, it would be better. But he corrupted that world instead. When he awakened, he began absorbing Riders, taking their power to strengthen himself."
Lindsay's breath caught in her throat. "He... absorbed them?"
"I tried to save them," Lapis continued, his voice trembling slightly. "With my power—the blue light you saw. But I don’t know if Mars can even be defeated now... not without the Overlords."
Lindsay placed a reassuring hand on Lapis’s shoulder, her expression firm. "Jason can," she said with conviction.
Lapis looked at her, uncertainty in his eyes, but he didn’t stop her as she turned and sprinted toward the raging battle.
Gaim Yami, wielding his Unrivaled Saber, was relentlessly pummeling Ryugen, who struggled to hold his ground. Nick’s armor sparked with each heavy blow as he fought to parry the strikes.
"Jason, stop!" Lindsay shouted, but he didn’t respond.
Steeling herself, she dashed into the fray, dodging the debris and slashing energy. She grabbed onto Gaim Yami’s arm, holding tight despite his attempts to shake her off.
"Jason, it’s me!" she yelled.
The power of the true Golden Fruit within Lindsay began to manifest, bathing Gaim Yami in radiant light. The dark aura around him flickered, then shattered. His armor reverted, the blackened Lockseeds returning to their original forms.
Jason collapsed to the ground, dazed and confused. He looked up at Lindsay, his breath shaky. "Lindsay? What... what’s going on?"
Before she could answer, Mars let out a furious roar as he deflected a coordinated attack from Baron Shin and Marika. But before he could press his advantage, a torrent of dark miasma erupted from Ryugen, transforming him into Ryugen Yomi, the ultimate Rider of the underworld.
Nick now wielded the Overlord Battle Axe, its immense power evident with every swing. He advanced on Mars with unrelenting force, his strikes forcing the artificial Golden Fruit back.
Baron Shin took this opportunity to transform. Activating his Forbidden Fruit Lockseed, he transformed into Sir Baron, his golden armor wreathed in crimson flames. Wielding a shield and sword almost identical to Mars own weapon, Sir Baron charged forward.
The clash between Mars and Sir Baron was a spectacle of golden light versus crimson fire. Each swing of their swords sent shockwaves across the battlefield, while Ryugen Yomi’s powerful strikes further pressured Mars.
Lindsay knelt beside Jason, helping him to his feet. "It’s not over yet," she said.
Jason looked at the battlefield, then at Lindsay. "How did you...?"
"No time to explain," Lindsay said, gripping his hand. "We’ll figure this out together. But for now, let’s end this."
Jason stood tall amidst the chaos, clutching the Triumphant Lockseed tightly. His resolve burned brighter than ever as he flipped it open. "Henshin!" he declared, locking it into his driver.

"Triumphant Arms!"
His samurai armor cascaded upon him, the shining DJ Matchlock Gun in his hand and two flags adorned with symbols of the Beat Riders unfurling proudly from his back. Jason’s presence radiated determination as he took a step forward, firing precise, thunderous blasts at Mars.
The explosions pushed Mars back, forcing him to his knees as Jason continued his steady advance. "The more you knock me down," Jason shouted, his voice echoing through the collapsing warehouse, "the higher I’ll raise my flag!"
Mars staggered to his feet, his once-calm demeanor replaced with fury. "How dare you!" he bellowed, his eyes glowing with unrestrained rage. "I am perfect! I am the wisest, most powerful being to ever exist! I am the Golden Fruit!"
With a roar, Mars unleashed a massive storm of golden energy. The sheer force of it swept across the battlefield, sending shockwaves that destroyed what was left of the warehouse. The riders—Gaim Triumphant Arms, Ryugen Yomi, Marika, and Sir Baron—were caught in the raging current. Each was tossed around like a leaf in the wind, their armor sparking as they struggled against the overwhelming power.
Mars’s voice boomed through the destruction, dripping with malice. "You dare defy me? Behold my ultimate power!"
Lindsay and Lapis shielded themselves from the gusts of golden energy as they stood on the fringes of the devastation. Lindsay’s heart raced as she watched Jason and the others being flung about like ragdolls.
"This is the true terror of the Golden Fruit..." Lapis muttered, his expression grim as he gripped Lindsay’s arm for balance.
Mars stood at the epicenter of the destruction, his golden aura blazing like an inferno. He raised his sword, now radiating immense power, and pointed it at the scattered riders. "You are nothing but insects beneath my perfection! I will remake this world in my image!"
The raging storm of golden energy roared around Jason and the others, a testament to Mars’s seemingly invincible power. Yet Jason’s voice cut through the chaos, defiant and resolute.
"I already told you—there’s nothing golden about you!" Jason shouted, his voice echoing across the battlefield.
With a burst of strength, he grabbed the twin flags on his back and swung them outward. Waves of blazing orange energy erupted from them, slicing through Mars’s storm. The powerful surge of energy radiated outward, dispersing the golden tempest in a brilliant flash of light. As the storm abruptly halted, the battlefield fell eerily silent, save for the crackle of fading energy.
Sir Baron, having landed firmly on the ground, stood tall and looked directly at Mars. "You don’t even understand what strength and power are, you rotting piece of produce!" he spat, venom lacing his words.
Helheim vines erupted from the ground, twisting and coiling around Baron’s form. The transformation was immediate—his crimson armor darkened, the vines weaving into his new form as Lord Baron. With his corrupted Baron Sword in hand, he unleashed a surge of blackened lightning that struck Mars directly, sending the so-called perfect rider crashing to the ground.
Mars struggled to his feet, disbelief etched across his face. "This... This is impossible! The Overlords... They’re dead!"
Jason dashed forward, his twin flags glowing with intense energy. With a powerful swing, he struck Mars, sending him reeling. "You don’t get it, Mars," Jason said, his voice steady but fierce. "I’ll show you the real power of the Golden Fruit."
Jason reached for his belt, pulling out a shimmering lockseed. Activating the Zenith Lockseed. It announced “Fruit Basket”. As he activated it, the forms of armored fruit descended around him. Each fruits essence merged with his armor in a dazzling display of colors and light, transforming Jason into his ultimate form:
War Shogun Gaim.
Clad in silver, his final form radiated both elegance and raw power. His weapon, the Ultimate Orange Blade, gleamed as he advanced toward Mars.
Mars, now visibly desperate, raised his sword in a last-ditch defense. War Shogun Gaim’s strikes came swift and unrelenting, each swing of his blade forcing Mars further back. Sparks flew as their weapons clashed, but Jason’s strength overwhelmed Mars. With a decisive strike, Jason disarmed him, Mars’s golden sword clattering to the ground.
Jason flipped his Zenith Lockseed multiple times, activating its final power. The battlefield lit up as a storm of Rider weapons appeared, each one aimed directly at Mars. Jason swung his blade forward, and the weapons surged toward their target. Explosions rocked the battlefield as the combined power of the riders slammed into Mars, sending him flying across the ruined warehouse.
Jason didn’t hesitate. He sprinted forward and leapt high into the sky, his armor glowing with the full power of the Golden Fruit. His driver announced:
"Zenith Squash”
A rainbow aura spiraled around Jason’s foot as he descended rapidly toward Mars. The impact was cataclysmic—an explosion of light and energy engulfed the battlefield, shaking the ground beneath them.
When the dust settled, Jason stood victorious. The form of Kamen Rider Mars lay destroyed, his once-golden armor reduced to fragments.

As the battlefield raged, the defeated form of Kamen Rider Mars suddenly trembled. A voice, distorted and filled with fury, echoed through the chaos.
"I refuse to die...!"
Mars’s body began to convulse, his will unyielding. Fiery energy surged from within, gathering into a massive, multi-tailed creature made entirely of golden flames. The monster’s form towered above the battlefield, its golden fire surging with unstoppable power. At the head of the beast, Mars continued to scream his delusions of perfection, his voice seething with madness.
"I am perfect! I cannot be defeated!"
The golden beast launched fireballs across the battlefield, scorching the ground with each fiery explosion.
Jason, with quick reflexes, grabbed hold of Lindsay and Lapis, jumping high into the air to evade the incoming fireballs. He landed some distance away, shielding them from the dangerous onslaught.
"Stay behind me!" Jason called out, his tone urgent but calm as he assessed the situation.
Meanwhile, Lord Baron and Ryugen Yomi charged headlong into the firestorm, unleashing their corrupted lightning and black dragons to strike at the giant golden beast. The air was thick with destructive energy as the two riders clashed with the beast, though the flames continued to push them back. Marika was also firing at the creature, her voice filled with disbelief as she dodged yet another fireball.
"This is ridiculous... How does this even make sense?" Marika muttered under her breath, her eyes scanning the fiery chaos.
Lapis stood frozen, his gaze locked on the fiery monstrosity that had once been Mars.
"I wish I could fight... I don't have the power..." Lapis admitted, his voice tinged with frustration.
Lindsay turned to him, placing a hand on his shoulder. "You’ve done more than you know," she reassured him. "If you were saving the riders with that blue light... then where did they all go?"
Lapis's eyes flickered with determination. He raised his hand and concentrated deeply, his fingers crackling with blue energy. The air around him seemed to vibrate with raw power. Suddenly, in flashes of cobalt light, the riders who had disappeared earlier materialized around them, each one returning with a renewed sense of purpose.
Jason looked on, astonished. "That’s... amazing! It’s like we have an army now!" he exclaimed, a grin spreading across his face.
With renewed vigor, Jason handed out the Lockseeds to each rider. "Who’s ready to play baseball?" he asked, the usual glint of playful determination in his eyes.
The riders, momentarily confused, took the Lockseeds, each one ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead. Jason turned to Lapis, his smile widening. "You too, kid," he said. "You can be a hero."
Lindsay, watching the young boy, nodded in agreement. "You can," she said softly. The light of the golden fruit then made a miracle before Lapis
At that moment, a Sengoku Driver materialized before Lapis, shimmering with energy. His eyes widened in awe as he strapped the belt to his waist. Then, from the depths of Helheim, a Helheim Fruit bloomed before him. He reached out and, upon touching it, the fruit transformed into a silver and blue Lockseed, unique in its design.
Lapis took the Lockseed in hand, a determined fire now burning in his eyes.
Lord Baron and Ryugen Yomi, seeing the reinforcements arriving, exchanged a knowing glance. Something exciting was about to happen, and they could feel it in the air. Realizing they had done enough to hold the line, they fell back, leaving the ground open for the new heroes to take their stand.
Jason stood tall, his gaze locked onto the golden beast that was once Mars, the air around him crackling with the tension of the imminent battle.
"No holding back," he commanded. "It's time to go all out!"
With those words, the Kamen Riders sprang into action. The energy in the air shifted as each rider activated their Lockseeds, their power rising with every turn of the gears. Even Lapis, still new but full of determination, stepped forward, declaring, "Silver!" as he placed his Lockseed into the Sengoku Driver.
All together, they roared, "Henshin!" The collective shout echoed across the battlefield, a symphony of transformation.
The Riders who were already in their advanced forms—Nick, Mason, and Jason—stood at the front, their powers already at their zenith. But the others were not far behind. The battlefield filled with energy as each rider powered up, their forms shining with the might of their respective Lockseeds.

And Lapis, the newcomer, now stood as Crown, his silver armor unfolding around him as the Silver Scepter materialized in his hand. His presence was new, but the fire in his eyes was undeniable.
Together, they faced the terrifying golden beast, every rider standing tall in their transformed state, their energies combining into one massive force.
Jason, his own transformation glowing with power, raised his weapon—the Overlord Slayer—and led the charge. "Rider Roll Call!" he shouted, his voice ringing out.
Each rider followed suit, stepping forward with pride and announcing their name and title:
"War Shogun Gaim!"
"Lord Baron!" "Ryugen Yomi!" "Zangetsu Shin!"
"Bravo!" "Gridon!" "Shadow!"
"Sigurd!" "Marika Dragoon!" "Duke Shin!"
"Knuckle!" "Shadow Shin!"
And lastly, Lapis, his voice full of unwavering determination, stepped forward and declared, "Crown!"
The collective power of the riders surged into one unstoppable wave, their energy coalescing around them. They were united, their combined might a force that even the mighty Mars could not withstand.
Lindsay watched, her heart swelling with pride as the Kamen Riders, united for the first time in this battle, prepared to make their stand. The air was thick with energy, each rider ready to give their all in what could very well be their final confrontation. She saw the strength in their unity, the determination in their eyes, and knew they had one chance to defeat Mars.
War Shogun Gaim, his sword gleaming with power, drove it into the ground with a roar, unleashing a barrage of explosions that shook the very earth beneath them. The blasts reverberated through the battlefield, creating shockwaves that tore through Mars' monstrous form.
At the same time, Duke Shin and Marika Dragoon, both wielding the energy of the Dragonfruit Arms, fired powerful blasts from their Sonic Arrows. The air crackled as their shots collided with Mars, pushing him back.
Sigurd and Bravo, in their own respective forms, supported the attack with their firepower. Sigurd unleashed a flurry of concentrated bolts while Bravo, using his Jimber Melon Arms, sent shockwaves through the enemy with his shots.
Meanwhile, Gridon, Knuckle, and the two Shadows charged headlong into the fray. The Shadows, both wielding their spears, lunged forward with precision, while Gridon swung his massive hammer, each blow shaking the battlefield. Knuckle’s armored fists landed with devastating force, breaking through Mars' defenses.
On the outskirts, Zangetsu Shin opened fire with his Melon Gatling, spraying Mars with a relentless storm of bullets, keeping him suppressed while the other riders pushed forward.
In the distance, Lord Baron and Ryugen Yomi unleashed their full might, their swords glowing with dark energy as they summoned lightning and miasma. The storm they created seemed to devour the air around them, darkening the sky as their attacks rained down on the golden beast.
But amidst the chaos, Crown—Lapis—stood frozen for a moment, unsure of how he could contribute to this massive assault. He looked at Jason, searching for guidance.
Jason, always calm in the heat of battle, turned to him with a grin. "It’s simple, kid. You’re the ball, and I’m the designated hitter."
Lapis blinked, then smiled. "Got it!" With newfound resolve, he raised his Silver Scepter and prepared to unleash his own power.
The battle was reaching its peak, with the Kamen Riders standing united against the towering inferno that was Mars. His monstrous form, made of golden flames and fury, unleashed torrents of fireballs, threatening to consume everything in its path. Yet the riders stood their ground, their resolve as unyielding as ever.
Mars, or rather Golden, roared in fury, his voice trembling with arrogance. "How dare you? Why do you get to decide my fate, Kamen Rider Gaim?!"
With fiery conviction, Gaim yelled back, his voice filled with purpose. "Because this is our stage!"
At that moment, Lapis, now fully embracing his role as Crown, raised his Silver Scepter high. The energy around him crackled as he announced, "Silver Squash!" His body transformed, glowing blue as he became a rolling, armored ball of energy, ready to strike.
War Shogun Gaim stood tall, his Overlord Slayer powered by his ultimate form. He hit his driver multiple times, his power surging and overwhelming the blade, as he prepared for the final strike. He flipped his Zenith Lockseed several times, invoking the full might of his transformation, the air around him bursting with golden and orange energy.
With a roar, Gaim shouted, "Let’s do this, Crown!"
Without hesitation, Gaim swung his massive sword, the momentum of the strike propelling Crown like a comet. The ball of blue energy flew through the air, rocketing toward Mars’ golden flaming form.
As the riders watched in awe, Crown tore through the monstrous beast, the blue light slicing through the flames like a knife through butter. The collision was nothing short of cataclysmic, with Mars' fiery form shuddering violently before it was snuffed out completely in an instant.
A wave of silence followed. The golden beast and its rider, Mars, were no more.
The riders stood, battered but unbroken, their unity and strength having triumphed over the golden terror. Gaim's sword lowered, his gaze softening as he looked at the battlefield. For a moment, it felt like the world had stopped, the battle finally over.
Lindsay’s voice echoed with a hint of humor, "That’s a grand slam," as she watched the Kamen Riders, victorious yet weary, regroup. Crown, now having fully embraced his role, stepped forward and bowed slightly, remorse in his eyes. "I apologize for causing so many problems… I just didn’t want anyone else to die."
Gaim placed a reassuring hand on Crown's shoulder. "It was Mars' fault, not yours. You did what you could."
Lapis, or Crown, smiled softly before giving a final nod to the riders, and with a solemn expression, he looked at Gaim and Lindsay one last time. "Goodbye, Jason. Goodbye, Lindsay," he said, his voice carrying a weight of finality as his form slowly began to dissipate. The world around them seemed to flicker, fading away as if it had never existed at all.
Jason blinked, and in an instant, he found himself back in the abandoned part of the city—exactly where he had first spoken to Lapis about baseball. The scene was eerily quiet, as if the events that had just transpired had never happened.
"What just happened?" Jason muttered, confusion clouding his mind.
Then, his radio buzzed, snapping him back to the present. Lindsay's voice came through, warm but insistent. "Jason, when are you coming back? We need to do a supply drop-off for the elementary school safe zone."
Jason paused, holding the radio in his hand. For a moment, he stood still, looking at the empty space around him, his thoughts racing. He was supposed to be helping the city, saving it from something—had it all been real? Was it just a strange, impossible dream?
Looking down at his hand, Jason noticed a baseball, its worn leather catching the light. His brow furrowed in confusion. Why was he so drawn to it? The weight of it felt oddly familiar, a connection to something long past… or perhaps, something that had never happened at all.
Shaking his head, Jason clipped the radio back to his belt, trying to shake off the strange feeling. "Alright, Lindsay, I'm on my way," he responded, trying to focus on the task at hand.
But the baseball still felt heavy in his grasp, the memories of the fight, the riders, and Lapis lingering in his mind as if they were never meant to last.

