Sunlight filled the room and he could feel a slight breeze flow in through 
the window. He looked around his room as though it was foreign to him.
"Katai?! Hurry up or you will be late!"
He instantly recognized his mother's voice and immediately thought he was 
late for school. He threw his bookbag on in a rush and darted out of his 
room. His parents stood in the kitchen preparing food. Katai almost ignored 
them as he made his way to the door.
"Where are you off to?" his mother asked as she placed fruit into a basket.
"I'm going to be late for school," Katai said as he opened the door.
"There's no school today," his mother laughed.
"Then why did you..."
"Did you farget that we were going to see your grandmother today?" his dad 
asked as he looked up from searching in the refrigerator.
Slowly, Katai closed the door and smiled. "It must have slipped my mind."

***

Reikou looked straight ahead. "Dreams?" He faced the wash of brilliant 
white light, allowing it to consume his body. He didn't flinch. The light 
quickly faded from sight. "What dreams?" Reikou sneered. "Come on. 
Everything seems to have calmed for the moment. Let those deluded fools 
have their pathetic dreams. I'm going home." Reikou turned about, and 
walked slowly down the staircase.

***

The sun came in through the blinds, creating long slants of warm 
radiance to slip into an otherwise grey and dim room. A particular beam of 
light wickedly fell over the eyes of the room's slumbering 
occupant. Causing lids to stir in denial and the form to roll over with a 
displeased murmur.
"Kokuei-chan!" an irate voice started, the door thrown open and a 
winsome young girl stood in the frame. "Kokuei-chan, if you don't wake up 
right now, you're going to be late. Mom's got breakfast on the table, now 
move it."
Akai slammed the door with as much suddenness as when she had 
entered. Turning in the bed, Kokuei stared up at the ceiling and 
frowned. A vivid dream was quickly fading, leaving a wake of 
confusion. The brow furrowed deeper, wondering at this sense of 
strangeness. Of wrongness that seemed to permeate the air. Mom was. . .
Sighing, the child rose from the bed in a great drape of lush and 
vibrantly coloured orange hair. With a wide yawn, Kokuei wearily went 
about the daily morning routine. Finishing it all with a quick once over 
before the mirror.
She stretched and turned. Scorning the short cut of the skirt on 
her school uniform. Straightening the bow upon her chest so that she might 
look half decent when she journeyed out that morning. Kokuei smiled at her 
pretty reflection, then waved playfully and darted down the stairs.
Greeted by her parents and her elder sisters, Kokuei merrily 
kissed her father's cheek as she bent over the table to grab at a few 
choice items for the breakfast meal. Akai rolled her eyes at the hurried 
pace her little sister went at, then sneered as her twin, Aoi, graciously 
passed one of the plates to Kokuei.
"Honey, will you be late coming home this evening?" Kokuei's 
mother asked, sipping at her coffee and smiling warmly to the youngest 
daughter.
Kokuei swallowed her mouthful and nodded, "I've got choir club 
afterward, but I'll be home to help you with supper." The girl glanced at 
her watch then, "Shoot! I've got to go or Ai-chan and Yukari will leave 
without me. They're so impatient."
Giggling mirthfully, Kokuei bounded out of the kitchen and through 
the doors to go and meet her friends. Swinging her bag in her hand happily 
and singing some strange, tune of a foreign language that she must have 
heard on the radio somewhere.
Kokuei rounded the corner and abruptly, yet smoothly, everything 
changed. The crowded little suburb vanished in that one turn. The 
landscape changing from manmade construct to a wild forest of brilliant 
shades and highlights. Exotic bird calls and loud cries came through the 
fantastic jungle.
Tossing his head back, Kokuei laughed in usual madness. Leaping 
and capering through the vines and trees with the ease of a 
monkey. Whooping with great cheer as he ran and raced through the feral 
terrain, frightening bizarre four winged birds in their blue nests and 
doubled tailed green squirrels on their perches.
Jumping to the ground, the world shifted again and Kokuei waved 
her hand high to attract the attentions of her classmates as she approached.


***

Greed shifted benieth the blankets of a bed and quickly opened his eyes. 
"What the..." he asked looking around the room. Suddenly there was a 
natural feel to it and it was dimly lit with the glow of two lava lamps and 
two black window shades that covered the rooms only threatening light 
sources. There were a few various posters hanging on the wall, all showing 
the attitude of a rebellous teenager. As he slowly pushed the blankets to 
one side he made a very shocking realization, there was someone in the bed 
with him! Quickly he squinted his eyes in the dim light to look at the 
other figure motionless dozing silently.
"Sen?" he blinked. He was almost afraid of the sitution and very much 
confused and quickly jumped onto his feet making yet another shocking 
realization, his clothes were not on his body. "Jesus Christ!" he yelled 
out loud dahing his head around spotting his familiar black attire and 
quickly fumbleing with the mess. What the hell was going on here anyway!



***

"Maybe the whole thing was just a dream, Ungamon..." Makoto debated, rubbing 
his head as remained standing in his bedroom. "I mean, it all seemed pretty 
realistic, but..."

"It was real!" Ungamon finished. "Makoto, you didn't wake up, in fact we 
still haven't woken up. Your friends, they are the real deal, but what we're 
experiencing now is a complete fake. None of this is real, my friend. None 
of it."

Makoto's head was spinning, his brain unable to comprehend how anything he 
was seeing, touching, even breathing in the room he was in, in that very 
moment, was purely artifical. The moments before he was hit by the wave from 
the Tokyo Tower had been erased from his mind for the moment, faintly on the 
edge of his mind. "I... I have to find out myself." he decided, still 
feeling light-headed. He opened the door out to the living room and found 
his family waiting for him.

"Hey, Makoto." his Dad called, drinking a mug of coffee from the dining room 
table. His mom looked up in responce to her husband's greeting, and smiled 
at her son. "Hi, honey. Not sleeping in today?"

"I... what? No. I'm not sleeping in today. I wasn't sleeping in today, I 
mean." he reassured. "...What day is it? Isn't it a school day?"

"Don't be silly, there is no school today. Today it's just the four of us." 
his dad chuckled. Suddenly the room flickered, as if everything was out of 
distortion, and he swore he thought that he saw binery numbers outlining 
everything around him, but when Makoto blinked he saw just his family 
enjoying a peaceful morning at home again. He rubbed his head, confused. 
What was going on?

"Morning, Makoto." came the voice of his little sister, Mabui, who was 
sitting nearby playing with her set of dolls on the floor. "Hey, Mabui." he 
smiled. "Hey Mabui, remember me?" Ungamon waved slightly, padding over to 
her. "I was Yorimon -"

Then it happened. Mabui got up, ignoring Ungamon, and simply stepped 
straight through him, as if he were never there, or was just a transparent 
ghost. The digimon blinked, then turned around. "See what I mean? That 
proves it. I think I now know why she can't see or hear me. This is a world 
created by you, Makoto. It's the way you want things to change back to, how 
you want it after we defeat Akumamon. Back to the time before you found out 
about being a digi-destined. Before you found out about the evil you never 
wanted to know of. Before you found me."

"But... that's impossible..." Makoto said in shock, looking on. "This is my 
home... my family..."

"Don't you get it yet, Makoto? This is Akumamon's illusion. The tower? 
Remember? This is how he plans to give a 'world with no pain, no fear, no 
sadness' that he promised, remember? You thought he was bluffing, and he 
wasn't, but this is just a blindfold to cover your eyes from his true evil. 
He just wants to bait you to forget our purpose by forefilling our dreams, 
but none of this will ever truly be real if we don't make it that way 
ourselves, Makoto." the Rookie convinced him. "We can't stay in a fantasy 
bubble forever, and let Akumamon wreck his own havoc over the real world. We 
have to break free from this, but only if you chose yourself to!"

"But... but... I just don't know. I wouldn't ever beleive you to lie to me 
Ungamon, but how do I know what is the truth or not? I-" the boy stuttered, 
unsure.

"Snap out of it, Makoto! Get real here! I'll prove it to you." Ungamon said 
assertively. "This is supposed to be a world without pain, right? So pinch 
yourself. If you feel pain, then we're not dreaming. But if you don't feel 
it, then it can't be real, can it? Go on."

"Right." Makoto nodded, and took the skin on the back of his hand between 
his thumb and forefinger. He applied presure, finding no senses coming to 
his brain, and tried it again. Nothing.

"You're... you're right. This isn't real." Makoto finally accepted. "I can't 
feel anything, like I'm numb..." he pinched his arm to double-check, and 
frowned. "This has to be a dream..." The world around him flickered again, 
but this time it rapidly continued in continous blips, one after the other, 
like a flickering lightbulb. Makoto's family vanished into the distance like 
a mist. Makoto's form itself started to flicker at the same pace as the 
room, between his real-world form and his digital one. The room they were 
now standing in fell apart into data, leaving them to float in a white void.

"You see?" Ungamon smiled, "It's not real. You understand like me that there 
can't be a true world without pain. A wise digimon I met once told me when I 
was an In-Training sprite that without pain, we can't appreciate what it is 
to be truly happy. Where there is happiness there has to be sadness, where 
there's courage there has to be fear, and..."

"...where there's light, there has to be darkness. I know. I've always 
thought about that, in a way. My dad said to me once that we all have to 
work hard to get what we want... and if we expect someone like Akumamon to 
deliver it to us on a silver platter, then it's not as forefulling because 
it doesn't make us learn, or become better people because we don't face our 
own problems ourselves."

"Right on the buzzer! There has to be a balance of both negative and 
positive energies, or we might as well be living either in a dark world 
dominated by evil, or in a total limbo world without anything at all. That's 
what we should be fighting for - not for total domination of light over 
darkness, but for a balance. You might be a Light-Digidestined and I your 
partner, but we have to fight to show everyone that we must respect the 
balance, or both our worlds will crumble into one another, right? This is 
just something that Akumamon won't understand with his 'no pain, his gain' 
idea."

"That's exactly what I was thinking. We have to stop him, and find a way out 
of here." Makoto decided. He sighed and looked on at his partner. "I've 
never told you how grateful I am to have you, have I Ungamon? All I've ever 
thought about since becoming a digi-destined was the mission. If it wasn't 
for you just then, I could have remained dormant under Akumamon's power 
forever. I've taken you for granted... I'm so sorry."

"You don't need to say that. You haven't been too busy caring about me... 
you've been too busy caring about everyone. You try to think ahead for the 
best course of action just to keep everyone safe. And besides, that very 
thing was the power boost I needed from you to help me digivolve the first 
time. Remember when you charged Novamon? You weren't caring for your own 
life, only to stop them however you can to save everyone else. That, my 
friend, is true generousity."

"It's not just about generosity, it's about you and me. I should take more 
time to care about you too, Ungamon. You're an important part of what makes 
me who I am. So I promise to look out for you from now on... okay?"

"It's a deal. Right now, we need to concentrate on getting out, finding the 
others." The small monkey looked around them. Makoto shook his head. "Got 
any ideas?"


***

Takashima got this feet. One of his sisters ran over to him and started 
tugging on his arm. He frowned and pushed her away.

"Away, shadow! Do not touch me."

The girl stared wide-eyed at him, then started to cry. Her mother rushed 
over to her and started to comfort her. The others were silent, though they 
were no longer smiling.

Takashima looked around. Apart from the flickering he had noticed, 
everything seemed real, solid. He snarled, cursing under his breath. "Damn 
it! How could he do this to me!?! Did I serve him all this time only to be 
reminded of my human weakness? I know I am human, but I strive to surpass 
that! Do not drag me into my own mind like this!"

Cordimon did not speak, but he seemed to be looking around as well. 
Takashima, frowning deeply, walked over to him. "I need a small blade..." 
Cordimon did not move. Takashima's face gradually reddened as he roared. 
"Give me a small blade!" Cordimon hesitated, then produced a tiny dagger 
from the depths of his robes, handing it to Takashima hilt first.

Takashima took it, then turned towards the others, his face red and his eyes 
fanatically wide. "You are not real... No human bonds shall connect me to 
shadows of my own mind!" He took a step towards them.

The other girl started whimpering, then burst out in tears. Takashima's 
father got to his feet, an angry look now on his face. "Takashima, put down 
the knife." Takashima took another step.

The man started to walk towards the boy. Takashima screamed, the veins in 
his eyes bulging as he threw himself forward, slashing wildly. There was no 
blood. The others just... Evaporated. Slowly the backdrop faded to envelop 
Takashima and Cordimon in black. Takashima fell to his knees, the dagger 
falling from his hand. He stared wide-eyed at his own lap, gritting his 
teeth, sweat falling in large drops from a face covered in soaked strands of 
hair. His voice was barely more than a whisper.

"... How could you do this to me..."

***

"No, I think you've misunderstood," said Hotarubi's mother.
"I must have had a bad dream that you left," replied Hotarubi.
"Probably," said Hotarubi's brother Keizo. Hotarubi immediately turned around and pouted at her brother.
"That's not very nice!" she exclaimed. The two started to laugh.
"Well, you better get to school," said Hotarubi's mother. Hotarubi nodded and grabbed her backpack. She walked out the door and found herself back in the United States, where she had lived when she was younger and where she was born. She smiled and didn't argue with it.
"It must have been a really bad dream," though Hotarubi.
"Wait for me!" called a little voice. Hotarubi turned around and looked at Kinomon, who was running towards her.
"Hey, there!" said Hotarubi with a smile as Kinomon jumped into her arms. "Ready to go?"
"Yeah."

***

Hitori walked down in the street, hand in hand with Shougo. Everything was 
perfect, and yet, she still seemed somewhat unsure.
"Hitori-chan..." His voice spoke, jarring her from her thoughts.
"Mmmm?" Hitori answered, looking up at him.
"Ever since you had that dizzy spell, you haven't been the same. Are you 
sure there isn't something on your mind?"
"I just feel like there is something I am supposed to be doing... But I 
can't remember what." Hitori replied.
"What could possible have to do? It's summer. We've been planning today for 
a while. Just the two of us together. Remember? I promised to take you out 
to dinner to your favorite restaurant." Shougo told her, looking 
reassuringly into her eyes. Hitori smiled, blushing as she looked away 
bashfully. She looked back at him, freezing as she saw something quite odd. 
His eyes were white for a split second, yet suddenly blue again.

~~*~~

Sen stirred, opening her eyes to see Greed scurrying around the room, 
collecting his clothing. She rolled over onto her back, still somewhat in a 
daze, but then realizing that she was naked. Her arms shot above the covers 
of the bed, clenching the sheets close to her body.
"What the hell is going on?!" She nearly screamed, her eyes shooting from 
Greed to around the room. Who owned this room? It looked like hers, but it 
wasn't in the same room. Scurrying forward on the bed, she grabbed her 
underwear, t-shirt and jeans. Pulling them on, she froze, as a knock 
suddenly came at the door of her room.
"Sen, honey, breakfast is ready." A woman's voice called. "Both of you can 
come downstairs when you want."
That voice. Sen's eyes widened.
"Holy shit... It can't be..." Sen whispered, racing to the door and swinging 
it open to come face to face with her startled mother.
"Well! I never thought you would be that fast!" Her mother laughed. Sen shot 
forward, her arms wrapping around her mother tightly. Sen hugged her. It was 
real. Everything was real. Was this what Akumamon meant by their dreams 
coming true?
"Mom..." Sen tried to speak, but couldn't get anything else out.
"Now Now, if you hug me to much now, you'll leave none for later!" Her 
mother joked, as Sen's grips loosened and she stepped back to get a look of 
the woman in front of her. The woman looked past Sen for a minute and waved 
to Greed and then turned began to walk down the hall back towards the 
kitchen. Sen returned to her room, looking back at Greed, a more than 
surprised look on her face.


***

Akaru clattered into the house after a morning with his friends, grabbed
some candy and rushed up to his room to read his new comicbook. When he
opened the door, Jettomon was sitting on the floor, waiting for him. Akaru
gaped.

"Who are you? Where did you come from? WOW, you're so cool looking!" he
announced, gazing at the Digimon as if he had never seen him before.

Jettomon sighed. "Well! At least I thought you'd Remember me!" he sulked,
looking at the boy. Akaru blinked, his face blank.

"Oh dear, I can see this is going to take some time" mumbled Jettomon as he
watched the boy who was still gazing at him.

***

"You know, this isn't real," Hiraishinmon said, in a very matter-of-fact
tone.
The digimon was frowning slightly as he squatted next to his partner.
Rai considered his friend's words. As he mulled it over, the boy picked up
a pair of blocks. They really were stuck tightly to one another.
"Why do you say that?" he asked.
Hiraishinmon, too, took his time responding. They seemed to have time.
"It's not hard to see," he said eventually. "Dad hasn't moved since we got
here."
Rai smiled to himself. Hiraishinmon didn't know anything about human
families, didn't really know what a father was. He probably thought 'Dad'
was Papa's name. "He's reading," he told his friend.
"He's two-dimensional," the digimon said softly. "He ... this whole
set-up is just obviously fake. There's no depth to any of it. But you're
totally fooled, aren't you? Because you're the child of trust. You don't
have a choice." He looked at the boy and couldn't decide whether to laugh
or cry.
Rai's forehead creased, and he looked at Hiraishinmon as though he
didn't understand what the digimon was saying. "I don't ... what?" he
asked, confused.
"So, I'm thinking: Supervillain," Hiraishinmon continued, looking away
from Rai. He had to concentrate on the matter at hand. That, or break down
in hysterics. "Either mind control or some nefarious trap. Leaning toward
the mind control, because I can't ... do you remember where we were, what we
were doing? Who we were fighting?"
"I was building," said Rai, toying with his blocks again. He was
frowning, deeply concerned, and Hiraishinmon's heart nearly broke. The boy
obviously wanted to trust his memory, his senses, and they were all lying to
him. He clearly wasn't equipped to deal with this. Hiraishinmon sighed.
"Never mind," he said, "We'll figure something out."

***

Urei had found himself in the Digital World... only to wonder how in the 
world he got there. He remembered falling asleep in his room, and then he 
remembered a really bright white light. Could he be dreaming? It felt so 
real, though. He was in his special place, sitting on top of a control spire 
that had fallen so many years ago. He scratched his head and looked around, 
wondering what could have... his train of thought was cut off when Urei 
looked toward the ground, noticing a velvet shape resting near the spire. 
"Ikarimon?" he said softly
The shape moved slightly, rearing it's head upward. It was Ikarimon. The 
hound yawned and licked his lips, and then smiled at Urei.
"Can I have a few more minutes? I'm still kind of tired..."
Tired of what? How can he be tired if he was dead? This had to be a dream. 
Urei jumped down from the fallen spire and scratched Ikarimon behind his ear, 
noticing something under his paws. He carefully slid the object from under 
Ikarimon, noticing a crimson-colored, mangled object. Urei picked it up and 
examined it carefully... Myotismon's mask? How could that be?
"This is kind of odd," Urei thought, "something is going on here..

***

The Ishibei family made their way onto the street, and started off in the 
direction Katai knew his grandmother's house was. As they walked, Katai got 
an odd feeling. He looked around and noticed that the streets were eerily 
calm. Every so often a car would go by, but otherwise his family were the 
only people on the sidewalk. Then another question entered his mind.
"Why are we walking?"
His mother and father stopped and smiled at the boy.
"We always walk to your grandmother's house," his mother said.
"But grandma never lived in Tokyo," Katai said as he looked back at the now 
empty street.
"Of course she has honey," his mother smiled.
Katai didn't press the question further, but still felt that something was 
out of place. Suddenly, Snomamon was at his side, walking in step with the 
boy.
"Where did you come from?" Katai said puzzled.
"Haven't I always been here?" the digimon responded.
"I....guess....so," the boy said, looking back to his parents. Though he 
still questioned what was going on, he felt better with Snomamon there.


***

So much energy. Never had he felt so much power streaming through his being.
Travelling at the speed of light through each piece of technology around the 
world, he controlled more of earth than any virus in history. No longer did 
the streams of light hurt him for he was no longer a physical being. He was 
now a completely digital. ALthough he could still manifest into a physical 
form by using the world around him, he was no longer one being, but clearly 
a digital god.

~~*~~

Hitori sat at the traditional japanese restaurant with Shougo at the other 
end of the table. She had never been so happy. Taking a piece of sashimi 
with her chopsticks, she held it up for Shougo to take. He leant forward and 
took it into his mouth, also smiling as he did so.
Once they finished at the restaurant, they both walked together as the sun 
setted over Tokyo.
"Everything is so perfect..." Hitori whispered.
"Of course. It shouldn't be any other way." He replied, walking arm in arm. 
Hitori leaned her head against his arm and sighed happily.

Hitori-chan...

"Yes?" Hitori asked, looking up at Shougo. Shougo only looked at her with a 
surprised look on his face.
"I didn't say anything." Shougo answered.
"That's wierd... I heard a voice." She replied, looking around over her 
shoulder, but there was noone around.

Why don't you remember?

"Remember?" Hitori asked, stopping suddenly.
"It's probably nothing." Shougo said, trying to snap her out of the sudden 
trance that she had fallen into. "Hitori-chan!"

None of this is real. It's only something created by your mind. This is your 
'perfect world'. You know the world you are from... Shougo is gone. You have 
just wished for his return over and over to the point that when you fell 
into the dream world, your mind centered itself around thoughts of him. Why 
don't you remember me? I was there... There on the day he died.

