The End of The DigiDestined
Written by Tachikawa-Ichijouji Carmel - DigiDestined of Heart and Reliability (A.K.A Piedmon and LadyDevimon's Daughter)
WARNING!!!: This chapter contains Willsuke, Kenkeru, rape, abuse, the use of whips, knives, swearing, Iori being evil, 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!!) - Oh, wait, that was in the last chapter.

A/Ns: Thanks to all the guys on FF.net who reviewed my first chapter. *sniffs* I feel loved. You've given me the inspiration to move forward *thrusts hand forward dramatically*! And thanks for the info on Willis' last name and SeaDramon's rookie form. Another angsty day for me. Gods, I hate the home bus. Especially since a bitch who lives across the street from me sat behind me and taunted me *bawls, then looks at the fic and grins*. Otherwise I had a good KenSuke day. Enjoy, ppls. Don't forget to r+r. BTW: My homepage is completely re-vamped into Death, Loneliness and Courage - A Shrine to Osamu, Ken and Daisuke. I was developing a taste for Osamu so I decided to add him to my site. Wizardmon, too. My theory is that if Osamu was a DigiDestined, Wizardmon would have been his Deijimon and his Crest would have been Death. But that's just me.

http://members.tripod.com/~ichijouji_carmel/index.htm
Tachikawa-Ichijouji Carmel - DigiDestined of Heart and Reliability (A.K.A Piedmon and LadyDevimon's Daughter)
Daisuke: *whimpers* I can't believe you dragged me into the second chapter. *the others nod in agreement.*

Carmel: Stop whining! Be thankful I don't make this fully yaoi with yuri on the side!
********************

Chapter 2: We Meet Again, Willis.
********************

"GARGO PALLET!!"
"HOWLING DESTROYER!!"
Willis watched as his twin Digimon destroyed another Control Spire. He smiled, nodding at their good work. "That makes it eight areas freed today. Good job, guys."

Gargomon and Wendigomon de-digivolved back to Terriermon and Lopmon and bounced over to their human partner.

"What's say we go back home and get us some ice cream?"

"YAY!!" both twins yelled at the same time. "ICE CREAM! ICE CREAM!!"

"Chocolate for me!" Terriermon cried, bouncing up and down.

"Strawberry here!" Lopmon agreed, joining him.

Willis laughed, picking them both up. "Let's go. We've had a long day."

Trudging towards the nearest TV to send them back to Willis' home, the blonde gasped at something and slid behind a tree.

"Willis, what's wrong?" Lopmon asked cutely. Willis immediately put his hand over the Rookie Deijimon's mouth and they peered behind the tree. The Imperial Consort sat on top of the small out-of-focus box, waiting impatiently. The blonde gulped as he watched the Consort tap his fingers lightly against the side, legs crossed, elbow resting upon a knee and his chin on his upturned hand.

The Consort looked the same as always; menacing, unpredictable and dominating.

"He's alone," Willis whispered, moving his head back to his two best friends.

"Willis, it's a trap," Terriermon observed. Willis nodded and reached into his pocket, giving his D-Terminal to the twins.

"You guys know how to operate this. If I get into any trouble, e-mail Mimi or Michael. Their e-mail addresses are saved," he whispered, glancing back over his shoulder. Good, the Consort was still there.

"Willis, you can't be serious," Lopmon hissed. "You're walking into a trap!"

"I have to know." The blonde American/Japanese stood, then stepped out from their hiding place and walked forward. The older longhaired teen looked up and smiled, his ice-cold chocolate eyes meeting kingfisher-blue ones.

"Hm, we meet again, Willis." He stood as the blonde stopped a few steps in front of him.

"Consort." Willis nodded his own greeting. His nemesis propped his elbow onto his upturned palm and his other hand stroked his chin, as if thoughtful.

"You know, I do believe you've been destroying our Control Spires lately, Willis." A cruel smile curled on his lips. "I'd congratulate you, but your progress isn't going to help you any. The Digital World will be ours again by the morning. I just thought you should know. It always is."

"I'll never stop trying." Willis considered his question. "I have to know, who are you? You remind me of someone I knew a long time ago."

The cruel smile became smuggish and the Consort stood properly. "Take off my shades and find out for yourself, Willis-chan."

The blonde froze at the use of "-chan" at the end of his name, but gingerly closed the gap between the two by walking forward. The chocolate eyes that bore into his soul behind those violet shades taunted him with given permission. Before he could figure out why, his hand shakily reached up and his fingers curled slowly around the rims of the shades before dragging them slowly off the hidden face. Willis gasped, the shades clattering to the ground.

"Daisuke?!"

The smug smile became cruel again and the mahogany-haired boy laughed maliciously. "Yes. I'm afraid so, Willis-chan," he said in a taunting voice as the blonde American/Japanese backed away. Daisuke's own hand reached for the whip attached to his thick leather belt and he straightened it out, running his tongue gently over it.

A lump formed in Willis' throat at the sight and at the bulge in his pants that began. 'What's his Crest again? Sex Appeal?' "Daisuke, why? Why have you done this?"

A cold and uncaring look appeared in his chocolate eyes and the Consort stopped his toying. His cruel smile grew as he slung the whip over his shoulder, following the blonde until he backed him against a tree. "Why?" he snarled, backhanding Willis across the face. "You dare to question me, the Imperial Consort of the Digital World?" Daisuke's facial features softened almost when Willis raised a hand to his red cheek, other hand supporting himself so he didn't fall to the grassy floor. "I'll tell you why." Daisuke jerked Willis' head up roughly by the chin with his hand. His voice lowered to a seductive hiss as he spoke. "Because those damnable DigiDestined never cared about me the way my Emperor-chan does. I should have realised sooner and joined him from the very beginning, but the older ones kept filling my mind with ridiculous thoughts about fighting for good." His smile widened even more, if possible, and his breath was hot on the blonde's face. "But I was finally able to welcome evil with open arms the day my Emperor-chan talked sense into me. Those fools. If only they had known our plans seven years ago, they would have been able to stop this. But we've won now, and there's no way to turn back time."