The battlefield spread across the city as despair reigned. Even with the Overlords eradicated, the relentless advance of the Helheim forest continued unabated. The streets, once bustling with life, were now overrun with Inves swarming. The unrivaled Beat Riders rallied, each hero standing their ground against the monstrous onslaught.
Ryugen Yomi, his black dragons coiling around him, wielded his Overlord Battle Axe with precision, slicing through the ranks of Inves that charged at him. Beside him, Gridon fought valiantly, his heavy armor and hammer smashing the creatures with every swing.
Knuckle, now donning Jinber Chestnut Arms, unleashed a flurry of rapid punches, his armored gauntlets glowing with power. Each strike sent Inves flying as he defended a collapsing barricade.
Marika Dragoon, her Sonic Arrow held in her hands, firing precise blasts at clusters of Inves. Her calm demeanor belied the intensity of her attacks as she coordinated with the others to hold the line.
In another part of the city, Lord Baron stood atop a crumbling rooftop, his form wreathed in black and blue lightning. His Baron Sword crackled with dark energy as he cast bolts of corrupted lightning into the sky, striking down the flying Inves that threatened to overwhelm the defenders below. The creatures crashed to the ground, charred and defeated, as Lord Baron’s commanding presence kept his sector secure.
At Alix's Bakery, the smell of freshly baked bread lingered even as the sound of battle raged nearby. Inside, Alix, Lindsay, and Sarah-Gabrielle worked tirelessly to provide support.
Through the windows, the battle played out as Zangetsu Shin and War Shogun Gaim defended the nearby block. Zangetsu Shin, his white suit gleaming amidst the smoke, fought with precision and elegance, his Sonic Arrow fired shot after shot at the invasive creatures.
Beside him, War Shogun Gaim, clad in his radiant armor adorned with fruits of every rider, unleashed his ultimate orange blade against the advancing Inves, each swing creating arcs of destructive energy.
Inside the bakery, Lindsay and Sarah-Gabrielle answered calls and coordinated rescue efforts through the Beat Rider Radio, their voices steady despite the chaos. Reports streamed in from across the city as they relayed critical information to the riders in the field.
“The Fruit Republic is holding strong at the northern plaza,” Sarah-Gabrielle said into her headset, her fingers flying over a map of the city. “But they’re requesting reinforcements—too many Inves are swarming their position!”
Lindsay nodded, responding to another call. “Shadow Troopers are reinforcing safe zones near the river, but the bridges are becoming choke points. We need someone to clear those Inves before they’re completely cut off!”
Beyond the walls of the bakery, Yoko’s Shadow Troopers—elite soldiers in black armor—fought alongside the Fruit Republic, civilians turned fighters who had risen to defend their homes. They established safe zones and escorted survivors to shelter, creating islands of safety amidst the chaos.
Though the Overlords had been defeated, the Helheim Forest’s invasion showed no signs of stopping. Its vines continued to spread, consuming buildings and transforming the cityscape into a twisted amalgam of urban decay and unnatural wilderness.

The tension in the bakery was palpable as the group huddled together, surrounded by the hum of the Beat Rider Radio and the distant echoes of battle. The air was heavy with the reality of their situation.
Hunter leaned against the counter, his arms crossed, and spoke with a measured tone. “The Helheim Forest is still spreading, slower than before thanks to the defeat of the Overlords, but it hasn’t stopped. We’ve reverted to where we started—researching ways to contain it. Without anyone to negotiate with, the forest is advancing unchecked.”
Dillon, sitting on a stool, rubbed the back of his neck. “So what do we do? Keep burning the vines? That barely makes a dent, and the forest grows back faster than we can destroy it.”
Joey chimed in, a trace of frustration in his voice. “Yeah, but it’s better than doing nothing. If we let it go, it’ll swallow everything.”
Sarah-Gabrielle, seated with a notepad, tapped her pen against the table thoughtfully. “The Inves have become more feral. They’re not like the ones we’ve seen before. The Fruit Republic is struggling to keep up—they’re fighting almost non-stop. And Yoko’s Shadow Troopers are feeling the strain too.”
Lindsay nodded, adding with a tired sigh, “It’s not just them. Everyone’s stretched thin. The riders, the Fruit Republic, the Shadow Troopers—we’re all running on fumes. And it feels like we’re barely holding back the tide.”
Jason, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, muttered, “There has to be something we can do, right? We can’t just keep fighting like this forever.”
The room went quiet until Mason, standing near the window, broke the silence. His voice carried a sharp edge. “There is something—but it’s because of Lindsay that this isn’t over.”
Lindsay blinked, taken aback. “What do you mean by that?”
Mason turned to face her, his expression unreadable. “Or, more accurately, it’s because of all of us. We didn’t finish it when we had the chance. You’re the Maiden of Fate, Lindsay. That means you’re the one who has to present the Fruit of Knowledge to the victor. That’s the way it’s always been in the stories.”
The group exchanged uneasy glances.
Alix furrowed her brow. “Wait, what are you saying, Mason? Spell it out.”
Mason sighed and continued, his tone grim. “One of us riders has to stand at the top. That’s how this works. The Maiden of Fate—the one chosen by Helheim—has to pass the fruit and its power to someone worthy, someone who can stop the forest. Until that happens, the invasion won’t end.”
A heavy silence fell over the room as the weight of Mason’s words sank in.
Hunter finally spoke, his voice low. “So, what you’re saying is… we need a victor. A final champion to wield the Golden Fruit and bring this to an end.”
Jason looked at Lindsay, his eyes filled with determination. “If that’s what it takes, then we’ll figure out who it should be. But this fight isn’t just about picking a winner—it’s about saving everyone. We’ll make sure the right person rises to the top.”
The room grew still after Mason’s words, the weight of his declaration hanging heavily in the air. All eyes turned to him as he leaned forward, his gaze sharp and unflinching.
“Let’s face the hard truth,” Mason began, his voice steady but firm. “There are only four of us who can even be called candidates for the Fruit of Knowledge. No offense to the rest of you, but let’s be honest here—when it comes to the Helheim Forest and the Overlord threat, none of you have what it takes to stand at the top. The Overlords themselves fought to extinction for that power, and not even they were worthy of it except for Rosyuo.”
There was a murmur of unease, but no one interrupted him.
“That means only those who can remotely be considered strong enough to take on—and even best—an Overlord are true candidates,” Mason continued, his voice gaining an edge. He looked around the room before naming them. “Hunter, Nick, myself, and Jason. Those are the four who even have a shot at claiming the fruit.”
He paused, letting the names sink in. Then, with a somber tone, he added, “And if I’m being completely honest? I only believe Jason and I are truly worthy among the four of us. After all, the forest has already begun to bend to our will. That’s the difference.”
Hunter clenched his fists, looking away, while Nick narrowed his eyes but stayed silent. The rest of the room sat in stunned silence, the weight of Mason’s words clear to everyone.
Jason, however, pushed off the wall, his voice cutting through the tension. “I’m not here to decide who’s worthy or not,” he said, his tone firm but calm. “I’m here to stop this invasion and save the people I care about. If that means taking on the weight of the Fruit of Knowledge, then so be it. But don’t count anyone out yet, Mason. Everyone here has a role to play in this fight.”
Mason gave a small nod, acknowledging Jason’s stance, but his expression remained resolute. “Fair enough, but the truth doesn’t change. The Fruit of Knowledge isn’t just about strength—it’s about will. The forest doesn’t choose lightly, and it doesn’t care about fairness. It chooses the one who can rise above everything. If we want to end this, someone has to take that step, no matter how heavy it is.”
Lindsay spoke up, her voice trembling but determined. “If that’s the truth, then we’ll figure it out. I won’t let this become another fight for power like it was with the Overlords. We’re better than that.”
Mason's voice cut through the room like a blade, sharp and unrelenting. He turned to Lindsay, his expression fierce, his conviction radiating from every word.
“You don’t get it, do you?” he snapped. “The Helheim Forest isn’t some force we can negotiate with or delay forever. It pushes entire races to extinction for one reason: evolution. Evolve, or die. That’s how it’s always been. That’s how it always will be.”
Lindsay’s eyes widened at his words, her lips parting to respond, but Mason didn’t give her the chance. He stepped forward, his tone growing even sharper.
“The Overlords understood that truth. They fought, bled, and died because they knew that was the only way forward. And now?” He gestured around the room, to the ragtag group of exhausted riders and allies. “Now, without them, the forest isn’t going to stop. It’s already chosen its battlefield. Without a clear victor, this fight will never end.”
He locked eyes with her, his voice dropping to a near growl. “And if you think we can avoid that fight, you’re deluding yourself. Our only choices are each other. Either we step up and face this for what it is, or we all burn together.”
The room fell silent, Mason’s words hanging heavily in the air. Jason looked at him, his jaw tight, but he didn’t immediately respond. The weight of the truth Mason was speaking couldn’t be denied.
Lindsay’s voice trembled as she finally spoke. “That can’t be the only way. There has to be another solution—”
“There is no other solution!” Mason interrupted, his voice rising with intensity. “This isn’t a storybook, Lindsay. The forest doesn’t care about your ideals or what you want to believe in. It’s not about peace or fairness. It’s about survival. And right now, we’re running out of time to prove we deserve it.”
Jason’s voice thundered through the room, raw and full of anger as he stepped forward, glaring at Mason.
“What is it you want, Mason?” he shouted, his fists clenched. “Do you want to fight? Do you want us to kill each other just so someone can play god? Is that your plan?”
Mason met Jason’s gaze with a calm but cold expression, his arms crossed.
“You’ve always been so interested in power,” Jason continued, his voice trembling with emotion. “So quick to jump into a fight. And now—what? We’re going back to our stupid rivalry, aren’t we? Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted? To fight me!”
The room went silent as everyone turned their attention to the two Riders, the tension thick enough to cut with a blade. Mason’s calm demeanor finally cracked, and he took a step toward Jason, his voice low and sharp.
“You think this is about some petty rivalry?” Mason asked, his eyes narrowing. “You think I want this? You think I’d risk everything—our friends, our families—just for a chance to settle some old score with you?”
Jason didn’t back down, his eyes burning with defiance. “Isn’t that exactly what you’re doing?”
“No!” Mason shouted, his voice rising for the first time. “This isn’t about you, Jason! It’s about all of us! The forest doesn’t care about your feelings, your morals, or your friendships. It’s about survival, and like it or not, we have to fight for it!”
Jason pointed a finger at him, his voice shaking. “There has to be another way! We’ve always found another way before! But you—you just want an excuse to fight me. Admit it!”
Mason clenched his fists, his knuckles turning white. For a moment, it looked like he might strike Jason, but he took a deep breath and let out a frustrated sigh.
“You think I want to fight you? Fine! Maybe I do!” Mason snapped. “Maybe I’ve always wanted to prove I’m better than you. But this isn’t about me. This is about what’s necessary.”
Jason’s voice softened, but the anger didn’t leave his eyes. “What’s necessary? You don’t even know what that means. All you see is the fight in front of you, Mason. But you’re blind to everything else.”
As Yoko and Hunter stepped between Jason and Mason, they both raised their hands in a gesture of peace, their voices steady but firm.
“That’s enough!” Yoko commanded, her gaze flicking between the two Riders. “We can’t afford this right now. You two need to stand down before you do something we’ll all regret.”
Hunter nodded in agreement, his tone calmer but no less serious. “This isn’t the time, guys. The forest is already pushing us to the edge—we can’t let it win by tearing us apart from the inside.”
Despite their words, Jason and Mason remained locked in a tense, silent stare. Their eyes burned a fiery red, and the intensity in the air grew heavier with each passing second. Nearby vines began to writhe and twist violently, as if responding to the charged emotions between the two.
“Guys...” Lindsay said hesitantly, her voice tinged with fear as she noticed the movement of the vines. “This... this isn’t normal.”
The ground beneath them trembled slightly, and the vines crept closer, their movements synchronized with the rising tension. Lapis, standing near Lindsay, took a cautious step back, his voice a whisper. “It’s like the forest is feeding off their anger.”
Yoko slammed her fist on the table, her voice sharp and commanding. “Jason! Mason! Look at what’s happening! You need to stop!”
Hunter placed a hand on Mason’s shoulder, trying to break his focus. “Mason, don’t give in. You’re stronger than this.”
At the same time, Lindsay approached Jason carefully, her voice gentle but firm. “Jason, please... don’t let it take hold of you. You’re better than this.”
The glowing red in their eyes flickered for a moment, and both Riders seemed to hesitate. The vines slowed their movements but didn’t stop entirely, as if waiting for the next surge of emotion.
Yoko looked between them, her voice quieter but resolute. “If you two let the forest use you like this, we’re all finished. Whatever grudge you have with each other—it’s not worth losing everything we’ve fought for.”
Jason and Mason finally tore their gazes away from each other, their breaths heavy and labored. The glow in their eyes dimmed, and the vines gradually receded, though the unease in the room lingered.
Jason clenched his fists as he brushed past Mason, his voice steady but laced with determination. “Maybe it’s time we finally settle this, Mason. Once and for all.”
He glanced back at Lindsay, who stood frozen in the tension of the moment. “I’ll check on him,” Nick added, who quickly followed him as he headed upstairs.
The room was left in heavy silence as Mason stood there, his jaw tightening. He turned away abruptly, his voice sharp and resolute. “Until we finish our fight... the forest won’t stop its fight.” Without another word, he strode toward the door, pushing it open with force.
“Wait, Mason!” Yoko called after him, quickly stepping away from the others to follow. “You’re not doing this alone.” She glanced back at the group before slipping out after him, leaving the bakery in an eerie stillness.
Inside, Lindsay let out a shaky breath, looking to Hunter, Alix, and the others for some semblance of reassurance. “What are we supposed to do now?”
Hunter crossed his arms, his expression grim. “We hold the line. We’ve got a war on our hands—and we can’t let their rivalry tear us apart any more than the forest already has.”
Alix nodded, though concern lingered in her eyes. “They’re right about one thing, though... the forest won’t stop. Not until someone puts an end to this cycle.”
Lindsay quietly entered the room to find Nick standing by the bed, his hands on his hips, frustration evident on his face. “Jason, just listen to me for once, will you?” Nick said, his voice firm but pleading.
Jason, sprawled on the bed, stared at the ceiling with an expression of forced indifference. “Can’t. I’m sleeping,” he muttered, clearly wide awake but determined to avoid the conversation.
Lindsay stepped forward, her calm presence softening the tension in the air. “Nick,” she said gently, placing a hand on his shoulder, “he’ll come around. Why don’t you head back downstairs? Let me handle this.”
Nick hesitated, glancing between them before sighing and nodding. “Fine. But you better talk some sense into him.” He turned and left the room, shutting the door softly behind him.
Lindsay walked over to the bed, slipping off her shoes before climbing in beside Jason. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close, her voice a soothing balm against the storm raging in his mind. “You wear that belt all the time,” she murmured, resting her head against his shoulder. “Maybe you should take it off—take a break from being Gaim for a while.”
Jason didn’t respond immediately, his eyes fixed on the ceiling.
“We don’t need your full power right now,” Lindsay continued, her voice tender and full of care. “What we need is for you to just stay here with me. Forget about Mason. He’s always trying to pick a fight, but you don’t have to let him get to you.”
Jason’s shoulders finally relaxed under her touch, and he turned his head slightly to look at her. “I just... I don’t know how to let it go, Lindsay. Mason’s not wrong about the forest. And if it’s a fight it wants, then—”
She placed a finger gently against his lips, silencing him. “The forest can wait. For now, just let yourself be Jason, not Gaim. Please.”
Yoko followed Mason as he strode down the dimly lit street, his duster billowing behind him with each step. Her heels clicked against the pavement in steady rhythm, the sound echoing faintly in the quiet night.
After a few blocks of silence, Yoko’s patience wore thin. “Aren’t you gonna say anything?” she asked, her tone sharp, clearly frustrated with his brooding demeanor.
Mason slowed his pace, finally turning to glance at her. “I’m just walking,” he said, his voice flat. “What’s it to ya?”
Yoko narrowed her eyes, her irritation flaring. She closed the gap between them in two quick strides, stepping in front of him and slamming her arm against the building behind him, blocking his path. Mason was now pinned between her and the wall, her intense gaze locked on his.
Her face was inches from his as she leaned in, her voice low but firm. “Are you trying to push all your friends away... again?” she demanded. “We’re partners, Mason. That means you owe me an explanation.”
Mason didn’t flinch or back down. Instead, he leaned closer, his face now nearly touching hers, his eyes blazing with determination. “The fight isn’t over,” he said, his voice a quiet storm. “And you all know it.”
Yoko studied his expression for a moment, her frustration softening into something more measured. “We know,” she admitted, her voice losing some of its edge. “But what good are you gonna do if you’re too busy brooding and picking fights with the people who’ve got your back?”
Mason pulled back slightly, his jaw tightening. “This isn’t about them having my back. It’s about who’s willing to step up when the time comes.”
Yoko shook her head, crossing her arms as she stepped back, giving him space. “You’re such a stubborn ass, you know that?” she said, her voice laced with a mix of exasperation and begrudging respect.
Yoko glared at Mason, her frustration bubbling over. "You stubborn, worthless brat!" she shouted, her voice sharp enough to cut through the stillness of the night.
Before Mason could react, Yoko reached out, her hands gripping his face with surprising force, forcing him to meet her eyes. In the same breath, she kissed him, her lips pressing against his in an angry, passionate gesture that caught him completely off guard.
Mason froze, momentarily stunned, as the kiss ended almost as quickly as it began. His mind scrambled to make sense of what had just happened.
Yoko pulled back, her face a mixture of fury and something else he couldn't quite place. "Doesn’t it ever occur to you that no one wants to watch the people they care about die?" she spat, her voice tinged with sorrow and raw emotion.
Without giving him a chance to respond, she turned on her heel, the sharp click of her heels ringing through the night air. Each step was deliberate, filled with anger and hurt, as she walked away from him, leaving him standing there alone in the street.
Mason stood motionless for a long moment, the weight of her words sinking in. But by the time he regained his senses, she was already gone, her footsteps fading into the distance as she made her way back to the bakery.
“Yoko..” was all he could muster as he stood alone.

