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Sirens blared, the ambulance sped down the busy intersection, pushing all traffic to one side. There was no time for it to pay heed to traffic signals and signs. The sky had seemingly opened up and was dumping rain like a fire hose pointed downward, making the roadway especially treacherous. Finally the vehicle screeched to a stop, splashing water as a wave in front of it. The driver and staff jumped out of the ambulance, rushing a stretcher inside through the sliding glass doors. It was a boy who lay in the stretcher; he wasn't breathing.


“Code Blue!” shouted one of the men wheeling him in. “We have a Code Blue!”


“Code Blue, floor 1, on route to room 5!” ran a voice over the intercom.


One of the doctor in the immediate vicinity ran over as the staff wheeling him placed a mas over his face. “What have we got?” the doctor asked as he picked up a chart of information gathered, another pushing on his chest.

Name: Zenon Shinohara

DOB: 16 March 20XJ

Sex: Male

Eyes: Green

Hair: Blond

Height: 177.5 cm

Weight: 54.63 kg

Blood: B+

Family: Hikaru Shinohara (Father), Kiara Shinohara (Mother)

Father's Blood: B-

Mother's Blood: B+

Known Allergies: None


Having gathered the information, the doctor asked what happened as Zenon was wheeled into room 5. “A couple of his friends said they found him passed out just outside an alleyway. He didn't look beaten-up, but he was shirtless and covered in dry blood. What they were able to tell us is that Zenon did not have this scar present on his chest last time they saw him!”


“Scar?” the doctor questioned as a defibrillator was wheeled over. The one previously pushing on his chest pulled away, revealing a circular scar where Zenon's heart should be. It looked almost completely fresh, as if the skin had only just healed, but it had the thickness of a scar that had been there for years.


“What on earth happened here?” was all the doctor could wonder as he proceed to help resuscitate Zenon.


Inside Zenon's head, the aftermath of what could only be assumed as a fantastic battle was playing out. There was a ruined village with a castle on fire, bricks crumbling from it in the background. In the center of the castle town, an unusual furry creature sat hunched over a human. As Zenon's dream intensified, he realized that he was actually looking up at the creature, as if seeing things from the human's point of view. The creature had a very lizard-like body, one covered in sea blue fur anyway. The arms were longer than expected for the body, approximate the size of human arms. It was about as large as the human, only about 20 cm shorter. Spiky blond hair covered the top of his head,  then traveled down its spine like a horse's mane and all the way to the tip of its thinly-furred tail. Its eyes were red, though the tears that filled its eyes made that a little difficult to discern.


“Zee...mon...” he mumbled to himself inaudibly, his weak voice alerting the staff that he breathing again. His voice brought relief to their ears, allowing them to relax a little. As the vision in his mind began to fade away, there was one final detail that Zenon was able to observe. The strange creature that hunched over the human... it's claw-aligned hands were covered in blood.


Moments later, Zenon awakened.


“Zenon! Zenon!” called the doctor leaning over him. “Can you hear me?”


“Wh-What's... going on...?” wondered Zenon, not recognizing his surroundings. He glanced around. “Where... am I?” He tried to push himself up, only to be promptly forced back down by the head doctor tending to him.


“Don't strain yourself, Zenon!” the doctor informed him. “You're in a hospital. You had a sudden cardiac arrest and weren't breathing. Whatever was the cause of it is probably linked to all the dry blood that was covering your body.” Zenon blinked as he tried to take the sudden news in, several medical personnel tending to his body and making sure that he was all right now. “Zenon, if it doesn't hurt too much to talk, can you tell us anything about what happened?”


Zenon looked up questioningly, wondering what the doctor meant by his question.


“A couple boys, we presume your friends, said they found you passed out just outside an alleyway not far from the Hisaya-Odori park,” the doctor continued. “Can you remember anything? Did somebody do this to you?”


“What happened?” Zenon repeated. The scene he just dreamt about, it was all a blur now. He couldn't remember the creature at all, or even that it was there. It was all gone. “I... can't...” Zenon announced.


“Can't what?” the doctor asked. “You can't remember what happened? Or if somebody did this to you?”


“I can't remember...” replied Zenon, “...anything.”