"Myo-chan..." Hitori whispered again. This time, Shougo placed his hands on 
her shoulders and drew her close suddenly into a kiss, trying to get her to 
forget. Her eyes snapped open, pushing away from him.
"It's all a lie..." Hitori said, nearly sick to her stomach.
"What are you saying? Hitori! It's me! What's wrong? What's going on?" 
Shougo demanded to know.
Slowly Hitori stepped back away from him, hanging her head.
"Thank you for letting me live the dream I had always wanted... But I can't 
live a lie... I'm sorry." She said softly as the world around her suddenly 
desolved into a white light.

Hitori opened her eyes. A cold breeze hitting her face. Where was she? She 
opened her eyes to find herself staring directly ahead at the beams of Tokyo 
Tower. She was still on the landing. Looking around slowly, she saw 
Takashima, overlooking Cordimon's body. Immediately she faced him.
"It's over Takashima. I'm not going to let you continue." She said, staring 
directly at him.

***

Takashima lifed his head from his knees upon hearing the voice. Gazing to 
his side, he saw Hitori. His voice was calm as he spoke. "So... You woke up 
too. You may be stronger than I gave you credit for. Though it does not 
matter."

Takashima slowly got this feet, paused to look down at the sleeping 
Cordimon, then turned towards Hitori once again. "You are not going to 'let' 
us continue? How could you possibly stop what has begun here? We are the 
only ones awake. You, me and master Akumamon. You are alone. And alone you 
intend to bring down a god?" Takashima shook his head.

"Why do you want this to stop? Can't you see what a marvellous idea it is. 
All the weak, inferior humans... Too worried about day to day concerns and 
petty trifles to ever actually realise their potentials. They lead sheltered 
and frightened lives. Fear is all they know. Why should they not be happier 
this way? They ARE happier this way! To me, sleeping like that was an 
insult. It reminded me that no matter what I do, I will always be human." 
Takashima's eyes narrowed. "But to the weak, master Akumamon has given this 
dream as a blessing."

Takashima sighed. "And you... I am sure that master Akumamon wanted to give 
you happiness more than any other. Why will you not accept his gift?"

***

"Everything's so much more perfect than I could have ever imagined," thought Hotarubi. "But, it still just doesn't seem quite right. Something's definitely wrong here, and I don't know what's going on. I just wish someone would tell what is going on. I wish someone would explain it all. Am I dreaming, or was I dreaming? I'm so confused."

***

The wind took hold of the extravagant long orange hair, whipping about the 
fair face and form like a wraith of fire. Kokuei placed a hand to her 
heart as she stared over the cityscape, high in her place atop one of the 
towering buildings. The solemn, wistful expression abruptly broke out into 
a wide smile and a tiny giggle started up and rocked her thin shoulders.
Slipping the ribbon from her uniform, she tied it over her face in a half 
mask format. The lilting laughter growing louder and more maniacal with 
every second. Abruptly, she jumped high onto the guardrail, perched there 
expertly and flawlessly like some wild beast.
The winds at that altitude tore bitterly at her, but she did not heed 
them. Without their aid, she launched herself from the building. Reaching 
out towards the heavenly blue horizon, seeming suspended in mid air for a 
single, blissful moment. Then falling, descending to the barren city 
below, laughing madly as she did.
The world changed as she fell. Flashing brilliantly to a world unlike her 
own, then flashing back. Over and over again in the seconds that it took 
her to fall. Skyscrapers turning to trees and towering vegetation, then 
reverting back to steel and concrete. Kokuei too changed, and her laughter 
turned to screams as she was rapidly taken from one form to another.
Even so, she managed to right herself before impacting upon the harsh, 
unyielding sidewalk. Panting and gasping from the exertion, the city about 
her flickering ceaselessly. Her body doing the same. Transforming from a 
winsome high school girl, to a bizarrely beautiful boy in strange garb.
"Y-yamete!" Kokuei screamed and everything stopped at the single 
command. The city was made odd, buildings with roots or great spreading 
branches all around. Traffic lights that were the blooms of frail looking 
flowers.
Green eyes fluttered open, the boy slowly stood up to leisurely take in 
the perversions around him. A smile was hidden under a black half mask, 
the eyes narrowed dangerously. Heels clicking upon the concrete and 
shuffling through the intermittent patches of grass, Kokuei began to 
walk. The world shattering like glass in his passing.

***

What's the point of dreaming? People's hopes, their wishes, why bother? In 
the end, what does it really matter? Hopes can never be truly realized. 
This world's far too cruel for that. All one can do is try to hold onto 
those precious moments between the tragedies that are so indicative of human 
existence. "Pathetic."

Terramon perked up. "Reikou?"

"Huh?" He turned his head slightly, facing the small digimon. "Oh, nothing 
really. It's just that they're all falling for this illusion. I don't know, 
maybe it's because I've given up on the power of dreams. I just don't really 
care anymore. And don't look at me like that, I know what I'm doing. I'm 
just getting rid of the excess. This way I can concentrate on my goals, 
which are a completely seperate thing. Unlike dreams, goals are rooted in 
reality. But whatever, like I said, it doesn't matter. I fight for what I 
believe in, for the future I choose. Nothign else matters." He turned 
around, and continued walking towards his house. Terramon sulked behind. 
He hated to see Reikou like this. But after what he'd been through, it was 
almost understandable.

Reikou reached around, fumbling around in his pocket for the small key to 
his house. He was looking forward to some time away from his struggle, time 
away from everything for that matter. All he wanted was silence. Pure, 
unadulterated silence. Any amount of time would be a godsend if he could 
have it to himself. He inserted the key into the lock, slowly turning it. 
Nothing could have prepared him for the sight which lay before him.

"Reikou! I'm glad you're finally home." Reikou's eyes widened. "I was 
just talking with your foster parents, and it seems that you've had a hard 
time these last ten years. But, that's all about to change. The court cut 
me a plea bargin, and well, I'm back, this time forever."

Reikou staggered backwards, nearly tripping over his own feet. "What the 
hell kind of trickery is this?! You're dead by my own hand!"

The older man stood up. Walking to Reikou, he took his son's shoulders in 
hand. "No, it's really ok, see? It wasn't really that serious of a wound. 
After a few hours, the paramedics found me in the rubble and took me to the 
hospital. It's me, Reikou! It's really me!"

Reikou merely stared in disbelief. "It's really ok, Reikou." His 
stepfather came forwards. "We were just discussing the arangements. Just 
relax. This is for you... All for you..."

"What? For me? I.... No, what's happening here? Don't try to confuse me. 
I know what happened."

"What do you mean, 'what happened'?" His stepmother looked up from her 
coffee.

"I killed him! The demon possesed me, worked through me, and I killed him! 
What the hell's going on here?!"

Shinobu looked oddly at him. "I don't understand, Reikou. Isn't this what 
you've always wanted? You and I reunited, as a family. I know you've 
dreamed about this day for a long time."

Reikou grinned. "I have no dreams. I'll not be drawn in by this illusion." 
He swung his arm through the air, unleashing a wave of eenrgy. The 
illusory figures cracked, shattering like red clay, fired in a kiln. The 
house was empty once again. Reikou sighed. As much as he had wished that 
it were true, he knew that his faith would have been misplaced. Besides his 
partner, he could only truly rely on himself.

Reikou collapsed to the floor and took in the full wealth of the silence 
around him.

***

Akaru rushed across to Jettomon and tried to pick him up, failing miserbly. 

"Put me down! I'm not for lugging around like a comic book! Looks like you've lost what little respect you had for me as well as forgetting me!" he announced, backing off. 

"I suggest you climb back into bed and realise you're dreaming, because we really, really need to be getting back to reality here!" 

Akaru just blinked and grinned, still totally confused. 

***

Tornamon couldn't handle it anymore and hopped right in the middle of the 
now spread out picnic blanket. Ame burst out giggleing and the two adults 
gasped while Ishou glared at him. "Tornamon, what's gotten into you!" he 
lectured.
"Please don't be mad Ishou but you have to listen! This isn't 
right...something is not right about this."
"What are you talking about!? of course it's right!"
"No! Have you forgotten your friends? They're back on TOkyo tower where we 
should be!" the little bug insisted. Ishou cocked his head to one side and 
blinked. "You have to remember Ishou. Akaru, Hitori, Hotarbui, and 
everyone else, they're all what's real not this illusion." he said.
"But...But....no! That can't be reality!" Ishou suddenly blurted out as 
images quickly flashed through his mind. "If that's reality then everything 
I have ever held dear is destroyed! Tha'ts the terrible dream, NOT this."
"Ishou please! You couldn't help what hapened."
"You're wrong! I should have been there! I should have stopped it from 
hapening! Why the hell couldn't i have died instead!" he yelled throwing 
his fists in the air and burrying his face in his lap. Ishou's mother 
leaned over and hugged him.
"What's wrong honey?" she asked coaxingly. He sat htere and sobbed in her 
embrace allowing hte tears to flow freely before standing up and looking at 
them whiping his eyes. "I'm sorry..." he sobbed and suddnely the entire 
image shattered like glass.

"Uh Ishou! Ishou! We're going to crash!" Huricmon yelled as Ishouls limp 
body slowly came back to life.
"Gah! Be careful Huricomon! Land over there." he said pointing. He looked 
down to see Ame still unconscious.
"let her sleep....that world is where she deserves to be right now through 
all of this." he whispered as they landed on Tokyo Tower.

***

Cordimon slept. In his dream, he was sitting with his back against a large 
oak tree, shaded from the sun that was shining down upon an endlessly large 
green meadow. Silent wisps of wind were blowing gently towards him, 
caressing his face. His mask was lying beside him on the ground, discarded. 
Suddenly he sighed, and got to his feet, slowly, almost regretably. His 
robes were billowing gently in the wind.

"That will be enough. I could stay here forever, but that is not my 
destiny."

And the dream faded.

As he opened his eyes, he was gazing out through the eye-slits in the mask 
once again. As he slowly got to his feet, he saw Takashima turn away from... 
Hitori, in surprise.

"Cordimon! Finally. I thought you would be awake before I was."

Cordimon shook his head. "I could have. But I allowed myself to linger for a 
few moments. What is... She doing awake?"

Takashima frowned. "She's not the only one. I can sense it... I had no sense 
of consciousness from this area through my gem before. But now there are 
several small dots appearing in my mind. Others have awoken. How could this 
be? How could they break free of something they shouldn't even be able to 
sense? We must find master Akumamon. Come."

He started walking. As Cordimon, followed behind him, Takashima turned 
towards Hitori. "Are you coming with us? I do not think you would attempt to 
harm him, so I won't stop you if you want to."


***

"Hey Zorui, wake up."
Zorui opened his eyes to see his brother's face grinning at him from across
the room. He set another plate down on the table and looked back at his
little brother. " Lunch will be ready soon, I made some Udon because I know
how much you like it. Are you feeling any better?"
"Yeah," Zorui smiled ," Much better."
He let his head fall back lightly onto the couch. He must have dozed off. As
the boy closed his eyes, he could hear a soft mumering comming from the back
of his head. The more he concentrated, the clearer the sound got, until he
found that it was a voice.
'Zorui...aren't you forgeting something?'
'No, nothing that I can think of...did I forget to give Tenzurumon his
dinner?'
No...you didn't. What about Father...and the others?
'Didn't you hear Okuribi? Father left a looong time ago.'
The voice sighed ,'You know what I'm talking about.'
'No I'm sorry, I don't. Maybe if you were clearer...'
The voice let out another sigh, ' Zorui, you know just as well as I do that
all this isn't real. You just won't admit it, you are trying to forget...'
'I have no idea what you are talking about, but all your sighing is really
getting on my nerves. If you would please, leave.'
The voice sighed once more, but this time out of spite,'Oh well, suit
yourself.'
Zorui sat up rubbing his head.
'That was really weird, I must be going crazy! I'm just sitting here talking
to myself!'
"Zoruuuui! Luuuunch!"
"Ok!" And as the boy hopped up from the couch all memories of the voice and
everything else vanished from Zorui's thoughts.
***
Hotarubi sat with a group of friends at lunch. She was happy, but something
just wasn't right about it all. True, she wanted to be back in the United
States and to have her mother back home. And yes, she wanted to have 
friends
that she didn't have when she had lived in the United States. They were all
like the people she had known, but they looked different. Everything was
just too perfect in her mind. She knew something had to be wrong. She got
up from the table.
"Hey, where you going?" asked one of the friends.
"My locker," replied Hotarubi. "I'll see you guys in class." She hurried 
to
her locker and leaned her head against the door.
"Something's not right," thought Hotarubi.
"Yeah, that's it," spoke a little voice. She looked around and in her
locker, but no one was around. "Hotarubi, it's yourself. Come on - you 
know
that this is a dream...right?"
"I thought this wasn't. I thought that all that stuff was a dream. All 
that
digimon stuff with all those people getting hurt..."
"You're in the dream...why would everything be so perfect? Wake up,
Hotarubi...wake up. Hitori and the others need you. Akumamon's still 
trying
to merge the real world and the Digital World, and you're in a dream."
"But, it's so happy..."
"No, Hotarubi. I know you like happiness and peace, but this is all fake.
You have to get out of this. Now." Hotarubi opened her eyes and looked
around herself. She was in IcePhoenixmon's hand.
"Where am I?" she asked softly.
"Back," replied IcePheonixmon.
"We need to get the others. We have to get the others out of their dreams."
She looked around and spotted Zorui, the new boy she had met recently. She
didn't realize he was a dark digi-destined, but that didn't matter to her.
He was a new friend...or that's what she called him. IcePheonixmon brought
her near him, and she shook him gently. "Zorui! Wake up! Zorui...wake up!
You've got to wake up. Whatever you're seeing now isn't real. It's a 
dream,
Zorui. Come on - wake up!"

~~*~~

"No, I'm not going to go with you. I have to stay with my friends." Hitori 
said, turning away from Takashima and back to Hotarubi who was
just waking up as well.
"Go to your master... Tell him that this isn't the end and that we are going 
to stop him!" Hitori said, looking back as Hotarubi slowly got up and raced 
to Zorui. Hitori looked at her with concern, walking over to her immediately 
and kneeling beside her.

~~*~~

Sen was dressed, her arms crossed, looking at the computer screen.
"I don't know what to think of this world. The fact my mother is alive is 
amazing. But Metarumon... He was my best friend. Can I give him up for this 
perfect world?" She asked herself, turning towards Greed. "Kira's gone too. 
Is that a perfect world? Now that Akumamon holds no grips on you... Do you 
think this is really the reality that we want? Our digimon fought by our 
sides... And now they are gone."

***

Hotarubi looked to Hitori with a look of panic.
"I met him at school, and we're in a couple of classes together. I'd call 
him a friend, but I don't know what he thinks," she said. "But, I've got to 
get him up. That's what friends do, right? Friends will help each other." 
Then she realized that there were others too that she hadn't helped yet. "Oh 
man...the others! Hitori, what are we going to do? If I can't get Zorui up, 
how are we going to get the others?"

***

Makoto and Ungamon slept in a disturbing slumber on the back of Huricomon as 
Ishou settled him down, and slowly the pair woke up at the jolt when 
Huricomon's feet pushed down onto the steel rooftop.

"Where are we now?" Makoto wondered, squinting his eyes as he gathered his 
surroundings.

Ungamon rubbed his head, and yawned a little. "We're on Huricomon... and now 
we've landed on the tower... we must be back in the real world now!" He 
uttered a yelp of pain when he pinched his furry arm. "Yep, that has to 
prove it."

Getting his senses back, it didn't take a moment longer until Makoto noticed 
all the others were with him now, and looked finally at Ishou. "Ame..." he 
wondered, watching the little girl before him sleep. "Ishou... we're all 
back. Aren't you going to wake her up?" He waited a moment as the silence 
filled in, before it dawned on him. "Oh... I see. Then, she's safer where 
she is." Scooping up Ungamon in his arms, he jumped off Huricomon as he 
finally reached solid ground and turned to the others who were awake.

"Akumamon... we have to stop him. All of us. There's no telling how far he's 
gotten ahead of us now, or what he's done." Ungamon nodded seriously, 
looking up at the top of the tower that loomed over them.

***

"I don't understand," Urei thought, "Yagarumon is dead... but somehow we're 
both here..."
He looked down at Myotismon's mangled mask.
"And this... this makes less sense. It's like a dream..."
And then it hit him. It had to be a dream, but it felt so real. He had won. 
He defeated Myotismon, and Machinedramon...and Akumamon? Suddenly all these 
memories of victories flooded into his mind. Yagarumon snapping Myotismon's 
neck, Yagarumon tearing Machinedramon's head open, and Yagarumon driving his 
blade so deep into Akumamon that it would have made any normal person cringe. 
Why did he suddenly remember all of this? Maybe Ikarimon would know. Urei 
turned around to question his partner, but he was no where to be found.
"Ikarimon?" He called, but there was no answer. But then something else 
caught his eye, where had Myotismon's mask went? He was just holding on to 
it, why would it have just disappeared? Something odd was going on, and he 
wanted to know what

***

"Hey."
Hiraishinmon looked up in surprise at the boy standing next to him -
Shin, Rai's older brother. "Where - where did you come from?" he asked. He
was a little startled to see something else moving in besides himself and
Rai. Most things were sketchy and static, as though little thought had been
put into them, but Shin looked exactly the way he had when the digimon had
seen him last. Actually, he considered, maybe slightly larger than life.
"Him," Shin said, in reply to Hiraishinmon's question. He pointed at
Rai.
Hiraishinmon glanced briefly at the Keeper of Trust, who had apparently
decided to build a tower. He was using the fourteen blocks to prop up some
dried spaghetti in a tall pyramid shape. It looked a lot like a tower
Hiraishinmon had seen recently, but he couldn't remember where. "This whole
place," Shin continued, "is being pulled out of Rai's memories."
"You ... know this is a dream?" the digimon asked hesitantly.
Shin nodded. "I'm the big brother. Rai's always seen me as the guy who
figures things out, makes everything right." He was watching Rai intently,
with a slightly sad expression.
"So here, in Rai's perfect world, you've got it all figured out. Cute,"
Hiraishinmon muttered, and Shin nodded again. "Have you figured out how to
get us out of here?"
"It's not hard," said Rai's perfect big brother. "Whatever created this
only really thought about it for the first few moments, then left it to run
by itself. It's pulling Rai's desires out automatically now - which is why
I turned up when Rai wanted to figure things out. So all you have to do is
make him believe this is a dream, and want to wake up."
"I told him. He just got confused."
"That's because he believes his eyes. But if you tell him firmly
enough, he will believe you more. You hold the key to his trust. Don't
tell him what you think, or what's needed, or construct a chain of reasoning
for him to follow. Just tell him the way things are, and what's going to
happen."
Hiraishinmon sighed. "Well, I guess it's worth a shot," he said
dubiously, then turned to Rai and looked him square in the eyes. "This is a
dream," he said firmly. "And you're waking up."
"Oh," said Rai, and woke up.

Rai sat up. He was on Tokyo Tower, dressed entirely in his digital world
gear. A moment later, Hiraishinmon scrambled to his feet next to him. "It
worked!" the digimon exclaimed.
"Unless this is another dream," Rai agreed. He stood up, brushed
himself off and looked around, noticed Huricomon perched nearby with several
digidestined on his back. He jogged over towards them, and Hiraishinmon
followed, frowning slightly. There were a number of things that the digimon
wanted to think about from the dream, but he decided they could wait.
"Hai," Rai said to his friends, "Did everybody else get dreamed as
well?"

***

Greed crossed his arms and looked around "Well, wherever we are I suggest we 
find some answers. This is all just a little bit too strange for my 
liking." he said with a huff.

***

Jettomon continued trying to convice Akaru that what he was seeing wasn't real, but it took some time before the boy finally started to believe him. 

Akaru blinked. "What happened?" he asked Jettomon, who was now sitting beside him on Ice Phionixmons hand. 

"Finally!" grunted Jettomon. "Took you long enough to return!" 

Akaru grinned, as Tokyo Tower loomed ahead of them. He was still in his real world form, and looked up at the tower with his mouth open. "What happens now?" he asked Jettomon. 

The Digimon just shook his head. "I don't know, my friend, I don't know." 

***

Katai and his family had been walking for what seemed like hours, and yet 
they were not at his Grandmother's house yet. The boy was happy to be with 
his family, but he wondered why they seemed so carefree. They were always 
working, and yet now they seem to have all the time in the world. And where 
did Snomamon come from? Katai looked at the digimon, and then at his 
parents. He glanced beside them at the buildings. He was looking through the 
window at a store that was three blocks away from his home. Katai stopped in 
his tracks and turned towards the window. How could he have been walking for 
hours and only end up three blocks from his home?

Suddenly, the image in front of Katai shimmered and the boy found himself in 
his living room. His mother and father were sitting on the couch, and 
Snomamon was sitting by his side. Katai looked around himself to make sure 
he was really in his house.
"What's wrong, honey?" his mom smiled.
"Wasn't I just...weren't we...?"
"What are you talking about? We've been here all day."
Katai looked over at Snomamon, who smiled slightly. Snomamon? Smiling? 
Snomamon never smiled. He may smirk, but not smile. Katai shook his head. 
Something was very wrong. He should have been somewhere else. He didn't 
belong.
"What's wrong?" his mother asked.
"You can tell us, son. We're right here," his father added.
Katai shook his head again. "That's just it. You two are here. What...about 
work? You two are always at work. I'm always...alone. I have to...do 
things...for myself. I...have to be strong. I've always had to do things 
myself, and now you guys are here. All the time. And that's not real. None 
of this is."
Katai stood and walked about the room.
"We..HAVE to be apart. We can't always be together. That's reality. We all 
have responsibilities that require us to be apart. And that's the way things 
are."