Yoko's voice trembled slightly with a mix of frustration and exhaustion as she paced the room. The others sat around, exchanging glances but saying nothing. Joey leaned forward, clasping his hands together, but even he didn’t dare interrupt Yoko's tirade.
“They just don’t get it!” Yoko snapped, stopping abruptly and slamming her fist on the table. “The military sees Helheim as a lost cause. They think bombing the area will fix the problem, as if firepower could ever stop something like this! They don’t understand what we’re up against, and they don’t want to.”
Nick shifted uneasily in his seat. “What did your contact say exactly?”
Yoko sighed and rubbed her temples. “That they’re weighing their options, and ‘containment’ is their solution. They never cared about the Overlords, so to them, their defeat is just a footnote. They think the forest spreading is our fault for not handling it sooner. It’s maddening.”
Dillon folded his arms and leaned back. “So, what do we do? If they start bombing, it’s not just the forest that gets hit. Everything nearby—civilians, towns—it’s all collateral damage.”
Yoko shook her head. “I don’t know. We’re supposed to be a team, but look at us!” She gestured wildly. “Lindsay’s barely present anymore. She’s more interested in playing house with Jason than leading this fight. Jason can’t even talk to Mason without it devolving into a screaming match. And Mason—”
She hesitated, her voice faltering. Her hand brushed her lips as the memory of the kiss came rushing back. “Mason’s impossible. He’s always looking for the next fight, always ready to tear someone apart to prove something. He doesn’t think things through, and it’s... it’s infuriating.”
Joey raised an eyebrow. “You’ve always had a way of dealing with him, though.”
“Not this time,” Yoko muttered. “He’s... different now. More intense. And honestly, I don’t know how to reach him anymore. But more importantly the forest is still advancing.”
“And now the military thinks they can solve it with brute force,” Dillon muttered. “Great.”
Yoko nodded. “Exactly. We’re out of time, out of options, and I feel like we’re falling apart. This team used to stand for something, but now...” She trailed off, looking down at the table. “I don’t even know what we are anymore.”
The tension in the room was palpable as Lindsay stepped in, her voice cutting through the heavy atmosphere. “Enough. We don’t have time to argue or wallow in frustration anymore. The decision has been made—everyone needs to evacuate. Now.”
All eyes turned to her as she strode confidently into the room, her presence commanding attention. Jason followed close behind her, his arms crossed, his expression firm but resolute.
“We’ve been warning the safe zones that this might happen,” Lindsay continued. “After the last attempt by the military to intervene, we knew it was only a matter of time before things escalated. This is it. It’s time to move everyone out of the city.”
Joey stood up, alarmed. “Evacuate? Do you know how many people that involves? How do we even—”
Jason interrupted, his tone steady but decisive. “We’ve been preparing for this. With the Overlords gone, it’s easier to protect everyone. There’s no one else manipulating the Inves, no secret agendas. It’s just us against the forest now. That means we can focus on getting everyone out safely.”
Nick furrowed his brow. “And go where? The forest is spreading. There’s no guarantee—”
Jason held up a hand to stop him. “The safe zones already mapped the safest routes and prepped vehicles and supplies. The goal is to get everyone beyond the borders of the Helheim expansion zone. Once they’re clear, we regroup and figure out our next move.”
Dillon leaned forward, his expression skeptical. “And what happens to us? Are we staying behind to keep the Inves off their backs, or are we going with them?”
Jason looked to Lindsay, who nodded. “We’ll divide into teams. Some of us will escort the convoys, and others will remain as a rearguard to ensure the Inves don’t follow. The Shadow Troopers and the Fruit Republic will mobilize to help cover the evacuation for the people and themselves.”
Lindsay stepped forward, her voice softening but still firm. “I know this isn’t what anyone wants. Leaving the city feels like giving up, but it’s not. It’s survival. And right now, that’s what matters most. We can't risk everyone’s lives when the military may bomb the city regardless of the people living there.”
The room was silent for a moment as the gravity of her words sank in. Finally, SG spoke, her voice steady. “Then let’s get to work. If this is happening, we need to move fast.”


Jason's face darkened as Lindsay revealed her troubling truth. The two were sitting on a rooftop overlooking the evacuation efforts below. The streets were alive with organized chaos—vehicles loaded with supplies, people moving in clusters, and teams of riders keeping watch for any signs of Helheim or military interference.
“Lindsay,” Jason said, his voice low and measured, “are you sure about this? The golden fruit... it’s inside you?”
She nodded, avoiding his gaze. “When the Overlord King took me, I didn’t know what he was doing. I just... I thought he wanted to use me as leverage against you. But he implanted it, Jason. And it’s like... I’m changing because of it. You’ve seen it. You’ve felt it.”
Jason clenched his fists, his mind racing. “The hair, the eyes... the forest responding to you... I thought it was just some kind of side effect from the Overlords. But if it’s because of the fruit—”
Lindsay cut him off. “It’s more than that. The forest listens to me. It moves when I will it. And I don’t know how, but I feel like I made something happen—a miracle. I can’t even remember what it was, but it felt... divine. And now, these cravings. Jason, I’ve been trying so hard to resist, but the fruit—it’s calling to me..”

The evacuation was in full swing, tension crackling in the air like static.
Bravo barked orders as he walked beside a convoy of vehicles. "Alright, people, keep moving! Don’t make me carry you out myself! And trust me, you don’t want me to carry you!" He smirked as a few evacuees chuckled nervously. "Knuckle, get those crates onto the truck. We don’t leave supplies behind!"
Knuckle grunted as he hoisted a heavy crate of medical supplies onto the back of a truck. "Already on it, Bravo! Just don’t scare the people more than the Inves do, alright?"
"Me? Scary? Never," Bravo quipped, flashing a mock-offended look.
Nearby, Gridon was struggling to keep up with a group of evacuees. "Hey! Stay together! We can’t protect you if you wander off!" His voice was strained but determined. Marika strode past him, speaking into a radio.
"Bravo team, confirm perimeter status. We need eyes on the southern exit. Shadow Troopers, hold positions. The convoy is still vulnerable." Marika’s tone was clipped and professional, but there was a sharpness in her eyes that spoke to her growing frustration.
In a temporary command post, Lindsay and Sarah-Gabrielle worked tirelessly at Beat Rider Radio. Lindsay’s voice filled the airwaves, steady and reassuring.
"Attention, all safe zones. We have confirmation of military movements near the northern sector. Adjust your routes accordingly. I repeat, the northern sector is no longer viable. Redirect to the western exit." She glanced at SG, who was scribbling notes furiously.
SG took over the mic. "To all evacuees not in safe zones: you must head to the nearest convoy immediately. The Fruit Republic and Shadow Troopers will assist. Do not wait. The military has issued a carpet bombing order."
Lindsay leaned back, rubbing her temples. "They’re not making this any easier, are they?"
"Nope," SG replied grimly. "But we’ll handle it. We have to."
At the city’s edge, Jason and Nick stood side by side, watching the streets for any signs of stragglers—or worse, Inves.
"You ready for this?" Nick asked, loading his weapon with practiced ease.
Jason nodded, his hand tightening on his sword. "Not like we have a choice. Let’s just make sure no one gets left behind."
The two moved quickly, taking down small groups of feral Inves that darted out from alleyways. Jason slashed through a particularly aggressive one, turning to Nick. "Think we’re making a dent?"
"Not really," Nick admitted, taking out another with a precise shot. "But at least we’re buying them time."
Zangetsu, calm and composed, joined them. "Hold the line here. The longer we can keep the Inves occupied, the fewer we’ll have to deal with at the safe zones."
"Got it," Jason said, though his expression betrayed his growing frustration.
As the three held their ground, Baron appeared, seemingly out of nowhere. He moved silently, guiding a family of stragglers toward safety. One of the children clung to his leg, crying.
"Move faster," Baron said gruffly, not unkindly, as he picked the child up and handed them to their mother. "You’re safer with the others."
Jason noticed him and called out, "Baron! Thought you were off doing your own thing!"
Baron didn’t look back. "I am. But even I know when people need help."
Nick muttered to Jason, "He’s not as heartless as he pretends to be."
"Yeah," Jason replied. "But don’t tell him that. He might take it personally."
Back at the command post, Bravo’s voice crackled over the radio. "Lindsay, this is Bravo. We’ve got more evacuees than we planned for. Any chance we can get more transport out here?"
Lindsay grabbed the mic. "We’re doing what we can, Bravo. Hold tight. Shadow Troopers are en route to reinforce your position."
"Make it quick," Bravo replied. "We’re sitting ducks out here."
Marika stepped into the command post, her usually calm demeanor showing cracks. "The convoys are moving too slowly. If the military starts their bombing run, we won’t have time to clear the borders."
"I know," Lindsay said, her voice steady but her eyes heavy with worry. "We’ll make it. We have to."
As the evacuation continued, the team’s combined efforts became a symphony of urgency, grit, and determination. But despite their progress, the looming threat of the military’s imminent strike—and the ever-encroaching Helheim Forest—reminded them all that their work was far from over.
A few days later...
The radio buzzed to life in the command post. Static crackled before a distressed voice broke through, panicked and shaky.
“This is a distress signal! We’re trapped deep in the city—my family, we need help! Please, anyone, we don’t have much time!”
Lindsay grabbed the mic, her voice urgent. "This is Beat Rider Radio. Can you confirm your location? Over."
The voice stuttered back, "W-we’re in the Old Midtown district, near the abandoned hospital. There are Inves everywhere!"
Lindsay exchanged a worried glance with Sarah-Gabrielle. "Old Midtown is way too close to the Helheim growth. That area's crawling with Inves."
SG nodded grimly. "And with Bravo Team en route to an evac point, and the Shadow Troopers tied up with another convoy, we’re spread too thin. Who’s left?"
Jason’s voice came through from the rear guard radio. "We can’t move from here. If we do, the evac routes will be unprotected."
Lindsay pressed her fingers to her temples. "The Fruit Republic’s thinning with every successful escape. We’ve barely got anyone left to cover the city. Dammit!"
Yoko, who had been standing by silently, suddenly stepped forward. "Then I’ll go."
Lindsay blinked. "Yoko, wait—"
But Yoko was already placed on her Genesis Driver. "We can’t just ignore them, Lindsay. Everyone else is tied up. I can handle this." She pulled out her Energy Lockseed and clicked it into place. "Kamen Rider Marika can get it done."
"Yoko," SG said, stepping closer. "It’s not just the Inves. You know what the military’s been planning. They could start the bombing any second!"
Yoko paused, her hand gripping the handlebars of a Dandeliner. "That’s why I’m going. I’ll get in and out before they even make a move."
Lindsay sighed heavily, conflicted. "Yoko, just... be careful. And check in. We’ll guide you as much as we can from here."
Yoko nodded. "I always am." She mounted the Dandeliner, the sleek bike hovering into the air with a soft hum. Without another word, she took off into the sky, disappearing into the city’s skyline.

Unbeknownst to Yoko, the military command center was a flurry of activity.
A grim-faced officer stared at the screen displaying the city’s map, marked with danger zones and evacuation progress. "The operation is taking too long. We’ve given them more than enough time."
Another officer hesitated. "Sir, there are still civilians inside—"
"I’m aware," the first officer snapped. "But the Helheim Forest is advancing faster than expected. If we don’t act now, the entire region is at risk. Initiate the carpet bombing. No more delays."
"Yes, sir." The officer relayed the command, and across the military’s airbase, bombers began powering up.

Marika was en route, the family in her sights as she prepared their escape.
The family wasn’t just a man and his two daughters as she initially thought—it was a larger group, including a young boy and an elderly woman. They huddled in the shadow of an overturned bus, surrounded by Inves closing in from all sides. Yoko’s heart raced as she accelerated her Dandeliner, firing precise energy blasts to clear the swarm.
With a graceful leap, she dismounted.. Her Sonic Arrow gleamed in her hands as she landed, immediately launching a volley of energy arrows into the advancing creatures.
"Stay behind me!" she shouted, her voice cutting through the chaos as she drove back the Inves with swift, measured strikes.
She quickly directed the family to a waiting Tulip Hopper. "Get on!" she commanded, ushering them into the vehicle. "You—drive," she said to the father, her tone leaving no room for argument.
"But—what about you?" the man stammered, panic written across his face.
"I’ll cover the rear!" Yoko snapped, firing another shot from her Sonic Arrow. "Now go!"
The Tulip Hopper hummed to life, walking forward through the debris-littered streets. Yoko sprinted behind, fending off any Inves that managed to get close.
Then, a new threat emerged—a flock of flying Inves descended from the skies, screeching as they dove toward the escaping vehicle. Yoko gritted her teeth, immediately opening her comms. "This is Marika! I’ve got civilians on the move, but I’m pinned down! I need backup now!"
The comm crackled as Lindsay’s voice came through. "Hang tight, Yoko. We’ll send someone!"
Yoko’s breaths came heavy as she launched energy blasts at the oncoming Inves. "I don’t think I’ve got much time here!" she barked, ducking under a claw swipe.
Just as the situation began to feel hopeless, a wave of powerful energy swept through the air. Yoko turned to see Mason descending into the fray, transforming into his overlord form—Lord Baron.
"Mason?" Yoko gasped, startled.
With a calm yet commanding presence, Mason raised his hand. The advancing Inves stopped in their tracks as though frozen in place. The Helheim vines responded to his command, twisting and snaring the Kaiju mid-air. With an effortless flick of his wrist, the vines crushed the creatures, dropping their lifeless forms to the ground.
Other Inves began retreating, their aggression subsiding as Mason asserted control over them.
He turned his head toward Yoko, his expression unreadable. "You shouldn’t have come alone," he said flatly.
"I had no choice," Yoko shot back, still catching her breath. "What the hell are you doing here?"
"Cleaning up your mess," Mason replied, his voice cold. He gestured toward the path ahead. "The civilians are safe now. Go with them."
Before Yoko could respond, an urgent alert blared through her communicator. SG’s voice was panicked, filled with dread.
"This is an emergency! All units, evacuate immediately! A bomber is en route! I repeat, the military is launching the bombing run! Seek shelter wherever you can!"
Yoko’s blood ran cold as she looked at Mason. "We have to move now!"
The sound of the bomber roared overhead, its engines deafening as it approached the city center.
Yoko barely had time to register the noise before the bombs dropped. Eruptions of flame and smoke tore through the dense Helheim, sending shockwaves that rattled the surrounding buildings.
Mason, still in his overlord form as Lord Baron, turned to shield the Tulip Hopper. Vines surged upward at his command, forming a makeshift barrier to absorb the brunt of the blasts. Each detonation sent waves of energy crashing against him, pushing his power to its absolute limit.
“Go! Don’t stop for anything!” Mason bellowed at the family in the Tulip Hopper as he held the line.
Yoko, a few meters behind him, fired her Sonic Arrow at the remaining Inves, trying to clear the path. "Mason! We need to fall back now!" she shouted over the chaos.
Before she could say more, the shockwave from the next blast sent her sprawling backward, her transformation flickering as her energy waned. Mason, pushing beyond his limits, managed to protect the vehicle as it sped off to safety.
The quakes reached far beyond the city. At the evacuation site, Lindsay and SG watched the horizon as the once-distant flames consumed the central city. The ground trembled beneath them, and screams of fear rippled through the crowd.
“Lindsay!” SG called out, her voice panicked. “That’s the center—it’s Yoko’s location!”
Lindsay clenched her fists, her voice tight with urgency. “Get the others moving. I’ll coordinate from here.”
Elsewhere, the rear guard felt the tremors. Jason stumbled slightly as the ground shook beneath him. He and Nick exchanged a grim look.
“That’s near where Yoko’s SOS came from,” Jason said, his voice laced with worry. He tapped his comm. “Hunter, do you copy? Yoko was in the center of that blast zone. Find her!”
Hunter’s voice crackled through the comm. “I’m on it! Heading out on the dandeliner!”
Jason gripped his Lockseed tightly. “We’re finishing this now. Nick, Jimber Dragonfruit Arms!”
Nick nodded, activating his transformation. “Let’s clear this up and check on Yoko!”
Both riders activated their upgrades, their forms glowing with new power. With synchronized precision, they launched themselves into the fray, taking down the remaining threats with a flurry of blows.
Back at the center of the city, Mason had collapsed to his knees. His overlord form dissipated, leaving him in his human form, trembling from exhaustion. Protecting the survivors had pushed him far beyond his limits, draining every ounce of his strength.
As he looked up, he saw the family safely in the distance, moving toward the evacuation site. Relief washed over him briefly, but then he noticed something horrifying—Yoko was nowhere to be seen.
“Damn it,” Mason muttered, forcing himself to his feet despite the searing pain in his body. He staggered back down the road, calling out her name. “Yoko! Where are you?!”
The street was eerily quiet, the fires casting an orange glow over the rubble-strewn landscape. Mason pushed forward, ignoring the weight of his exhaustion, his voice growing hoarse. “Yoko!”
The devastation from the bombing had left the area a smoldering wasteland, but Mason refused to stop.