June 25, 20XY


Standing atop a ledge overlooking a large castle, three humans and creatures similar to the one Zenon saw in unconscious dream appeared. A flag waving high behind them, the humans and creatures prepared to storm the castle. The humans were all silhouetted, each one unable to be seen thanks some obscuring shadow that was inexplicably present. While a massive army of creatures stood behind them, each human seemed to have one particular creature by their side. Zenon was seeing things from the point of view of one of those creatures.


The three human each raised an arm, a odd-looking device present in the palms of each. One of them, a girl by the looks of the long hair and bodily figure, held a green-colored device. The other two, presumably males, held a red and blue device. The three humans synchronously moved the device toward the creatures standing beside them, uttering the same two words.


“Data scan!”


The sound of a beeping alarm stirred Zenon from his sleep. The early summer heat and humidty had him sweating in bed. As he stared up at the ceiling, he covered his eyes with his forearm. “Another one of those dreams,” he groaned, aggravated that he once again couldn't remember the very thing he just dreamed about. “Why can I never remember them?” he asked himself aloud. He could just barely vaguely recall there being a bunch of creatures and three, but any details other than that escaped him. Before he could dwell on the thought further, the sound of his mother's voice came into the room.


“Zenon! Get up or you'll be late for school!” she called out.


“Coming!” shouted Zenon, hopping from his bed. He got dressed quickly, throwing on a pair of brown shorts and matching short-sleeved, open vest over a white T-shirt. He grabbed a pair of goggles off the corner of his bedpost and strapped it over his forehead. He bolted from his room down the stair sand into the kitchen, grabbing a piece of toasted bread from a plate on the table and a lemon-flavored energy drink. His mother was turned toward the sink, beautifully long flowing brown hair visible. Zenon's blond hair came from his father's side of the family.


“Will you be home after your game today?” his mother asked as she washed some dishes from the previous night's meal.


“Probably not,” Zenon answered as he headed out of the kitchen. “I was planning on hitting the arcade after the match and grabbing something on the way home. I'll be back before dark!”


“Okay!” his mother shouted after him, hearing Zenon jump around in the front hall as he pulled some worn-down tennis shoes over his socked feet. “Your father's coming back from his business trip late tomorrow, so don't make any plans for then.”


“Got it!” His words just barely made it to her before the front door slammed shut; Zenon was gone.


Despite his effort to leave the house quickly, he walked down the street toward his school. He munched on the toast, taking rather large bites from it. As soon as he wolfed the entire thing down, he popped the top of his drink and took a sip. Sighing softly to himself, he picked up his pace and began running in the direction of his school once again.


School was as typical for him or anybody else. He sat in his classroom at his desk, listening to his teacher talk about math. While most students paid at least some minor attention to the subject at hand, Zenon's mind often wandered on he would daydream. He spent much of school time reflecting on his dream from that night, the same thing he had done every day since he started having dreams of strange creatures. Of course, his attitude didn't escape the notice of the teachers.


“Zenon!” the teacher barked, finally calling Zenon's attention to him. “If you're so uninterested by my lecture, then perhaps you can answer this question on the board!” Zenon glanced to the board; he quickly realized he had no idea where the teacher was at in terms of progressing through the problem. The teacher sighed softly; everyone had given Zenon some slack after hearing of the accident he was involved in the previous summer, knowing it had affected him somewhat. “As I thought... Zenon, please try and keep focused. This will be on your exam.”


“Yes... Sorry, sensei!” Zenon replied.


Zenon did his best to pay attention for the rest of the class, finding himself able to answer a question just before the bell rang. Zenon was all too thankful that Physical Education followed next; it was Zenon's favorite thing when it came to school. The sport in question was basketball for this period. Zenon, sporting a typical blue and white school P.E. shirt and shorts, dribbled the ball down the court and made a 3-point shot, earning a cheer from his team. He didn't mind basketball at all, though his favorite sport was soccer.


“It's not fair!” moaned one of the students on the losing team. “Why do they always get Zenon?”


“You've got Teichi!” responded another classmate. “Having both him and Zenon wouldn't be fair for us!”


“Teichi sucks at this sport though!” the student from earlier grumbled.


“Hey!!!” shouted a student with glasses and bowl-shaped black hair, presumably Teichi, from across the gym.


The P.E. Coach blew a whistle and ordered that the students stop bickering and focus on their current task or else they'd all run laps around the gym. The student who exclaimed first nodded in defeat and the game continued. Teichi flicked his glasses into alignment. “I'll give Zenon credit. I don't know what he did over the summer, but his performance this whole year has been nothing short of remarkable! The rumor that Kaisei Academy wants him for their sports teams is proof enough of that!”