Katai's parents began to flicker, then fade. The boy found himself floating 
in a sea of endless white. Then he opened his eyes and discovered that he 
was on a roof not far from Tokyo Tower. Next to him, Freezimon lay sprawled, 
the digimon in a deep sleep. Katai turned and looked over the city. 
Somewhere, his parents were also fast asleep.
"The way things are," Katai whispered, wiping away his tears.

***

Hotarubi began to worry. She had to get Zorui up. He was a friend of 
course, and her friends meant a lot to her. She'd do almost anything for 
them - maybe even anything. All she knew was she wanted to get Zorui up. He 
was a friend. She shook him again.
"Zorui, wake up. What you're seeing is a dream!" she whispered loudly. 
"Zorui, please, wake up." She looked up at IcePheonixmon. Gently, 
IcePheonixmon picked up Hotarubi, Hitori and Zorui.
"We have to find Akumamon," said IcePheonixmon. "We have to stop him." 
Hotarubi nodded and looked to Hitori.
"Okay, you figure out a plan or something. I'll get in contact with the 
others," said Hotarubi. She brought her digivice close to her mouth. 
"Katai? Akaru? Makoto? Rai? Where are you? Hitori and I are up, so we 
need to regroup."

***

While the others woke up around them, Makoto hurried over the landing to the 
throne where he saw Akumamon last sitting, only to find nothing. "He's 
gone!" he grunted in disappointment.

Ungamon jumped off him to scurry up and over the twisted iron seat to see 
behind it. "Nope." he announced as he clung onto the back of the chair, 
peeking around the head-rest. "He's not hiding behind here, either. But that 
would've been too obvious." Unable to resist making a joke in his current 
situation, he stepped down onto the seat of the throne to get everyone's 
attention, pumping a pair of fists in the air. "Hey guys! Look at me! I'm a 
KingEtemon! Uh-huh, uh-huh!" He giggled at his own lame joke mischeviously.

Makoto laughed a little, then became serious again. "Ungamon, cut it out! 
Akumamon could be anywhere around here... stop goofing around and get ready 
to digivolve." He turned around to face the others. "Guys, I saw you all 
here with Akumamon before we were hit by his dream wave. Did anybody see 
where he went?"

***

'Zorui, wake up. What you're seeing is a dream!'
Zorui looked up. His family was seated around him eating their lunces contently.
"Did you hear that?"
Okuribi lifted her chopsticks to her mouth ,"Hear what Zorui?"
"Uh..I thought...Nevermind, it's nothing."
'Zorui, please, wake up.'
He looked up again. They must have heard it this time! Hanabi brought his bowl to his mouth quickly finishing off the rest of his meal. He cought his bother's stare.
"What is it Zorui?"
Zorui looked away. This was insane! No..THIS wasn't insane, HE was insane! First talking to himself, now voices that only he could hear!! What was going on?
"Zorui you know exactly what's going on."
The boy spun around in his chair to find Tenzurumon staring up at him.
"You can talk!?!"
"You've always known I can talk."
Zorui turned back around ," Nope, I'm not listening. Just go away and let me have my lunch in peace."
"What lunch?"
Zorui let out a short gasp. The table, the house, his family, everything was losing it's shape, blurring into a huge mess of color.
"What did you do to them?" He hissed.
"I did nothing," Tenzurumon sighed shaking his head sadly ," There's nothing I could have done to them...they aren't real. None of this is real. It's all inside your head."
The boy glared at his digimon saying nothing.
"This is hard for me too, I know you are happy here." Tenzurumon continued ," But you can't live in your head forever. I know you can hear it, they are calling for you to come back."
"Why can't I?" The boy snapped ," Who says I can't live here?" Tenzurumon frowned sadly but let Zorui continue. "B-B-besides! How do I know that everything else isn't a dream? That's it! This IS real, my other life was all a dream and I've finally woken up!"
Tenzurumon shook his head ," Zorui, you know that you don't believe a single word of what you just said."
Zorui stood silently for a moment untill quietly ," ...they love me here."
"They love you at home too, even if they don't know how to show it."
Zorui stared at the ground, his surroundings wavered from almost distingushable shapes to random flowing colors. 
"I'm not listening to you anymore."
"Zorui!"
The house began to refom under their feet. " I don't care what you say, I'm staying here!"
"Zorui!"
"Leave me alone!"
"Zorui you-"
"You can't talk!"
Tenzurumon let out a suprised bark and Zorui found himself seated back at the table. Okuribi stood up holding her bowl. 
"Oh is that all you are going to eat?" She smiled and reached for Zorui's bowl.
"hmm yeah...thanks." Zorui mumbled. Try as he might to forget, he couldn't get Tenzurumon's words out of his head.
Back at the Tokyo Tower, the boy's slumbering body stirred momentarily as if to wake, but instantly fell back into it's deep sleep.

***

Akaru grinned at Makoto. "Yeah! He WAS here, but looks like he got away!" he concluded looking around. "I hope we get everybody together soon" he announced, "cuz we really, really need everybody to tackle Akumamon!" 

Jettomon groaned. "I hate to point this out, my friend, but first we have to FIND Akumamon again!" he pointed out. Akaru grinned weakly back at him. 

"Yeah, I've kinda missed that, haven't I?" he replied, grinning. 

***

Hitori stood, and looked out over the landing at the silent Tokyo before 
them.
"Akumamon just disappeared... He must have disappeared after the explosion 
of light that we saw right before all of us fell into the dream world..." 
Hitori whispered, casting a glance back towards the others. She looked back 
towards Akumamon's castle in the distance. It didn't seem as dark as it did 
before. No longer was there an aura of shadows around it.
"I don't think he's in his castle..." She continued and then looked down at 
Tokyo again. Everything was so quiet. "Where do you think he is?"

***

Ishou stepped off of Huricomon as they landed still rubbing the sleep from 
his eyes and looked down overthe edge of the tower "It's like a ghost 
city..." he said looking around. Gently he shuffled his sisters weight in 
his arms and sighed with memories of the dream world he had just come from 
"Are they all where we were?" he asked no one in paritcular.

***

"Where is he?"

Takashima stood looking at Cordimon. The question had been direct, without 
humor. Akumamon had not been on Tokyo Tower. He had just vanished. Takashima 
was frowning deeply, then started to walk around restlessly. "How could he 
just vanish? Why would he WANT to just vanish? Am I still dreaming?"

Cordimon had not not interrupted Takashima's monologue, not even to answer 
the questions. He knew Takashima hadn't expected answers. At this last 
statement, though, an chuckle escaped him. "You are not dreaming. This I 
know."

Takashima scowled over at his tall companion. "And how do I know that you're 
real? Gah, I know I'm not dreaming! I'm just frustrated."

Cordimon nodded. "The ability to accept weakness is strength. Though I know 
you didn't want an answer as to what to do, I think I'll give you one: What 
do you WANT to do?"

Takashima arched his eyebrows. "What do you mean?"

Cordimon shrugged. "It is easy. I do not know the master's motives, but he 
is nowhere to be sensed in the physical realm. That prevents us from 
reaching him, but it also prevents any hostile elements from reaching him as 
well. He does not need us to guard him. He is beyond our reach."

Takashima nodded. "Yes, I see your point, but what about the others who 
awoke? What about.." He was interrupted by Cordimon shaking his head, 
closing his eyes. "It seems as if the mental control exerted by master 
Akumamon is imperfect, seeing as many have awoken already. How many, I do 
not know. Perhaps just digidestined are able to overcome it, but we do not 
know this without investigating. But the point remains. Even if the good 
digidestined are able to wake up, they will not be able to save anyone else 
without reaching and distracting the cause of mental control. In other 
words, they have to find master Akumamon. And master Akumamon is no longer 
in the physical plane. They cannot reach him."

Takashima was silent for a while, then he nodded. "I suppose we're useless 
for a while, eh?" Cordimon chuckled. "Think of it as a... Vacation. We've 
achieved what we set out to do. Akumamon controls the world. Let us take 
some time to rest and celebrate."

Takashima's eyes widened. "Cordimon, you are displaying an unusual amount of 
mirth today. I cannot help but feel affected by it." He grinned. "But all 
that you say is correct. I suppose... We can relax. Let us go to my home." 
Cordimon nodded.

The gem upon Takashima's forehead started gleaming purple as the two of them 
rose into the air and started making their way towards the countryside 
outside Tokyo.


***

Katai heard a movement behind him and turned to see Freezimon getting to his 
feet.
"You woke up?"
"Yeah," the digimon said. "I was in a void, then with you, then back in the 
void. Your words made me realize that it wasn't real, and now here I am."
Katai turned towards Tokyo Tower. "If the others are awake too, then they're 
already there. Can you run?"
Freezimon stretched and nodded. "Oh yeah. I feel rested." He picked up the 
boy and put him on his shoulder. "Let's go."
In a matter of minutes, both of them were on top of Tokyo Tower. Katai 
smiled when he saw his friends, and hopped off of Freezimon.
"It's good to see you all. But, are we the only ones awake?"

***

"Are they all where we were?"
"I don't know, Ishou," Hiraishinmon replied. "There didn't seem to be
much of anybody else around in Rai's dream. And what was there seemed to be
specifically aimed at Rai. Maybe ... I think everybody has their own happy
happy dream world. No one world is going to be perfect for everyone,
right?" The digimon peered over the railing at the edge of the platform.
"Did anybody see what happened to those jets fighters? I really hope
Akumamon thought this through before sending everybody to sleep..." He
began to think of other situations when falling asleep would be a really bad
idea. Doctors halfway through operations, with patients cut open on the
bench. People operating heavy machinery. Pilots and drivers of all kinds.
"We really have to find him," he declared.
Rai held his digivice and thought of Akumamon. The screen remained
determinedly blank. Either it couldn't find Akumamon, he reasoned, or it
just didn't want to. He wished - not for the first time - that the thing
had come with some sort of instruction manual. Or at least a list of things
that it could and couldn't find.
"I wish Shin were here," Rai sighed. He looked up to the heavens, past
the array of antennas at the very top of the tower. Why had Akumamon been
coming here? It wasn't a random choice, Rai felt sure of that, which meant
that there was something you could do here that was easier than doing it
someplace else. But the only thing you could do from the top of Tokyo Tower
was go down. Unless you could turn yourself into a TV signal, or -
- or electronic data -
- "Hitori," he yelped, eyes wide, "Did you say Akumamon did something
with the internet, one time?"

***

After the swim meet, Shiyume walked outside, with
constant praise coming at him. Looking to Tokyo Tower,
quite a different sight in this world than the action
scene it had become minutes ago, he said,
"Akumamon..you did it..you created perfect worlds.
Akumamon-sama, how does it feel?"
Nothing.
"Akumamon?"
Silence.
"Eh..? Akumamon, can you hear me?"
His eyes went wide as he realized what was going on.
He was gone.
Shiyume's perfect world had no Akumamon.
"No..this can't be...father...FATHER!!"
People all around looed at him oddly as he screamed.
Absolute loyalty suddenly clashed with uncertainty,
and his head felt like it would explode. He let out a
shrill cry, grasping his head and falling to the
ground.

He then woke u, on the cold steet in Tokyo. His head
was swimming. Looking over, he saw Tsunekomon, sitting
and waiting for him to awake. He got up slowly and
said, "It was wrong. That was not it. Tsunekomon, lets
go."
"Where?" said Tsunekomon's soft, soothing voice. It
took away a bit of the pain. 
"Lets get to the tower. Well decide what to do from
threre." With that he began to walk off.
"Hai."

***

Hotarubi looked at Hitori and then back at Zorui, discovering he was shifting 
in his sleep. She shook him again.
"Zorui! Come on! Wake up. Please!" she said to him softly. "Please." She 
looked up at her friends. "Well, we've got to figure out where he is. Could 
he possibly be back in the Internet again?" She looked up at the tower 
suspiciously. "He's around, but just no here physically. There's got to be 
a way that he was able to disappear like that."

***

The silence washed over him like a wave, calming and pure. Reikou could 
feel the stress of the last few days flowing out of his body. This was his 
ideal world. Reality with a place for his head. True, he desperately 
wished that events had not gone so awry, but he'd rather have to live with 
the pain of his actions rather than to exist only as a pawn in a perfect 
dream. He sighed. Silence and nothing more...

Reikou opened his eyes. "So I wonder if they're all dreaming. What would 
they dream of, Terramon? Wealth? Success? Power? Such shallow things. 
But I'm rambling on. Suffice it to say they're just products of modern 
society. Everyone is taught that success is determined by your position. 
That's the human flaw."

"But change is possible. It's humanity's greatest trait. You can be faced 
with a situation and in a matter of moments, when presented with the correct 
information, totally change your opinion."

"Yeah, I know. But so many people are afraid of change. I want everyone to 
be happy, I really do. But it's so hard sometimes. So many people, their 
minds are so closed. They only see and hear what they wish to. Even when 
we do finally deliver this world, there will always be those who refuse to 
understand us."

"Yes, but the cycle will be broken. Those who will have come to see our 
grand vision will teach their children, and they theirs and so on until it 
is all that can be remembered."

Reikou looked up and grinned. "Alright, that's almost being too dramatic, 
but the point is valid." He got to his feet. "Now c'mon, we can't sit 
around all day. We've got to make use of the time we have." Terramon 
nodded. Reikou held his digivice to his face. "This is Reikou. Takashima, 
Zorui, what's the plan here? Where are the children of light, and more 
importantly, where is the master?"


***

Makoto looked up and waved to Katai. "I think we are the only ones awake, 
Katai. Good to see you." he answered with a smile.

"I think we're onto something here, guys." he said, stopping his pacing and 
rubbing his hand on his chin as he thought. "Tokyo Tower is different from 
Akumamon's castle because it's got all that internet wiring and satelite 
relay, up there on the towerpoint. In the last moment before I fell asleep, 
I saw Akumamon was glowing, like... I dunno, like he was gathering up some 
sort of energy or something."

He thought harder a moment longer, coming up with the only logical answer. 
"That could explain it... not only was he up here to broadcast that dream 
channel, but I'm thinking he was also up here to gather his strength with 
power from the connections linked to his tower to launch himself, possibly 
into the internet! I didn't know he could do that... He couldn't have gone 
into the local phone lines, there's not enough access there... and there's 
no portal opened here going to the digital world he could have opened... 
this is bad, real bad. The internet was a global communications link, and 
with Akumamon in control of it he could go anywhere and get anything faster 
than the blink of an eye!"

His eyes darted towards the others. "If he is in the internet, how do we 
follow him? The connection isn't the same as a Digi-Port... is it?" He 
looked doubtfully down at his white Digi-Vice that remained clutched in his 
hand, which still had the key stuck within it. "Our Digi-Vices could be our 
only shot... but that's only if Akumamon has sunk into the world wide web." 
He looked towards Hitori, who Rai was still expecting an answer from.

***

Takashima was in the livingroom when his digivice flared to life, sitting on 
the couch working with a laptop computer. He lifted the device to his mouth 
and spoke. "This is Takashima. Reikou, good to hear you're awake. I asked 
myself the same question some time ago, and I think I've found an answer 
that has a high probability of being correct... Master Akumamon has 
infiltrated the net. I've logged distinct traces of him."

Takashima tried to stifle a yawn, drew his free hand through his hair in an 
attempt to smoothen it out. "This is not the first time something like this 
has happened. Diaboromon did the same some years ago, and Akumamon as well. 
His control seems to be greater this time, though, more complete. The prime 
projection is of course that the children of light will try to stop him. 
Their digimon, like ours, are data, and can also transfer to the internet. 
The question is, can they fight master Akumamon? He is more powerful than 
all their digimon combined, and this isn't his first infiltration. He knows 
what he's doing, which can be seen through his greater amount of control."

Takashima lowered his free hand and used it to type something, fingers 
flying across the small keyboard. "The question is, do we consider their 
useless attempt amusing, or do we enter our own digimon into the net to be 
safe? Another possibility is taking out the light digidestined and their 
digimon before they get the chance to do the transfer. Some of them might 
still be sleeping, so it could be as easy as a knife across their throats."

Takashima waited for a reply, stifled another yawn. 'So much for my 
vacation...' he thought.

***

Zorui! Come on! Wake up. Please!
Zorui looked around him. The voice was getting louder and even if he tried covering his ears, he couldn't block it out; it was also calling out inside his head. Tenzurumon sat quietly behind him, and even though Zorui had forbid him to talk he knew that his message had gotten through, there was nothing more to say.
Zorui watched his family. They were going around the table, colletcing the dirty dishes, but it appeared that they couldn't see him anymore. Zorui also noticed that he could no longer hear what they were saying. It was as if he were watching them through a window. Every now and then, one of them would stop and flicker before returing to their task.
Zorui sighed and turned around. He stared at Tenzurumon.
"You just couldn't keep your big mouth shut could you?"
The digimon smiled and shook his head.
The boy closed his eyes, took a deep breath...
and woke up.
Slowly he sat up, rubbing a stray tear away from his eye. He found that he was now in his digital world's appearance. Well that was good, then if anyone saw him...
Zorui leaped to his feet. There were light digidestined everywhere!! He began to back away quickly, except that when he brought his foot back, the ground was gone!
"What?!" He hissed angrily. He looked up and saw IcePheonixmon's head high above him. Looking down, he could see the floor of the Tokyo tower, and there was Tenzurumon staring up at him. The distance was too far far to jump. Angrily Zorui turned back to the light digidestined, addressing Hotarubi. 
"What am I doing up here? Let me down imediately!"
The boy could hear the muffled murmer of voices comming from within his pocket. He pulled out his digivice and brought it to his ear, still glaring at Hotarubi. As soon as he heard Takashima's voice trail off, he clicked a button and brought the device to his mouth, speaking quietly so the light digidestined around him couldn't hear.
"Zorui here. Well, as luck may have it, I seem to have found most, if not all, of the lightdigidestined. However, the question of how to deal with them is a completely different matter seeing as how I'm greatly out numbered." He glanced around ,"It seems that they too are trying to figure out what happened to Father."

***

Hotarubi looked at Zorui as he spoke into his digivice.
"Now I know why I thought I knew you when I first met you," she said. "You're one of them...you're a dark digi-destined." Fear and panic came over her. What had she done? True, she wanted to be friendly with all and wanted to make friends with the dark digi-destined. She never really understood what there was to hate in any of them, but she hadn't ever realized Zorui was one of them...until now. Well, she thought Zorui was a friend, but now, now...she didn't know anymore. Would he turn against her just because they're on opposite sides? Would the light digi-destined turn against her because she didn't realize Zorui was a dark digi-destined? She looked at the others worriedly and then sat down on IcePheonixmon's hand.

***

Reikou listened intently before responding. "Alright. Zorui, do you best 
to keep those children of light busy, Takashima, I'll see what I can't do 
about finding the master. We can't do anything until we find him. Once I 
have though, perhaps he'll be able to tell us what the next step is."

***

Takashima nodded to himself. "All right. I'll keep doing these traces 
anyways, though. Perhaps I'll get lucky. Call me if you find anything. 
Zorui, be careful. Takashima out."

Takashima put the digivice down on the couch. He started typing, then yawned 
audibly and threw himself back onto the couch. Suddenly Fallaxmon walked in 
the door, carrying a tray. "I brought you a bowl of cereals and some orange 
juice. You're about to yawn your jaw off, and since you don't drink 
coffee..." He put the tray down beside the laptop, then leaped onto the 
couch.

***

Makoto glanced over at Zorui and sighed. "Oh boy. Here we go." He overheard 
most of the talking going on, but some of it was lost in the high winds that 
was blowing past them. "That's right, you're outnumbered. But I think we all 
agree that we don't want any trouble. If there is, you'll be met with heavy 
resistance." He looked at Hotarubi for a moment, feeling sorry for her. It 
couldn't have been her fault that she didn't realise who Zorui truly was. 
Even though he wanted to say something to at least comfort her about the 
deception, he was lost for words. So he reverted his thoughts back to the 
matter at hand. The quicker he could resolve the problem, the quicker he 
could nurse the wounded.

He turned to the others and changed his expession to a concerned one. "So, 
what'll we do guys? Can we follow Akumamon if he went into the Internet?"


***


Akaru looked up at Makoto and grinned. "I dunno! I hope so! We need to get something sorted, and quick! Everythings all freaked up!" he announced, looking around. Jettomon just sighed. 

***


The screen of Takashima's computer flashed, a shadowy image appearing on the 
screen. It looked like someone's face. Suddenly, his screen went black, with 
nothing but a blinking cursor in its corner. For several minutes the cursor 
blinked and then began to type on its own.

My son...
I am everywhere. Finally have I am truly a Digital God.

***

Hitori remained standing on the edge of Tokyo Tower, gazing out over the 
city. THere was so much that they had to do. They had to find Myotismon and 
finish this battle once and for all. But where was Akumamon? She was sure 
they would find out soon enough.
"We need a plan... Any suggestions? I have to find Myotismon." She whispered 
and looked back at her friends.

~~*~~

Sen narrowed her eyes as she clenched her fists.
"Akumamon is mocking us. I don't want to live in this fake world!" Sen 
shouted, the world around them suddenly beginning to melt as though it were 
water. "I don't want to be some puppet that he can play mind games with!! I 
am above that bastard!"
The world grew dark, and all that were left were Sen and Greed standing, 
facing each other. She reached out and took his hand and then the world 
dissolved completely. Sen opened her eyes, finding herself atop a still 
unconscious Machine Dramon. Had the strange dream sequence fried his memory?