Jason staggered slightly, his body worn from the intense battle. As Nick glanced at him, he could see the fatigue on Jason’s face, the toll the recent fights had taken. They had barely finished fending off the remaining threats when the survivors in the Tulip Hopper arrived at the evacuation point, breathing heavily, their faces pale with fear.
“Thank god you made it,” Jason murmured, though his voice was laced with worry.
One of the survivors, an older woman, stepped forward. “A pink rider helped us get out of there. She was incredible—fighting off the Inves, clearing a path. But… after that, we lost sight of her. We haven’t seen her in miles.”
Jason’s heart sank at the mention of her. "Yoko…" he whispered, his worry for her growing.
Nick turned to him, brow furrowed. “We’ll figure this out, but you need to rest. You’re not in any condition to go back out there.”
Jason’s legs wavered, and before he could argue, Team Bravo arrived on the scene, their arrival a welcome sight. Bravo’s captain, a seasoned warrior with a stoic demeanor, approached them.
“You both did well,” he said, his voice firm but appreciative. “Get some rest. We’ll take over from here.”
Jason opened his mouth to protest, but his body betrayed him, the fatigue finally catching up. He exhaled sharply, feeling his legs weaken. Nick was there, steadying him before he could collapse.
Team Bravo helped direct the survivors to the next stage of their evacuation route, ensuring they were safely escorted further out of the danger zone. Bravo  glanced at Jason and Nick one last time before nodding to his team.
“Take care of them. We’ll go find Hunter and Yoko. We’re not letting anyone get left behind.”

The weight of the devastation settled heavy in the air as Team Bravo, Alix, Joey, and Dillon, approached the center of the chaos. They had just made their way through the worst of the damage, their hearts sinking as they saw the scene unfold before them.
Hunter, the powerful warrior known as Zangetsu Shin, lay unmoving on the ground, his Bountiful Melon Arms defeated and stripped of their usual indomitable might. His Melon Gatling had been no match for the Overlord might Mason had wielded, his ultimate power undone in the blink of an eye.
Behind him, Yoko’s lifeless body lay sprawled on the pavement, her blazer and skirt dull against the backdrop of the destruction. The sight was enough to send a shock of cold dread through each of the riders’ hearts, especially for Alix, who had always been a bit closer to Yoko as national soldiers in one way vs another.
“What the hell is this, Mason?” Alix’s voice cut through the tense silence, her usual tough, military tone laced with an edge of confusion and anger. “What are you thinking? This isn’t you.”
Mason, still in his Lord Baron form, stood tall, his imposing presence enough to send a chill through the air. His sword, the Baron Sword, was firmly gripped in his hand, and his gaze was cold, calculating.
“I didn’t kill them,” Mason snapped, his tone biting. “Hunter was a challenge I overcame. He was never strong enough to be a real rival. Yoko…” He paused, his eyes narrowing as a flicker of anger passed through them. “Yoko was taken because of that damn military. They did what we couldn’t. They bombed the city, thinking it would stop the Helheim, but it was all just a cowardly move. This city was already lost the moment we didn’t step up.”
Joey, who had been watching from a distance, hesitated before speaking, his voice quiet but filled with doubt. “So, you’re telling me you didn’t kill them? But… she’s…” He swallowed hard, his gaze flicking to Yoko’s body, unable to say the words aloud.
Mason’s jaw clenched, his eyes flashing with frustration. “I didn’t kill her! The military’s cowardice killed her. They bombed the city, and she died in that explosion because we didn’t act. All of you—no, everyone—was too busy protecting what they had to notice that the real threat was always us. The Helheim? It’s our problem. It’s time to stop pretending we’re not in charge of our fate.”
Dillon stepped forward, his fists clenched tightly, trying to keep his emotions in check. “What exactly are you planning, Mason?” His voice trembled, a mix of anger and disbelief. “This isn’t the way! We’re not your enemies here!”
Mason’s eyes flashed with a bitter, unwavering resolve. “I’m going to build a new world. A world where cowardice and hesitation don’t take away those we care about. Humanity’s always going to disappoint you. So I’ll show them all what real power looks like. I’ll show them what happens when you step up and take control. I’ll remake this world in my image, where the weak aren't left behind.”
Before anyone could respond, Mason swung his Baron Sword, his intent clear. The movement was quick, almost too fast for anyone to react, and the sheer force of the swing sent shockwaves through the air. The ground trembled beneath their feet as the energy from the strike charged the atmosphere with a crackling tension.
The battle between Lord Baron and Team Bravo escalated with devastating speed. Alix, in his Jimber Melon Arms, fired off a volley of energy blasts, hoping to land a decisive hit. But the Mason standing before him was no longer the man he once knew. The power emanating from Lord Baron was overwhelming, the air thick with the weight of his conviction.
Bravo’s Sonic Arrow clashed against Lord Baron’s invisible force, but it was like hitting a brick wall. Alix was pushed back with such force that he crashed to the ground, his arms and legs aching.
“You’ve grown strong, Mason,” Alix muttered through gritted teeth, struggling to rise. “But this isn’t you. Why are you doing this?”
Mason, now fully consumed by his role as Lord Baron, turned to him with cold, emotionless eyes. “You still don’t get it, do you, Alix? The world is weak. Humanity needs someone to show them what real power is.”
Joey, hesitant but determined, transformed into Gridon Watermelon Arms. His Watermelon Slice Hammer glowed with power as he rushed in alongside Dillon, now in his Jimber Chestnut Arms. The two attacked Lord Baron with everything they had, combining their strength in a final effort to bring him down.
But it wasn’t enough. Lord Baron barely flinched as he swatted them aside like they were nothing. Dillon, gasping for breath, tried to get back to his feet, his chestnut-colored armor creaking under the strain. “We’re not giving up, Mason. You’re not the only one who’s strong!”
Lord Baron swung his sword, the force of it knocking Dillon back into his human form. The impact left him breathless, sprawled on the ground.
“Dillon!” Joey cried out, his voice filled with desperation. He gripped his Watermelon Lockseed and transformed again, trying to push through his fear. “Get up! We’re not finished yet!”
But even as he swung the Watermelon Slice Hammer, it was clear Lord Baron was too much for them. With a swift motion, Mason disabled Joey, knocking him back into his human form as well.
Joey winced, the fight leaving him. “I… I’m sorry, Alix. I’m not strong enough…”
Alix watched helplessly as Lord Baron continued to dominate. He knew they were fighting a losing battle, but he couldn’t stop now. “This isn’t you, Mason! This isn’t how it has to end!” he shouted, charging once more.
But Lord Baron was too fast. With a single, powerful swing of his sword, he struck Alix down, sending him crashing to the ground. The fight was over.
Mason stood over the fallen riders, his expression grim but resolute. He didn’t want to kill them, but without their drivers, they wouldn’t be able to fight again. “You’ve all failed,” he said coldly. “But I’m doing what’s necessary for the future.”
He took their drivers—Alix’s, Dillon’s, Joey’s, and even Hunter’s Genesis Driver—removing them from their bodies with a practiced motion. He turned to Yoko’s unmoving body, his voice softer this time, tinged with something approaching sorrow. “I’ll make sure you’re not forgotten.”
He transmitted a message over the radio, his voice filled with grim determination. “Alix’s team and Hunter need help. They're injured.”
An hour later, Nick, transformed into Kamen Rider Ryugen, arrived on the scene. He surveyed the devastation, his eyes narrowing when he saw the fallen riders. He rushed to their side, kneeling next to them and checking for signs of life.
“What happened here?” Nick muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. He quickly checked their pulses, noting the absence of their drivers.
Lindsay paced nervously, her eyes flicking between the injured riders. They were scattered on the makeshift medical beds, looking pale and battered but alive, save for Hunter. She felt a pang of dread when she saw him, unconscious and barely holding onto life. Jason, SG, and Nick worked quickly, administering first aid as best as they could, but there was little they could do without proper medical facilities.
The Shadow Troopers were assisting, but Lindsay couldn’t shake the feeling of helplessness that gnawed at her. She glanced at SG, who was sitting nearby, her face full of concern.
"I can’t believe they really bombed the city," SG muttered, her voice low, filled with disbelief. "I wonder if we failed to get anyone out."
Nick looked grim as he focused on bandaging up Joey's side. "I don't know... people evacuated regularly, but this was the first time we knew something completely destructive was happening. This was beyond anything we could prepare for."
Jason, standing nearby, was deep in thought. His eyes wandered to Lindsay, who was standing over Hunter with a pained look on her face. His heart clenched. Lindsay had changed so much lately. Her hair, once dark, now shimmered with a silver hue that almost seemed to glow in the dim light of the makeshift field hospital. It was as if the weight of everything that had happened was marking her somehow, leaving traces of its impact.
Lindsay's eyes softened as she watched over Hunter. She could feel the gravity of the moment—the desperation to save him. Without saying a word, she placed her hand gently on his arm, her fingers brushing against the coolness of his skin. She closed her eyes in concentration, a soft hum of energy pulsing from her palm.
A golden glow appeared, glowing faintly in the air above Hunter's body. The gold light began to spread, gently wrapping around his cuts and bruises, slowly healing the deep gashes on his body. To everyone’s surprise, the bruises on his face faded as well, leaving only the faintest trace of the injuries that had ravaged him.
Jason blinked in disbelief, stepping closer. "Lindsay...?" he murmured, stunned by the display of magic she had just unleashed.
Lindsay's expression was a mix of determination and sorrow as she continued the healing process. "He’s been through too much... I won’t let him go like this."
SG watched in silence, eyes wide, realizing what was happening. "She's... healing him?"
"Yeah," Nick replied, his voice filled with awe. "That's... incredible. How is she doing this?"
Lindsay, still focused on her task, whispered, "I can feel him... his pain. I can’t just stand by and watch him suffer."
As the last of Hunter’s wounds healed, Lindsay let out a shaky breath. She moved next to Dillon, her hand once again glowing gold as she worked to mend his injuries. The healing light spread over him as well, and within moments, Dillon’s eyes fluttered open. He groaned, then blinked up at Lindsay, who was still concentrating on her task.
"W-what happened?" Dillon mumbled, his voice hoarse.
Lindsay smiled faintly, relief washing over her. "You’re safe. Just stay with us."
Next, she moved to Joey. As her hand hovered over him, the same golden energy worked its magic, mending his broken body. Slowly, Joey’s eyelids twitched before he opened his eyes, staring up at Lindsay in confusion.
“Lindsay?” Joey whispered, weakly trying to sit up. "What happened?"
“You’re alright now," Lindsay said, her voice soft, though it carried the weight of everything they had been through. "Just rest. We’ve still got a long way to go."
Finally, she moved to Alix. Her hand trembled slightly as she healed him, but within moments, he too was stirring, groaning as his body returned to a healthier state. His sharp blue eyes blinked up at her, slightly unfocused but full of gratitude.
"I... I thought we were..." Alix started, struggling to remember. "Mason... Lord Baron..."
Lindsay nodded, her expression hardening. "We’ll figure it out. Just focus on recovering."
As the four of them slowly regained consciousness, SG let out a relieved sigh. "You did it, Lindsay... they’re all alive." She paused, her voice becoming more serious. "But what about Mason? What’s he doing right now?"
Hunter slowly sat up in the bed, wincing as he adjusted himself, but his eyes were filled with a deep sense of sorrow and understanding. He cleared his throat before speaking, his voice still rough from the strain of his injuries.
"When I arrived on site... Mason was there. He was leaning over Yoko’s body... and I swear, I could barely believe it, but he was actually crying." Hunter shook his head, his expression troubled. "It was like something in him broke that day. He said we should've taken over the forest. We should’ve fought for the Golden Fruit, but we avoided it... and now humanity is willing to destroy itself just to survive."
He paused, his gaze faraway, as if reliving the events. "That’s when he changed into Lord Baron. He told me I was one of the only worthy candidates for the Fruit... then he attacked. Even with my Bountiful Melon Lockseed, I was no match for him. I barely fought the Overlords, and I struggled far more than any of you with your newer forms."
Joey, who had been listening intently, clenched his fists in frustration. "We ran into him right after that," he said, his voice tinged with anger. "The moment he turned that sword on us... everything changed."
Alix, who had been silent until then, crossed his arms and nodded thoughtfully. "He doesn’t just want to win this fight... he intends to recreate the world. He’s convinced that if he gains the Golden Fruit, he can save humanity. But I fear it won’t be the salvation we’re hoping for."
Joey furrowed his brows, looking at Alix. "What do you mean?"
Alix’s gaze darkened. "I think Mason believes that if he can control the Golden Fruit, he can decide who’s worthy to live in the new world. The ones who don’t meet his ideals... he’ll probably see them as expendable. Humanity’s extinction might just be the start of his version of a culling. He’ll wipe out anyone he deems unfit for his vision.”
Hunter sighed, his shoulders slumping under the weight of the truth. "He fought me with respect, but there was no doubt in his mind. He truly believes in what he’s doing... and he’s not going to stop until he’s done what he set out to do."
Jason clenched his fists, his anger rising. "So, he’s willing to save ‘his’ greater good to end this all."
In the cold, dimly lit depths of the office building, Mason sat alone, his gaze fixed on the lifeless body of Yoko. The room was eerily silent, save for the faint rustling of the Helheim vines still creeping across the floor, their unnatural growth threatening to consume everything in their path. Mason stared at Yoko’s body, anger boiling in his chest. She was gone. The military had killed her—along with any chance of peace—and the Helheim forest was still spreading, uncontrolled.
His voice was low, almost a whisper as he spoke to the dead woman. "I should’ve been more cooperative... but I was right in the end. Now, I’ll save everyone. No matter the cost." His fingers curled around the Helheim fruit sitting in front of him, the green fruit pulsating with a strange, dark energy. With a grim resolve, he brought it to his mouth and ate it, the fruit’s power coursing through him. He could feel his body recovering almost instantly, the wounds from his battles healing, his strength returning tenfold.
Just then, the digital version of Dr. Ryoma flickered to life on the screen in front of him. The image of the scientist appeared, his smirk barely visible in the corner of the frame. "Seems as if my true killer showed up," the digital version of Ryoma mused. "Just what is the pleasure of greeting you here today? Are you impressed by my reinforced shelter?"
Mason didn’t even spare the projection a glance. His anger was a smoldering fire, and his resolve was absolute. "Shut up and listen well," he snapped, his tone sharp. "Send a message to the Beat Riders to retrieve her body. They'll treat it with respect. I don't care what you think. Just do it."
The AI hesitated for a moment before replying. "Are you truly seeking the fruit to stop the forest, Mason? You realize what you’re doing... the path you’re walking."
Mason slowly turned his gaze toward the digital image, his eyes burning with an intense, almost manic energy. "I’m not stopping the forest, Ryoma," he said, his voice cold and filled with conviction. "I’m going to create a new world. One where there are no more useless wars, no more needless deaths... where only the strong survive. I’ll take the power from the Maiden of Fate and become the king of this new world. And when I finally force Jason to truly fight me... the end of the Helheim invasion will be the beginning of my reign."
His words were heavy with finality, as if this new world was an inevitable conclusion in his mind. "No more cowardice," Mason muttered, his voice dark. "No more hesitation. I’ll make sure of it."
The AI paused, its virtual presence flickering as if weighing his words. "And what of the survivors?" Ryoma asked, his tone colder now. "What will they do when they realize you’re not saving them? You’re destroying everything they’ve fought for."
Mason’s lip curled into a sneer. "They'll understand soon enough. Once I show them the truth... they’ll see. I am the future. They’ll either follow me, or they’ll be crushed beneath my feet."
Without waiting for Ryoma’s response, Mason turned away, his focus returning to the corpse of Yoko. "It’s already begun," he whispered to himself. "And soon, everyone will know my name."