Kaisei Academy was one of, if not the top high school in Japan. For somebody like Zenon whose academic record wasn't anything stellar to get invited, he really must have been good.


Further proof of his sports prowess came after school during Zenon's soccer match. The humidity was always high this time of year and was often very rainy, but today was one of the fewer nicer days that came in June. This allowed Zenon's skills to shine whenever he made a pass that would ensure a goal.


Zenon scored no points in the first half of the game, but he never once lost possession of the ball whenever it came to him. As a group of opponents barreled toward him for control of the ball, Zenon kicked it below the foot of one of them as he aimed to kick it away from Zenon. The ball was passed without incident to a teammate who scored only a few seconds later. Zenon did his best to draw the opposing team's focus to him, allowing for his unguarded teammates to score a goal with trouble. By the end of the first half, Zenon's team already led 8 to 2. As the second half began, the opposing team had grown wise to his strategy and half few people trying to take the ball from him. This was the chance he used to kick the ball past the goalie and score a point. Running like a rocket and zipping around like a fly, the opposing team realized that if they did not guard Zenon, they'd lose by an even greater amount of points.


The game ended with a  score of 17 to 4. 


With the days on the longer side of things this time of year, it was still very bright out by the time Zenon had changed out of his uniform. As he had already told his mother, the arcade was next on his list of places to be. He expected see more than a few kids from his school hanging around there as well; it was where many students not stressing about high school entrance exams hung out.


He walked passed a grill that must have had somebody accidentally spill a ton of water on it; the smoke and steam vapor that filled that part of the street was like a thick fog bank. It certainly felt like he was walking through one. After he passed through the smoke cloud, Zenon noticed something odd; the street was not as occupied as it usually was. In fact, as turned his corner, it came to his attention that the entire street was empty. The buildings were still lit up in some fashion; signs that never went out displayed normally.


“Odd...” thought Zenon. “Where is everybody?” It wasn't a holiday as far as he knew. There were no cars or bikes either that weren't parked off to the side.


A steady ringing began to fill Zenon's ears, the sound of a telephone. It wasn't his cellphone; it was the kind of ringing that came from a typical land-line. He glanced over to the left, where he was certain the sound was coming from. There was a payphone sitting in a booth. As Zenon approached it, it became evident that it was the source of the ringing. A payphone being called wasn't unheard of, but Zenon never expected to encounter something like this in his life, especially not when he was the only person around. It was like something out of a horror movie.


A nagging sensation warned his mind that he shouldn't answer it, that whatever was calling that phone was responsible for the disappearance of everybody. As the phone continued to ring well beyond the point of a typical phone, the curiosity slowly got the better of him. This wasn't a horror movie, it was real life. The fact that nobody was around meant that this was something meant fir him. He had to answer the phone. He felt compelled to. Taking a deep breath, he approached the booth.


The first thing he noticed was the digital number display above the buttons. Normally displaying the number being called, it the numbers were all out of whack. The seven light bars for each number that would display 0-9 where dancing around and flashing, often showing things that didn't look like numbers at all. Second-guessing himself for but a moment, he reached for the phone and held it to his ear. “Hello?”


“This is a... call. Would you like to accept...?” came a voice that sounded like somebody using an auto-tuner. The pauses contained words he couldn't hear, similar to when you are given a collect call. However, even if it was a busted phone with a collect inbound call, that didn't explain why it made  no mention of where it was coming from.


“Yes,” Zenon answered, going along with things. There was a rather long pause, and then a voice suddenly spoke again.


“Zenon, is that you? Thank Yggdrasil! You really are alive!” The statement left Zenon confused, but he continued to listen. “You have to help!” the voice pleaded. It was different from the first one he heard. It was a panicking male from the sound of the voice. He was almost certain he had never heard the voice speaking to him before, but at the same time it sounded familiar.


“H-Hold on!” he responded, looking to the phone even though he didn't expect to see anything in particular. “What's wrong? Who is this?”


“Zenon! You have to come back!” the voice once again told him. “The Digital World! It's--”


The line was cut off there – nothing but static played through the phone - but the number consisting of weird characters remained flashing on the display panel. “Digital World?” he asked himself aloud, pulling out a cellphone from his pocket. After the incident last summer, his mother had bought him the newest smartphone model at the time so that they could always keep in touch. He didn't know why he checked, but when he pulled up the digital number pad, the numerical characters that displayed didn't look like numbers much at all. What Zenon could discern, however, was that some of the characters matched the flashing display panel.


