The End of the DigiDestined
Written by Tachikawa-Ichijouji Carmel - DigiDestined of Heart and Reliability (A.K.A Piedmon and LadyDevimon's Daughter)
Author's notes: Another fic about the 02 team. KenSuke. Ken is evil. So's Suke-chan. I know what you're thinking now: "Daisuke - evil?!" Yeah, well, this is an AU (I do a lot of Digimon AU fics, don't I? I can't help myself, I just love AU fics ^^). Happens seven years after an alternate Ken's Secret. BTW, dreams and flashback sequences are now in italic like my notes, but dreams are also in bold. As always, I start around the middle and I end up having to think of a title and beginning. Damn, I hate the way I think.

ADDED BONUS!: This is my first fic ever with Willis, Michael and the American DigiDestined! *everybody's mouth drops to the floor in shock* I've tried to remember all of their names from the ep. "Digimon World Tour p.1", but I can only remember a few. The boys, surprisingly.

WARNING!!!: Also contains Willsuke, rape, abuse, the use of guns (at least in Suke-chan's little dream at the beginning), swearing, killing Miyako and Hawkmon (Kenyako must die along with Kenyako fans >:D. Jeez, what's up Hawkmon's ass? And what's the deal with Silphymon? HE LOOKS HALF-CHICKEN, DAMNIT!!) - Christ, I should probably rate this fic NC-17! My first NC-17 fic ^^. Came to me in a dream. Yep, I dream about KenSuke too. AUGH, I can't get KenSuke out of my head!!! It was all I thought about in Art Class (damn Ms. Greatbatch to HELL! Ms. Malcomson too.). I was feeling angsty all the way through class!

Ken: I think I'll just stand over here......... *goes to a corner*

Carmel: And I'm still feeling angsty. *glares at Ken*
Tachikawa-Ichijouji Carmel - DigiDestined of Heart and Reliability (A.K.A Piedmon and LadyDevimon's Daughter)
********************

Chapter One: Reliving the Nightmare
********************

"Hey, guys," Takaishi Takeru said to Yagami Hikari, Inoue Miyako, Hida Iori and the Digimon when he entered the computer lab. Patamon took his usual place perched on the blonde's head. "Are we ready to go to the Digital World?"

"Not so fast," hissed a voice and the door opened again. Everyone gasped in horror.

"DAISUKE?!"

Motomiya Daisuke - fully outfitted in his black leather Consort outfit - stood there, a wicked smile on his face and a gun in his hand.

"Daisuke, what do you think you're doing?!" Miyako shouted, taking a step forward. One shot and she was on the floor, lifeless. Hawkmon dissolved into data as he took a few steps forward, the grin turning malicious and the gun still pointed at them.

"What am I doing?" He laughed insanely. "Only putting you miserable DigiDestined out of action." His cold chocolate eyes moved to Miyako's lifeless body. "Permanently. It's only a pity that you never figured me out sooner. I've been waiting for this."

"Daisuke, what happened to you?" Hikari asked, but was silenced when he pointed the gun at her head.

"That's MASTER to you, woman!" he yelled, finger tightening around the trigger.

"Down, Suke-chan," came the cold, impassive voice filled with the same malice as his. Daisuke turned around and the DigiDestined and their Digimon (all except for Chibimon) glared at the new arrival. Ichijouji Ken - in full Digimon Emperor regalia, no less - sauntered into the computer lab, Wormmon, as always, following faithfully behind. Ken's own smile was smug and his icy amethyst eyes moved to his Consort.

"Well done, my angel, as usual." His eyes moved to look at the DigiDestined and their Digimon. Each one felt their knees shake like jelly the way they stared each of them down. "Now, why bother going to the Digital World?" The smug smile grew on both their lips. "The Digital World and its inhabitants have already fallen to us, so there's no one there who'd want your help."

The smile on Daisuke's lips tugged into an insane grin. "What do you wish me to do with them, my Emperor-chan?"

Ken's icy eyes moved throughout the group. "You can kill the girl, she's of no use to me." His eyes moved to Takeru and Iori. "The blonde will be a slave and even the child could be of use to us, once properly converted."

Daisuke nodded affirmatively and pulled the trigger, the gun still against Hikari's head. She squeezed her eyes shut, waiting for her skull to be blown apart.........
********************

Daisuke groaned in annoyance as he felt the warmth of the sun on his back The Digital World's sun to be more precise. The Imperial Consort sat up, groggily rubbing his eyes.