Nick revved up his Rose Attacker, speeding ahead of the convoy as the Shadow Troopers moved cautiously behind him, ensuring Yoko’s body was carefully handled. His mind raced, focused entirely on the mission ahead. They had arrived in the depths of the building, where the unsettling hum of the AI, Dr. Ryoma, flickered to life on the screens before him. Nick’s eyes narrowed as the cold voice echoed through the room.
“Well, well, well. If it isn’t my second favorite hero,” Ryoma’s voice dripped with sarcasm. “Kamen Rider Ryugen.”
Nick didn’t flinch, his grip tightening on the handlebars of his bike. "What do you want, Ryoma?"
The AI’s voice remained eerily calm, almost amused. "Mason seeks a final clash with Gaim, one to the depth of their abilities. But before that, he intends to take you out of the equation to force his hand. Of course, you want to stop him so he can’t even attempt to kill Gaim. Isn’t that right, Kamen Rider Ryugen?”
Nick’s eyes narrowed further. His grip tightened on the Underworld Buckle as the AI’s words rang in his ears. It was true; Mason was after a final battle, one that would leave nothing standing. But Nick wouldn’t let that happen. He couldn’t.
As the AI’s voice continued, it shifted to Nicks grip. "Who would have thought my original self’s limitation for finishing that device and the lockseed was rare metals, not even found in our world. Truly, I am brilliant to be limited by such an alien limitation.”
Nick clenched his fist, forcing himself to focus. “Where is Mason?”
Ryoma paused before answering, his tone deliberately slow. "There’s a warehouse on the outskirts. I’ll give you the remains of the address—what’s left after the bombing. I assume you’ll be eager to stop him."
Nick didn’t waste a second. He revved his bike and immediately pulled up the data from the AI. "Thanks," he muttered, cutting the connection before Ryoma could speak again.
He turned to the Shadow Troopers, who were carefully securing Yoko’s body. "Take care of her," he ordered. "Let Jason know where I’m headed, but only after you’re back. I need time to face him myself."
The troopers nodded in agreement, recognizing the gravity of the situation.
Nick pulled his helmet tighter over his head, securing the Underworld buckle to his driver. His mind was clear now; there was no other choice. "Jason won’t kill him," he muttered to himself, voice tinged with the weight of the task ahead. "So I have to."
With a final look toward the others, Nick gunned the engine, speeding off into the night. His heart was set—this battle would be his to end, once and for all.
Nick arrived at the warehouse, the place where the final showdown was set to unfold. The dark silhouette of Mason stood waiting, seemingly expecting him. As Nick came to a stop, Mason didn’t even flinch.
"You're the last challenge before I face Gaim," Mason said, his voice cold but filled with the conviction of a man on a mission.
Nick's jaw tightened, his resolve solidifying. "You won’t get the chance."
In a flash, Nick activated his Underworld lockseed. The distinctive growl of the device echoed through the air as he yelled, "Henshin!" A cloud of black miasma swirled around him, covering his body as he transformed into Ryugen Yomi.
The darkness receded to reveal Nick, now clad in the dark, eerie armor of Ryugen Yomi. He gripped his weapons—the Underworld Kris, his twin curved shortswords, ready for the fight. The air felt thick with tension as the ground seemed to tremble beneath them.
Mason didn’t hesitate. An eruption of Helheim vines broke through the ground as Mason, transformed into Lord Baron, stood tall, his Baron sword gleaming in his hands. His gaze never left Nick.
Without another word, the two lunged at each other. Ryugen Yomi unleashed a flurry of swift, deadly slashes. His Kris blades moved like lightning, cutting through the air as small cuts landed on Lord Baron. Mason gritted his teeth but stood his ground, his expression filled with steely determination.
With a powerful grunt, Mason slammed his Baron sword into Nick’s guard, sending him skidding backward. Without pausing, Nick summoned the Overlord Machete, hurling it with terrifying precision toward Lord Baron. But Mason was already moving, raising his Baron Sword. He ran at full speed, swinging the massive weapon with all his might at Nick who countered with his Overlord Halberd.
The two clashed violently, their blades meeting with a deafening crash. The ground around them cracked as they exchanged blow after blow, each one more intense than the last.
Meanwhile, at the makeshift HQ outside the city limits, the Shadow Troopers had returned with grim news. The surviving Beat Riders, Lindsay, SG, and the others were horrified to see Yoko's lifeless body. SG, already tense, turned to the group.
"Where’s Nick?" SG asked, his voice tight with concern.
The Shadow Trooper looked at SG then Jason. Jason stepped forward, his face hardening as he absorbed the gravity of the situation. Lindsay’s eyes were wide with disbelief, staring at Yoko’s body.
Jason felt a wave of dread wash over him. "What happened to him?" Lindsay whispered. “He went after Mason..” Jason told her.
SG didn’t waste any time. Grabbing Jason by the arm, he pulled him aside. "You have to stop Nick," SG urged, his voice urgent. "If he goes after Mason like this, he might not survive. Mason is too powerful."
Jason shook his head, determination filling his gaze. "I’ll save him." He kissed Lindsay quickly, the weight of what was to come pressing down on him. "Stay safe. I won’t be long."
Without another word, Jason dashed out of the HQ, rushing to his Sakura Hurricane. The engine roared to life as he sped off toward the warehouse, the place where Nick and Mason were locked in their fierce battle.
He could only hope he arrived in time.

The clash between Nick, in his Ryugen Yomi form, and Mason, as Lord Baron, reached its crescendo. The air crackled with energy as Nick’s Overlord Battle Axe collided with Mason’s Baron Sword, the sound of the clash reverberating across the warehouse.
Nick’s dark dragons surged around him, but they were swiftly cut away by Mason’s lightning-infused strikes. His torrent of miasma was halted by Mason’s corrupted energy, the flow disrupted like a river dammed by an unstoppable force.
Mason transformed into his Phantom form, his body dissolving into darkness. He flew around Ryugen Yomi with eerie speed, tossing Nick like a ragdoll and disarming him at every turn. Weapons that had been summoned by Nick’s sheer will fell from his grasp as Lord Baron toyed with him, mocking his attempts to regain control.
Nick staggered to his feet, desperation building. With a roar, he activated his Underworld Au Lait transformation, summoning his Overlord Longsword and slashing at Lord Baron, sending him back into his corporeal form with a wave of dark energy.
Lord Baron smirked, the rage and pain in his eyes palpable. "You  were given each bit of my strength," he hissed, his voice filled with bitterness. "Your driver, your Genesis unit, your Underworld buckle… Your strength isn’t your own. It’s just an imitation of the real thing."
He stepped forward, his voice growing colder. "I had to fight down Sid’s lackey for my driver. I had to kill Tyrant for my Genesis powers. I had to evolve time and time again into a monster, just to always be left behind by you and Jason, who kept being given everything!"
Lord Baron raised his sword high, corrupted lightning crackling around the blade. With a growl, he unleashed a devastating ray of dark energy at Nick.
Nick barely managed to stumble back to his feet, his body battered and broken. He could feel the blood on his lips, his gaze unwavering as he looked at Lord Baron. "Maybe it was given," he said, his voice steady despite the pain, "but it’s mine because I learned how to make it my own."
Nick slammed all three buttons on his Underworld buckle, his movements precise and calculated. He hit the lever three times, and an immense void of dark miasma appeared behind him. The miasma expanded, swirling as dozens of Overlord Weapons emerged from the darkness, their deadly forms manifesting as if summoned from the abyss itself.
In that instant, a sword—unlike any other—materialized at Nick's side. It was not like Gaim’s or Zangetsu’s weapon, though it shared the same saber-like structure. Its rusted mauve color matched the grim, shadowy aura of his Yomi form. He drew it from his belt with a flick of his wrist, cocking the gun part of the blade as he faced Lord Baron.
"This is my stage," Nick declared, his voice sharp and filled with conviction.
Without hesitation, he unleashed a torrential storm of Overlord Weapons in a multi-directional assault, their deadly projectiles flying like missiles at Lord Baron. As the weapons soared toward him, Nick fired his new sword, the blasts sending shockwaves through the air.
Nick moved with fluid precision, slashing at Lord Baron while his Overlord Weapons rained down from all angles. Lord Baron struggled to defend against the onslaught, using his powers to deflect and intercept the attacks. But Nick’s relentless assault continued, his determination fueling his every strike.
"If you can’t beat me," Nick said with a sneer, "then you’ll never beat Jason."
Lord Baron smirked, using an invisible force to hold the remaining weapons in place, halting them mid-air and catching Nick by surprise. "I know that," Mason replied, his voice filled with eerie calm.
In that instant, Lord Baron swept his sword through the air, releasing a dark wave of energy. The force of the attack was overwhelming, the power of it rippling through the battlefield as Nick’s Overlord Weapons were blown away and the blast struck him head-on. The explosion of force sent Nick flying through the warehouses, his body tearing through walls with the impact, the buildings collapsing in on themselves as he was hurled into the rubble.
Lord Baron walked confidently across the devastated warehouse, his blade still crackling with dark energy as he approached Nick, who lay defeated and unconscious once more in his human state. The once-immense storm of overlord weapons and power had dissipated, leaving only the aftermath of their brutal battle. Lord Baron looked down at the fallen rider with disdain, his voice cold as he muttered, "This is my stage."
With a swift motion, he raised his sword, ready to finish what he had started. But just as his blade descended, a massive figure suddenly appeared between him and Nick.
"Not so fast," came the thunderous voice of War Shogun Gaim, his Overlord Slayer massive sword raised in defense.
Lord Baron halted mid-strike, his eyes narrowing in annoyance as the imposing form of War Shogun Gaim blocked his path. The once calm and calculating Lord Baron let out a scoff. "This fight wouldn't be worth it while I’m in this battered state," he said coldly, his body beginning to shimmer.
Before Gaim could react, Lord Baron vanished, transforming into his Phantom form. He flew over Gaim’s head with blinding speed, his movements almost ghostly. As he passed by Nick’s defeated form, Lord Baron reached down, taking the Sengoku Driver that had fallen from Nick’s waist and disappearing into the air, leaving only a trail of dark energy.
War Shogun Gaim watched him vanish with a furrowed brow, his grip tightening around his sword. He let out a frustrated growl but knew that chasing him would be futile for now. Instead, he turned back to Nick’s fallen form, his expression softening with concern.
Gaim moved to Nick’s side and gently lifted him into his arms, careful not to cause further harm. The weight of the battle had left its mark, and Nick was unconscious, his body bruised and battered from the brutal confrontation. The Overlord Slayer was still in Gaim's other hand, but he made no move to use it.

As War Shogun Gaim returned to the encampment, carrying the broken form of Nick, SG's eyes widened in shock and horror. Her boyfriend now a shadow of his former self, battered and unconscious, his body bruised beyond recognition. His Sengoku Driver was gone, and SG could barely fathom how this could have happened. His voice cracked as he turned to Jason, his face grim.
"Mason... beat him?" SG asked, the words heavy with disbelief.
Jason, still in his War Shogun Gaim form, nodded somberly. "Mason took his driver. He lost the fight."
SG turned to Lindsay, eyes desperate. "Please, save him," he begged, his voice filled with urgency.
Lindsay knelt beside Nick, hands trembling as she reached out to him. A soft golden glow emanated from her, radiating warmth as it surrounded Nick's injuries. Her eyes were focused, and her brow furrowed in concentration. The golden light seemed to do something to Nick’s battered body—it healed the cuts and bruises, rapidly knitting them back together. But for some reason, while the light enveloped him, Lindsay screamed in pain.
SG watched, horrified, as Lindsay’s expression twisted with confusion and worry. "What's happening?" she muttered, not understanding what was going wrong.
Before anyone could react, the golden light turned prismatic around Lindsay's hands intensified, sparkling like shards of light, she screamed  and for a split second, her clothing shimmered and shifted. The glow enveloped her, causing her tunic to stretch down into a long, flowing gown. Belts adorned it, and a silver cloak, thin and ethereal, appeared over her shoulders, cascading down her back and covering part of her head like a hood. The transformation was sudden and striking—almost otherworldly.
Lindsay?" War Shogun Gaim asked, his voice filled with concern, as he caught her from the sudden shift in her energy. His eyes widened in disbelief. "What's going on?"
Lindsay’s eyes glowed with a radiant power, as if something deep inside her had awakened. She reached out again to Nick, and this time, the golden light became prismatic, flowing around her and spiraling toward him. As it touched him, Nick’s body, once broken and battered, healed faster than anyone could have imagined. His breathing steadied, and soon, he regained consciousness.
"Nick?" Lindsay whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and relief.
Nick's eyes fluttered open, blinking in confusion before meeting Lindsay's gaze. He slowly sat up, surprised to find the pain gone, his body whole again. "Lindsay... What...?" he started, but his words faltered as he saw her—her transformation was like nothing he had ever seen before.
"I... I don't know," she murmured, her voice now with an ethereal quality, almost like a divine presence. The glow around her began to pulse, and the power that had been incubating within her seemed to finally come to fruition. "But I won’t let anyone get hurt anymore."
Her words rang with resolve and a deep, unwavering strength. As she spoke, the air around her shimmered. With a flash of white light, Lindsay disappeared—vanishing into nothingness.




The fluorescent lights flickered above Jason as he stared at the rows of data scrolling across his monitor. Numbers and graphs merged into an indecipherable blur. He leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples in frustration. His thoughts drifted across the room to Lindsay, who was bent over her microscope, her brow furrowed in concentration. She had an intensity about her that drew him in like a moth to a flame.
As Jason sat at his work desk, scanning through data, he couldn't have known that his life was about to take a monumental turn. A couple of words were called out by  Lindsay, asking about the mysterious forest nearby. He responded, unaware that someone was watching them.

Lindsay herself was standing just behind him, glowing softly with a power that was both alien and ancient. She watched him from a distance, her thoughts heavy with realization.
This was the day. The day Jason became Gaim, she thought, watching the scene unfold from a different perspective, like a quiet observer who knew the outcome but couldn't change the course of events. Or so she thought.
"I can change history," Lindsay whispered to herself, a firm resolve settling over her. "I can stop the Helheim Forest... with my power alone. No one will ever get hurt again."

Meanwhile, in the heart of the Helheim Forest, a group of researchers drove through the dense, eerie trees, their ATVs carrying the prized equipment they’d brought for their exploration. One researcher, clutching the Sengoku Driver, muttered under his breath. "Sid sucks," he thought, frustrated with the man who had sent them into the forest. But as they continued deeper into the woods, a sudden growl broke the silence.
Out of the shadows, an Inves leapt toward them. The sudden scare caused the researcher to lose his grip on the Sengoku Driver, and with a bump, the device slipped from his hands, tumbling onto the forest floor. In the chaos, he barely noticed the driver left abandoned as the team sped away in a panic. The Sengoku Driver was now forsaken, waiting for its next wielder.

Lindsay, in her new form as the Maiden of Fate, hovered in the forest, watching Jason's every move. She could see him on the edge of the forest hours later, approaching the spot where everything had once begun. The weight of her mission, of her power, rested heavily on her shoulders. She knew what she had to do—but somehow, when Jason reached the spot where the Sengoku Driver lay, something about the moment felt out of her control.
She wanted to stop him. She wanted to prevent him from touching the driver, to keep him from becoming entangled in the chaos that would follow. But there he was, stepping forward. She couldn’t stop him, no matter what she tried.
As Jason reached down to pick up the Sengoku Driver, an eerie, low growl filled the air, sending a chill through her. From the shadows, a red-eyed Inves emerged, ready to attack. Jason took a step back, his gaze shifting to the twisted tree nearby, a tree that seemed almost alive, bending and warping unnaturally in the clearing. It was there that he found the Lockseeds—the first clues to his destiny.
Lindsay's heart raced as she watched. What was he waiting for? she thought, a deep concern building within her. Why isn't he doing anything? She couldn't understand why he was frozen, standing there in the midst of the impending danger.
In a desperate attempt to protect him, she called out with all her might, her voice ringing out across the forest. "Run! Get out of there!" But when the words escaped her lips, they felt wrong.
Instead of the command to flee, what she uttered was something entirely different: "Unlock your potential. Become the hero."
Her heart skipped a beat as she realized what she had done. She hadn't meant to say that. She didn’t want him to fight. But the words had already left her mouth, and they resonated through the forest. Jason heard her. The connection between them was stronger than she'd thought.
The Inves charged forward with terrifying speed, and in that moment, Jason made his decision. He stepped forward, the light of the forest flashing as he activated the Sengoku Driver.
In an instant, the transformation began.
The Lockseed in Jason's hand clicked open, and the familiar chant rang out through the air. "Henshin!"
A wave of golden energy exploded around him as the Sengoku Driver activated, the power surging through his body. The twisting vines of the Helheim Forest recoiled as he was bathed in light. The first moment of Jason's transformation into Kamen Rider Gaim was nothing short of monumental. His orange armor was like the fruit he wielded. His crested helm and dual swords at the ready.
Lindsay watched in a mixture of awe and sorrow. She had wanted to stop this. She had wanted to keep him safe from the horrors of Helheim. But now, she saw the hero he would become, standing before her in full form.