***

Hotarubi backed away from Zorui towards Hitori.
"Let's find Myotismon. We'll need his help," said Hotarubi. "We have to get 
to Primary Village. He'd probably be there, right?" IcePheonixmon nodded in 
agreement. She held her hand out for the others.
"Hitori, tell me where to go, and we'll go find his egg," said IcePheonixmon.

***

Takashima just looked at the screen, then a grin slowly spread across his 
face. He decided to try communicating. Letting his fingers move across the 
keyboard, he typed. "Father, I am beyond words, having seen your glorious 
mastery of the worlds. The digidestined of light have awoken. They are most 
probably plotting against you this very moment. What would you have us, your 
children, do?"

Hitting enter, Takashima lifted his digivice to his mouth. "Reikou... the 
master just contacted me. His control is supreme. I am waiting for our 
orders now. I don't dare contact Zorui, in case there is someone else 
nearby. He did say he was near a large group of the digidestined of light, 
after all. We will contact him after we get our orders."

***

Makoto nodded and smiled at Akaru. "You're right, we need to do something, 
but Hitori needs to go find Myotismon as well. So it looks like we may have 
to split up again. So... Hitori, Hotarubi, and anyone else who wants to go 
with them can go look for Myotismon. As for the rest of us, we have to start 
looking."

He looked down towards the city that lay beneath the tower, remembering the 
time we watched the battle of Diaboromon. "If Akumamon is in the internet, 
but I don't think he'll launch nuclear missiles here like Diaboromon did. He 
could get rid of us in the blink of an eye, but not at the cost of the lives 
of the dark-digidestined. So we can rely that he's not going to try 
something like that. But whatever he's up to can't be good for sure, so I 
don't know about you guys, but I'm going to follow him."

Memories of watching helplessly from his wheelchair seat at the Diaboromon 
battle on his computer screen came flooding back. He had remembered the 
monsters so intensely from before his coma, remembering how he had sent so 
many e-mails to support the cause of Omnimon, and wishing he could do 
something more to help at the last few seconds the timer displayed as it 
ticked down. Now, he had a purpose, a place on the battlefield. Now, he felt 
he had a destiny to forefill.

He looked up at the others, waiting for their answers. "Hitori, I wish you 
the very best of luck in finding Myotismon. As for the rest of you, who's 
with me?"

***

Hotarubi nodded in agreement for Makoto. She smiled a little and stood up.
"Who's with Hitori and me?" she asked. "IcePheonixmon will take us to 
Primary Village if that's where we're supposed to find Myotismon." She 
shrugged and turns to look at Zorui. She forced a smile. She couldn't be 
mad at him for not telling her and at herself for not realizing that he was a 
dark digi-destined. It was simple mistake, but she didn't know what to say 
to him. It was so confusing for her. She wanted to be his friend, but now 
she didn't know what he wanted. He was a dark digi-destined; thus, he 
wouldn't want to be her friend. She looked back at Hitori. "Ready to go?"

***

Zorui stared scepticly at Hotarubi for a few moments. He let out a short, mean, laugh and turned to looked down from his perch on Ice Pheonixmon's hand at his digimon. 
"Come Tenzurumon."
The wolf lept into the air and landed gracefully on the larger digimon's hand. As Zorui pulled himself onto his digimon's back, Tenzurumon turned to Hotarubi and nodded his head; a gesture of thanks for awakening his sleeping master.
"What are you doing, let's get out of here." Zorui wrapped his arms around Tenzurumon's neck and the two were gone. 
Tenzurumon landed on a roof top a few buildings away from the Tower. Zorui could still see the Light digidestined and he knew that they could see him, but that didn't matter, at least they wouldn't be able to hear him. He pulled out his digivice and brought it to his mouth.
"Takashima, Reikou, it's Zorui. I am near the Tokyo Tower now, and it seems the light digidestined have decided to split up. One group is going to find Myotismon, the other to find Father. Do we have anymore information about his whereabouts?"

***

Akaru grinned. "I'm with you, Makoto!" he shouted, gleefully. "We'll find Akumamon and get him sorted!" he announced, boastfully, his face beaming. Jettomon just shook his head. 

"You would think after all that has happened to us, that you would finally be begining to grow up by now?" he asked. 

Akaru just grinned. "Me? Grow up? Never!" he laughed, as he turned back to Makoto. "Who else is gonna go with us?" he asked, looking at the others. 

***

Urei awoke in a cold sweat, looking over at the clock on his dresser. It 
didn't provide him much help; It kept going back and forth between 10:01 and 
10:02 p.m. Well, atleast he was awake, and he had somethings he needed to do. 

"Hopefully my computer is still working."
Urei fiddled with the power switch on the back and heard that reassuring 
electronic hum. With his digivice in hand, he turned on his monitor, and held 
out his hand. After a quick flash, he was gone.

***

Katai smiled and raised his hand.
"Since it doesn't take everyone to find primary village, I think I'll help 
in the search for Akumamon. Hotarubi and IcePhoenixmon will be plenty of 
company for Hitori, and the more of us looking for Akumamon means we'll find 
him faster."
Katai paused for a moment and thought of what he said. If Akumamon truly 
became the master of the interent, he could be anywhere. The almost endless 
void of data could easily hide someone who knew their way around, and no one 
knew better than Akumamon.
"Well, the more of us searching means there's less of a chance of things 
getting too out of hand for any one of us," the boy nodded.

***

Hotarubi watched Zorui leave and then turned to Hitori.
"Ready to go?" she asked.

***

Takashima spoke into his digivice, eyes fixed on the screen of his laptop. 
"Zorui, it's Takashima. Father contacted me a little while ago through my 
laptop. It seems he is in complete control of the internet. I am still 
waiting for our orders, but I think it's safe to assume that they can't 
possibly pose a threat to him where he is now, even should they transfer 
their digimon onto the net. I have a few countermeasures ready, though, just 
in case. What is your status? Are you in a position to stop one of the 
groups, or at least sabotage it?"

***

Reikou held his digivice to his face. "Alright, I understand. Seeing as 
there's three of us, I suggest we split up. Takashima, you're the only one 
who's been contacted by the master, if you wouldn't mind, I'd like to ask 
you to hold for the time being until we receive further orders. Zorui, 
stick with the children of light in this world, do your best to sabotage 
anything they come up with. I'll keep an eye on Hitori and those who go in 
search oy Myotismon. At the very least, if I'm found out, I know I'm still 
on good terms with Hitori so I doubt she'll try to drive me away. While I 
won't be able to prevent Myotismon's resurection, perhaps I can gain some 
insight into their plans if they have any at all."

***

Makoto simply nodded. "Okay Akaru, Katai, you're coming with me. That's 
great, guys." He looked over at Rai, offering him a smile. "You can come 
with us if you like, Rai. Katai's right in a way, but... you might want to 
go with Hitori, too. While you guys are in the Digital World, maybe you can 
also go find your key. We'll need all the help we can get, but the choice 
lies with you and you alone."

He turned around, looking up at the tip of the tower. "As for those who are 
coming with us... meaning I and Ungamon..." Ungamon nodded in approval from 
where he was still sitting on the metal throne Akumamon once occupied. 
"...if there's one way into the internet, it's from here. There has to be 
some sort of computer or a server around here at least linked into the 
internet connections here. We simply just have to find it and use it from 
there. If not, I'm sure there's some zany way to open up a portal from thin 
air since the worlds are inter-connected now."

He looked back down towards the others. "We'll go once both Rai and Ishou 
decide what they're doing. And girls? I... if something goes wrong with your 
group, make sure to keep close contact, okay? ...that's all." He shut his 
mouth and scolded himself. Just because he himself had witnessed Hitori 
almost die as many times as there were days he had been a Digidestined, it 
didn't mean it was going to happen again. But that didn't mean that he 
didn't want to turn around from looking from the mission ahead, and show his 
concern for his new friends. He looked away into the distance to avoid eye 
contact as he waited for his group to gather with him.

As he did, he noticed Zorui down on a rooftop out of the corner of his eye. 
After observing his actions, he added, "And keep an eye out for those 
Dark-Digidestined. They're up to something, I can sense it. They can't be 
too happy if they've learned we're going after their 'lord'."


***

A particularly large shard of glass from the store's window frame, fell to 
the sidewalk outside with a resounding crash. Within the dark little 
computer shop, a smile broke out from behind masked lips. Green eyes 
flickering with madness alighted brightly, thankful for the reassurance of 
sound.
The world had become so quiet, like the entire city of Tokyo had become a 
ghost town. A cold sounding wind blew through the remains of the window, 
making Kokuei shiver and giggled at its callous, howling voice.
The youth sat perched upon a desk, crouched like a twisted beast before 
what appeared to be the only working computer in the shop. All others 
possessing wild, flashing screens. While this one had a dark screen, with 
a single cursor flashing and waiting.
Kokuei's long orange hair went out, reaching to the computer. Shrouding 
it like plant growth, barely troubled or moved by the harsh breeze wafting 
by. Giggling, his fingers went to the keyboard and began to strike slowly 
and childishly at the keys.
[ Father, are you happy? ]

***

Takashima listened, then spoke. "Very well. I was not planning on leaving 
now that Father has contacted us anyways. I will wait and see what he tells 
us. You two do what you can."

***

Akaru grinned. "Let's get going guys! Where are gonna get onto the Internet, quickly?" he asked. 

Jettomon shook his head. "I'm not sure. Ishou DID have a laptop, but I remember it being destroyed. I'm not sure where we are going to get access to a computer quickly" he commented. 

*** 

Ishou nodded "Yeah my laptop was destroyed earlier, by that no good urei and 
his no good digimon." he said looking around "There has to be something 
nearby though." he said looking to Huricomon who nodded at him. "I'm not 
sure how much longer I can stay digivolved ishou, Im getting..." he paused 
to yawn briefly "A little tired." he stated. Ishou smiled "Just a little 
longer buddy." he said and looked around. "My form is made out of 
data...getting online wouldn't be a problem for me at all, but of what good 
I can do there I don't know. Without my crest and with Huricomon in the 
condition he's in I don'tthink it'd be smart for us to follow you. We cna 
make sure you guys get to where you're going unbothered though."

***

Greed shuffled around and looked at his surroundings as they faded back into 
reality. "That was....interesting to say the least." he said standing up on 
Machine Dramon's shoulder. He grinned at Sen "A preview of things to come 
perhaps my dear?" he asked with a chuckle winking at her before slipping his 
sunglasses down with his fingers.


***

"Well, if we're after computers I think Makoto's right, that big relay
doodad thing will probably count," Hiraishinmon suggested, indicating the
array mounted on top of the tower. "I think it'll make a big enough spike
in digital activity to ... uhh, whatever. So which team are we on?" he
asked, turning to Rai. The boy was frowning, trying to decide.
"I ... they're both right," he said, "but I don't know. Heading to
Primary Village on the chance that maybe we'll run into the Key... no, I
think we'll be more use looking for Akumamon. Maybe later, when we have a
clue on where to start," the boy added, looking significantly at
Hiraishinmon, who shifted uncomfortably.
"Okay, right," said the flustered digimon. "So, internet then. I've
been thinking about the mechanics of that. As I understand it, it's not
exactly a place, like the Digital World, but it's a ... a ... a stream of
data. So digimon will be able to get into it really easily, but humans
might have a harder time." He looked to Ishou as he said, "And you're
right, as data you can make the transition too. Hey, sudden thought.
Computer screens can open as portals to the Digital World, maybe because
they're windows onto the data inside them, and the TVs in the Digital World
are a similar window. So what if the place you move through between the
worlds is the internet? Maybe the internet is like something other than a
reality in and of itself, like, like a cascade of, of stuff, that stretches
across all the layers of reality simultaneously, and intersects it all, like
a, a ..." Hiraishinmon caught himself, leaving the sentence hanging.
Random curiousity was more Dengekimon's line - right now he had the fate of
the world to think about. Being in Rai's perfect world had obviously
relaxed him a lot more than he had realised. He cleared his throat and
nodded seriously. "But anyway. Akumamon."


***

"Right. I'll do what I can and report back if anything comes up." Zorui clicked his digivice off and thrust it back into the pocket of his trenchcoat.
He grinned as he stared across the rooftops up at the small shapes of the digidestined milling about the tower. It looked like they still didn't know what they were going to do.
"So it looks like we're up against quite a large group Tenzurumon," he patted the digimon's head ," You think you're up to it.?"
The digimon thought for a moment ," Hmmmm...well I think maybe if we could grab a snack somewhere..."
"Hmph," the boy laughed ," We'll see what we can do."

***

Makoto smiled and nodded, turning towards the inner part of the tower. "Okay 
then, it's settled. C'mon boys, let's go! You too, Ishou... we'll see what 
we can do. Good luck, girls. See you soon."

He then quickly departed, moving over the landing past Akumamon's makeshift 
throne until he found what he was looking for - the access hatch that lead 
to the observation deck. With a grunt, he flipped the seals that were 
holding it down and pulled it open. Ungamon ran past him and scuttled easily 
down the ladder inside, and Makoto quickly clambered after him. Once they 
reached the bottom, they found themselves in the staff-only area where the 
service elevator was. Ungamon started towards the service elevator, but 
Makoto grabbed him by the tail. "No, not that way. The computers have to be 
on this floor."

Ungamon pulled his tail back and preened it delicately. "Okay, I get the 
point, but watch the tail! I can't grow it back, ya know."

"Sorry."

The two of them, hoping the others followed them, moved through the 
corridors until they found themselves in the computer maintenance room. 
People were in the room, but they were still sound asleep, either lying back 
on swivelchairs or slumped over on the floor with coffee stains from their 
dropped cups soaking into the carpet. Makoto picked through the computers 
until he found what looked to be the most important one, which was sitting 
directly in front of what appeared to be the tower's server.

Sitting at the chair, Makoto attempted to try and find out how he could 
connect online, but found the connection was already established. "Perfect, 
instant access to the server." Makoto commented. Before the others arrived, 
he pushed back the desks and chairs cluttered behind the computer to make 
room for the others and their larger digimon. Ungamon pitched in, leaving 
him with one last objective. He took the white digivice remaining in his 
hand, and pointed it towards the computer. With a deep breath, he looked 
intently at the screen. "Hope this works, here goes nothing! Digi-port, 
open! To the internet!"

The computer screen flashed, and a blinding light grew out of the monitor. 
Soon enough, a simple digital picture of a door appeared, and made the animation of opening.

Makoto sat down in the swivel chair and put his feet up, as he waited for 
the others. Alongside with Ungamon on his shoulder, they looked at the image 
of the door.

"Well, for one thing, I sure hope that's the entrance to the internet I just 
opened up..."

"It will be. And we'll stop Akumamon." Ungamon encouraged.

Makoto smiled, although it wasn't very convincing. "We'll see soon enough."

***

"Hmmmm. Tenzurumon, your eyes are better than mine. What are they doing?"
The digimon stared at the tower for a moment, concetrating and then turned back to Zorui, " It appears they are going down into the observation deck."
"Heh, If they think it's going to be that easy to get to Father then they are greatly mistaken. Tenzurumon, see if you can get any closer."
The digimon looked around until he spotted a building much closer to, and at about the same height as the observation deck. In a few short leaps, both digimon and rider were standing on it's roof.
"Allright." Looking through the windows, Zorui could see all the people still sleeping happily in their dream worlds. He couldn't, however, find where Makoto had gone, but that was ok, he was in there somewhere. " Ok Tenzurumon, I think it's time to heat things up."
The digimon rolled his eyes ," Give me a break Zorui, that line is sooooo over used."
Zorui slid off his digimon's back ,"Pssh fine. Just torch it."
Tenzurumon leaned back on his hind legs and focused his eyes on the Tower's observation deck. He pushed off into an enourmous flip. 
"Roaring....."
As the digimon hit the ground, a huge ball of fire that had been growing from the tip of his tail was sent hurtling towards the center of the observation deck. 
"...FLAMETHROWER!!!"
The fireball smashed through the glass windows and imediately began to spread throughout the corridors.
"Well," Zorui chuckled ," I think that should slow them down."

***

While Makoto waited for the others, Ungamon suddenly perked up, sniffing the 
air. "I sense a digimon... Makoto, get down!!!"

"What?" Makoto wondered. But it was too late.

The explosion ripped through the corridors of the observation deck and 
flooded into the room, giving them only split seconds to react. Ungamon had 
only one choice to save Makoto... he had to digivolve.

"Ungamon digivolve to.." His bulk suddenly took up half the room, crushing 
most of the consoles with his sudden mass as Makoto's digivice burst with 
light. "...Gibbonmon!" He grabbed Makoto and buried him underneath his chest 
as they hit the floor. Only a few moments later did the explosion finally 
reach it's peak, turning everything into ash and smoke.

Gibbonmon stood up, pulling up Makoto with him. Both of them coughed heavily 
from the smoke, until Gibbonmon had no choice but to punch a hole through 
the wall leading outside for the smoke to pour out.

"Are you okay, Makoto?" Gibbonmon asked, still glowing with the electricity 
field that had saved their lives from the intense heat.

Makoto wasn't covered as much with soot as his partner was, but blood 
dripped from his eyes and ears as a result of the shockwave. "Yeah... not 
okay, but alive at least. What the heck was that? All those people, they've 
been killed!" he coughed. Gibbonmon looked outside the hole in the wall for 
a moment, sniffed the air, then pointed down. "There." Makoto followed the 
direction, spotting the Dark-Digisdestined and his digimon. "Zorui..." he 
growled.

"Should we take care of them? I can take the little doggie on..." "No." 
Makoto shook his head. "The last thing we need is to get involved in a 
battle for revenge. Besides, he didn't destroy our way out of here 
completely."

He moved back further into the room, picking up the best intact monitor he 
could find, which was minorly cracked. "When you digivolved... and thanks 
for that, by the way... your body blocked most of the explosion on this half 
of the room, saving most of these computers and the server... see?" He set 
up another computer as best as he could, relieved to find it still working, 
and used his digi-vice to activate the gate to the internet again. The 
broken screen constantly flickered, and Makoto slapped the side of it 
angrily to get the picture back. After it came back, he leaned heavily on 
the table and hung his head, shaking it sadly.

"Gibbonmon... all those people that were in here and the observation deck... 
men, women, children... the others! All killed, and for the sake of 
Akumamon."

"I'm sure the others are perfectly fine, you're the one they should be 
worried about. As for the other humans... I'm sorry Makoto, but we couldn't 
save them. ...at least they went out in peace, in their dreams."

Makoto shook his head, looking up, blood still trickling from his eyes like 
real tears. "It still doesn't justify it. Zorui... I thought when he helped 
us fight Karatenmon that he had some respect for life... he will pay for 
what he's done, just wait and see. There will be no more of this merciless 
killing. No more!" He glanced at the digital gate on-screen through the 
cracked glass, his anger subsiding. "You better stand guard while we wait 
for the others... or what's left of the rest of us, Gibbonmon. Get ready for 
a fight. I have a feeling this isn't over yet."


***

Katai and Freezimon felt the ground rumble beneath them. They were on their 
way to following Makoto, but at the sound of an explosion, they made their 
way to the side of the roof. Katai could see smoke coming from the 
observation deck, and worried that something had happened to Makoto. 
Freezimon had his sights on something else. Not far away he could see 
Tenzurumon and Zouri standing on a rooftop.
"That digimon is the cause of all of this," Freezimon growled.
Katai looked at his partner. Freezimon had never had an angry tone before, 
but now he appeared furious. Grabbing his digi-vice, Katai pushed a button. 
"Makoto?! Can you hear me? Are you alright?"
Freezimon made a motion forward, but he was stopped as Katai looked over to 
Zouri. "Tenzurumon might give you trouble. Give him all you've got."
Freezimon nodded. "Freezimon digi-volve to.....Ciclemon."
The ice man lept from the building and landed on the roof with Tenzurumon. 
"You will pay for an innocent people who may have been hurt," he said.

***

Ishou blinked and hit the deck cradleing Ame as the floor rocked. Quickly 
he rose to his feet "Huricomon!"
"I'm on it!" the bird yelled. Ishou rushed to his friends back quickly 
stopping and glancing around for Akaru and thrust her gently against him 
"Don't let a thing happen to her my friend..." he said and not giving him 
time to reply leapt on to Huricomon's back "They're trying to distract you! 
Get to a computer, don't let them tkae your mind off the bigger picture." he 
called. Huricomon's form then blurred away dashing through the cluttered 
halls "Brace yourself!" he warned. Time slowed for Ishou as he stared wide 
eyed, he wasn't going to crash straight through the window...was he?
*SSMMAASSHHH*
"GAH!" he yelled shielding his face.
"Sorry!" The digimon yelled.
"It's ok....where are they?"
"I don't know but I see Machine Dramon down there too."

***

Akaru grabbed Ame and yelled after Ishou. "Take Care!! We'll try to find a way in!" He quickly put Ame onto Jettomon's back, where she clung on for grin life. "It'll be okay, you just hang on, okay?" he boy smiled at her. 

Akaru lifted his digivce and activated it. "Guys! It's Akaru, we need to get out of here, we'll head down and see what we can find. Makoto! If you can here me, join us when you can, okay?" he asked. He then turned his attention to Katai. "We don't need to fight him! You heard what Ishou said! They are distracting us from the real threat, Akumamon!" he announced, his eyes wide. "We need to get down from here and find some way to access the Internet, and fast!" 