Daisuke's smile became seductive and he gently traced Willis' lips with his tongue. He pulled back, noticing the fear in the kingfisher-blue eyes. "You're so much like Takeru, did you know that? Takeru, our pet, the one who insisted he would never break until the day I raped him." The chocolate eyes narrowed until they were almost cat-like. "That was the day we established our dominance over the Digital World, the same day I killed Hikari and Miyako."

Willis shook his head out of Daisuke's grasp, not wanting to believe his story. He didn't like the way Daisuke was eyeing him and licking his lips slowly, an almost predatory look rippling through his eyes.

"When will you realize it's useless?" He laughed, low and insane. "You DigiDestined were always in the way of our plans. I remember as clear as day what Takeru said before I took him and he became our slave. "There will be others. Others like me who will fight you until another rises". I didn't believe him back then. But I do now. I'm getting rather bored with him at the moment and this little experiment came along. I would rape you until you became submissive and believe me, I will." Daisuke smiled, enjoying the fear he was seeing in Willis' eyes, enjoying the younger blonde teen mentally denying he was capable of rape. "I'm going to rather enjoy this. And believe me, you will too at the end."

The mahogany-haired teen gripped Willis' chin tightly, his other hand heading for the knife he kept hidden in his leather boot. He licked his lips with satisfaction. "You have to earn your kiss, slave," he said tauntingly as he slid the knife gently out of his boot and slipped it up to Willis' chest. There was the sound of tearing cloth moments later and Daisuke leaned down until he was eye-level with the American/Japanese boy, a hand snaking lightly up and down the side of his chest. Daisuke grinned wickedly when Willis moaned, arching into the touch. He leaned in, their erections brushing against the other's behind clothed bars, and leaned down to nibble at his ear, his breath hot against cold skin. Willis shuddered as his enemy trailed his lips down to his neck, then kissed both of his nipples before roughly playing with them with his tongue. He laughed around his sucking when Willis unwillingly let his hips buck forward.

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

"Just look at them," he sneered, watching from a cliff. "I can't believe my master allows my lord to do that. Do you, Armadillomon?"

He didn't get an answer. He never would again unless the Dark Spiral on Armadillomon's tail was taken off. Hida Iori, the general of their Empire, glared icily down at the two writhing on the grass. Iori then turned away, heading down with Armadillomon trailing behind. His right eye scanned around for any hidden cameras. He knew this area well and knew every place a camera could be.

The last thing he needed was for the Kaizer to find out his plans.

"I can't believe it. I maintain their control over the Digital World and what do I get for it?" he snarled, forest-green eye flashing emotionlessly. "They say I should be thankful I'm not in Takeru's class - an eternal slave. I can't help but possess hatred towards them. I can't help but do as they say until my time comes. The time when I alone will rise up and take my rightful place as the true ruler." 

(A/Ns: Thanx to Adam for the kewl idea for Iori's personality. Luv ya *winkz*)
********************

Takeru gulped down the scream in his throat as his master thrusted into him forcefully and cruelly over and over again. He’d been through this many times over the last seven years - the small logic in his mind wondering why he wasn’t struggling anymore.

One truth ran through the blonde's empty mind; he loved him.

He loved his master, not his lord. It was these private sessions with his master that kept him alive. His lord had known before, seven years ago, of his crush on the one who once in his mind was Ichijouji Ken, boy genius.

But that all changed when the DigiDestined were betrayed by the same one he had given his secret to.

His lord taunted him about the fact that he was nothing more than a worthless pet, a fuck toy who took the pain his master gave him, thinking it was out of love.

But no, his master and his lord were married and the only thing he could ever now be was a useless decoration and fuckthing.

He had no chance.

No chance at all.

He cried out in pain, knowing nobody would hear his screams but his master.

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

Willis gave his own scream of pain when Daisuke gave one last, cruel, violent thrust, growling low in his throat as he dragged himself out of his adversary's body. Willis groaned and collapsed forward, panting.

"Master," he managed to choke out. "More......onegai, Master......"

Daisuke pulled the shivering boy to his body, fingers running through the blonde hair. "You were incredible," he purred, stroking the mewling boy's cheek. "You were better than Takeru ever was. Snuggle close, my pet, because this isn't the last time we'll do this."

End of Chapter Two
Ken: You made Dai-chan cheat on me?! *everyone's eyes bulge out at his words* What? *he realizes what he said and blushes*

Carmel: *growls* Ken-oniisan, I believe you are referring to my Dai-chan.

Ken: My Jogress partner.

*Daisuke sweat-drops as the two Ichijoujis begin to fight.*

Daisuke: I guess I'll do the author's notes then.
Dai's notes: Yes, that was the end of chapter two. Hope you guys liked it. Don't forget to r+r, please, it's the only thing that keeps Carmel-chan going apart from me. Oh, she's also said she's going to be doing a fic called "Osamu's Second Chance". It's based around the episodes after "Deijimon World Tour" and is what could have happened if Daemon got to Ken before Oikawa could. Basically, Osamu gets a second chance at life (hence the title), but Ken's sacrifice is his own. We see the world through Osamu's POV after the car incident until now. Well, I better break these two up before they die on me. Ja'ne from us until next time, Deijimon fans.
Motomiya Daisuke - DigiDestined of Courage and Friendship (A.K.A Myotismon's son)