Lindsay, now a timeless observer as the Maiden of Fate , watched as Jason navigated his role as Kamen Rider Gaim, his life unfolding in fits of action, tension, and struggle. It was both painful and surreal to witness the early days of his heroism, knowing that her present-day self, the one who stood beside him, was not part of these moments.
She saw them—Gaim and Ryugen—venturing deeper into the Helheim Forest, testing their theories and recording their findings. With every day, it became clearer to Lindsay that, no matter how much she longed to intervene, there were limits to what she could do. Her present self could not alter the course of Jason's destiny, but her future self still had a role to play.
"I can't stop them," she whispered, watching the unfolding drama. "But he needs help."
The tension thickened as she watched Hunter's team develop the Genesis Drivers and the Energy Lockseeds. She knew that Jason would need them in the battles ahead. Driven by an unwavering desire to protect him, she made her decision. She walked into their makeshift lab, taking the Genesis Core and the Lemon Energy Lockseed. These items, she knew, would be crucial to his survival.
The days blurred together as Lindsay observed the clash between Baron and Zangetsu. But no matter how hard they fought, they couldn’t make progress against their enemies. She could see the fear in Shane as he fled the battlefield, while Nick and Joey helped Alix back to camp. But the quietest moment, the one that gnawed at her heart, was when she saw Jason and his Lindsay finally embrace their feelings for each other. In that moment, Lindsay longed for what they shared, wishing she could return to her time to be with him.
But the battle raged on. Despite Jason’s best efforts, Zangetsu Shin and Duke Shin defeated him, and the soon-to-be Beat Riders were taken to a research camp, held under restraint.
Lindsay couldn't let that happen. She intervened, breaking into the camp and freeing the prisoners, but when Jason saw her, something was different. Her heart ached as she tried to tell him who she was, to reveal herself as the Lindsay he knew and loved. Yet, when the words came out, they weren’t what she expected.
"I’m here to help you," she said softly, her voice trembling with the weight of her longing. "But you must believe in yourselves and trust the strength within you."
This time, she was visible. She could interact with them, but not in the way she had imagined. In the heat of the moment, she forgot herself. Forgetting that her past self was standing there with Jason, she  kissed his cheek, a fleeting moment of pure desire and affection. 
As she pulled away, the Luminous Flower bloomed, a symbol of her devotion. The Genesis Core and Lemon Energy Lockseed  bloomed the flower and taken into Jason's hands, knowing he would need them to overcome the trials ahead.
"I'm sorry," she whispered under her breath, a quiet apology to the Lindsay of this time. She watched Jason, now in his Jimber Arms, fend off the researchers with strength and determination.
But there was still more to do. Lindsay couldn't stop time, but she would make sure that Jason could shape his future. She had to reach herself—the other Lindsay—and ensure that Jason would raise his flags, as he was destined to. She would not change history, but she could help him make his own destiny.
As she flew off across time, Lindsay knew her role was far from over. She would ensure that Jason's path would be his to walk, one step at a time.

The previous Maiden of Fate stood amidst the flickering tendrils of the timestream, her presence a luminous contradiction to the chaos she sought to mend. Alongside her, Rosyuo—the long-deceased King of the Overlords—observed with a calm, knowing expression. His wisdom carried the weight of timeless experience.
"Time is finicky," Rosyuo warned, his voice resonating like a deep bell. "You can’t simply do as you wish. The currents of history are relentless, and they will resist your every attempt to redirect them. Things may not end as you think they will."
Lindsay, resolute and burning with purpose, clenched her fists. "It doesn’t matter. I know what will happen if I don’t act. I have to ensure our survival."
With that, she surged into the timestream once more, her form shimmering as she forced her way through the resistant currents of history. Each intervention carried a growing weight, an invisible pushback that she could not fully understand.
When she attempted to warn her past self about the Overlords and their insidious control over the Helheim Forest, her words emerged not as a clear warning but as a cryptic phrase:
"There’s more than one way to fight, but you can’t be human and rule humanity."
Frustration clawed at her as she tried to make sense of the limitations on her interference. In desperation, she plucked an orange from the Helheim trees. With a determined rub of her hand, the fruit shifted, its organic surface morphing into the mechanical, polyhedral shape she had once dreamt of.
"I lost that once," she murmured, cradling the Lockseed. "But Jason will find it when he needs it... when I need to give it to him!"

The battle raged on. Jason, as Gaim, and Hunter, wielding the Zangetsu Shin mantle, clashed in a brutal exchange of strength and ideology. Their duel spilled into the twisted expanse of the Helheim Forest. Hunter, powered by the formidable Bountiful Melon Lockseed, unleashed relentless waves of precision fire from his Melon Gatling.
ason, adorned in Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, held his ground, summoning clones to even the odds. His determination burned in every swing of his weapon, his voice rising over the cacophony of battle:
"I can’t let you take anyone else down! I’m fighting for everyone!"
"Zangetsu!" he roared, propelling himself into the air, his clones charging into Hunter’s relentless barrage of Gatling fire.
From the distance, Lindsay watched in horror. The power of their attacks collided, and Jason’s defenses faltered. His body tumbled down a steep hill, deeper into the abyss of Helheim.
"Jason!" she gasped, her heart breaking. She flew to him, desperate to reach him, to wake him. But her words shifted again, transforming into something she hadn’t intended:
"Are you willing to grasp hold of your future?"
Jason stirred briefly, but the toll of the battle pulled him back into unconsciousness. Lindsay refused to leave him there. Drawing on her own abilities, she created a rift and carried his body through, depositing him safely in the warmth of Alix’s bakery. She tucked him into a booth, her hands trembling as she reached into her past self’s room, retrieving the mechanical orange. She placed it gently in his hand, her voice trembling with resolve.

Jason rose once more, his strength unbroken by the relentless onslaught. He soared into the skies, battling Hunter’s Dandeliners and Watermelon Drone Arms. Though they shot him down, he refused to give up. From the ground, adorned in his Triumphant Arms. his twin flags bearing the emblem of the Beat Ridersfluttered behind him he aimed his DJ Matchlock Gun. He unleashed devastating counterfire, dismantling his foes one by one.
Watching from a distance, Lindsay felt a shadow beside her. It was Rosyuo’s wife, the former priestess of the Overlords. Her voice was calm yet heavy with warning. "Is this really what you want?"
Lindsay didn’t hesitate. "Yes. He can’t fall here. He has to win—no matter what."
Together, they watched Jason clash with Hunter, the Saber of Zangetsu Shin meeting the unyielding blade of Gaim. Their strikes shook the air, the weight of their ideals colliding as much as their weapons. Jason’s voice rang out, defiant and unwavering:
"You’re giving up too easily, Zangetsu! Sure, save as many as you can, but keep striving to save more! If the forest is such a threat, then we can take it on together!"
The priestess turned to Lindsay, her expression filled with solemnity. "You can’t stop the violence," she said. "It’s not in your role."
"I’m not giving up," Lindsay replied, her voice firm despite the trembling of her heart.
But the priestess’ warning lingered: "The ripples you create will cause greater strife."

Lindsay’s heart pounded as she watched the aftermath of Demushu’s destruction. Jason had stood as a beacon of defiance, sacrificing himself to shield the innocent from the raging overlord. She clenched her fists, fighting the despair welling in her chest.
“I knew this was coming,” Lindsay whispered to herself, steeling her resolve.
Drawing out the Golden Fruit she carried, she attempted to harness its vast power. But the energy resisted her, slipping through her grasp like water. Panic and determination clashed within her. "I need Rosyuo," she muttered, her voice trembling with urgency.
Summoning her strength, Lindsay ventured to a place of familiarity—a dreamscape shared with the King of the Overlords. She found him waiting, regal and composed, tending to his guest: Hunter, who was being nursed back to health after his defeat.
Lindsay approached, her presence disrupting the calm stillness of their realm. She fell to her knees before Rosyuo.
"King Rosyuo," she began, her voice trembling with desperation, "this power—I’ve chosen my victor, but I need the strength to fight your overlords. Please, grant me even a seed of the fruit. I’ll give anything."
Rosyuo’s golden eyes regarded her with a mix of curiosity and caution. "You shouldn’t be here," he replied. His voice was calm but carried the weight of an unyielding truth. "This interference won’t go as you wish. Do you understand that?"
"I do," Lindsay said, her voice unwavering despite the turmoil within her. "But it’s because of your actions—because of your choices—that I am here now."
The king remained silent for a moment, then nodded slowly. "You claim to be the Maiden of Fate. If that is so, I will trust in your actions, though I will not ask for your reasons."
From himself, Rosyuo drew forth the Fruit of Knowledge. Its radiant glow filled the dreamscape, a light of unmeasurable power and responsibility. With deliberate care, he plucked a single seed, its brilliance undiminished.
"Whoever you are, Maiden," Rosyuo said solemnly, "I will trust in your recklessness. Take this seed and wield it wisely, though I suspect wisdom is not what brought you here."

The dream dissolved, and Lindsay stood before Jason. His battered form rested alongside her past self, Lindsay of the present, her gaze confused yet trusting. Without a word, Lindsay held out the golden seed, its light pulsating with latent power.
“The forest bends to the will of its rulers,” Lindsay intoned, her voice carrying an almost ethereal melody. “Are you ready to take hold of your future?”
Jason and present Lindsay exchanged uncertain glances, but there was no hesitation in their eyes as they faced her again.
"The rulers of the forest are lazy," Lindsay—the future Lindsay—continued, her gaze piercing and understanding. "But you cannot rule humanity and remain human."
The glowing seed in her palm shimmered as if alive, pulsing with the rhythm of their resolve. “Will you evolve,” she asked, “or perish with the rest?”
As the cryptic words echoed through the space, Jason and present Lindsay reached out together, their hands closing over the golden seed. Light erupted around them as the seed transformed, becoming the Zenith Lockseed, pulsating with unmatched power.
The surge of energy rippled through time itself, and Lindsay—the future Lindsay—gasped as the strain of her interference became too much. The timestream resisted, pushing her out, its currents violently rejecting her presence. She faded, the last of her strength spent.

Jason stood tall, the Zenith Lockseed in hand, the energy of its power coursing through him. The forest seemed to quiver, acknowledging the emergence of a true ruler. His gaze lifted, determination etched into his features.

As Jason rushed off to face the overlords, Lindsay in her divine light smiled.
“I believe in you, my love,” she whispered softly. Her voice resonated in Jason’s mind, a source of comfort and strength as he charged into battle.
But as he embraced his transformation, an evolution into something greater and more terrifying—a ruler of the forest—Lindsay, the Maiden of Fate, felt herself slipping away. The temporal currents yanked her out of the timeline, flinging her into the unknown.

When she opened her eyes, Lindsay found herself in a desolate, barren world, its skies painted in hues of red and black. The air was thick with tension, and the ground beneath her was scarred and cracked, littered with the remnants of battles long fought.
The sound of roaring engines broke through the eerie silence. Lindsay turned to see Gaim, riding his Sakura Hurricane, leading an army of Inves that swarmed like a tide behind him. Opposing him was Baron, dust trailing behind as he revved his motorcycle, his Banana Lance gleaming in the light.
The two armies clashed in a thunderous roar, metal against metal, flesh against flesh. Gaim swung his Orange Slasher in wide, devastating arcs, cutting through the opposition with precision. Baron countered with ruthless strikes of his lance, his own army rallying behind him.
Lindsay fell to her knees, her dress-like tunic spreading out around her as tears welled in her eyes.
“What is this? Where am I?” she cried, her voice breaking with anguish. “This isn’t what I wanted!”
Amid the chaos, two figures emerged—Rosyuo, regal and imposing, and his wife, the previous Maiden of Fate, her presence calm yet commanding. They approached Lindsay, their footsteps unhurried despite the raging war around them.
“This world,” Rosyuo began, his voice resonant and steady, “is not born from history but from the ripples of your intentions.”
The former Maiden of Fate stepped closer, her eyes filled with understanding and a hint of sorrow. “You have pushed the full strength of your powers in your role, and now it has bound you here. This place is the product of your interference—your attempt to shape the timeline.”
Lindsay’s gaze darted between them and the endless battle. “No… this can’t be. I just wanted to save him. I just wanted to stop the suffering!”
Rosyuo’s wife placed a hand on Lindsay’s shoulder. “But time is not so easily bent to our desires. Until a victor is claimed, this war will continue. The War for the Golden Fruit is far from over.”
indsay looked out at the battlefield, her heart heavy with the weight of her actions. Gaim and Baron clashed once more, their weapons sparking as they met, each strike reverberating through the fractured world. She realized, with a sinking feeling, that her efforts to rewrite fate had created a cycle of conflict—an eternal war where only one outcome could break the chains binding her.
Her voice trembled as she whispered, “How do I end this?”
Rosyuo’s wife looked at her with a somber expression. “You cannot. Not yet. You are bound to this place, as are they, until the final thread of this story is woven.”




Jason sat alone, the campfire's flickering light casting long shadows over the camp. The silence was oppressive, save for the occasional chime of the wind. His body was weary, his spirit battered, and his mind haunted by echoes of battles fought and lives lost. He could still feel the weight of the Zenith Lockseed at his hip, its power thrumming faintly, a reminder of what he'd become.
The Beatriders were scattered, exhausted. Most had abandoned the fight after the Overlords’ defeat, but Jason had no such luxury. He was the last Rider—if he could even call himself that anymore.
Ever since Lindsay disappeared, Jason had felt the pull of Helheim. Its fruit called to him, tempting him with its intoxicating promise. He had resisted for as long as he could, but the transformation had already begun. His body no longer craved sustenance as it once did; only the forest's fruit could satisfy him now.
As dawn broke, Jason donned his gear with the precision of a man who had done it countless times before. Boots strapped tight, leg pouch secured, jacket on as well as gloves. He hesitated only for a moment as he placed the goggles around his neck. His fingers brushed against the bracelet Lindsay had given him—a small token of her presence.
“This is it,” Jason muttered to Nick as they stood at the edge of the clearing.
Nick, still bearing scars from their last encounter, frowned. “Jason, you don’t have to do this. We can end this another way. There’s still hope—”
Jason cut him off, his voice sharp and heavy with frustration. “Hope? You’re telling me about hope, Nick? After everything, after all the people we’ve lost and even more that were almost lost?” He clenched his fists. “We could’ve ended this if we fought together. But no, you had to go in alone, and you lost. You were barely saved, Nick!”
Nick flinched but held his ground. “I did what I thought was right. Are you saying you’re willing to kill Mason now? That’s not who you are, Jason.”
Jason’s eyes burned as he met Nick’s gaze. “I’m not going to kill him for the sake of it. I’m going to shatter his ideals, Nick. I’m going to prove that everything he stands for is wrong. And when it’s over, Lindsay will come back. She has to.”
Nick reached out, placing a hand on Jason’s shoulder. “Jason, listen to yourself. This isn’t about Lindsay anymore. You’re losing yourself—”
Jason smacked Nick’s hand away, tears welling in his eyes. “It’s always been about her!” he shouted. “All this time, it was her. The glowing woman was always her, and now she’s gone. They’re both gone.”
Jason pulled a Helheim fruit from his pocket, its vibrant glow illuminating the anguish on his face. “She told me so many times: I can’t rule over humanity and remain human. She was right. I’m not human anymore.”
Nick’s eyes widened in horror as Jason began peeling the fruit. “Jason, don’t—”
Jason took a bite, the juice dripping down his chin as his eyes glowed a fierce, unearthly red. He looked at Nick, his voice steady, almost resigned. “I won’t turn into an Inves. Ever since I took the Zenith Lockseed, I’ve been an Overlord. Rosyuo told me as much.”
The air grew heavy as Jason stood, his transformation undeniable. The forest seemed to bow to his presence, the vines curling and twisting at his feet as if acknowledging their new ruler.
Nick took a step back, his voice trembling. “Jason… what have you done?”
Jason turned, the Zenith Lockseed gleaming in his hand as he mounted his Sakura Hurricane bike. “What I had to.”
As he sped off toward the final battle, the forest seemed to part for him, a king reclaiming his throne.
In the distance, Lindsay watched from the barren world she had created, her hands trembling as the war for the Golden Fruit raged on. Rosyuo’s words echoed in her mind: “This is the product of your interference, the ripples you created. Until a victor is claimed, the cycle cannot end.”

Mason walked down the desolate street, his footsteps echoing ominously. With a slow raise of his hand, cracks appeared in the fabric of the sky, and Inves began descending, gathering behind him like an ominous army. His voice rang out, cold and determined.
"I’ll create a world where power doesn’t define the strong and weak."
Jason approached from the opposite direction, his eyes glowing an intense, unnatural red. Determination etched into his face, he swore under his breath, "I’ll find you, Lindsay. I swear."
With a flick of his hand, cracks formed above him as well, summoning his own swarm of Inves. The two armies marched toward each other, their masters leading the charge until Jason and Mason stood face-to-face.
Mason’s monotone voice broke the tension. "Now we finally settle this. I will defeat you, claim Lindsay for the fruit, and reshape the world."
Jason glared, his voice steady but filled with fury. "Your ideals are flawed. You’ve hurt our friends—all they ever did was care, and you punished them for it."
Mason sneered, raising a finger to point at Jason. "Their compassion kept them from achieving true strength! As will your own, Jason."
Jason’s fists clenched, frustration boiling over. "Wrong! I’m going to beat you. And by beating you, I’ll prove it. Real strength—true strength—goes beyond power alone!" With that, he reached for his Sengoku Driver.
Mason smirked, his hand moving to his own driver. "Fine then. If someone has to choose my fate, it should be you." He grabbed his Lockseed, the device announcing "Banana!" as he slotted it into place and activated it.
"Lock on!"
Jason’s voice rang out as he yelled in defiance, grabbing his own Lockseed. The device responded with a loud, triumphant "Orange!" as he equipped it to his Sengoku Driver.
"Henshin!" 
In unison, they pulled the levers of their drivers, and a burst of light enveloped them.
"BANANA ARMS! KNIGHT OF SPEAR!" Mason’s transformation flared, his armor materializing with the sharp, golden luster of a knight’s regalia, the Banana Lance glinting in his grasp.
"ORANGE ARMS! HANAMICHI ON STAGE!" Jason’s transformation exploded into being, the Orange Armor locking into place, his Orange Slasher shimmering with determination.
The two Riders stood amidst their armies of Inves, their auras clashing in a silent prelude to the battle that would decide the fate of the world.