***


Tenzurumon glared up at Ciclemon growling loudly, his lips pulled back from 
his teeth. He glanced back at Zorui who nodded and pulled his digivice out 
of his pocket.
"Tenzurumon digivolve to.....Metaltenzurumon!!"
The wolf-man let out a tremendous roar and slammed his fists together. As he 
did, the brass knuckles on his fingers sparked and burst into flame.
"Flaming PUNCH!"
Metaltenzurumon brought drew back a blazing fist and smashed it hard into 
Ciclemon's strong, but meltable, chest.

***

Makoto lifted his Digi-Vice up to his mouth as the sprinklers turned on 
overhead, spousing the flames still remaining in the building.

"It's me guys, I'm okay... I'm glad to hear you guys are okay, too. Has 
anyone gotten hurt?"

"Makoto," Gibbonmon interupted, looking outside through the large hole he 
made. "Katai's digimon is fighting Tenzurumon... no, wait, they've both gone 
to the Ultimate level. They need our help..."

"No." Makoto said in distraction, "We can't waste our time fighting the 
Dark-Digidestined, they're just trying to stall us from getting into the 
internet like Zorui tried to just now." He turned back to speak into his 
Digi-Vice. "I think you mean the other way around, Akaru! I've found the 
computer room down here, and I've got a gate up and running. You and the 
others get down here quickly so we can get through it. I don't want them to 
stall us like last time. Katai, call your digimon off! We have to flee, not 
fight." He turned to Gibbonmon. "C'mon, we have to put this fire out!"

He started running out of the room down the corridor. "If anyone needs me, 
I'll be putting the fire out that's on the observation deck below you! 
Hurry!" He shut the link off and turned the corner, finding the very thing 
he was looking for. "Perfect!" he cried as he ran around more licking flames 
to the reel of a fire hose. Clenching his teeth, he punched into the glass 
of the casing and attempted to unreel the heavy fire hose. He felt bigger 
hands help him lift it, and turned to see Gibbonmon. "Need some help?" he 
asked. "Thanks." Makoto smiled.

Makoto grabbed the front of the hose as Gibbonmon took up the weight of the 
rear extension. "I never pictured becoming a firefighter, but now's a good a 
time as any!" Makoto said offhandedly, pulling the handle on the nozzle to 
let the water gush out. Gibbonmon reached out with a hand to keep him 
planted to the ground as the boy struggled to keep control of the pressure. 
"Let's go put that fire out!" Gibbonmon exclaimed. The two moved out, 
blasting water as they went and tried to keep the fire that was raging 
around them under control.

***

Sen's gaze shot upwards as Machine Dramon's eyes flashed red, showing he was
suddenly awake and well alert of his surroundings.
"Ishou..." Sen spat, looking up at the figures circling around Tokyo Tower.
She felt herself lifting upwards as Machine Dramon's body took flight. Her
eyes did not move off the figure as she came closer and closer to Ishou.
"Your dead!" Sen screamed, Machine Dramon's cannons charging up.

"We have to get out of here..." Hitori said, mounting IcePheonixmon, along
with Hotarubi. She saw Machine Dramon's approaching and there was little
time to react. IcePheonixmon lifted off the landing and glided over past
Ishou.
"Ishou! Get way!" Hitori shouted as the flew past, IcePheonixmon picking up
speed as they flew over the tops of the broken and sleeping city of TOkyo.
"I guess we are heading back to the digital world..." Hotarubi whispered.
"Yeah... I hope we can find Myotismon..." Hitori replied.
"Don't worry Hitori, I know we will." Hotarubi reassured her, placing a hand
on her shoulder. Hitori smiled and nodded, then returned her gaze back up
towards the sky that still contained the rip leading to the digital world.

Light surrounded them and within meer moments, they were gliding above the
digital world. But it didn't look the same. The trees were brown and they
looked as though they were dying.
"What..?" Hitori asked no one in particular as she peered down over Ice
Pheonixmon at the world below. There was no movement and she couldn't see
any digimon. What was going on?
She could see what seemed to be a deserted Primary Village in the distance.
As they approached, she couldn't see any eggs lying in the child like field
that had been there before. It was completely deserted. IcePheonixmon
circled around and landed outside the main gates of the village and
immediately Hitori dismounted past Hotarubi and ran in through the gates.
"No..."
Everything was gone. It no longer was colorful, but grey and desolate. There
were no eggs to be seen at all.
"Where are the eggs?" Hotarubi asked, walking up behind Hitori, who was
standing, completely shocked in the middle of the field.
"I... don't know..."

~~*~~

Kokuei...

The words flashed across the screen of Kokuei's computer.

I am happy... I have finally become a digital god... I can protect this
world from harm... I can protect everyone from pain...

~~*~~

Takashima...

Like Kokuei's computer, the words typed in themselves onto Takashima's
screen.

Are you happy? Tell me anything... I will do everything within my power to
make my children happy...


***

"Gah!!" Ishou yelled as his eyes widened. Machine Dramon's cannons could be
heard humming as they powered up. Suddenly he regainined his senses and
glared at the oncoming digimmon "You're mistaken." he said flatly and with
that Huricomon's form blurred straight upwards disappearing completelly for
a momtn. Greed looked around glaring in all directions to find his twin.
"Claw Blaster!" Huricomon yelled from behind them sending two fireballs
rocketing towards Machine Dramon's back.


*********


Urei turned his head, noticing the two girls and IcePheonixmion at the gate
to Primary Village. He had removed his mask and had set it next to a small
hole in front of him. His face was emotionless, and it remained that way as
he turned back to look into the small crater in the ground.
"Figures," he said softly to himself as he grabbed a handful of soil. He
grabbed his mask and put it on before standing.
"This is what you get for letting Akumamon live so long, you know."
He opened his other hand, letting the colorless earth slip through his open
fingers.
"I guess I deserve it, too. I never thought I would lose Yagarumon. I always
believed it would be me and him, together forever, and we would vanguish 
both
Akumamon and Myotismon."
Urei then started slowly towards the gates.
"Kind of ironic, you know? Hitori and Urei here in Primary Village at the
same time trying to find there partners, only to be left with nothing. I bet
you feel the same way I do, Hitori. You feel empty inside, like a piece of
your soul is missing."
He threw his mask to the ground and fell to his knees, burying his face in
his hands. The Child of Hatred had begun to cry.
"I'm so sorry, Hitori," he began, trying to regain composure. All he needed
now was to humiliate himself infront of girls, but he couldn't help it.
"What was I thinking? All that 'Greater Good' bull and trying to go after
Akumamon on my own. I'm sorry for everything, and I'll understand if you
can't forgive me for all the trouble I've caused. I just want Yagarumon 
back.
I miss him so..."
Urei began to cry again, knowing what those chances were, and he began to
feel sorry for Hitori, as she probably would ever see Myotismon again as
well.

********

Ciclemon reeled from Metaltenzurumon's attack. The ice digimon fell back and 
grabbed his chest, the hole created by the flames already reconstructing 
itself.
"Fleeing would not be a good option right now," Katai said back. "I need to 
show Zouri that he can't get away with harming the innocent."
Cicelmon rose and clenched his fists. "I'll give you that one. But now it's 
time to put the doggy on ice." Ciclemon dashed forward, rolled under 
Metaltenzurumon's arms and placed his hands against the digimon's stomach. 
"GLACIAL BUSTER!"

**********


Takashima looked up from a halfway reclining position as Fallaxmon alerted 
him of the words on his screen. Quickly he started typing. 'Of course I am 
happy, Father! This is what we wanted all along... But there are still those 
who would seek to stop you. When they fail is when I can be truly happy."

**********

Reikou looked down at his digivice. Three of them? That can't be, he 
thought. Who else is with them? Slowly and silently he moved forward, 
keeping his body hidden in the dark shadows of the forest. He had not 
expected anyone other than the two girls, but whoever this third person was 
could unbalance everything. Especially if they were prepared to fight. As 
Reikou came to the forest's edge, he could barely make out the shape of 
Urei. He scowled.

"Reikou. What should I do?" Terramon's voice was low, whispery, unaudible 
to those beyond.

"Nothing." Reikou's eyes remained transfixed on the boy. "Nothing. Let's 
just see how this plays out. Stay close. Whatever they do, we'll follow 
them. But, no matter what, Urei will not be allowed to retrieve Yagarumon. 
I want him to suffer as I have..."

Terramon's eyes shot open. Something had changed about Reikou. Up until 
the incident, he was almost finally coming around, ready to accept his 
emotions. But now... It's like nothing had ever happened. "Reikou..."

***

Akaru looked down at the flames shooting upwards. "What are we gonna do, Jettomon?" he asked, his face worried. "How can we put the flames out?" he asked, still watching the scene. 

Jettomon looked as well. "We just have to hope Makoto has everything in hand" he stated. Akaru grinned. 

***

Metaltenzurumon was sent flying backwards from the force of Ciclemon's attack. He skidded back along the roof top until he thrust his claws deep into the cement and came to a stop. The digimon growled in pain and placed a hand over his stomach. Zorui shot his friend a worried glance, but Metaltenzurumon shook his head and slowly got to his feet, breathing hard. 
Zorui turned to Katai ,"Hmpf," he laughed ," So we've harmed innocents have we? I just looove how you Light Digidestined think. You just assume that all of those people in there were perfectly inncoent when you have no idea what kind of horrible things they may have done in their lives." The boy shrugged and nodded towards his digimon. "...buuuut then again maybe you're right."
Metaltenzurumon narrowed his eyes still clutching his stomach. So, he couldn't melt the iceman....well then, he's just have to try something else.
The digimon rushed at Ciclemon. At the last moment he lept into the air and his powerful hind legs came smashing down onto the other digimon's chest, sending them both to the ground.


***

Rai and Hiraishinmon, too, were staring down at the inferno that was
consuming the observation deck. "Can't you draw in the heat, Hiro?" Rai
asked his digimon. "Like you did with Novamon?"
Hiraishinmon sighed. The human name still didn't feel quite natural,
though Rai had given it to him only a day or two after he had hatched. "It
wasn't me," he said aloud, "it was Kyuudenmon. I don't have that level of
control. Um, I mean, power. Kyuudenmon's not exactly big on control."
"Oh," said Rai, wincing slightly. He wasn't yet used to the way his
friend changed so completely when he digivolved. "Is there anything we can
do?"
"I wish I could help with the fight," Hiraishinmon lamented, "but
Jinkouraimon can't fly, and Kyuudenmon's too ... well, I don't think it
would be a good idea in a populated area."
"It always comes down to fighting," Rai moaned. "Why are we even ..."
The boy's voice tailed off as a thought occurred. He held his digivice up
and spoke into it. "Akaru's right, we should leave! Even if we hold them
off long enough to get our digimon into the internet, we'll still be here!
We'll be defenceless. Katai, I know you want to teach that guy a lesson,
but, but ... we're the children of light. We shouldn't be about vengeance."

***

"I understand that, Rai," Katai said into his dig-vice, "but we can't always 
run from the Dark dig-detsined." He paused for a moment to look at Zouri. 
"If we keep running, then eventually they will win, and I don't think we 
want that."
Ciclemon hit the ground hard, but refused to stay down. Grabbing one of 
Metaltenzurumon's feet, his twisted it savagely. Still holding the foot, he 
rolled the digimon off of him and flung him into the side of a building.

***

"Gibbmon, get those people out of there!"

The champion quickly jumped over the fire as Makoto struggled with the force 
of the hose to put it out. Gibbonmon came back with several people asleep 
under his arms, patting a hand on a man's back to put the flame that had 
caught fire on his shirt. Gibbonmon was still glowing with the electricity 
in his fur that acted like a shield, looking as if he had been untouched by 
the flame. Makoto however looked completely the opposite, with sweat 
dripping on his skin from the intense heat, blood still flowing from his 
wounds, and his hair frizzled in certain places where it had caught on fire. 
On top of all that, the boy was covered from head to toe, in both forms, 
with everything from smoke to ash.

"Gibbmon, is that the last of them?" he gasped, his hands still shaking on 
the nozzle of the hose but refusing to let go.

"Yes." The huge ape lay down the people he had rescued on the side of the 
building that had already been put out, alongside others who were still 
silently sleeping in their dreams. Putting down gently a little girl last, 
he sprang away and hurried towards his partner. "I'm coming to help! Hang 
on!"

Huge hands clamped down on top of Makoto's, and the nozzle ceased it's 
shaking. Together, the two of them directed the water's direction into the 
heart of the fire that was still blazing on the one side of the observation 
deck. Gradually, the fire died down until it was merely hot coals burning on 
the floor, which Makoto brang his shoe down on to end it all.

"It's out." he said in satisfaction, wiping his forehead.

"We better go see what's happened to the others." Gibbonmon suggested.

Makoto nodded, moving swiftly back towards the inner rooms of the 
observation deck... or what remained of it. Raising his digivice, he opened 
up the comms link again. "You guys, where are you? What's holding you up?" 
He stopped in mid-step, spotting the aerial battle in the sky between 
Huricomon and the massive Machinedramon. "Oh, I see. Never-mind."

Taking off again, he decided they had to get orginised. "Akaru, Rai, I think 
I've put the fire out, so get down here to the computer room as fast as 
possible. Katai, Ishou, I respect that you have to fight, but nobody is 
going through that gate unless we are altogether, you hear me?!? You can 
follow behind us at the very least, but we're not leaving a man or mon 
behind!"

"Makoto, don't you think we should get through the gate first? What if one 
of the Dark Digi-Destined destroy it before we get through it? One of us 
through the gate is better than no-one at all." Gibbonmon asked, buckling 
the walls slightly as he squeezed through the corridors.

The boy ran through the smoke before him, not being able to talk until fresh 
air entered his lungs. "I understand your thinking Gibbonmon, but none of us 
stand a chance against Akumamon alone. Either we as a team fight together, 
or no-one fights at all. Besides, they are my friends, and I'm not heartless 
enough to run away from them without knowing if they'll be okay or not. Now 
c'mon, we have to protect that gate at all costs until the others get down 
here!"

***

"NO!" Zorui watched in horror as Metaltenzurumon crashed straight through the brick wall of the building next to their's. 
"Metaltenzurumon!" The boy stared in shock at the gaping hole. Instantly he turned to Katai, his eyes flashing angrily. 
"Why you-"
"Zorui..."
Zorui turned back to see Metaltenzurumon's head slowly emerge from the building. The digimon stood shakily catching his breath. His eyes locked on Ciclemon and he lept from the damaged building back to the roof top. He landed so hard that Zorui could feel the ground jump under him. Again Metaltenzurumon ran at his opponent, swinging his fists wildly. He could feel a rush of cold shoot through his arm as his fist made contact with Ciclemon's frozen face. He punched again and again until finally planting the bottom of his foot hard into the iceman's stomach in a kick that sent Ciclemon soaring towards the opposite side of the roof.
Zorui watched his digimon warily as Metaltenzurumon slumped down onto one knee, he head still raised following Ciclemon's every move.

***

Katai growled as he watched Ciclemon land on the other side of the roof. 
"Alright Makoto, we'll be there as soon as possible," he sighed.
Ciclemon lay motionless, dazed from the attack. He paused to let his eyes 
refocus before flipping back onto his feet. He was breathing heavily and his 
hands were partially open. As Ciclemon slowly moved forward, his gaze was 
locked on Metaltenzurumon, trying to anticipate what the digimon was going 
to do next.

***

Hitori looked slowly towards Urei. Mixed feelings flooded through her. Urei 
had caused them so much pain, yet he apologized...
Immediately she looked away at the brown grass and began to walk away from 
both Hotarubi and Urei.
"Hitori-chan..." Hotarubi whispered, a look of worry crossing her face. She 
clenched a hand to her chest and sighed. She looked at Urei, and continued:
"Myotismon means alot to her... I don't think you know the story behind them 
both... I don't think you know what they've gone through. Even I don't know 
everything yet still I know how much she treasures him as a close partner 
and friend." She explained, turning to face him completely. "The Myotismon 
you saw now is not the same Myotismon that attacked Japan a few years 
ago..."
She paused, thinking and then spoke:
"Urei, things aren't always what they seem... Hitori most likely doesn't 
know what to think... You've done some pretty bad things, but I think you 
realize that. What do you feel?"

~~*~~

Machine Dramon lurched forward, rocking Sen off balance. She tried to regain 
her footing, but couldn't. She fell to one side, off of Machine Dramon's 
head to plummet to the ground below. Wind whipped past her face as her eyes 
remained full of anger. Without warning, cables shot up from the ground, 
gently wrapping around her limps, suspending her safely in the air.
"Why don't they just give up?!" Sen spat, looking up at Machine Dramon.

***

Shiyume could barely think. How could Akumamon be
exempt from his perfect world? Without Akumamon, there
can BE no perfect world. He sighed, and decided he
needed to speak to Akumamon. Needed to hear his
comforting voice. Needed to be reaffirmed. With his
good arm, he took his Digivice and spoke into it,
sending a message to all the Dark chosen in the area.
"This is Shiyume. Anyone else awake? And where's
father? I need to talk to him..."



***

Hotarubi knelt beside Urei and looked towards Hitori.
"We'll find them," she thought. "We have to find them."

***

Greed looked down and sighed with relief as Sen's cables caught her. "They 
fight because they are foolish....and that short coming will also be what 
destroys them." he said turning around to glare at Huricomon.
"How many times do I have to kill the both of you to make you realize it's 
over!" he yelled. Neither of them responded, but Ishou merely glared back. 
"Stupid boy! Look at me, I am the human here you are merelly a collection 
of bytes and ugly binary!" he yelled and with that launced himself hard from 
Machine Dramon's shoulder flying through the air and landing on Huricomon's 
back. Ishou blinked and looked up at him just in time to get a massive boot 
to the face. "Gah!" he yelled and fell backwards slirghtly. Greed leaned 
down and grabbed him by the neck and hauled Ishou up. "Now little 
Ishou...it's time to die FOR GOOD!"

***

"Wai! Did you see that?" Questioned a bubbly young girl.

"Who is that girl?" whispred another kindergarten.

"She's soo cool!" choursed another group.

"Oneechan!" exlaimed the six year old proudly.

Dull brown strands were teased by the wind as the young foruteen year old 
took her place open the rock overlooking her fallen foes. Her mentor, 
Mizhore, from Gold Figther EX, would have been proud. Six grown man laid 
down all the floor and she only rounding off at 4'9 hadn't even broke a 
sweat..Her deep brown eyes scanned the horozion for anymore intruders before 
she flipped over the fallen in flashy display of agility.

"Oneechan!" this time her younger sibbling firously attached herself to her 
waist addoringly.

Hisakino Kokoro warped her arms over her raven haired sister and pulled her 
close into the protective covering of her chinnese fighting garment.

"You are much stronger, wiser, kinder, and better looking then I am..I only 
hope that one day I can be like you."

Kokoro let out a sigh of contentment, how she waited so long to granted the 
respect from her young sibbling. She had seen all the other girls in her 
class with their relationship with their counterparts and longed for it.

"So this is really want you want Kokoro to change everything your sister 
is and live the life of a hero?"

Kokoro blinked, she had never heard the voice before were was it coming 
from. The burnet looked down at her sister simly face as all around her 
began to detoirate at fast right.

"I don't want to change anything about Tori..even though I want a little 
respect from her. What kind of sister am I to change someone I know how 
loves me despite all we..."

"Excellent you every bit of the girl I hoped for. Listen to me there is 
more then one why to become a hero...know awaken Kokoro break the spell from 
which you are confinde in and claim your partner. 

Kokoro let a groan as she rubbed her sleep encrested eyes. Slowly she 
glanced at the clock..

"What was I doing a sleep this long?" she stated outloud as she wombly rose 
to her feet.

She could feel the warm glow of the computer watch over her.

"Did I leave this thing on?"

She sat before the computer screen, clicked on her mouse and was greeted by 
the familar voice chimming.. "you got mail"

With another yawn she recieved the e-mail and began to deciphair its 
contents. Digimon..Akumuamon..Light Digidestined..dark digidestined.. Was 
she still trapped in a dream within a dream. She moved her mouse forward and 
quickly procedded to download the attached file..her room was overcome with 
marron light expelling itself from her computer. She toppled over backwards 
in chair startled and waited for the light clear.

"No way..."

She slowly sat up and looked up at her computer desk. There amongst its 
context a red stripped egg, and strange marron divice rested comfortably 
next to each other. She pinched herself and much to her suprise it hurt.

"This is too cool!" she exlaimed.

Another e-mail quickly produced itself on the screen. It was from the man 
who refeered to himself as Genni again.

"Kokoro take care of partner for now..with your help he shall go quickly 
during this time of great need and will more then return the favor a 
thousand time over. Until he can I will send someone for you to help watch 
over you until its your time for you and your parnter to join the fight."

The computer went dark and Kokoro moved to the window to stare out into the 
street bellow.

"All right Kokoro," she breathed to herself, "let's hope this is going to be 
as cool as you hope.."


***

Soft as new snow falling and just as silent, Kokuei alighted upon 
Huricomon's smooth head. The tiny wings upon his boots fluttered, keeping 
him aloft and within scant centimetres from actually touching the Digimon's 
crown.
Arms folded loosely, he appeared surprisingly like a vision of utter calm 
and indifference. If his madness had abated for the moment or something 
had changed within him from Akumamon's response at the computer was unknown.
The vivid green eyes with their thick lashes gazed dully at the scene 
before them. Of Greed and Ishou in a serious combat. Of Greed holding 
Ishou in such a precarious and mortal position. The emerald visage, 
however, seemed not to look upon their situation, but rather, through 
it. Perhaps waiting like some morbid spectator to see how things would 
turn out.