Zenon dialed the strange number, unsure of what to expect. Somebody who knew him needed his help; the voice he heard didn't sound like a prank. His cellphone began to ring and vibrate violent, bolts of static electricity flying in all direction. Despite this, the device did not hurt to hold. It started to glow with a blue light that engulfed the entire phone. As the light faded away, what Zenon held in his hand was not his smartphone, but a new, peculiar device.


The screen, which used to take a huge percentage of the front, had been scaled down considerably, now more squarely-shaped and sitting in the upper center of the device. The four buttons which were formerly flat with the panel and lying on the bottom just below the screen had popped out a bit, becoming longer as well with rounded edges. The small LED-like panel on the top which used to be the equivalent of an antennae had expanded to cover the whole top of the device. The outer casing had become blue, with a but of white on the bottom. Two words flashed on screen: DATA SCAN.


A strand of numbers reading “010110100110010101101110011011110110111001010011011010

0001101001011011100110111101101000011000010111001001100001” began to swirl around him and glide across the panel. In Zenon's confusion, the 0s and 1s began to alternate in certain areas, until a new number reading “010110100110010101101110011011110110111001011010011001010110010101

1011010110111101101110” appeared. Several number began to disappear until only “01011010011001

0101100101011011010110111101101110” remained. The strand reentered his body, nearly causing Zenon to throw up. He collapsed to the floor of the phone booth, not even realizing what was going around all around him. The lights of the signs on various buildings began to panic, displaying odd characters as the misty smoke from earlier enveloped the whole area. 


Zenon felt like his whole body was coming apart; an intense burning pained spanned his entire inside. He gripped his chest where his heart would be and screamed out. The scar he couldn't remember getting was really starting to burn. Amidst the pain, he thought he felt his feet burst through his shoes. His face also hurt, like somebody was pulling on it. The pain from his face spread to his ears, feeling as if they were moving up his head; if his chest didn't hurt so much he probably would have grabbed onto them. A searing pain burst forth from just above his buttocks, causing him to yell out even louder. A faint and almost disgusting crack could be heard coming from his body, only to be drowned out by his loudest scream yet.


Then it stopped.


Zenon pushed hisself to his feet, grabbing on the phone for support. What the top of the payphone was not a human hand, but a series of sharp claws embedded in a digit. Zenon rubbed his head like somebody recovering from a hangover. “Ugh... That's a feeling I never want to experience again!” he told himself, unsure about what had just happened. He was panting, his cheek fur damp from the tears he shed during the gripping paint. Wait... fur? Zenon looked over the phone box, seeing his reflection in the window of the booth. The head of some kind of furry dragon was staring back him, see blue fur covering the majority of it with a small patch of whiteness on the lower muzzle and down the neck. 


Zenon yelped in surprised, falling to his rump and backing up out of the booth. As his eyes traced down to his feet, he noticed that a pair of digitgrade, large white feet with long toe claws had ripped his shoes completely off. The panic that began to set was momentarily offset by a soft springiness beneath his palms. It was grass. Zenon's eyes shifted downward to see the grass below him; the booth was no longer on the side of the road, but in the middle of a grassy field. He gripped the ground, making sure that it wasn't some trick his mind was playing on him. When his new-found claws dug into not cold cement, but moist dirt and blades of grass, he realized this was all real. His hands shook violently as he lifted them in front of his eyes, the smell filling his nose. His eyes twitched as he quickly turned his back back to see a slender tail about two-thirds the length of his legs protruding from his backside. It was covered in fur, but it wasn't fluffy at all. The tail had torn right through his shorts, which were so loose on him and torn now that it was a wonder they were still on him.


“WHAT THE HECK IS GOING ON?!” he cried out at the top of his lungs. The wind carried his voice, but there didn't appear to be anybody around to hear him.


His upper body had expanded as well, becoming toned, more muscular. His T-shirt had also been ripped as a result, revealing the patchy fur beneath it. His vest remained due to it being open. Even with fur covering it, his scar was still visible on his chest; the patch of fur that was covering his scar was a much light tone. After calming down, he gazed at his reflection in the window of the phone booth, looking himself over with more detail. His hair was the same, though it now traveled down his spine like a horse's mane. His ears had become small point at the top of his head, just barely sticking above his still blond hair. His goggles were a bit more snug, but it brought the look together.