The battle raged on as Kamen Rider Gaim and Kamen Rider Baron launched themselves at each other with intense ferocity. The sound of their weapons clashing echoed through the chaotic streets as Inves fought behind them, throwing themselves at each other with reckless abandon.
The two Riders collided midair, their weapons crashing against one another, sending sparks flying. Both were thrown to the ground, tumbling through the debris as they regained their footing. Without a moment’s hesitation, they charged at each other again, their weapons raised.
As they fought, the armies of Inves clashed behind them, clawing at and tearing into one another with savage intensity. Tables and debris scattered as Gaim was sent flying into one of the tables. Baron leaped at him, intent on finishing the fight, but Gaim quickly stood and blocked Baron’s attack before launching a swift counterstrike.
The combat escalated further. Weapons swung with incredible precision as the two Riders continued their furious dance, flipping, dodging, and somersaulting through the wreckage of their surroundings. Gaim and Baron’s weapons collided again and again, their strikes growing fiercer as they pushed each other to the limit.
Baron’s powerful kicks sent Gaim flying into a table, but Gaim recovered quickly, slashing Baron’s defenses and forcing him back. Baron, undeterred, used his Banana Lance to block Gaim’s incoming attack and knocked Gaim back with a swift, forceful strike, sending Gaim into a roll to regain his balance.
In the middle of the battlefield, the Inves continued their chaotic brawl, some throwing one another while others grappled for dominance. But for the two Riders, it was a personal fight. Every move, every strike, was a statement—a challenge for supremacy.
As they clashed once again, Gaim kicked Baron into a nearby table, launching himself into the air to land a blow from above. But Baron wasn’t caught off guard. With a swift motion, he blocked the attack with his Banana Lance and knocked Gaim back, sending him tumbling once again.
Baron wasn’t done. He swung his Lance with devastating force, but Gaim narrowly evaded, rolling out of the way just in time. The weapons of the two Riders continued to clash in a brilliant symphony of strikes, each one more powerful than the last.
In a burst of movement, Baron switched to his Mango Arms, and with a mighty swing, he brought the Mango Punisher down upon Gaim. The force of the blow was overwhelming, and Gaim struggled to block it with his sword, but the raw weight of the Mango Punisher was too much for his weapons to handle.
Quickly adapting, Gaim switched to Pineapple Arms, drawing the Pine Iron to defend himself. The two weapons collided with a shockwave, sending Gaim and Baron both flying back. The energy of their clash spread outward, shaking the ground beneath them.
They both staggered to their feet, their bodies battered but not broken. Switching back to their original forms, they hopped onto their motorcycles—Gaim with his Sakura Hurricane, Baron with his Rose Attacker—and revved their engines. The roar of their engines filled the air as they sped down the street, ready for the next round.
Gaim took off first, darting through the streets on his Sakura Hurricane, while Baron revved up the Rose Attacker, eager to catch up. The two Riders raced toward their final confrontation, their armies of Inves in tow, as the city around them seemed to crumble beneath the weight of their battle.
The chase through the city was as chaotic as it was breathtaking. Kamen Rider Gaim and Kamen Rider Baron weaved and crisscrossed between warring Inves, dodging and navigating through the battlefield with precision. As they rode parallel to each other, their weapons clashed mid-motion, sparks flying with every strike. The sound of their motorcycles revving and the crash of their weapons echoed across the urban wasteland.
They maneuvered through the debris-laden streets, hopping over fallen structures and dodging the remnants of the crumbling cityscape. The battle expanded as the two Riders split up, circling around to joust. Timing their approach perfectly, they launched their motorcycles off a ramp of debris, soaring through the air.
Midair, their weapons collided once more—Gaim’s Orange Slasher managing to overpower Baron’s strike. The force sent Baron tumbling off balance, and just as he began to fall, he quickly pulled out the Dandeliner, activating it in a burst of energy. His descent turned into graceful flight, and he circled back, firing precision shots at Gaim from the air.
Gaim raced to the end of the street, dodging the barrage of energy blasts. As he neared, he encountered a massive muscular moose-like Inves swatting away smaller creatures in its path. Gaim pivoted, attempting to launch himself upward again to bring Baron out of the sky, but the midair clash had left him off balance. He too fell from his bike, but in a flash, he activated his own Dandeliner, propelling himself into the sky.
The two Riders now soared through the air, engaging in a fierce aerial duel. Their weapons clashed, and bursts of energy erupted as their shots collided mid-flight. Below them, the streets were littered with explosions, the remnants of the Inves’ savage battle. Baron pursued Gaim relentlessly, taking calculated shots to force him into evasive maneuvers.
Amid the chaos, a massive serpentine Inves emerged, its long body slithering across the battlefield. With a deafening roar, it began launching blue fireballs, obliterating clusters of Inves with every strike. Its massive tail swung, catching Gaim off guard and knocking him from the sky. Tumbling to the ground, Gaim barely managed to recover, drawing his weapon just in time to strike down Baron’s Dandeliner as it swooped too close.
The serpentine Inves turned its focus to Gaim, unleashing another blue fireball. Gaim’s Sengoku Driver responded with a chime:
"Mix!"
With a burst of light, Gaim activated Jimber Dragon Fruit Arms, his armor glowing with fiery energy. Drawing his Sonic Arrow, he charged up his most powerful attack. Energy swirled around him, coalescing into a radiant shot as he aimed at the serpent-like Kaiju.
"Dragonfruit Energy Full Charge!"
The arrow launched with immense force, tearing through the sky and striking the Inves in its core. The creature roared in agony before exploding into a burst of blue flames, its massive body collapsing into ash.
From the wreckage of his own crash, Baron stood up, battered but not defeated. With a grim determination, he removed his Sengoku Driver and equipped the Genesis Driver, slotting in a new lockseed.
The Driver’s mechanical voice announced: "Dragonfruit Energy Arms!"
Baron transformed into his upgraded form, Baron Shin, his new armor radiating with power. His weapon, his own Sonic Arrow, gleamed in his hands as he stepped forward.
“Now,” Baron said, his voice cold and unwavering. “Let’s see if you can still claim the strength you think you have, Gaim.”
The battlefield crackled with intensity as Gaim and Baron Shin closed the distance, firing their energy-charged arrows with deadly precision. Their weapons collided mid-air, creating bursts of sparks that illuminated the shattered urban landscape.
Diving at each other, their strikes were swift and calculated. The clash of weapons rang out as they landed, rolling to opposite sides to regain their footing. Gaim leaped upward, his Sonic Arrow glowing with energy, and swung it down with all his might. Baron Shin countered with a flawless defense, raising his Sonic Arrow in a behind-the-neck block, deflecting the strike with precision.
Baron Shin retaliated with a powerful jab toward Gaim, forcing him back. Gaim responded with agility, vaulting upward and delivering a sharp kick to Baron Shin’s chest, sending him stumbling. Both combatants tumbled before quickly recovering, their resolve unwavering.
Gaim, tapping into his power, summoned energy clones that rushed forward in unison toward Baron Shin. Not one to falter, Baron Shin planted himself on one knee, his form steady as he gathered energy into his Sonic Arrow. He loosed a flurry of arrows, each bolt finding its mark and detonating the clones in rapid succession. The resulting explosions created a fiery shockwave that sent Baron Shin sliding back, just as a massive bull-like Inves thundered down the street. Its sheer force plowed through the combatants' path, demolishing a nearby building and scattering debris in all directions.
Seizing the moment, Gaim activated his transformation. His Driver announced:
"Triumphant Arms!"
With a brilliant burst of light, Gaim emerged in his Triumphant Arms form, twin flags billowing majestically behind him like a battle standard. He jumped gracefully onto solid ground, steadying himself before aiming his DJ Matchlock Gun at the bull-like Inves. With an explosive shot, the beast was engulfed in flames, disintegrating into ash as Gaim landed with precision.
Baron Shin, undeterred, roared in defiance.
"Jason!"
His voice echoed as he activated his own forbidden power. With a crimson burst of energy, he transformed into Sir Baron, his armor imbued with an ominous, fiery glow. His sword and shield radiated with crimson flames, trailing streaks of fire as he took his battle stance. The intensity in his eyes burned with purpose.
Gaim turned, gripping his twin flags tightly.
"Mason!"
His shout resonated as he prepared for the climactic duel. The air around him crackled with energy, and his flags, vibrant and defiant, rippled with power as he charged forward.

In the world shaped by Lindsay's unintended wish, she watched helplessly as the armies of Gaim and Baron clashed below her. Their battlefield, both physical and ideological, reflected the shattered remnants of her naive hope for a better reality. She could do nothing but observe as their blades met with thunderous force, the collision of ideals echoing through the fractured dimensions.
Meanwhile, back in their homeworld, the battle between Sir Baron and Gaim Triumphant Arms reached its fever pitch. The streets trembled under the weight of their clashing weapons, sparks flying with every strike. Gaim crossed his twin flags, holding back the overwhelming strength of Sir Baron's fiery blade.
With a burst of energy, Gaim managed to drive him back, spinning with momentum and slamming Baron to the ground. He called out, his voice heavy with both resolve and frustration:
"Mason, did you gain anything from all this besides your sorrow and despair? Is that anger all you have left?"
Sir Baron rose, his fiery eyes glaring with unrelenting intensity. He swung his blade in a horizontal arc, but Gaim deflected the strike. When Baron attempted a shield bash, Gaim caught his arm mid-thrust, blocking the attack with remarkable precision.
With a roar of fury, Sir Baron grabbed Gaim by the armor and hurled him into a nearby bench. The metal crumpled under the impact as Baron yelled,
"It is enough!"
Mason’s body surged with power as he cast aside his weapons, his transformation overtaking him in a cascade of Helheim vines. The invasive tendrils wrapped around his armor, reshaping it into his Overlord Form: Lord Baron. His new form glowed with crimson dominance, his Baron Sword gleaming with an unholy radiance.
Lord Baron swung his sword down with relentless force, shattering one of Gaim’s twin flags as Jason barely managed to rise from the ground. Gaim attempted to counter, but Baron struck again and again, each blow more ferocious than the last. Finally, with a powerful thrust, Lord Baron lunged forward.
"I hate this world! It has nothing but pain for the weak and forces everyone to become monsters for survival!"
Gaim sidestepped, his movements fluid despite the overwhelming assault. Spinning away, he used his remaining flag to guard against the relentless strikes. Each clash of weapons echoed with desperation and determination as he struggled to withstand Lord Baron’s brutal onslaught.
Locked in a furious clash, their weapons sparking from the collision, Lord Baron bellowed:
"All the power to destroy this broken world is within my grasp! Once I defeat you, Jason, I will remake it into one without suffering!"
Lord Baron forced their locked weapons upward, breaking Gaim’s guard. With a swift kick, he sent Gaim crashing into a nearby wall, the stone crumbling around him. Without hesitation, Lord Baron charged forward, his sword raised high to deliver the final blow.
But Jason was not finished. Rising from the rubble, he activated his Zenith Lockseed. The sky above shifted as silver fruit armors descended, their radiant glow enveloping him. The armors merged with Gaim, reforging him into his ultimate form: War Shogun Gaim.
Lord Baron swung his Baron Sword down with all his might, the crackling lightning trailing the blade roaring like a living force of destruction. But War Shogun Gaim, clad in his resplendent silver armor, intercepted the attack. Jason caught Mason’s arm mid-swing, halting the devastating strike with sheer determination. Their clash caused the ground beneath them to crack, the raw force of their opposing wills radiating outward.
Jason’s voice was firm yet filled with a desperate conviction as he stared into Mason's enraged eyes.
"I won’t let you… I can’t let you defeat me!" His grip tightened, pushing back against Mason’s overwhelming strength. “I have to stand in your way Mason!”

In the Potential World, Baron swung his Banana Lance in a wide arc, staggering Gaim as the Orange Slasher was wrenched aside. Baron pressed his advantage, slashing down fiercely. But Gaim guarded with his weapon held behind his shoulder, catching the strike and forcing Baron back. The two combatants sidestepped each other, exchanging strikes that lit the battlefield with sparks as flames and explosions erupted around them.
Gaim knocked Baron’s lance away with a calculated strike, spinning to deliver a powerful kick that sent Baron stumbling back.
Lindsay’s gaze stayed fixed on the chaos below, the battles of two intertwined destinies playing out simultaneously in the divergent worlds she could observe. Flames and smoke painted the battlefield as Gaim and Baron—Jason and Mason—relentlessly clashed in both the potential and parallel realities. Their struggles mirrored each other, their ideologies and strength interwoven in a dance of fire and steel.
From her cliffside perch, Lindsay murmured, her voice heavy with conflicted emotion.
"Jason has always believed in people, in the strength that comes from unity and hope. But Mason... his pain, his hatred for the strong, and his despair for the weak... I can feel it. He’s been consumed by it."
War Shogun Gaim wielded both the Banana Lance and the Orange Slasher, parrying the violet arcs of corrupted lightning Lord Baron unleashed. Each bolt was deflected or cleaved apart as Gaim advanced, their weapons locking in ferocious clashes that echoed across the fiery battlefield.
Lord Baron swung his massive blade in a deadly arc, but War Shogun Gaim twirled and sidestepped with precision, slipping past him to deliver a strike from behind. Lord Baron twisted just in time to parry the blow, their combat devolving into a rapid exchange of strikes, parries, and counters. With a powerful swing, Lord Baron shattered Gaim’s guard, disarming him with a forceful blow.
Lord Baron’s horizontal slash sent Gaim crashing to the ground, his silver armor scorched and battered. Struggling back to his feet, Gaim summoned the Grape Dragon Gun and Melon Defender. Purple energy blasts erupted from the gun, racing toward Lord Baron, but he raised his hand, absorbing the energy into a swirling violet aura before hurling it back as a blazing fireball. The impact sent War Shogun Gaim tumbling, his Melon Defender barely able to absorb the force before shattering.
Gaim staggered upright, twisting his Zenith Lockseed multiple times. A whirlwind of Arms Weapons materialized: the Kiwi Slicers, Pine Iron, Mango Punisher, Strawberry Kunai, Durian Saws, and Acorn Hammer. The arsenal shot toward Lord Baron like a storm of vengeance, filling the air with blinding light and deafening sound.
But Lord Baron, with a simple motion, conjured an invisible force that froze the weapons mid-air. They hung suspended before disintegrating into nothingness under the pressure of his raw power.
Mason’s voice boomed, dark and mocking.
"Is that all you’ve got, Jason?"
The flames of battle burned even brighter as War Shogun Gaim rose once more, the Ultimate Orange Blade shimmering with defiance. Jason charged toward Lord Baron, slashing with precision and force, but Mason's phantom state allowed him to phase through each attack. In a storm of raw power, Lord Baron unleashed a violent whirlwind, tossing Gaim into the towering pillars and the high ceilings of the shattered structure.
Jason's body was battered, his silver armor dented and scarred as he was finally slammed to the ground, his blade falling from his grasp. Disarmed and staggering, Jason struggled to stand, his breath heaving.
"Come at me!" Mason bellowed, striding forward with his Baron Sword, the blade glowing with the power of his wrath.
Jason growled through gritted teeth, summoning vines from Helheim to conjure the massive Overlord Slayer, Rozuo’s legendary weapon. The colossal blade gleamed in his hands as he yelled back with fiery determination, "Fine then!"
The two warriors charged at each other like opposing storms, their weapons crashing together in an explosion of sparks and raw energy. Each violent clash sent them skidding back, only for them to lunge forward again, pouring every ounce of their strength into each swing. Jason struck downward with the Overlord Slayer, the sheer force carving fissures into the ground beneath them. Mason parried and countered, pushing the blade aside and forcing Jason to recover.
Their movements became a blur as they locked in close combat, Jason's massive slashes meeting Mason's precise counters. The momentum of their blades cracked the stone underfoot, their combined might shaking the battlefield itself. The sparks from their strikes lit the air as they circled each other, their blades locked, both refusing to yield.
Mason forced Jason’s blade upward with a surge of power, and with a brutal kick, sent Jason hurtling across the street. War Shogun Gaim tumbled, his armor scraping against the ground as his Overlord Slayer was knocked from his hands. Jason rose to one knee, reaching for his weapon, but Mason closed the distance in an instant, disarming him with a single, precise strike.
With a jab of his Baron Sword, Mason sent Jason flying into the town square, the impact shattering the pavement as Jason landed hard. Sparks flew from his battered armor as he struggled to push himself up on his knees.
Mason strode forward, his Baron Sword radiating power as he loomed over his fallen opponent. "What's wrong?" Mason demanded, his voice cold and commanding. "You can’t hold back now! Fight me like you mean it, Jason!"

The line between the potential world and reality blurred as the battle mirrored itself across dimensions. In the flames of their world, War Shogun Gaim launched defiant kicks and punches against the overwhelming force of Lord Baron, just as Jason’s counterpart, Gaim, did in his own parallel world against Baron.
Baron, with his Banana Lance, swung fiercely across Gaim’s chest and down his shoulder, each strike mirrored by Lord Baron’s Baron Sword against War Shogun Gaim. The raw power behind the strikes drove both versions of Gaim back, their bodies battered and armor chipped.
Baron advanced without hesitation, his lance a blur of violent swings. Gaim barely parried, but the relentless assault forced him onto the defensive. A devastating kick from Baron sent Gaim sprawling, much like Lord Baron's devastating blade swings flipped War Shogun Gaim onto the pavement of their battlefield.
In their world, War Shogun Gaim rolled across the ground, his body wracked with pain as he struggled to rise. Lord Baron closed the distance with unnerving speed, slashing at him in a brutal combination of strikes. Each blow echoed with sparks and bursts of energy, sending War Shogun Gaim tumbling backward once more.
Jason in reality barely had time to stand before Lord Baron’ssword drove into his defense again, the sheer force driving him back step by step. Baron pressed his advantage, mirroring the strikes of his counterpart.