***

Makoto remained in the computer room on the observation deck floor of the 
Tokyo Tower, which still was in ruins from the fire which had erupted on the 
floor. Nearby, barely running in functioning condition, the computer's 
screen with the gate visably open to the internet flickered in and out in 
rythum with Makoto's digital and real-world forms, the result from the 
portal Akumamon had still open. But Makoto wasn't concentrating on the 
computer - he had his attention on the battles outside between Ciclemon and 
Metaltenzarumon, and the aerial battle with Huricomon against Machinedramon, 
concerned for the safety of his friends.

"No! Ishou!!!" he cried out, running to the edge of the building's floor as 
he witnessed Ishou's life hanging only by the grip that Greed had around his 
throat.

Gibbonmon growled, the champion rearing his arms back and clenching his 
fists tightly, wanting to pounce but knowing he possibly couldn't.

"That's it!" Makoto raged, his anger boiling to the surface again. "I was 
willing to ignore the Dark Digidestined, but not when my friend's lives are 
in danger!!!" Knowing he had no choice other than to watch Ishou die, he 
pulled out his Digivice from his belt and put his hand on the key that was 
still in the lock.

Gibbonmon looked stunned at the key, then at Makoto, then slowly nodded. 
"Okay. I'm ready."

"I was going to save this for Akumamon, but desperate times call for 
desperate measures!" the boy reasoned, both for Gibbonmon and himself. "I 
don't care if Generosity digivolves you or Huricomon, we have to stop this! 
It all ends here!" Unable to hold out and longer, he turned the key within 
the digivice, attempting to turn the lock within it.

But the key failed to turn, seeming stuck. Makoto blinked, then suddenly his 
eyes were filled with the brightest light possible. The tower around him 
disappeared, and when Makoto was able to focus again, he realised that a 
mist of clouds had replaced it instead.

"G...gibbonmon?" he called out, unsure what had happened. Was this what was 
supposed to happen when digimon advanced to their highest stage, something 
his friends forgot to tell him about? "Makoto, I'm right here." He turned 
around to see his partner, right in the same spot he had left him. "Makoto, 
I think that using the key wasn't such a good idea." "Gibbonmon! What 
happened? I only used the key to activate digivolving, not activate a trip 
for us to go to bizarro-world!"

"It is I, who brought you here." The new voice was loud, coming from 
everywhere at once. Makoto raised his head, looking upwards. "Who's there?"

A silhouette appeared in the sky above them, unrecogniseable by the clouds 
that shrouded the mysterious form. But as his long body snaked in and out of 
the fog, Gibbonmon recognised the figure and gasped out loud in shock, 
staring wide-eyed upwards.

"Gibbmon, what is it?" Makoto questioned, looking back at him before turning 
to the sky. "Or rather, who is it?"

"I don't beleive it, but..." he paused as a familiar masked dragon's head 
poked out from above to peer down at them. "It's you! Azulongmon! One of the 
four fabled digital gods that protect the Digital World!"

"It is I." Azulongmon confirmed, leveling his eyes to the tiny human and 
digimon on the leveled mountaintop before him. "You have superior knowledge 
of our world, Gibbonmon, and I am not surprised since you have wandered it 
for so long... I am glad to finally meet you, although I wish it could have 
been under less... dire circumstances. But even then, I wouldn't simply 
summon you forth to get me a slice of pizza, would I?" he asked 
rhetorically, throwing in one of his jokes.

"It is an honor to meet you, too." Gibbonmon bowed, steeping in front of 
Makoto. "But I don't understand... why have you called us here, and not the 
other Light Digidestined? Aren't they important, too?"

"Ah, yes." Azulongmon said in a sad tone. "As you know, Akumamon has taken 
over both worlds at this current moment. We, the digital gods, have hidden 
ourselves from him in limbo, a place outside of space and time itself. 
Because of this, and the destruction of the destiny stones, our power has 
been terribly diminished. In fact, it took all our power to cross the 
spirital divide just to link to you." His expression did not change as he 
continued. "Our time must be scarce, for I fear that Akumamon may sense our 
actions and trace our presense here. I have important information that is 
vital to your success."

An image of a crest appeared in Makoto's mind before Azulongmon went on. 
"The crest you are both seeing now is the Crest of Loyalty. Genai, although 
he had been killed by Akumamon, still has traces of his essance in limbo. He 
has imformed me to tell you that the Crest of Loyalty has been blessed to 
another child. The previous keeper of this crest known as Teishi had this 
crest revolted from his possession because of his disloyalties to you Light 
Digidestined, as you should know well by now, the very thing that empowered 
it. Genai has informed me that this new child's partner digimon is unable to 
cross the divide because of Akumamon's disruption to both worlds. He has 
empowered me to give you, the chosen one, the information needed to seek out 
this child and protect that child until the partner digimon is found and can 
successfully digivolve to assist you. Brace yourself, for you are about to 
recieve this imformation I have for you..."

Images of a girl, and the many forms of a digimon flooded Makoto's mind, 
making him buckling at the knees and fall to the ground as the sudden 
information was given to him. He cried out in confusion as Gibbonmon quickly 
moved in to hold him up, and slowly they both rose to their feet again.

"Thanks... I... think." Makoto groaned, still feeling rather dizzy and weak. 
There was a moment of silence, and then Makoto spoke up. "There's... there's 
something else you have to tell me, isn't there?"

"Yes." Azulongmon nodded. He looked down at the key of Generosity that was 
in the digivice held by Makoto. "There has been a seal placed on your key. I 
support you with your intentions to use the key, but the reason the seal has 
been placed on the key is in case those intentions become those of evil..."

Another image was broadcast into Makoto's head, a softer one. A scene played 
like videotape as Makoto looked on. The scene showed Greed laughing evily, 
clutching the key of Generosity within a digi-vice he hadn't seen before. 
Seeing Ishou tied up in the background, and realising it was his, Makoto 
could only look on as Greed shouted commands to Huricomon to fight the 
Light-Digidestined on the streets of Tokyo.

"Greed... used the key... in the past?" Makoto gasped, as the image faded 
away. "That must have been where Huricomon got it from." Gibbonmon realised, 
patting his partner on the back.

"You see now as clearly as I do, both Generosity and Loyalty have once 
before been turned to use their powers for darkness, whether it was 
intentional or not." Azulongmon explained. "It is because of Greed's lust 
for power that the key of Generosity cannot be used. Loyalty may be in 
better hands now, but I fear that there is a possibility that Generosity can 
still be manipulated for darker purposes."

"But I won't use the key for evil! I promise I won't!" Makoto reasoned, 
looking up at Azulongmon desperately.

Azulongmon's body seemed to move constanly through the cloud bank, but the 
god of the east remained his head constantly in the same position as he 
locked eyes on the small digidestined. "I have no doubt that you are worthy 
of using the powers of the key, but because you did not rightfully recieve 
the key by passing the test of worthiness within the temple of Generosity, I 
cannot determine that in future times the key will not be used for 
Akumamon's purposes or for your own." Azulongmon replied, his tone sounding 
strict. "In times such as these, we must be wise. Either the key must be 
proven to be used for the purpose of the light, or not at all. Do you 
understand?"

"I... I understand." Makoto nodded, saddened. "But, how can I prove my 
rightfulness of the key, so I can use it's powers? I... my friends... 
they're in trouble now! I can't sit back and watch them die again! I can't!" 
He was now on the verge of tears, angered and saddened in a mixed emotion at 
the same time.

Azulongmon seemed to smile, a wise smile that revealed the wisdom behind his 
power. "You have all the right intentions, but only by proving yourself of 
your purity that the seal may be broken. You must greatly show that your 
strongest trait - generosity - lives within you. You must give what you know 
you have to give. You must make the supreme sacrifice..."

The digital god turned his head, seeming distracted. "Time's up, I'm afraid, 
I'm out of interdimensional quarters." He chuckled at his own joke, giving 
the two one last serious look. "Now go. Trust that your friends will fight 
for themselves, and go seek the child of loyalty so that you may all unite 
together once more. I give you blessings to enable the power within yourself 
to activate what is truly yours. Until next time..." The gargantuan dragon 
slowly retreated, digital-cores and all fading into the distance.

"Azulongmon! Wait! What did you mean by..." Makoto was cut off, the same 
light filling his eyes again as he was brought back to reality.

Both of them reeled back from standing positions after recieving the vision, 
looking at each other. "You know, I'll never get used to this." Gibbonmon 
complained. "How long were we out for?"

Makoto looked at his watch. "It's still the same time as we left... it's 
like it all happened in a split second..." He stared out at the battles 
continuing outside, then reluctantly climbed onto Gibbonmon's back. 
"Gibbmon? We have to go find that child."

"Right." Gibbonmon said, and started climbing out the hole in the wall down 
the tower. Makoto braced himself for the descent, bringing his digi-vice to 
his mouth. "Guys, this is Makoto. I can't explain it right now, but... you 
have to trust me. I just got word that we might have a new child, another 
one of us Light-Digidestined. Akaru, Rai, you two have to protect the gate 
while I go get her. I'll be back as soon as possible!"

***

A while later, they appeared in front of a house. Makoto was tracking a 
seperate signal he had picked up, hoping it was the right one. Gibbonmon 
dropped from the rooftops onto the ground, letting Makoto climb off. "Wait 
here," Makoto told him, "She might not be ready for you yet."

Moving to the front door, he caught a image of himself from a reflection of 
a window. He looked like he had been through hell and back... dried blood in 
his eyes and ears, his skin tinted with black from the ash of the fire, and 
his hair burnt in certain places, not to mention his constantly flickering 
form. He sighed as he wiped some smelt off his face, realising that he 
somehow he was more different than the other Light Digi-destined than we 
first percieved. As much as he wanted to help, as much as he felt that we 
was forever in the debt of his new friends, he knew that deep down inside he 
was still not accepted, that he didn't belong, and this he sadly accepted 
now to himself.

He rasped his knuckles on the wood on the door, finding it creak slightly 
open. Pushing his front half around the door, he looked around inside. 
"Hello?" he called out, hearing his voice echo and relating to it by how he 
felt at that moment... alone. "Is anyone here?"

***

Urei began to cry again.
"I feel so terrible, Hotarubi...and I'll understand if you don't forgive me. Everything I've done to you and your friends was terrible. I just want Yagarumon back, but how are we going to find him when there's nothing here? WHERE ARE ALL THE GODDAMN EGGS?!!"

***

The burnet started from the window in her room as she heard the front door 
creaking slightly open. She listened intently for a momment and her voice 
echo in her ear.

"Hello, is anyone here?"

Not sure if he would be the one intended to come to her, Kokoro grabbed her 
backpack and through in a few clothes for protection and placed the egg she 
recived upon and under her garments. She then attached the strang device to 
her side and procedded to move into the hallway. She flipped on the light 
slowly to get a good look at the intruder.

"The name's Hisakino Kokoro , I am the master of all the Gold Fighter Ex. 
games so if your here to do me harm I will not be afraid to let loose with 
one of combos." she bluffed, the fourteen year old new she couldn't take a 
fly in real life but he didn't know that.

"May I ask what your doing inviting yourself halfway into my house?" she 
clutched her backpack closer to her like mother protect its fragile young 
infant.


***

Makoto reeled back and squinted as the light turned on, staring blankly for 
a moment at the girl that presented herself. The resemblence was uncanny, 
for she was the same girl of which he saw in his vision. He blinked for a 
further moment, thinking of what he was going to say.

"You're awake!" he blurted, then reasserted himself. "I mean, I'm sorry. I 
haven't come that far into your house... I was barely halfway through the 
door - see?" He stepped back outside, holding up his arms to show he meant 
no harm. He looked behind him for for a moment to see if Gibbonmon was still 
there, but his partner was gone. Instead he caught a sight of Ungamon, his 
Rookie form, hanging silently in a tree nearby and turned back to the matter 
at hand. He didn't know if the girl was bluffing about knowing knowing 
combat moves, but he wasn't about to fight a girl he barely knew, 
defineately not with all the fighting that was going on. He lowered his arms 
gently by his side again, smiling at the older girl.

"Listen, I don't want to hurt you. I'm a friend. My name is Tasukeru Makoto, 
nice to meet you. I don't have any time to spare, so I was wondering..." His 
eyes caught hold of the marone digivice by her side, confirming she was what 
he hoped she was. "... I was wondering if, by any chance... does the name 
'Genai' ring a bell to you? Because he sent me... to help you, Kokoro-san."


***

Akaru listened intently to Makoto's words. "Okay! You got it Makoto!" he replied quickly, before turning to face the battle. He looked down at Jettomon as he unclipped his Digivice. "Looks like we'd beter help Katai!" he announced, grinning. "You ready?" he asked eagerly. 

Jettomon sighed. "I suppose so, but I hope this is short" he grumbled as Akaru's Digivice glowed with a golden light. 

"Jettomon... digivolve to... Cleemon!!" The Champion digimon flexed his claws and in a surprising burst of speed went crashed into the fight. "Watch out dudes! Is this a private party or can anybody join?" he exclaimed, aiming his claws at the much bigger Metaltenzurmon. 

Akaru jumped up and down as he watched his Digimon join the battle. "Yeah! Go Cleemon!" 

'I hope we get this finished soon, I don't really want to fight, but if it's the only way....' he thought to himself as he watched the battle continuing. 

***


"No, it's okay," replied Hotarubi to Urei. She got up and held out a hand for him. "It's not my nature not to forgive. I understand. Sometimes things like that happen. Anyway, come on. We'll go look for the eggs." She smiled at Urei cheerfully. "I'm sure we'll all forgive you. I did."

***

"You think I would lie silently while you would watch my family die without 
giving a damn? I shouldhave let you wrot Greed but I didn't!"
"That was your mistake not mine." Greed growled and squeezed the digital 
boy's throat. "You lost fair and square dear twin....why don't you just bow 
out gracefully and stop making a mess of things."
"Never." he said simply and with that raised a boot hard between Greed's 
legs staring intently as he saw the boys eyes widen in shocking pain. Then 
a fist, a hard left to Greed's jaw caused the grip to loosin around his 
neck. Another hard punch sent the boy tumbleing carelessly off of the 
digimon's back.
"GAAAHHH!" Greed yelled as he began to fall from the extreme height.
"Excuse me Kokuei." Huricomon siad polietly and flew up slightly. "Claw 
Blaster!" he yelled sending the two fireballs from his talons flying towards 
the falling Greed.
"Sen!" Greed yelled in despiration.

***

Kokoro lowered her defense upon reconginzing the name from the e-mail. With 
that gone she took a better look at the boy, he looked tired and tossed 
around a bit there was no need to feel threaten. She let out a sigh and 
careful place her back pack on the kitchen counter.

"Come in here ...and I'm asuming you have a friend with you so he/she it is 
welcome as well. Are you hurt cause I can grab a first aide kit from the 
cabinate if you need it."

She gathered a few things from her kitchen, food items mainly, and placed 
them in seperates part of her back pack. When she turned around to address 
the boy again she failed to notice her bag was beging to move a bit.

***

Takashima frowned, looking over at Fallaxmon. "His replies are too 
infrequent. He must have his hands full with keeping what he's gained under 
control."

***

"Okay," Rai said, nodding to Hiraishinmon as Cleemon sprang into action, "I
guess we stay and guard the tower, then."
"But where would he get word from?" Hiraishinmon wondered aloud. "I
mean, Makoto, of all people. He's been a digidestined for, what, five
minutes?"
"He said we have to trust him," Rai replied. The calm look on his face
made it clear - there were no two ways about this. Makoto would simply be
trusted, and that was that. The boy just couldn't think of any other
response.
"Right, I was forgetting who I was talking to," the digimon muttered
wryly. "Okay, I'm still no flyer, so Jinkouraimon should set up a defensive
perimeter while the others take up the offence -"
"Someone's falling!" Rai shouted, pointing over the edge of the tower.
Distracted from his strategy, Hiraishinmon dashed to the rail and stared
over. "I can't make out - is that Ishou or Greed? -"
"Does it matter?" Rai asked his partner with a look of utter
astonishment on his face.
"... No," the digimon agreed after a moment. "Get me down there and
Jinkouraimon'll catch him. Do you think your lightblades can -"
"Of course," said the boy, hoisting Hiraishinmon onto his back and
leaping off the side of the tower. Of course he has faith in his
lightblades, Hiraishinmon moaned inwardly, he has faith in everything
else...
The pair plummeted freely for a moment until the tower's curved wall
bent out to meet them. As the huge girders approached them, Rai turned his
feet towards them and activated his power. Bolts of lightning leapt from
the soles of his feet to the tower and suddenly Rai was skating
down the side of Tokyo Tower.

***

Metaltenzurumon roared as Cleemon's claws smashed into his side. He swung his arm behind his back, throwing Cleemon aside. He growled a warning at the Champion and turned his attention back to Ciclemon. 
"Hmph. Go take your pathetic bug and play somewhere else little boy." Zorui spat at Akaru, "this is a fight for the big kids."
The boy looked from Ciclemon to Cleemon to Metaltenzurumon. This wasn't good, he wasn't sure how much more his digimon could take. He frowned, he had a last resort but he wasn't sure how much he could rely on it. Zorui sighed. Well if it came to that he was prepared to use it.

***

Makoto leaned heavily on the doorway, his injuries still taking their toll 
on his stamina. If it was only for a minute, he needed to take a rest. 
Hesitantly, he reached back to feel the scars on his back that he recieved 
from BlackKiramon in reminder of his injuries, then all at once shook his 
head in responce to Kokoro's offer.

"No, I can't. Like I said, I have little time to spare... I have to be 
going. And you have to come with me, so grab all that you can. I'll tell you 
all I know on the way there... We have to go to the Tokyo Tower and stop 
Akumamon. Genai told you who Akumamon is... right?"

He glanced back for a brief moment at where Ungamon was hiding, scolding 
himself that he seemed to have given his position away to Kokoro. It didn't 
matter, but it reminded the eleven-year old how important it was to be more 
careful.

"Ungamon... come out." he called, still looking forwards at Kokoro. The 
small monkey digimon swung upside-down out of the tree by his tail, and then 
cautiously scampered his way over to the entrance of the house to appear 
slowly behind his partner.

"Kokoro," Makoto said, as Ungamon stood beside him, "This is Ungamon. He's a 
digimon, and he'll be taking us to Tokyo Tower."

"Hi!" Ungamon greeted, then looked at his trainer. "I am?" Makoto looked at 
him doubtfully. "Oh, right." Ungamon remembered. "I am." The rookie caught a 
whiff of something in the air, and trotted over to look curiously at 
Kokoro's backpack. He sniffed again, his face brightening up with a big 
grin. "Hey! Is that a baby digimon I smell cookin' in there?"

Makoto looked on from the doorway, feeling partly responsible for his 
digimon's intrusion. "We can do this later Ungamon, right now we have to go! 
My friends's lives are on the line as we speak, and every second counts!"

***

The burnet smiled as monkey digimon entered the room. Ungamon was rather 
cute.Kokoro nodded at Makoto's urgen plea and quickly gathered a few items 
from the first eye kit and placed them in her bag before swining back into 
place.

"I'm set let's go.." she raced out her door and locked it behind her when 
all were out.

"Yuramon.." cooed a jelly blob contenly as it perred out a free space in her 
back pack.

It was clear in color and its tiny eyes squezzed shut as it chewed on its 
pacifer.

"I hope you grow as fast as Genai promised little guy.."

"Genai.."repeated the infant digimon.

***

Reikou kept his vision transfixed on the remaining two children. "From the 
beggining, I never trusted him. I could see it in his eyes. He never had 
the strength which the rest of us posses. The determination wasn't there. 
He's always been weak. But, he's not the reason we're here." Reikou turned 
his head, facing the direction Hitori had walked. "C'mon." Reikou quietly 
stood up, walking slowly through the dense brush. Terramon quickly followed 
behind.

***

"Hey, it hatched! Welcome to the world, little guy!" Ungamon grinned, 
hopping around after Kokoro as she exited. Makoto slowly followed, unable to 
comprehend where his digimon kept gaining his energy from.

"Okay Ungamon, time to grow big again! Ready to show how digivolving is 
done?" Makoto ordered, raising his digivice. "Always!" Ungamon agreed, 
walking ahead of the others to make space for himself. "Don't be afraid of 
what's about to happen... your digimon will do this too when the time comes, 
so you'll get used to it." Makoto alerted Kokoro.

The white digi-vice glowed once more, activating the digivolution sequence. 
"Ungamon... digivolve to...!" His body immediately bloated out as light 
glowed around him, stretching out arms and legs into his familiar champion 
form. "...Gibbonmon! Again!" He grabbed Makoto and lifted him up on his 
hairy yellow back. The boy readjusted himself to sitting on the ape, then 
reached a hand down to Kokoro. "Here, let me give you a hand up. It's not 
the smoothest ride we have to offer, but it's a whole lot better than 
walking."

Gibbonmon stayed still as he waited for Kokoro and her new partner, Yuramon, 
to be pulled onto his back by Makoto. "Hey, I might not be able to grow 
wings and fly, but I'm the fastest primate this side of the urban jungle!"

Makoto attempted a snicker. "Gibbmon, you're the only primate in this whole 
city." Gibbonmon made a large shrug, almost toppling the boy off. "Oh. Well, 
I'm still the fastest, though!"