All in all, Zenon had to admit he looked pretty cool. He looked like some kind of furry dinosaur, though his arms were still the length of a typical human's. His thighs had grown more muscular, causing him to walk in a manner similar to a raptor. As he looked himself over once more, a sense of nostalgia came over him. “Weird... I feel like I've seen this before! But where?”


He spent a while longer looking at his reflection, pulling back his lips to see a row of sharp  teeth aligning his gums. He pinches himself a few times to see if he was asleep, yelping as his claws pierced his skin and drew a little bit of blood. He pinched his ears and his tail, checking if they were real as well. It didn't take long for him to come to the conclusion that it really wasn't a dream, but he still spent some time looking at himself.


The payphone had lost all connection and his phone had turned into some weird device that couldn't make any calls, so it was useless for helping him. The only thing about the strange device that remained exactly the same was the little camera that was on the back of it. The camera was slightly elevated and positioned just slightly above the center of the device, just like it was when he was on his phone. On his phone, the four buttons on the front were Home, Apps, Back, and Search, but Zenon couldn't be certain that these were still the case. The power and volume buttons had completely vanished from their previous locations. The buttons on the front were unlabeled, meaning that the only way to figure out what they did was to try them out. Zenon weighed the risk that pressing a button might causing him to change again or worse, but the curiosity got the better of him.


Perhaps it was a stroke of good luck that the first button he pushed brought up some kind of map. The map was far from detailed and only seemed to provide a general outline of the zone he was in; there was no indication of any mountains or streams or anything. One thing was clear by looking at the general layout of the map: He was not in Nagoya anymore.


A loud beep caught Zenon's attention, drawing his eyes back to the screen. There was a single red dot on the screen. It was quite a ways off judging by the distance, but considering there was absolutely nothing written in detail on the map and he had no idea where he was, it seemed like as good as any place to head.


Walking was difficult for Zenon at first; he stumbled about and fell over several times as he adjusted to his new legs. After about 10 or so minutes of relearning how to walk, he was feeling very comfortable. Being who he was, he felt tempted to run, so see what it was like moving in this new body of his. Zenon was quick for a human, but in this body, his his speed more than double. The light breeze turned into a strong wind as he worked into a quick pace; his fur didn't even seem to slow him down. He ran up a small hill, planning to jump off it to test his jump. He jump turned into a heroic leap, transcending a distance he never thought possible to jump from such a small hill. As the breeze whipped against his face, Zenon had to speak how he was feeling.


“Okay! This is aaaaaaaawesome!”


All that running around did catch up to Zenon eventually, forcing him to stop as he tried to catch his breath. All the anxiety he felt about transforming into whatever he was had disappeared. However, now he was thirsty. He hadn't had much besides a little bit of water since his soccer match, and his little adventure with his new body had left him dehydrated a bit. But he was in the middle of nowhere, as far as he knew. There were trees and hills, but no sign of any water. In fact, he hadn't seen another living thing yet.


Thirst starting to get the better of him, he was beginning to wish he hadn't done all that running around. The sun was starting to set and a red sky now filled the horizon. Zenon was also starting to worry about his mother; after what happened to him last summer there was no way she wouldn't be concerned if he didn't return home. “No! I can't think about that now!” he told himself, shaking his head. “If I spend all my time worrying, I'm just going to waste even more energy.”


A passing ray of sunlight caused something to glint out of the corner of his eye. Zenon glanced over in that direction, rubbing his eyes as he tried to determine if he was seeing what he was really seeing. It had to be a mirage, he thought, but as he neared it even his mind was in disbelief. It was a vending machine, sitting out in the middle of nowhere. “Maybe it's a trap,” he pondered, poking it. The machine did nothing out of the ordinary. It was strange... There was no sign of it being plugged in, yet it rumbled like every other vending machine. Though it was probably a waste, Zenon took a coin from his pocket – thankful now that his pants had remained intact – and put it in the coin slot. He pressed a button and, as expected, nothing came out.


“Figures...” he sighed to himself, lightly banging on the front of the machine. A sound similar to a door with rusty hinges filled Zenon's ears, then a loud crash. Zenon shuddered as he slowly turned his head toward the machine, realizing it had fallen over. A smaller crash followed seconds later with a soda can plopping into the receiving box. Zenon grabbed the drink and skedaddled before someone came to reprimand him, not even thinking that if he waited and somebody came, at least he'd know he wasn't alone.