In their world, War Shogun Gaim rose shakily to his knees, his arms crossed in a desperate block as Lord Baron brought his blade down in a crushing strike. The force of the blow shattered his guard, and Lord Baron seized the opening, dragging Jason up by his armor.
With a final, devastating slash, Lord Baron’s blade cleaved downward, ripping a blazing streak of light from War Shogun Gaim's chest. A radiant stream of energy erupted from the wound, spilling out like bleeding light. Jason fell back to his knees, his breath ragged and his body trembling.
Mason stood over him, his gaze cold and unyielding, his Baron Sword still humming with the aftershock of the blow.

In their world, Lord Baron loomed over the defeated War Shogun Gaim, his broken figure kneeling on the shattered pavement. Mason’s voice was sharp and cold. “This ends here... Jason.” He raised his Baron Sword, the weight of finality behind the motion, its edge gleaming with destructive energy.
Jason, barely able to breathe, looked up with trembling determination. His words were halting and pained, but they carried the weight of his resolve. “Maybe... but... I...”
Mason swung his sword downward, the arc of his strike mirrored across dimensions in the potential world, where Baron did the same to Gaim.

In the potential world, Gaim raised his arm to block the strike, his gauntlet catching the Banana Lance. Sparks flew as he disarmed Baron, shattering the lance in two. With a sudden, decisive motion, Gaim grabbed the broken piece and drove it deep into Baron’s unguarded torso.

In their world, Lord Baron loomed over the defeated War Shogun Gaim, his broken figure kneeling on the shattered pavement. Mason’s voice was sharp and cold. “This ends here... Jason.” He raised his Baron Sword, the weight of finality behind the motion, its edge gleaming with destructive energy.
Jason, barely able to breathe, looked up with trembling determination. His words were halting and pained, but they carried the weight of his resolve. “Maybe... but... I...”
Mason swung his sword downward, the arc of his strike mirrored across dimensions in the potential world, where Baron did the same to Gaim.
In the potential world, Gaim raised his arm to block the strike, his gauntlet catching the Banana Lance. Sparks flew as he disarmed Baron, shattering the lance in two. With a sudden, decisive motion, Gaim grabbed the broken piece and drove it deep into Baron’s unguarded torso.
Back in their world, War Shogun Gaim mirrored the action. As the Baron Sword descended, Jason shifted its momentum under his arm and snapped it in two with a powerful motion. Before Mason could react, Jason gripped the broken blade and stabbed it deep into Lord Baron’s chest, piercing through his armor into his torso.

The screams of both Mason and his counterpart filled the air as their broken weapons embedded into them. Jason, with all his might, drove the shard further into Lord Baron, grievously wounding him. Scarlet lightning erupted violently from Mason’s body, his power spiraling out of control. Jason pulled the blade free, and Lord Baron collapsed to the ground, reverting to his human form.
Jason canceled his transformation, dropping to his knees to catch Mason’s dying body. Mason gasped for air, his voice weak. “How, Jason? What made you this strong?”
Jason’s tears flowed freely as he held Mason. “Because I wish to protect something... because I swear not to give up. That’s all I have.” His voice broke, and he sniffled, letting the tears fall unabated.
Mason’s expression softened as he whispered, “Why are you crying?”
Jason replied, his voice thick with emotion. “Because I’ll gladly cry. Even if it makes me weak, I won’t stop myself. I’ll go on, even as I cry... because there’s nothing okay about taking someone’s life.”
Mason raised a trembling fist, tapping it against Jason’s hand, which supported his shoulder. “You... are truly strong,” he said with a faint smile before his hand fell limp, and his last breath escaped him.
Jason gently laid Mason’s lifeless body on the ground, tears still streaming down his face.

In the potential world, Lindsay watched in silence as Gaim stood over the fallen Baron, his armor flickering with the aftershocks of their battle. The lifeless form of Mason’s counterpart lay before him.
“Mason... Jason...” Lindsay’s voice cracked as tears welled in her eyes. “The future has been decided,” Rosyuo said, standing with his departed lover’s spirit as they faded from this world.

As the dust of the battle settled, Jason and his counterpart, standing in unison, looked toward Lindsay. Both extended their hands to her across the worlds, a silent promise shared between them. She, in turn, reached out, and with a soft, but determined grip, took their hands, bridging the gap between them and completing the circle of their fates.
“Lindsay,” Jason struggled to speak, his voice raw with emotion.
“Jason,” she whispered back, her voice comforting yet tinged with sadness.
Lindsay’s grip tightened on his hand as she spoke again. “I couldn’t stop Mason... I couldn’t change anything.” Her eyes glistened with unshed tears as the weight of her words hung heavy in the air.
Jason, his own emotions pulling at him, spoke softly but firmly. “His goal was right, but the way he did it was wrong. Let’s make it happen... let’s grant his wish, but the right way this time.”
Lindsay nodded, her eyes steely with resolve. They embraced, a final moment of shared strength. “Let’s end this... and move on with our future.”
She pulled away, her expression focused. A golden fruit materialized in her hand, glowing with an ethereal light. Jason took it from her, staring down at its radiant form, his thoughts racing. “All of it... for this,” he murmured.
With a deep breath, Jason raised the fruit high and took a bite.
As the golden and prismatic lights enveloped him, vines wrapped around his body, the energy swirling around him in a magnificent display of power. Lindsay watched solemnly, her heart aching as the transformation took place. When the lights faded, what stood before her was not the Jason she had known, but someone entirely new—a being reborn.
Jason stood tall, now clad in silver clothing and a white cape. His hair shimmered like platinum, bright as Lindsay’s own, and his eyes, once ordinary, now glowed a fierce red.
“This... is not the fate I wish for others,” Jason said, his voice deep and heavy with the weight of his new power. He stared down at Mason’s lifeless body, his hand still trembling from the loss. “I now have the power to paint the world in my image... to destroy everything to make room for a new world. But that would mean destroying everything I fought to protect.”
Lindsay looked up at him, her expression a mixture of concern and hope. “What will you do?”
Jason’s voice was resolute. “I refuse to destroy just to create. Instead of rebirth through destruction, I’ll find a place where we all have a future... a way to build something new, if we don’t give up.”
He raised his hand, and with a single motion, he opened a rift in the sky. A tear in the fabric of space and time, vast and unyielding.
“There are empty places at the edge of the universe... no living being knows of them. That’s where the future I want lies.”
In the deep, dark void of space, a barren planet sat, lifeless and desolate. The rift in the sky widened, and the Helheim forest, along with the Inves, were drawn into the rift, swept away into the unknown.
“Instead of destroying this world and ruling over its ruins, we’ll create a new world from scratch,” Jason continued, his gaze unwavering as the vast expanse of the cosmos stretched before them. “It will be the center of our new stage.”
Lindsay, still holding his hand, looked out at the lifeless planet. “Is it possible to do this... on a lifeless planet in the dark?”
Jason smiled softly, a glimmer of certainty in his eyes. “I can paint the world in my image, so I have no reason to fear the dark with this power. We’ll be fine... because we won’t be alone. We’ll have each other.”
He extended his hand to her once again. “You’ll be my queen... together, we’ll light up the darkness.”
Lindsay took his hand, her resolve solidifying. “I won’t be afraid... not as long as we’re together. We’ll overcome it all.”
In that moment, a star was born—bright, radiant, and full of life—lighting the dark expanse of their new home. As the Helheim forest settled onto its new planet, the once barren world now began to take shape, ready to become the center of their new world.
Hand in hand, Jason and Lindsay, the new king and queen of this fresh world, soared through the cosmos, leaving behind the Earth they had once known. Together, they would forge a future from the darkness—one built on hope, love, and the promise of a new beginning.


The aftermath of such a devastating battle weighed heavily on everyone, but it was clear that the resolve to rebuild—both physically and emotionally—was what kept the survivors moving forward.
Nick and Sarah-Gabrielle, standing hand-in-hand, shared a quiet understanding. They were in mourning for the friends they'd lost, but also determined to honor their memories by carrying on. Their bond had become a quiet strength, their grief melding into a quiet resilience as they watched the city start to slowly return to life, even if it would never be quite the same.
Alix's bakery, a small symbol of normalcy amidst the chaos, became a place of comfort for many. As she worked on rebuilding, Dillon's help was invaluable. His skills in construction, along with his determination, made him an anchor during this uncertain time. Alix was more than grateful for his support, even though the bitterness of the losses they’d endured lingered between them.
Joey, standing at the makeshift memorial, couldn't help but feel the weight of every photo, every name, every face of the lost. As he hung a picture of Shane, one of the earliest victims, he thought about how much had changed—how much they had all lost—but also about how important it was to remember and honor those they’d left behind. The pain would never fully go away, but it wasn’t the end of their story. The city, still standing—still their home—was a testament to that.
Back at the bakery, Joey and Alix had a quiet conversation about the new beginning. “It’s nice, right?” Joey said, trying to sound optimistic, even though his thoughts kept drifting to the ones who were gone. Alix nodded, but there was a certain heaviness in her gaze, the same grief that lingered in the corners of everyone's heart.
“It is,” Alix replied softly. “But it's bittersweet. I wish it didn’t have to come with so much loss.”
Joey nodded, the weight of the losses still raw in his chest. “Yeah… it feels like rebuilding our lives, but there are so many things that can’t come back.” He paused, glancing at the window, the bustling of people returning to their routines outside. “But this city—our home—it's still here. We’re still here.”
Alix gave a small, knowing smile. "We’ve got to keep going, though. That’s the only way we can honor them. We make this place better. We keep going.”
Meanwhile, Hunter was doing his best to coordinate the reconstruction efforts, though he knew deep down that things could never fully return to what they once were. People were rebuilding, but a lot had been lost—not just in the destruction of the city, but in the loss of hope, the loss of the future they’d once imagined. The memories of the Beat Riders, of what they had stood for, seemed to fade as time moved on.
But the city still had its heart. People still called it home, and slowly but surely, they began to pick up the pieces. The Beat Riders, unsure of their place in this new world, didn’t know if they would be a team again. But what mattered most now wasn’t who they had been, but who they would choose to become in this new world.
The weight of those losses would always be there, but it was clear that they weren’t just going to let everything fall apart. The new world they were building wasn’t about erasing the past, but embracing the future, even if it was different than they’d expected.
Everyone, in their own way, was trying to find a way to move on, to rebuild—not just the city, but themselves, and their relationships, one step at a time. It wasn’t easy, but it was possible. And as long as they kept working toward a future, there was hope.

Nick and Dillon sat together, the weight of the past few weeks heavy on their shoulders as they talked about their friend, Jason. Both of them had experienced their own battles, their own losses, but there was always a part of them that knew Jason was different.
"Almost no one really knows what happened," Dillon said, his voice quiet as he stared at the remnants of the city they were all trying to rebuild. "It’s like everything shifted so fast... we didn’t even see the final fight. But we know Jason fought to the very end, didn’t he?"
Nick nodded somberly, his eyes distant as he thought back to everything they’d been through. "Yeah. Jason did what he had to do. He saved their world... our world. And then he was gone. Just like that."




As Sean and Hanna sat down with their children, Addy and Liam, wrapped in a blanket for warmth, the sense of nostalgia and reverence hung in the air. Sean, with a steady voice and the careful patience only a parent could have, began telling the story of Jason—a story of sacrifice, strength, and the pursuit of a future beyond the stars.
"Far beyond our sky and past the moon," Sean started, his voice steady and calming, "you’ll come across hundreds of thousands of galaxies. And while you keep going, passing the endless starry night, you’ll find a once barren planet now full of life. Because that's where the king of the new world lives."
Addy nestled closer to her brother, Liam, who sat with rapt attention, his small hands clasping the edge of their blanket. Their faces were full of wonder and curiosity, hanging on every word Sean spoke, even if they didn’t fully understand the weight of it.
Sean continued, his tone now more reflective, "When Gaim raised his sword against the gods that came for us, he found his final challenge wasn’t simply the ones who ruled the monsters. No, his greatest rival was Baron."
Hanna watched as the children’s faces flickered between confusion and awe. The tale was far-reaching, something beyond their current understanding. But Sean’s delivery made the story feel closer to their hearts.
"Baron hated that the weak were punished for not having power, and Gaim hated the act of discarding compassion and peace just to pursue strength at any cost," Sean said with a hint of sadness. "In the desolate city, their blades clashed over and over, and their armies of monsters fought against each other."
Addy tightened her grip on her brother’s hand, sensing the tension in the story. Liam, a little older, nodded, as if understanding that the tale held something deeper.
"Though Gaim’s Zenith power seemed unmatched," Sean continued, "Baron began to best him as the battle dragged on. But Gaim didn’t give up. No, he severed Baron’s sword and used his own to strike down his friend. Baron collapsed, telling Gaim he truly was strong."
Sean’s voice wavered slightly, the pain of that moment still vivid in his mind. "Gaim cried for his friend but stood up, knowing it wasn’t over."
"The Maiden of Fate appeared," Hanna spoke softly, the story flowing from Sean to her, "and gave Gaim the Fruit of Wisdom. He took it and became the king of the new world, with the power to recreate the world in his image."
Addy looked at her mom, her eyes wide. "He could make anything happen?"
"Yes, sweetheart," Hanna said gently. "Gaim had the power to change everything. He could have forced humanity into a rebirth. But he chose not to."
"Instead," Sean continued, "he decided he wouldn’t sacrifice everything he fought for. He took his new queen, the Maiden of Fate, and all the monsters and left for a new world he would build from scratch. He said, 'It will be the center of our new stage.' And so he did."
"Where is he now?" Liam asked, his voice tinged with the wonder of a child seeking answers from the story’s end.
Sean and Hanna exchanged a look. "He’s far away," Sean said. "In a place we can’t reach. But he’s not alone. He’s with those he cares about, and he swore to protect both his new world and the one he came from."
"The new world is his stage," Hanna added softly. "It’s where he’ll build a future, and where he won’t have to sacrifice what he believes in."
Addy and Liam were quiet for a long moment, their young minds processing the weight of what they’d just heard.
Hanna smiled softly, her voice tender. "Jason—Gaim—he fought for us. And now he’s out there, creating something new. And just because he’s far away doesn’t mean he’s forgotten us. He’ll always be part of the world he saved. And part of the world he’s creating."
The two children hugged each other a little tighter, feeling the warmth of the love and sacrifice that Sean and Hanna shared.
"Even though he's far away," Addy said softly, "he's still protecting us, right?"
"Yes," Sean said, nodding. "Jason will always protect us, because that’s what a king does. And we, too, will protect what we have. This is our stage now."
And as the night stretched on, the family sat in quiet reflection, knowing that though Jason was no longer with them in the same way, his legacy would remain in the world they would continue to rebuild together.


As Jason walked down the long, echoing halls of his grand castle, his platinum hair glimmered like a beacon, and his silver attire, paired with the white cape flowing gracefully behind him, made him seem almost ethereal. The castle, a creation born from nothing but his will, stood as a testament to his newfound power, a home that was more thought than physical reality—a symbol of his and Lindsay’s reign in this new world.
Upon reaching the balcony, he found Lindsay, her own white dress and silver cape catching the light, standing as a perfect counterpart to him. Her red eyes, just like his, turned to meet his gaze. They shared a moment of quiet understanding.
Jason approached and placed his arm around her, drawing her close. "What’s on your mind?" he asked, his voice warm and reassuring.
Lindsay’s gaze softened, and she sighed lightly, the weight of everything they’d left behind catching up with her. "I miss our friends. I miss our family... but I love it here," she said, her voice both wistful and content. It was a difficult mix—grief for what they’d lost, but an undeniable sense of belonging in this new world they were crafting together.
Jason smiled, his eyes glowing with certainty. "We are the man and the woman of beginning," he said softly, his tone carrying the weight of their shared destiny. "We can begin anything we choose."
With a flick of his wrist, a large variety of lockseeds he had collected over time materialized in front of them. They floated in midair, an assortment of colors and forms, the very essence of his power. Jason plucked the Zenith Lockseed, his expression focused and intent.
He held it in his hand, and with a subtle motion, the air around them shimmered. A field of energy formed, surrounding them both, but it wasn’t just a display of his power—it was something deeper. A subtle protection. Jason looked at Lindsay and explained, "I made a backup of us. That way, if anything happens, we can always be reunited. We won't become lazy like the overlords when Rosyuo lost his queen."
Lindsay’s gaze softened, and she placed her hand gently on his chest. "I love how much you care. I never thought I’d have something like this... someone like you." Her voice trembled slightly with emotion, but the strength of her love and admiration for him was clear.
Jason chuckled softly, kissing her forehead. "That’s what this world is for. To create what we choose. And we choose to stay together."
Lindsay smiled, wiping away a tear that had threatened to fall. "I feel safe here with you. Like we’re the beginning of something new. Something worth protecting."
Jason nodded, squeezing her hand gently. "Then, how about a stroll? " he asked with a playful twinkle in his eyes.
Lindsay raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Where to?"
Jason grinned and answered, "To Earth. Let’s see the people we miss."
They clasped each other’s hands, and with a flick of Jason’s fingers, the air shimmered once more. The rift between their new world and the one they’d left behind opened, just enough to bridge the gap. Jason looked at Lindsay, his eyes glowing with determination. "Remember," he said, his voice calm but resolute, "this is our stage. And on it, we will write our own story."
Together, they stepped into the rift, leaving their new world behind for a moment, ready to see the people they once knew—and perhaps bring with them a reminder of the world they could still protect.