'Damn. I was dreaming about the past again. Why can't I get it out of my head?'
He stretched his arms back and then slipped out of the silky black sheets, looking back to see if his husband was still in bed. A small smile tugged onto his lips and he crawled back onto the bed to roll Ken over gently, not noticing the two of them were still naked from the past night's activities. The redhead gently ran his fingers lightly above his love's chest skin, hearing him murmur back in response.

"Suke-chan......so early in the morning?" The amethyst eyes, normally filled with cold malice for the slaves but at the moment filled with love only for him, fluttered open, his own small smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

"You know I get so aroused when I see you laying so sexily like that," Daisuke whispered back, using his tongue to lick a trail from Ken's chest to his mouth. The Emperor's arms moved from his sides to wrap around the one who had helped him establish his dominance over the Digital World and the DigiDestined, pulling him closer to his body.

Miyako and Hikari really had died, in the past. About seven years ago it would be now. All because of Daisuke and a little weapon called a gun. Of course, Yagami Taichi had been furious when he learned of his little sister's death; Ishida Yamatou equally unthrilled when Daisuke had shown him how submissive his little brother Takeru could be.

Daisuke smirked, looked over at a corner of the imperial bedroom. Takeru lay there, whimpering pathetically and beaten harshly, so cold and lonely, arms wrapped tightly around his weak body. He still paraded the blonde around on a leash in front of the cells that contained weak Digimon who were useless to them. Takeru also joined Daisuke whenever the original team of DigiDestined attacked. The Child of Hope - or as the redhead so often liked to sneer at him, the Child of Hopelessness - still used his D-3, but used it to serve evil. After seven years of encounters and nearly losing the pet twice, the Imperial Consort kept Takeru on his leash whenever there was a battle.

The conquest of the Digital World had been so fast it was nearly unbelievable. Only few Digimon roamed free, cowering in fear and wondering if they'd live to see the light of the next day.

Primary Village was now a wasteland. Baby-stage Deijimon grew up in warehouses spread over the Digital World, living a joyless life. Pumped full of vitamins and trained to be strong enough and willing to serve the Empire without having to put a Dark Ring or a Dark Spiral on them.

"It's almost hard to believe," Daisuke murmured, his voice muffled by his koi's chest.

"Hm?"

Chocolate eyes touched amethyst ones. "It's almost been seven years since our victory over the new DigiDestined."

Ken smiled gently, running his long slender fingers through the mop of red hair before him. "And it's been seven long, glorious years." He cocked his head almost curiously. "Do you regret it?"

"Regret what?" Daisuke laughed lightly. "Betraying them, killing two annoying women and their Deijimon, making Takeru my own personal slave, making the Digital World ours and living like royalty for nearly seven years? Plus marrying the most perfect person I've ever met? I have no regrets."

Ken smirked at his love. "You summarized our conquest in one sentence, my angel. If only those fools who forged us back in the Real World could see us like this."

Both rulers laughed harshly.

"They are fools." Daisuke snickered, snuggling closer. "They still believe we've vanished. They still keep hoping we'll return." As he said "hoping", the Consort smiled wickedly over at their pet, then frowned at the cum on the floor from last night's wonderful experience.

"Slave!"

Takeru looked up with terrified sapphire eyes at the sound of his lord's voice. He was glaring icily at him and the blonde moved forward on all fours obediently, being careful not to step into the cum on the floor. His lord leaned more into his master's chest as he spoke.

"Clean that shit off the floor this instant!" Daisuke smiled maliciously. "With your tongue."

"Yes, my lord." Takeru's voice was rusty from being rarely used. He crossed to the spilled cum and began lapping at it. He'd gotten quite used to the taste, after having been raped numerous times over the past years. Daisuke looked at the pet for a moment, but then moved his attention back to his husband below him, a sly grin tugging at his lips.

They had sex all morning.

********************

Umikawa Willis (A/Ns: I don't know Willis' last name, so I'll create him one. It means "Ocean-River" - Tachikawa-Ichijouji Carmel - DigiDestined of Heart and Reliability), or as he often liked to call himself The Digimon Paladin, sat at his computer in the Real World, gritting his teeth furiously. Each time he knocked down a Control Spire, or freed Digimon, the Emperor and his Consort always recaptured and rebuilt. It was too tough a job for one person alone.