***

"It is really all right?" Kokuei began softly, staring down as Greed 
quickly descended. Still that dull, vacant light in his eyes, "To just let 
him fall?"
Then, subtly, it appeared that the farther away Greed went, the wider 
Kokuei's eyes became. The laughter which had seemed oddly bereft of him in 
those moments, returned. Mad and loud, Kokuei collapsed to his 
knees. Fingers clutching tightly at the feathers upon Huricomon's back.
"Is it really all right? Is it, is it, is it?!" Again and again he 
repeated the two two-lettered mantra. Pulling at Huricomon's feathers 
without truly realizing it, his voice rising with laughter and 
screaming. His mind broken again, tormented by the remnants of his Dream.

***

Ishou stared in wonder as sweat poured from his brow. He couldn't stand to 
see the insanity the situation was causeing. "Huricomon!" he called. The 
bird widened his eyes. "Ishou you can't be serious!"
"I said go!" he yelled. Huricomon gulped and wenced as he sighed and dove 
with lightning fast speed, flying pased his own raining fireballs and 
latching onto Greed's falling form with his talons rather tighlty grimacing 
and gritting his teeth all the while, landing on the ground tossing the boy 
asside. Ishou placed a hand on Kokuei's shoulder. "One way or another...I 
must face him." he said softly. Greed groaned slightly and climbed slowly 
to his feet to turn and stare at the small group as they stared at him. He 
crossed his arms and chuckled softly "You should have let me fall Huricomon, 
you would have lived longer." he growled. THe fireballs Huricomon had shot 
landed in the distance behind him causeing his figure to glow slightly.
"Ruthless..." Ishou breathed as he hoped off of Huricomon's back to pat him 
on the side of the neck, stepping forward slightly to stand a few yards 
apart from Greed. "This feels familiar doens't it dear twin?" Greed asked 
with a chuckle, allowing it to subside with a soft and angry glare turning 
to look momentarly at kokuei with a slight blink "You!? Honestly Ishou, I 
at least thought you better than to hang around with digi hores..." he said. 
Ishou's eyes widened as he gasped the air escaping his lungs. Never had 
Greed ventured such an attack.

***

IcePhoenixmon knelt near Hotarubi and Urei.
"We should leave," she said calmly. "I can sense someone near." Hotarubi 
looked up at IcePheonixmon and nodded. The girl looked at Urei with a smile.
"Come on," she said. "IcePheonixmon will protect us if we're with her. 
Trust me." She smiled and held out her hand to help Urei up.

***

Akaru's face went scarlet at Zorui's remarks. "Little kid am I?" he shouted back, his face still crimson. "We'll soon see about that. How about we turn your Digimon into a pancake?" he challenged, raising his Digivice. "Go get 'im, Cleemon!" he yelled. 

"Okay dude, one Metaltenzuru-pancake coming up!" replied Cleemon as his form began to glow and shift. 

"Cleemon, warp digivolve to... Turtamon! The Champion of Compassion!" 

"Hold still, this won't hurt a bit!" boomed Turtamon as he brought one massive foot crashing down towards Metaltenzurumon. 

***


Panting, the brilliant shine returned to Kokuei's eyes. Signalling the madness and a flickering sort of knowledge with understanding. This was the one that had caused Ishou such pain and hurt, this cruel creature that was so full of vehemence and loathing. Knowing now what he had done, he found himself regretting it. Better to have left this /thing/ fall and dash himself to pieces on the pavement far below.
Hearing himself being addressed, his eyes narrowed and he snarled behind the mask. A blush of anger and shame rising to his half cloaked cheeks. The youth slipped from Huricomon's back, aided to the floor with the bat wings upon his boots. In one hand, he continued to clutch at a series of feathers.
"I honestly hate my madness at times. Especially when events such as these occur." slowly, the boy began to walk towards Greed; his grip tightening to fists, heels clicking upon the floor beneath him. "Curse you for having his face. Curse you for confusing me. Curse you for living."

***

Kokoro gigled and shook her head. It only had been a few minuents within 
meeting the younger Makoto and his digimon partner but already she liked 
them. She felt safe for now and hoped that she would be able to do the same 
soon.

Kokoro climed on the primate's back and gently pushed the infant digimon 
into the safety of her bag.

"So down little guy the ride promises to bumpy.."

"Bumpy!!"cooed Yuramon again as he contiuned to suck on his pacifer.

With that done she took a firm grip of digimon she sat upon to ensure she 
wouldn't fall of.

"Set..Let's go help these friends of yours.."

***

She didn't know the answer either. Where had all the eggs gone? What had 
Akumamon done?

Win dain a lotica
en val turi si lota...

That voice. That song. Hitori turned slowly, looking ahead, farther into the 
once lively village that at one time been over run with new born digimon. 
She had expected to see Sirenmon. One of Akumamon's loyal subjects. But 
instead, her heart skipped a beat when her eyes locked with those of the 
figure standing before her.
"Genai..." She whispered, her eyes growing wide when she saw the tall man, 
clad in white robes standing before her, Hotarubi and Urei. He was holding 
two eggs within his hands as he began to walk closer towards them, a calm 
yet reassuring look upon his face.

Genai...

He was alive! Hitori looked from his eyes to the eggs in his hand. One was 
Myotismon's egg. Her eyes brightened as she suddenly found herself running 
towards him. "Genai!!"

~~*~~

"And where do you think your going?" A voice asked behind Makoto and Kokoro. 
Sen. Her eyes were narrowed and live wires writhed behind her, eager to 
shoot forward towards them. "I'm getting really sick of dealing with you 
digi-destined. And just when I think we are getting the upper hand, more of 
you show up." She said, glaring at Kokoro as blue hair fell in front of her 
face as she was in her digital world appearance.

***

Kokoro brown eyes fell upon the new arrival. She had new idea who she was 
but it was more then obvious the girl wasn't going to be a new friend. The 
infant digimon squirmed her in back pack in effort to get out all the while 
echoing "Bad..bad.." though it gentle voice.

Her brown tessels were teased by a sudden breeze. She dared not to turn her 
eyes from the girl he body noticing that would be a fatal mistake.

"Bad ..bad.."

***

Rai accelerated towards the base of the tower. With gravity added to his
natural speed, this was the fastest he had ever gone. Time seemed to slow,
as he began to forget the reason for moving so fast, and concentrated on
going faster. His clothes flickered between his digital and realworld
outfits and Hiraishinmon began to lose his grip.
Which shouldn't have been possible.
As they reached ground level, the digimon grew worried. His Taser Glove
was supposed to stick to any solid object, using its natural static charge.
If he was struggling to stay attached to Rai... He looked down. Rai's legs
were glowing as brightly as the boy's light blades. Tiny snakes of
electricity were crawling over his entire body. 'It's all tied together,'
Hiraishinmon thought, 'trust and lightning are practically the same word and
they're both Rai. No wonder he likes to move fast, it's part of who he is
and he's becoming a part of it. If he goes too fast I might lose him
altogether...'
Later, Hiraishinmon was a little surprised at the strength of his
reaction to that thought. But at the time he didn't think about it. He
just grabbed hold of Rai's sweater and yanked hard, yelling, "No! I won't
lose you!"
Rai came to a sudden stop and looked over his shoulder at his friend,
asking, "Did you say something?" His expression was the same as ever, but
his eyes were pure white and glowing softly, crackling with lightning. Even
as Rai spoke they faded back to their traditional yellow iris-and-pupil
arrangement. Hiraishinmon said nothing - adding Rai's transformation to the
pile of things to talk about when the world was not in such immediate
danger - but looked up to see if they were in position to catch the falling
child. Rai followed his gaze. "Oh," said the boy, "Huricomon caught him."
"Yeah," agreed the digimon, "And now there's nobody guarding the tower."
"I could skate us back up there, but I'll need a pretty big run-up -"
"No!" Hiraishinmon objected vehemently. "That ... would take too long.
I'll digivolve. It shouldn't take Jinkouraimon too long to climb it."
Rai nodded, and held out his digivice. "Take it away!"
Light shone out of the digivice, surrounding Hiraishinmon with its
familiar energies. The digimon briefly wondered if Rai felt something
similar when he changed, but such thoughts were swept away by Jinkouraimon's
logical detachment.
"Hiraishinmon digivolve to ..." ++Jinkouraimon.++
The giant robotic digimon scooped Rai up onto its back without a word
and proceeded to climb swiftly up the tower. Rai smiled at the reversal of
roles, and briefly wished that Jinkouraimon was a giant monkey.


***

Hotarubi hurried to Hitori's side and looked at the egg for Myotismon. She smiled a little and looked at Gennai.
"Arigato," she said softly as she bowed a little to him. IcePheonixmon did the same.
"It is good to see you again," said IcePheonixmon.

***

Genai? THE Genai? Didn't Akumamon kill him?
Urei stood still as the two girls rushed the man before them, cocking his 
head to the side slightly. He wondered what he was doing there, let alone 
being ALIVE, but that didn't matter. All he had on his mind were the eggs he 
was holding. Could one of them be for him?
"G...Genai," Urei said softly, "How? Why?"

***

Makoto smiled as he pulled Kokoro and Yuramon up, but the smile was quickly 
broken with the arrival of the queen of Destruction herself. He crouched and 
jumped off Gibbonmon, landing just before Sen to make himself a human shield 
between her and his friends. Even after all the injuries he had so far 
recieved, he stood now strongly facing Sen with renewed determination.

"Makoto... no, let's get out of here..." Gibbonmon quietly reasoned, turning 
around. Makoto didn't answer for a moment, then said without taking his eyes 
off Sen, "Protect Kokoro and Yuramon. That's all that matters."

He was silent for a moment longer, locking eyes with the creator of 
Akukamon. How had she gotten here so quickly, had she follwed him? He was 
thinking that where Sen was, Machinedramon was sure to be nearby. And that 
worried him further, for if Huricomon wasn't still fighting her and Greed, 
then Ishou must have... have... the very thought of it burned him with rage, 
but his calm expression did not change. No, we would not resort to revenge, 
not unless he was forced to.

He knew that she could crush him in a digimon battle if she wanted to, and 
he would have Gibbonmon fight if it came down to it, but if she wanted to 
fight herself he knew he had a trick up his sleeve to give him the 
advantage. But he wanted to avoid having to fight in the first place, for he 
also remembered she could just be trying to distract him from getting back 
to Tokyo Tower. Or was it just because she had a grudge against all Light 
Digi-destined because of Ishou's fight with Greed? Was Greed the one that 
had been killed instead, and it was her that was coming back for revenge? He 
didn't know, and yet he wished he did.

A small breeze blew past and filled in some of the silence, and the war-torn 
boy didn't move to comb back the brown locks which brushed across his 
sweating forehead. "So, Sen... we met again. Last time we were face to face, 
you were on our side, right? But I heard that you somehow turned evil again 
with Greed... but that doesn't matter. What matters is that we both have 
something in common... we both want to stop Akumamon from taking over both 
worlds. So just let this one go, Sen. This girl isn't any threat to you, and 
neither am I for that matter, so just stand down, okay?" He waited to see 
how she would react, not doing any more than blink an eyelid as he locked 
his narrowing eyes with hers.

***

Shiyume shoved his Digivice back into his pocket. "No
response. EIther they're still asleep..or busy. No
matter. Come, Tsunekomon." 
The two walked out of the alley they had woken up in.
Looking to Tokyo tower, they saw a falling boy. Then a
Digimon caught him. At the same time, what seemed to
be a lightning bolt was coming down the tower. It
stopped at the bottom. The light of evolution engulfed
their area, and what or whoever it was began to go
back up. Smirking, Shiyume said "Looks like some
actions been going on. What do you say we check things
out?"
"Hai. We should be ready though, we don't know who'll
be up there."
Shiyume nodded, and led Tsunekomon into a building
near the tower. Once on the roof, he held out his
Digivice and let his Tsunekmon bathe in the light of
evolution. 
"Tsunekomon, shinka!! Tsuryumon!"
The boy mounted Tsuryumon's back, and the dragon-cat
leaped onto the tower, climbing up it, though not too
fast lest Shiyume fall off. 

***

"Protect Kokoro and Yuramon. That's all that matters."

His words echoed within her ears and bounced of the confides of space within 
her brain. With a few minuents of knowing him, Makoto was without question 
placing himself in harms in order to ensure that she and her new partner we 
safe. She was touched by the younger boy's courage..

"Baka..." she breathed as she clinged tightly to her backpack.

She allowed her deep brown eyes to close mommentarly as she bowed her head 
in prayer.

"Please God protect him and give me the strength to more then once return 
this act of friendship.."

Her digivice glowed with a soft marron light it was almost a response that 
her pray had been noted and heard..


***

Reikou's eyes shot open. Gennai? "This is not good." Reikou turned to 
Terramon. "If I'm right, and that's who I think it is, we might be in 
trouble. I thought Akumamon had killed him once and for all, but it would 
seem that no matter how hard one tries, it truly is impossible to kill a 
digimon. Well, no matter, regardless of the situation, we have a 
responsibility to the master."

"Right.... Wait..." He cocked his head to the side briefly. "Reikou... 
Listen..."

Win dain a lotica
en val turi si lota...

Reikou's eyes narrowed as he strained to catch the soft voices echoing on 
the wind. "Sirenmon?" Terramon nodded. "What's going on here?"

"I'm not sure."

"Hmmmmm, well, we should probably hold off our attack until we're absolutely 
sure. Even if their partners do return, they'll be in no condition to 
fight." Reikou inched forwards to the edge of the foliage, being careful to 
stay hidden.

"Reikou, if that really is Gennai, what do we do?"

Reikou paused for a moment. "Well, for now, we should gather as much 
information as we can. If it does indeed turn out to be him, then I guess 
we'll have to deal with him our way. Whatever knowledge he may possess, we 
cannot allow him to pass it on. As it stands, we have en edge. We know our 
goals, our purpose. The children of light are on their own, and their 
leader is equally confused. Knowledge is power. The longer they are 
confused about the nature of their mission, the longer we will be able to 
operate without much opposition. In any case, for now, we wait."

***

Hotarubi shrugged and looked around. She swore she heard music. She shook 
her head in disbelief, but the soft melody wouldn't disappear.
"Music," whispered Hotarubi. "Strange...I wouldn't expect music here." She 
looked around and noticed Reikou. She looked up at IcePheonixmon, who 
shrugged back.
"What's going on?" she thought. "I'm confused..."

***

Takashima was pacing back and forth on the floor of the living room. For 
some reason he wasn't able to wait patiently. He frowned and shook his head. 
"Why am I feeling so restless... Father controls both worlds. They cannot 
possibly stop him... Then WHY am I worrying?"

Suddenly he came to a stop, as he felt a very faint stirring in the gem upon 
his forehead. He brought a hand up and touched it, feeling the hard shape of 
it embedded in soft skin. "What... Was that?"

Cordimon came walking into the room. He had digovolved earlier, after 
recovering his energy. His voice had once again attained an almost 
emotionless whispery quality. "A twisting... Death is not always the final 
end. The pattern of reality has been altered."

Takashima frowned. "What does that mean? You embody death, so you should 
know." Cordimon shook his head. "I cannot say. I am as yet unfamiliar with 
my crest change."

Takashima drew a deep breath and nodded. "That does not exactly easy my 
worries. Waiting like this is driving me nuts."


***

A sinister grin tugged at the edges of her lips. Her hand shot forward, so 
that it was pointing at Makoto. As if an extention of her own body, one of 
the cables followed, shooting forward and wrapping itself around Makoto's 
neck.
"You digi-destined don't know what your up against. Your just a burden on 
this world. You all should be dead!" Sen spat, squeezing her hand into a 
fist so that the cable squeezed tighter. "If you destroy AKumamon, 
everything will collapse onto itself! There will not longer be a real world 
or a digital world! So what are you going to do? Are you trying to convince 
me with your pathetic display of love and the will to overcome evil? Show me 
your power! Get up before I crush you! CAll you friends! What are you 
waiting for?? HURRY!! HURRY HURRY!!" She howled madly, her eyes flaring as 
she stared at Makoto.

~~*~~

Hitori looked towards his hands as Genai slowly extended the egg to her 
trembling grasp. The moment she touched it, the egg shattered, into a 
million specs of glowing light. Her eyes were wide at first, but then she 
felt a calm feeling overcome her heart. Her body was suddenly lifted by the 
small pinpoints of light and circled around her, until suddenly, they 
gathered into a figure behind her. As the light faded, Myotismon was left in 
it's place, his arms around Hitori in a protective manner.
"Myo-chan..." She whispered, looking up at him, happiness lifting her up as 
she brought her arms around him and hugged him tightly. Genai slowly looked 
towards Urei, and extended the other egg towards him.

~~*~~

The song, was a warning to her master. Akumamon could hear the voice, 
although he didn't need the warning. He could feel Myotismon's awakening on 
his on.
"They are harder to kill then cockroaches." Akumamon hissed as streams of 
data energy streamed from his back in the place where his wings used to be. 
The internet was now an extension of his entire body. "Let them come to this 
world... They will never escape my grasp..."

***

Urei stood still for a moment, watching as Gennai held out the other egg. The 
distinctive velvet color of the egg gave away it's contents; it was 
Yagarumon's egg. The boy moved slowly towards Gennai's outstreched hand, 
moving past Hitori and Myotismon. Urei reached out with his own hands as he 
neared Gennai, touching the egg slightly. Just like Myotismon's, it shattered 
into millions of shards of bright light. The tiny fragments moved around him 
slowly before moving towards the ground near him. They formed together 
quickly, leaving a kneeled, humanoid image behind. 
"Yagarumon..."
The beast raised it's head, and rose off the ground, his tattered shrouds 
flowing in an unearthly breeze. The iridesent, black armour shone an eerie 
light, and the crest of hatred on the hilt of his sword was cracked. Urei 
cried once again.
"Yagarumon!"
The boy ran towards his partner, hugging the leg of his immense partner. The 
beast wrapped an arm around Urei, who continued to weep against his partner. 
But Urei was pushed back, as Yagarumon laid eyes on Myotismon. He readied 
himself to charge, but was stopped by Urei's hand. The boy shook his head, 
and Yagarumon understood. He made his way slowly to Myotismon, and stretched 
out his hand.

***

Makoto never had enough time to react as the cable wrapped itself around his 
neck, lifting his feet off the ground and hanging him suspended in the air. 
His hands instinctively reached up to free himself as he screamed out in 
pain, the blood which had dried up in his eyes and ears bleeding once more 
from lack of circulation.

The mouths of envious always find another door
While at the gates of paradise they beat us down some more
Our mission's set in stone
'Cause the writing's on the wall
I'll scream it from the mountaintop, pride comes before a fall...

"Makoto! Nooooooo!" yelled Gibbonmon, who raced forward to try and stop Sen. 
"No... get away, Gibbonmon!" Makoto panted, using the remaining air he had 
left in his lungs. "Get Kokoro and her digimon out of here before 
Machinedramon comes... get back to the others at Tokyo Tower!" The champion 
kept making his pace towards him. "No, I won't let you..."

Makoto repeated his order, screaming out and regretting it as he did so. "I 
said, get out of here, NOW!!! I'll handle this!!!" Gibbonmon hesitiated, 
trying to understand what to do, before he finally knew. "Okay... we'll go." 
Reluctantly, he turned around and jumped up to the nearest lamppost with 
Kokoro and Yuramon still riding on his back, jumping to the next and 
continuing on that way towards Tokyo Tower, leaving the boy to his own fate. 
"I'm so sorry, Kokoro, but... this is Makoto's fight... not ours."

So many thoughts to share, so much energy to give
But unlike those who hide the truth, I tell it like it is
If the truth sets you free, feel sorry for your soul
Can't you hear the ringing
'Cause for you the bell tolls

"You'ld like that... wouldn't you Sen?" Makoto choked, trying to find the 
air left to breathe what could be his final words. "You want me... to tell 
you how wrong it all is, because deep down inside your heart... you know 
it's all true." Blood ran down his face as he struggled to pull free of the 
cable, finding he wasn't strong enough. "It isn't us Light Digi-Destined... 
who are the burden, it's Akumamon... who you should be concerned about! He 
is an abomination, he was... never supposed to happen! Both worlds... do not 
revolve around... Akumamon, and neither... does it revolve around you!" He 
stopped himself, he wanted to stall her with his words so he could find a 
way to escape, not anger her.

But he realised something by what he said... and started to see not Sen, but 
BlackKiramon in her place. Suddenly, he knew what to do. He knew he couldn't 
use he abilities, not while she had him now. It was his last hope, his last 
weapon, his last resort and either it worked now, or he was dead. He 
screamed again as the cable pulled tighter, his time was running out. But if 
he was to die in the services of fighting against evil, to sacrifice himself 
to save his friends, an atonement for all that he had done wrong while 
fighting for everything he knew to be right... so be it.

I'm just a freedom fighter
No remorse
Raging on in holy war
Soon there'll come a day
When you're face to face with me

With what strength he had left, he grabbed his digivice by his side and 
stretched it out in front of him towards Sen. "You want me to show you my 
power? Then fight it Sen, fight the darkness! Return to the sacred light!!!" 
With that a burst of light shot out from the screen of the digivice striking 
Sen in the chest. As the beam of light poured out of the digivice, Makoto 
screamed again, this time as a warcry in utter fury.

Can't you hear us coming
People marching all around
Can't you see us coming
Close your eyes it's over now
Can't you hear us coming
The fight has only just begun!
Can't you see we're coming?...

***

Hotarubi smiled as Myotismon and Yagarumon appeared around her. She turned 
to Gennai and mouthed a 'thank you' to him.
"Now, down to business: Akumamon," said Hotarubi. IcePheonixmon knelt down 
and picked up Hotarubi. "We've got to stop him."