The sun had set completely but Zenon still hadn't seen anybody. At the very least he thought he'd see a rabbit or a squirrel or something along the field, but there was nothing except for the endless stretch of grass. Despite it being dark out, there was still plenty of light thanks to the full moon overhead. 


“It's amazing,” Zenon gasped as he stood atop a rather large hill. Unobstructed, the moon was in full view, and it seemed brighter and larger than he had even seen it before. Zenon didn't realize the moon could look as gorgeous as it did.


The howl of a wolf picked up the breeze, causing the grass all around to flatten. The sound brought Zenon's attention. What he saw was not a wolf or even wolves exactly, but a group of large canine-like beasts. They reminded him of the Akita Inu breed with their size and figure, though each one was covered in a deep blue darker than his own fur. White fur also covered their underbellies. Another thing that caught his eye was the red gloves that covered their front paws and the red bandana-like strands that wrapped around their necks and flapped in the breeze as they ran. 


Zenon hadn't even realized that he was holding his device's camera toward them. The light of the screen is what alerted him. Zenon held the device up and observed a profile on the screen that had appeared, as well as a picture of the creature. Zenon read it aloud to himself.


“Gaogamon! A Champion-level Beast-type Digimon whose name stems from the sound of a wolf. Its most terrifying ability is its Spiral Blow, which is said to allow it release a powerful vortex of wind whenever it howls.”


Zenon read it to himself again. “Digimon?” he muttered. That word was something he had heard before, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it. 


The light of his device caught the eye of the Gaogamon at the front of the pack. Not only was he a little larger than the others, a deep scar traveled down his left eye, although he wasn't blind in it. He skid to a stop, prompting the others to stop behind him. He glanced back at the others behind him and motioned his head in that direction. Zenon caught the sound of heavy footsteps and looked up from his device in time to see the Gaogamon encroaching upon him. They moved even faster than he did, and even the nearest tree was too far for him to reach. The came upon him fast, and by the time he finished blinking he had been completely surrounded. The lead Gaogamon stepped forward among the group, leaning down and sniffing Zenon.


“What are you doing in OUR territory?” he growled lowly. Zenon felt like he should've been shocked to hear the beast talk, but his growling startled him far more than that. Zenon took a deep breath and tried to explain his case.


“I'm sorry, I-”


“Were you sent by the Garurumon?” he rumbled, lifting his head and providing a devilish smirk. “Or perhaps you've come to be our dinner? Hunting is a bit scarce this time of year.”


His words caused a shiver to trail down Zenon's spine. Dinner was certainly the last thing he wanted to be right now.


“Well!” demanded the Gaogamon. “Speak! Or perhaps I should rip your throat out now and be done with it!”


What should he tell him? Would the talking dog-like beast believe him if he said he was a lost human? Would he even know what a human is? As he quickly perused his options in his head, another Gaogamon stepped toward the leader. “Boss, do you know who this Digimon? This is Zeemon! He's--”


“He's A Zeemon, you fool!” the leader quickly retaliated. “Not THEE Zeemon! Just like you are A Gaogamon?”


“Zeemon?” Zenon responded. “I'm sorry, I think you have me confused with somebody else. I'm Zenon, and I--”


“I asked what you were doing here, not what you called yourself 'Zeemon-wannabe'!” the Gaogamon roared. “To think the Garurumon would send a Zeemon just to frighten us!” His bellowing caused the others to erupt into laughter, all save for the Gaogomon who had spoken up earlier. “Unless you are THEE Zeemon, Hero of the Great War!”


“I already told you, I'm not--”


“Of course you're not!” the Gaogamon interrupted. “Zeemon perished at the end of the war. There's no way you could be him with the Digital World as it is.”


Hearing the name Zeemon sparked a memory inside of his head; the same dream from when he was back in the hospital rose to the surface. Again the burning castle and the strange creature came into light, only this time Zenon recognized the creature as what he was now. That was Zeemon. The vision quickly faded into the abyss, and all Zenon was left with was a headache. He grabbed his head and groaned. The Gaogamon noticed this.