Even one with twin Deijimon.

"Those assholes, don't they care about what they've done?" he swore to himself.

"Willis, time for school!"

Willis glanced out his door at the stairs. Damn, school. He wished he didn't have to go so he could spend more time saving the Digital World.

"Coming!" The blonde American/Japanese grabbed his backpack off his bed, stuffed Terriermon and Lopmon inside and raced down the stairs. He didn't care about what was on the screen and his Okaasan never interfered with his computer. It was a long walk to Colorado State High School and he had to leave roughly around six thirty.

"Have a good day, honey."

"I will, Kaasan," Willis said, grabbing his lunch from her hand at the door and giving her a quick kiss on the cheek. As soon as they were out on the highway, he let his Deijimon friends out of his backpack.

"Willis, we're going to have to find help soon," Lopmon said cutely.

"He's right. Lopmon and I can't fight the Emperor and the Consort alone," Terriermon agreed as they flew to catch up to their human partner. Willis kicked at the dirt with his sneaker.

"I know. It's too bad Koushirou and the others live so far over in Japan and I've tried finding other American DigiDestined through the e-mails from eleven years ago when Diaboromon attacked the Internet, but I seem to be the only one." The blonde boy sighed, looking up at the sky. "Some Paladin I turned out to be."

********************

At the high school, Willis left his locker, but bumped into someone on the way.

"Sorry," he mumbled, bending down to help pick up the person's stuff.

"Oh, it's alright." The other blonde smiled as he gathered the fallen books, then they both stood up.

"I've never seen you around before. Are you new?" Willis promptly stated.

The boy nodded. "Yeah. My dad's a movie star, so we move around a lot. I'm Michael Lachlan, by the way."

(A/Ns: No, I don't know Michael's last name either >:P Live with it.)
"Willis. Umikawa Willis."

"Part Japanese, I see." Michael smiled, shifting his books.

"Yeah. My Okaasan came from Japan while my Otousan came from New York." Willis glanced behind him nervously, then looked back. "So do you need someone to show you around the school?"

"If you don't mind."

"I'd be glad to."

(A/Ns: I can sense some Michael/Willis here ^^. Even though it does show at the end of 02 that Mimi had a child with Michael and broke up with him. More than friends, eh? *wiggles an eyebrow teasingly at Mimi, who blushes and shuts her up with a pillow* BTW, Mimi's a bit younger in this fic, so's Michael *Duuuuh - Daisuke* *Carmel whaps her Suke-chan on the head*.)
"I don't suppose you mind giving my friend a tour either?" Michael asked, turning around to whistle to someone behind him. Willis' jaw dropped as the most absolutely gorgeous strawberry-haired girl came up. Michael looked back at the other blonde and winked, whispering, "By the way, she's already taken."

Willis snapped his fingers in defeat when the girl snuggled up to Michael. "What is it, Michael-kun?"

"Mimi, this is Umikawa Willis. Willis, this is Tachikawa Mimi."

"Pleasure to meet you," Willis said, nodding his welcome.

"You too, Willis-kun," Mimi replied sweetly.

"Mimi-chan, Willis will be showing us around the school, okay?" Michael blushed furiously.

"Sure." Mimi smiled.

"Meet me in the Art corridor at lunch time, hm?"

"Will do. See you, Willis."

"Later, Michael, Mimi."

The three parted separate ways, neither realizing the other was a DigiDestined.

********************

"Where's Willis?" Lopmon whined at their usual meeting spot for lunch. "I'm getting hungry!"

"You're always hungry," Terriermon retorted, bonking his brother on the head.

"Ow! What was that for?"

"Typical boy Deijimon," muttered a feminine voice.

"Hey! I resent that!"

The twin Deijimon peered over bushes and found a Palmon and another Deijimon.

"You guys are Deijimon?" Terriermon asked.

"Yep!" Palmon smiled. "I'm Palmon and this is my friend, Lewis."

"Lewis?" Lopmon cocked his head in cute curiousness. The fish-like Deijimon blushed.

"My human partner likes to call me by a human name."

(A/Ns: Getting sick of these? Good. I don't know Seadramon's Rookie form, please e-mail it to me.)
"I'm Terriermon and this is my twin brother, Lopmon. What are you doing here?"

"We're waiting for our humans to bring lunch. You're twins?" Palmon asked.

"Yep. We were born from the same DigiEgg. Our human is Willis."

"Did I hear someone say my name?"

"WILLIS!" Both Digimon bounced over to the blonde American/Japanese while Palmon and Lewis (snicker) dove for Mimi and Michael. Willis stared at them in amazement.

"Those are Deijimon," he whispered.

"So are they," Mimi cooed, crouching down and tickling Lopmon under the chin. He giggled and looked at her with unbearable cuteness.

"That means you guys are DigiDestined."

Michael smiled, nodding. "Yep. You got it in one. But how come you have two Deijimon?"

Willis also smiled, looking down at his two friends. Terriermon was now begging for attention and Mimi scratched them both. "They were born from the same DigiEgg that came out of my computer fifteen years ago."

"Fifteen years ago," Mimi spoke up, standing. "That was about the same time I saw my first Deijimon and was chosen to be a DigiDestined. RedGreymon and Parrotmon."

"I heard about that from Izumi Koushirou."

"You know Izzy?"

"Yeah. We're 'Net Brothers."

"He's one of my friends, too!"

"Enough with the talking and more time eating!" Lopmon complained, opening his mouth wide enough to swallow a baby rabbit. Willis laughed, tossing down a sandwich to him and another to Terriermon.

"That enough? Luckily Okaasan packed us two lots of sandwiches. She knows how hungry you guys can get."

"Your Okaasan knows about your partners?" Mimi asked. Willis nodded.

"She doesn't mind. I'm allowed to keep them around the house so long as they don't make a mess and help with the chores."

"Sounds like a real family." Michael tossed Lewis a sandwich and the fish-like Deijimon caught it easily.

"We are." 'Speaking of families......' Willis reached into his computer satchel and took out his laptop, opening it up, bringing up a full view of the black Digital World. His face hardened. "Damn. They've set up more Control Spires in the areas we destroyed them." Terriermon and Lopmon looked sad at this, all their hard work for nothing.

Again.

"Control Spires?" Mimi asked as she and Michael looked over his shoulders, Palmon and Lewis (*snickers madly*) doing the same. "I remember those. We freed the Deijimon in the Night Forest seven years ago."

Willis shook his head. "I'm afraid not, Mimi. The Digital World's been completely taken over by the Deijimon Emperor and the Imperial Consort. It's been that way for years now. Ever since the fall of the new DigiDestined of Japan."

It took all her strength of will not to cry. "What happened to them?"

"Koushirou told me that Miyako and Hikari were killed instantly and Takeru and Iori were taken prisoner. These days Iori is the general of their dark forces and Takeru is their personal slave. It's horrible. Just too horrible."

"What about Daisuke?"

Willis bit his lip. "Daisuke.........I don't know. He disappeared right after the takeover. Completely vanished off the face of the Earth."

"Like that boy genius kid?" Michael asked. Willis nodded.

"Yeah. I'm getting the impression that he was killed outright too. Daisuke, I mean. They were taken in the Real World, where their defenses are low. They never saw it coming." Willis thought for a moment. "Although at sometimes, I see a Veemon tagging along behind the Consort. They've caught me once or twice over the years but I've escaped barely. I'm a lot more careful now and I don't let Terriermon and Lopmon out of my sight in the Digital World nowadays."

"It must be tough. Handling the job by yourself, I mean," Michael commented when Willis put his laptop away.

"Yeah. Say, would you guys like to help me? If it's not too much trouble, I mean......"

"Of course!" Mimi said, punching her fist into the air. "The Digital World is like a second home to me! After all those days I spent there eleven years ago!"

"I'd like to help." Michael nodded and Willis nodded back. "We can also introduce you to some friends who are also DigiDestined and would be glad to help."

"Thanks."

End of chapter one
A/Ns: Should there be a chapter two? Is there any reason for me to continue this weird fic? Only if you e-mail me (along with Seadramon's Rookie name and Michael's proper last name, if any) with comments, questions, flames and just the general stuff.

Daisuke: Finally! I'm done being evil.
Carmel: Oh, no you aren't! *pounces on her Suke-chan as he tries to get away.* Suke-chan, you promised me. *pouts.*
Daisuke: Oh, alright. *grins coyly.*

*Carmel notices Michael, Willis, Mimi, Takeru, Iori and Ken trying to get away.*
Carmel: Not so fast! *sends 'em into the non-existing next chapter.*