“If they did send you, then your life is forfeit right here and now, Zeemon!” he snapped. “If they didn't, then you have 10 seconds to leave here with your tail tucked between your legs. You have no reason to be here, runt! You disgrace the name of the great Zeemon by parading around in that form. Of course, if you really were a true Zeemon, surely you'd have the strength to prove me wrong and fight me here and now.”


The Digimon slashed a claw downward, slashing across Zenon's shorts and shredding them off of him, leaving him nude. In reaction, he quickly covered his groin, realizing a second later that everything that would be there was completely covered by fur. The pack of Gaogamon burst into laughter once again. This time Zenon spoke up, refusing to be embarrassed like that even amidst his fear. 


“I told you already, my name is Zenon! Zeh-non! Not Zee-mon, you dumb dog! Are you sure that scar's on your eye and not your ears, because you sure don't listen! If you listened to me you'd already know that I'm lost and am just trying to find a town or something! Just give me directions and I'll get out of your territory and you'll never hear from me again!”


The pack's jaws dropped as Zenon told off their leader the way he did. The boss Gaogamon was just as stunned as his pack, and it took Zenon a moment to realize what he had just done. “Crud...” he panicked, fearing he had just made a horrible mistake. A wide grin suddenly crossed the Gaogamon's face, followed by yet another burst of laughter.


“So you do have a pair after all, kid!” he said with a smirk. “You've earned the right to speak, but nothing more than that.” He gazed up toward the moon hanging in the sky. “You say you want to head to town, right? Sure, I'll tell you! My pack and I will even take you there.”


Zenon couldn't believe what he was hearing. “R-Really?”


“Sure,” the Gaogamon grinned. He slammed his front paws down in front of him, roaring loudly. His pack-mates immediately backed off, creating a circle around them half a kilometer in diameter. “All you have to do, is defeat me!”


“W-Wait!” Zenon gasped. “I... I don't want to fight!”


“I've always wanted to fight Zeemon,” the Gaogamon cackled. “If you're half as strong as he was, you should be able to beat me no problem. If you can, my pack and I will escort you to the nearest town.”


“And... if I can't?” Zenon gulped.


“If you can't...” the Gaogamon hummed, taking a step forward. “I'll just feast upon your data!” He charged at Zenon, not giving him a chance to refuse. Zenon jumped to the side, narrowly avoiding a slash from the Gaogamon's claws as he zipped past him. “Spiral Blow!” howled the Digimon, unleashing a powerful vortex of wind toward Zenon. Zenon bolted to the side as the current whipped up the grass all around him, moving fast enough to turn the blade into sharp needle. Zenon looked behind him to see a trail of rigid dirt where the blast had blown through. If Zenon allowed something like that to his him, he'd be injured for sure.


The next several minutes were filled with Zenon doing all he could to avoid Gaogamon's attacks, all this while the others just sat and watched. “Is this all you can do, Zeemon?” Gaogamon bellowed. “What happened to all that courage earlier? Are you going to keep running around like a frightened pup? Or will you fight?!”


He had a point. If Zenon continued to run around and waste energy, he'd be at Gaogamon's mercy. Remembering that the device he held warned him of Gaogamon's Spiral Blow attack earlier, he wondered if it could perhaps tell him what Zeemon was capable of. He pointed the camera in his direction and pressed a button he thought would capture the data. The screen let up, displaying a picture as well as a small profile:

Zeemon 

Stage: Rookie 

Type: Beast

Attribute: Data 

No other data available.


Zenon frowned in disbelief. A whole lot of help that was! Several more wind blasts gusted past Zenon, reshaping the landscape all around him. Gaogamon chased him in circles, moving him here and there until Gaogamon blasted through a large tree, sending it toppling down in front of him and shaking the ground a slight bit. The sudden cutting off of an escape route caused him to hesitate enough for Gaogamon to get an attack in on him.


“Spiral Blow!” the Digimon howled.


Zenon turned his head toward the oncoming attack, thinking the end was upon him. The attack that barreled toward him seemed to slow as another vision came to his mind, this time from the point-of-view of Zeemon. It was the same human he saw before standing beside him, but all of the details about were him were still obscured by an ever-looming shadow. A rampaging twister could be seen heading right for them and another, unfamiliar Digimon.


“This is our chance, Zeemon!” the human seemed to say, though his exact voice seemed to be dostorted. He held his device up, which Zenon immediately recognized as the same one he held. “Data Scan!” the human shouted, observing as a strand of data emerged from the tornado and wrapped around the human's palm.


That was it! That was what Zenon had to do. He mustered all the strength he could gather into his legs and jumped high into the air. This would leave him helpless against the Gaogamon's next attack. Gaogamon reared his head upward, trying to position the stream of wind toward Zenon. Zenon held the device out in front of him and pressed a button on it. Two words popped up on the screen.


“Data Scan!” Zenon exclaimed, sliding his device across Gaogamon's wind stream. A stream of data slowed from the torrent, 0s and 1s in the order “01010111010010010100111001000100” sliding across the scanner at the top of the device. The length of code wrapped itself around Zenon's body, turning his fur an marine green color and creating small wings at his ankles and wrists, similar to those found on the Greek god Hermes. “Wind Mode activate!”


This time when the device scanned him, a profile actually appeared:

Zeemon Wind Mode

Stage: Rookie 

Type: Beast

Attribute: Data

Bio:


Harnessing the power of the wind, Zeemon has gained the ability to use it to increase the power of its attacks. Its Wind Dance ability allows it walk on air while its Typhoon Push calls up a powerful storm.

Special Attacks: Typhoon Push, Wind Blade, Wind Dance


True to the profile's description, Zenon found himself able to run atop Gaogamon's Spiral Blow attack. Gaogamon's eyes widened in horror as Zenon dealt a powerful kick to his face, the sheer power behind it knocking the large dog-like Digimon back a distance. Gaogamon was not so easy to knock down and quickly regains his footing, digging his claws deep into the ground and kicking up a copious amount of dirt.


“Now that's more like i--”


Gaogamon couldn't even finish off that final word as he bore witness to miniature tornadoes swirling about his wrists where those wings had been. Zenon threw his right arm forward. “Typhoon Push!” he exhaled, throwing the small vortex forward at Gaogamon. The vortex quickly exploded into a powerful swirling mass not much different than his Spiral Blow, hurling him back and twirling his body about like a rag doll. Gaogamon tumbled in the air, plummeting to the ground with the full force of gravity. Seemingly sensing the battle was over, Zenon's body returned to the form it held previously.


Gaogamon seemed fairly cheerful about his defeat one he had recovered. His woulds were minor, but Zenon's attack had knocked him out. Considering their difference in stages, it proved that Zeemon was a formidable foe. “If you can do that much as a Rookie, I can only imagine how strong you'd be as a Champion, or a fully evolved Digimon even!” he chortled. He suddenly caught himself and what he said, then sullenly looked down toward the ground. Zenon blinked curiously, wondering what had gotten Gaogamon so depressed all of a sudden. Gaogamon shook his head and smiled back toward Zenon.


“Enough of that,” he told him. “So you wanted to go to the nearest town, right? As promised, my pack and I will take you.”


“You really don't have to do that much!” replied Zenon, waving his arms in front of him. “If you could just point me in the direction, I'd be very grateful.”


“It'd be night tomorrow before you even reached it,” Gaogamon responded, looking to the other members of his pack. “Besides, with the Garurumon prowling about our territory every now and then, it's far better for you to be with us.”


Wondering about that, Zenon pulled up his device and tried to bring a profile of Garurumon from the search. Eventually he succeeded in pulling one up. “A Champion-level Beast Digimon with fur as hard as Mithril. It possesses a furious combat instinct and sinews honed in freezing lands, as well as carnivore-like agility and accuracy to bring down its targets using its Howling Blaster!” he read from the description that appeared, glancing over the attacks as well as the wolf-like picture that accompanied it.


“I never imagined I'd see a Digimon with a Digivice, much less use one. I thought only humans could use those things,” the Gaogamon commented on Zenon's device. “I won't ask where you got it. You don't seem like the type who'd murder one to get it, Zeemon.”


“I already told me name's... Oh forget it!” Zenon sighed in defeat. “Call me whatever you want.” Gaogamon's words had at least sparked some interest. A Digivice was known to belong to a human, and while he doubted Gaogamon would believe that he was really a human, it did tell him that humans had come to this Digital World before. Perhaps there were still some around, and they might be able to help him return to being a human. However, if it was possible another Digimon might target him to get it if they believed he was a human, perhaps going along with things and pretending to be an ordinary Zeemon was not a bad idea, at least until he found some other humans.


This was the start of a new adventure. If he wanted to become human again and return home, he'd have to be Zeemon.