***

Myotismon looked past Hitori who was sill embracing him. The protective hand 
which rested on Hitori's shoulder, lifted and outstretched towards 
Yagarumon's own hand. The moment they touched, another flurry of pin pointed 
bits of light swirled around them and then suddenly drifted towards Urei. 
THey surrounded his digivice, causing it's surface to glow. THe light 
concentrated around it, and slowly it began to change. The top of it slowly 
indented inward, to reveal a strange keyhole. And slowly, something appeared 
floating in front of Urei's chest, which suddenly took shape as the key to 
the locked supreme evolution.

~~*~~

Sen's eyes went wide as the light shot her directly into the chest. She went 
silent as she looked down, her body suddenly frozen. She twitched, the 
cables immediately loosing their grip and falling limply to the ground along 
with Sen herself, who's eyes closed as she collapsed onto the ground, chest 
first. SLowly, a strange aura of a light purplish light surrounded the back 
of her neck as the dark spore within her emerged and disolved immediately 
into thin air.


***

"No!" 
Zorui watched in horror as Turtamon's foot came crashing down on Metaltenzurumon. The wolfman rolled to get out of the way but he wasn't fast enough. A loud, hollow CRUNCH could be heard as Turtamon's foot ground Metaltenzurumon's arm into the roof. The digimon howled in pain and his body began to glow. The glowing form began to shrink until Zorui found himself looking at a small, orange, armless and legless, kitten. The boy ran over to Konekomon and scooped his digimon into his arms. Konekomon groaned and rolled over to face his master.
"I'm sorry Zorui...I couldn't-"
Zorui shook his head ," It's not your fault, I wouldn't expect you to take two on of them..."
The Child of Betrayal spun around face Akaru, his eyes burning with rage. With Konekomon in his present condition, there was only one thing left to do. He had seen some of the others use their abilities before, but he had never tried his out and had no idea how effective it would be...but he HAD to use everything he could to keep the Light Digidestined out of Father's way. 
He took in a deep breath, looked back at Akaru...and smiled. Zorui began to walk towards the younger boy.
"You know, this is silly. There is really no reason what-so-ever for us to be fighting; none at all!" The boy placed his hand on Akaru's shoulder, " The problem is with him." He nodded at Katai, " To tell you the truth they've been against you this whole time! All of them! If I were you I think I'd take care of this threat right away before any more baad things happen." Zorui nodded solemnly while stroking the top of Konekomon's tired head with his thumb. "You wouldn't want any bad things to happen...now would you?"


***

"I'm so sorry, Kokoro, but... this is Makoto's fight... not ours."

Kokoro dropped her head as felt a tear slide down her face. She was useless 
like this, the boy was unprotected because of her..because he fear for her 
saftey.

"A hero.." she snorted angerily at herself, "yea right..I shouldn't have 
left him..we shouldn't have left him.."

The marron light began to build around her digivice, it soon expelled itself 
outwards and covered her backpack with its power.

"Yuramon digivolve to...Koiramon!"

The tiny jelly like digimion had been replaced with disemodied albino puppy 
head.

"Then what are we waiting for lets go back I can take her! She didn't look 
so tough to me!" yapped the In-traing digimon.

Slowly the digimon forced itself out her back, forgetting how high the were 
and quickly there were move prooved a 'fatal' mistake. The In-Training 
digimon let out a cry as he began to tumble downwards. Without thinking 
Kokoro realsed her own saftey grip and grabbed the digimon tightly causing 
them both to drift downward. The brunet could she ground quickly approaching 
and new she stood more of chance of a kinder blow then the one she held. She 
quickly postined them so that her back would hit first and squeezed her eyes 
quickly shut. Just as she did that the marron light once again surronded 
them both and gently lowered them to the ground as another digivoultion took 
place.

"Koiramon digivolve to..Koinumon!"

The burnet opened her eyes in shock to find both she had made to her feet 
unscaved. She looked francaitly around for the Koiramon but couldn't find 
him..instead a creature resembling a puppy stood beside her and licked her 
hand appologetically. He was colored like the fire the extened at the end of 
his tiny tail and two small reptalin wings expelled themselves from his 
back.

"Are you Koiramon?" she questioned.

"In a sense..I'm Koinumon now..sorry about that I tend to be a little much 
to handel when I'm in that form."

"Appology excepted.."Kokoro smiled softly.

She then looked up to a probally frantic Gibbonmon .

"We're ok...Gibbonmon..I know Makoto gave you orders but we have to go back 
and check on him..Please.." she pleaded.


***

Gibbonmon blinked and held himself on the side of a building close to the 
ground, ready to catch Kokoro and her digimon, but found that he didn't have 
to.

"Wow... that's the fastest digivolution if I ever saw one! And just in time, 
too!" he smiled. He dropped to the ground and softly picked the two up with 
his hands, and winked at them. "Okay, we'll go back. But if Makoto asks us, 
I'll just say it was my fault for coming back." He put the girl and her 
digimon on his back, and quickly closed the distance back to Kokoro's house.

There he found Makoto, bloody but alive, cutching Sen in his lap. "Makoto! 
Gibbonmon smiled, lifting Kokoro and Koinumon off his back. "What 
happened?!?"

***

Reikou looked on as once again, the two digimon took their positions along 
side of their chosen. "Well, I guess that answers that question." Reikou 
clicked a small button on his digivice and brought it to his mouth. 
"Takashima, Zorui, we've got a serious problem. I've been shadowing Hitori, 
Hotarubi, and Urei, and I've come accross a most startling discovery. 
Despite our master's best efforts, Gennai has returned, along with Myotismon 
and Yagarumon. I'll do my best to hold them off, but I will not be able to 
last long." He dropped his digivice to his belt, quickly reattaching it. 
"Well, Terramon, we'll be on our own for a while, think you can handle it?"

Terramon grinned. "Have I ever failed you before?"

"Good, you know what to do."

"Terramon war-digivolve to..." Enveloped in a brilliant golden light, the 
small lizard digimon's form expanded ten fold, growing huge in size and 
girth. "Bahamumon!" The light faded away, leaving behind Bahamumon's 
dominating form.

"Well, I'm sure that our position has been compromised. But, just to be 
sure, why don't you let them know where we are." Bahamumon's eye flashed 
gold briefly as he brought his arms tight to his body. "Do it."

"Grand Temblor!!!" Bahamumon extended his arms, releasing a tremendous 
amount of energy. An invisible force tore through the trees, shattering 
them to splinters. Into the clearing it shot, exploding directly in front 
of the two digimon. As the dust cleared, Reikou slowly appeared, standing 
arrogantly as ever. "Well, Gennai, I presume. I would not have expected 
such a recovery. Most people don't come back after facing my master. But, 
no matter, you cannot stop it, for it has already begun. The beggining of 
the end. Soon, Akumamon will control all that is or ever will be."

***

"Baka no Makoto.." Kokoro stated softly to him as kneeled beside him and 
began pulling some first aid items from her bag.

Her rookie digimon approached as well and sniffed the girl Sen cratteled in 
his lap.

"Well she's alive.." stated the digimon camly, "I don't know what you did 
but it worked."

Kokoro slowly began to tend to Makoto visiable wounds cleaning him up as he 
sat there. Once finished she looked down at the girl, should she help her? 
The burnet was covered with unease a few momments ago she had come to do 
harm to them both..yet Makoto held her as if she were fragile antquie doll.

Her brown eyes driffted back forth between all bodies around her as if to 
ask if it was safe to treat the girl's wounds.


***

"Kokoro? Gibbonmon? I thought I said..." Makoto started, before Kokoro 
started cleaning him up. "No, Kokoro, it's okay..." he resisted, but was met 
with a hard stare from Gibbonmon. "Let her tend to your wounds, Makoto." he 
said. Makoto sighed, giving up. "Okay. Arigatou, Kokoro-san."

When Kokoro questioned Sen's condition, Makoto shook his head. "No. I didn't 
hurt her. What happened was, when she was strangling me, I held out my 
digivice and struck her with it's light. You can never underestimate these 
things." he smiled, showing her the ivory-upon-white digivice. He explained 
further, looking down at Sen. "Sen is one of the Dark Digidestined, kids 
like us who serve Akumamon. They have crests like us, crests that are 
opposite of our crests, crests of darkness. But Sen and Greed were 
different, they revolted from Akumamon and helped us out once."

He shook his head. "Anyway, one of the Dark Digi-destined's digimon was 
under the influence of darkness. I freed her with the light from my 
digivice, and that's what happened here. Sen had a dark spot... or 
something... in her neck, and it was destroyed by the light from my 
digivice, so she doesn't have any wounds. I don't know if she'll be back to 
her old self when she comes to, but I hope so. I know the others would want 
her back that way again for sure."

"Would that mean Greed is under the same influence, too?" Gibbonmon 
wondered. Makoto nodded, "I think so. But we better be on guard... while 
he's still under control of Akumamon, he'll come looking for Sen with 
Kiramon. Machinedramon, too, so be on your guard Gibbonmon, and..." he 
looked at Kokoro's digimon. "Hey, are you...?"

"Yeah!" Gibbonmon interupted. "That's Koinumon, Yuramon's rookie form. You 
should have seen it, Kokoro felt so bad about leaving you that she made him 
warp-digivolve!" Makoto blinked, then nodded. "That's great, I'm touched 
guys. Nice to meet you, Koniumon. You better be on the lookout, too."

He looked back down at Sen. "I'm not going back to the tower just yet until 
Sen wakes up. She'll probably need someone's help or something. Gibbonmon, 
you..."

"No, Makoto." Gibbonmon disagreed. "I'm not going again. This time, we stay 
with you."

"... I was going to say if Machinedramon comes, don't fight him, but I 
understand." he smiled, looking around at his partner, Kokoro and Koinumon. 
"Fair enough. This time, we all stick together, and we'll get though this as 
a team."

"Finally, you're making some sense." Gibbonmon smiled, clasping down a large 
a hand on his shoulder and stared down with him at Sen. "Sen, please wake 
up. We need you." Makoto said, shaking her again.

***

The blast shook Urei, knocking him to the ground. He had grabbed the key before he lost his balance, and when he landed he took a good look at it. The key ended in the crest of hatred, but it was cracked, just like the crest on Yagarumon's sword. It was too much for him to bear; now Yagarumon could perform the Locked Evolution, but...what kind of Digimon would he become? For now, Urei pocketed the key.
"Yagarumon... I know you just returned, but are you up for a fight?"
Of course, Yagarumon was not at full strength, but the temptation! A black knight type Digimon against a dragon type? What were the odds? Yagarumon grasped the hilt of his blade and unsheathed his sword.
"Always..."

***

Akaru's eyes widened as Zoruei talked to him. Slowly however they slipped almost completely closed and his face when blank and expressionless. "He is right." he announced in a quite voice, deeper than his normal speaking voice. "Everyone is against us! We must defend outselves!" he stated, turning to look at Katai. 

"Turtamon!" he announced, raising his Digivice, the zombie-like look and tone continuing. "Step on Ciclemon!" he commanded. 

"You are not yourself, Akaru! You are letting this worm control you!" boomed Turtamon in response. 

"I ORDER you!" screamed the boy, still holding the digivice up, his face still lifeless but starting to redden. 

Turtamon frowned. "Get out of the way, Ciclemon! I do not want to hurt you, but I must obey Akaru!" he boomed, as he slowly brought his massive Tree-like leg down towards the helpless Ciclemon. 

***

"Sounds like a plan," the rookie digimon stated plainly, "and once you get 
this girl up I suggest you to eat something. You looked totally drained and 
if you humans are anything like us digimon that a very bad thing."

The fire puppy sniffed the air as the fire on his tail flickered.

"Speaking of which..I'm starved do you have something I could have in your 
bag?" he used his cold nose to gently poke his partner.

Kokoro opened her bag as she moved way from Makoto and Sen and took a seat 
on the pavement.

"Well let's see depends on what you want..I have some fruit, some strawberry 
pocky, some riceballs, my lunch for what was going to be for school today.." 
she stoped for a momment and examined the contents in her brown bag.

"Eww squid..here Koinumon this is all yours.." she stated in disqust handing 
the digimon the brown's bag contents.

The fire puppy quickly dovered all but five pieces of the squid as he looked 
up at Gibbonmon.

"If you want them there yours but I have a favor to ask first. Your a big 
strong guy do you think you could give me a toss up? These things," he 
paused for momment moving his tiny wings for emphasis, "this things don't 
work to well until that catch some air under them. And I won't to get up 
high so I can act as a look out.."

"Do you want something Makoto?"

As she diged in her bag sunddenly it dawned on her did she have smelling 
salts with her? She quickly proceded to check and sure enough she found the 
small bottle, opened and handed to Makoto.

"Here its smelling salts maybe this will help her wake up..wave it by her 
nose a couple of times..."

***

Hitori released her embrace on Myotismon. She floated away from him, and 
took her place directly behind his tall figure.
"You know what to do Myotismon." Hitori said, holding out her digivice. It 
began to glow. The light lept from it's screen to Myotismon's body, 
surrounding him and changing him.
"Myotismon lock evolve to..." Myotismon shouted, growing taller and more 
muscular, until what was left was a 8 foot tall winged vampiric gargoyle.
"Nakuramon!" He spread his wing wide and howled, taking his place next to 
Yagarumon, once the light had faded.

~~*~~

Sen didn't need the smelling salt. She began to stir slowly, opening her 
blue eyes to look up at Urei.
"Makoto..." She whispered, holding a hand to her head. "I'm really sorry, I 
guess the spore kinda has that bitchy side effect..."


***

IcePheonixmon swung her staff around and pointed the end towards Bahamumon. Hotarubi put her hands on IcePheonixmon's fingers.
"No," she said. "We shouldn't fight."
"He threatens the saftey of the others," repied IcePheonixmon. "I will not allow that."
"But..." started Hotarubi.
"You have to understand - sometimes you must fight to keep the peace. I know you've heard that before, but..."
"There has to be another way..."

***

Katai was suspicious to what Zouri was up to. He didn't want to intrude on 
Akaru's conversation, but now that the threat was over, they needed to meet 
back up with Rai. he looked to Ciclemon, who had sat down on the roof.
"You ok?" Katai asked.
"Metaltenzurumon almost got the best of me," Ciclemon said cooly. "Luckily 
Turtamon showed up when he did."
"Not so lucky for Metaltenzurumon."
"What about Akaru? I don't like the look of this."
"Me neither. But we're going to have to wait and see what happens."

***

Makoto looked up at Kokoro, shaking his head. "Thanks but no thanks. I can 
eat when I get home. We have more important things to worry about now."

Makoto became distracted by Sen, was waking up. He gave her a warm smile. 
"That's okay, I forgive you. I'm just glad you're okay now." He helped her 
sit up. "So, it's called a spore? Hmmm... well, I guess if you remember what 
happened while you were under influence of the spore, you don't need me to 
tell you how much of a dire situation we're in at the moment!"

Gibbonmon shruged, looking at Kounimon. "Well, I guess you won't need to act 
as lookout anymore. Makoto? We should get going back to the tower." Makoto 
nodded sternly, turning back to the girls. "We need to get back to the 
others as soon as we can. Kokoro and Kounimon, you can ride with us, and you 
can too Sen, unless you'ld rather summon Machinedramon and fly up there."


***

Ishou narrowed his eyes not paying attention to the going's on but only 
focussing on Greed. "How dare you call Kokuei a digi hore when you yourself 
might as well have slept with the devil himself to get what you have!" he 
yelled raiseing a fist.
"Such a fool you are Ishou, give it up! I am who you were always meant to 
be! Humanity is mine and I deserve it more than anyone else in this god 
forsaken battle." he said glaring.

***

"Indeed, to speak of me in such a way." Kokuei started in a low voice, continuing his advance upon Greed. Pausing a scant few feet from the boy, his knuckles gone white from his hold upon the feathers accidentally wrought from Huricomon's back.
"As well, to be such a fool." the laughter began again, Kokuei doubling up. Wrapping his arms about his waist, his hair falling like a thick curtain over his face and form. "Humanity is your's?! And who are you to /deserve/ it? Nothing more than a foolish little boy! One with such greedy, outrageous, and mad dreams!" Through a split in the orange hair, a vibrant green eye glittered as it fell upon Greed. Beneath the mask, the smile was feral and dangerous, yet dutifully hidden once more.


***

Akaru looked up at Turtamon again. "Do it!!" he shouted, his eyes still glazed over as Zorui stood beside him, continuing to talk to him. 

Turtamon continued to bring his massive foot down towards Ciclemon. "I am only doing this because I'm being ordered too! You are not yourself! Fight his control!" he boomed.

Akaru's expression changed slightly, but then resumed it's dull, blank look.

***


The burnet gave a quick nod of understanding, for a eleven year old he was a 
tough kid. She munched quickly on a piece of poxy to tide her over and 
pulled her back pack to close. She made her way to Gibbonmon and prepared to 
once again get on his back.

"But.." Kounimon stated sadly, "I want to fly..."

"Kounimon, not to brust your bubble and be ugly but... do you really think 
you can move that quickly flying with those?"

The fire puppy let out a soft sigh. "All right point taken..these thing 
glide mainly and only fast when the wind is good. "

He leapt into his partner's awaiting arms since he could no longer afford 
the luxury of traveling in her backpack.

"Now let's go help these friends of yours..for real this time.."

"I do have on question though Makoto..can you tell us who were spoused to be 
fighting when we get there? Specifically I mean.."


******

Ciclemon Had only seconds to roll out of the way of Turtamon's foot. The ice 
digimon caught Katai in mid-roll and carried the boy to safety on the other 
side of the roof.
"Hey! Watch where you're stepping," Ciclemon shouted.
Katai had his eye set on Akaru. "Akaru! What's wrong with you?!" He studied 
the boy for a moment, and then looked at Zouri. "Ciclemon, we need to get 
over there."
"But that would mean we have to go through Turtamon," Ciclemon said, "And I 
know I don't have the strength to take him on."
Katai moved to the digimon's back and clung to his neck. "We have to. 
Zouri's doing something to Akaru, and our friend needs our help."
"Ok....," Ciclemon hesitantly agreed. The ice digimon dashed forward, trying 
to reach Akaru, but also very much aware that Turtamon was in his path.

******

Zorui frowned slightly as he watched Katai and Ciclemon. He couldn't let them interfere. He had felt his control on Akaru slip slightly for a moment; he couldn't let that happen again. 
Concentrating harder, Zorui turned to the younger boy very calmly, speaking in a hushed voice," Finish both of them now...before it's too late."
Something had been bothering him for a while now. He had pushed it aside so he could concentrate on Metaltenzurumon's fight, but now it was back; a slightly hollow feeling in the pit of his stomach. Zorui thought for a moment. Could it be that Loyalty was around? But no...something was different this time...something he couldn't quite place. He looked down at Konekomon. The kitten was sitting up in his master's arms, his ears alert, sniffing at the air. So he sensed it too. Zorui patted the top of his digimon's small head. Well, he would have to figure it out later, he had much more pressing matters to take care of at the moment.

***

Akaru looked at Zorui, the blank look still on his face. "You are correct, I must destroy them" he agreed, his face expressionless. "Turtamon! Destroy them both, now!" he commanded. 

Turtamon unsheathed his massive sword and very slowly moved towards Katai and Ciclemon. "Move out of the way my friends! I cannot disobey Akaru, even though I do not want to do this!" he boomed, still advancing. 

Akaru's face flickered again, and a strained expression appeared on it. 

***

Greed gazed at Kokuei for a moment "You deceived me defiance...and you lost 
me, yet you never deserved me." he said and for a few moments did nothing 
but stare at the boy before chuckleing very softly to himself "Mmm such 
sweetness iminates from your insane demented eyes." he said softly gazing 
into Kokueis green eye before swiftly launching forward to grab the boys 
throat and squeezed hard "You're lucky...you're not who I desire at the 
moment!" he growled and pushed the boy asside as he glared at Ishou who 
galred back at him. "Generosity....now it's time to take the final fall." 
he whispered. Ishou narrowed his eyes and breathed hard glancing in 
Kokuei's direction before bearing his eyes on the boy.
"Generosity? You must be mistaken Greed....I no longer hold that crest." he 
said quietly and leaped forward tackleing the boy to the ground landing a 
punch to his face. Greed fell hard and huffed as the air flew from hsi 
lungs. "Now who's falling!" Ishou yelled. Greed glared at him even harder 
and smashed a fist into his mouth, and thus the two of them rolled on the 
ground in yet one of many fist fights they had been engaged in.

***

Jinkouraimon swiftly scaled Tokyo Tower. As they neared the summit Rai
peered backward over his shoulder, to see if he could work out the current
situation. Ishou and Greed were rolling around in the dirt down on the
ground with Huricomon and the red-haired ... girl, boy? Rai wasn't really
sure. Kokuei was one of the few people that Rai had not instantly trusted,
and the very fact of that unsettled him a little. Though he (or she) seemed
friendly enough, he (probably he) was such a very strange youth.
Looking further around, Rai noticed that Turtamon seemed to be attacking
Circlemon. No, he realised, Circlemon and Katai. Something was obviously
deeply wrong. He was about to order Jinkouraimon back down the tower when
the robotic digimon spoke.
++Proximity alert,++ it announced in its electronic rasp. ++Unknown
unit ascending on convergent trajectory.++
Rai looked forward at Jinkouraimon's head, wondering what it was talking
about. Then he realised that it was looking down. Following its gaze, he
spotted Tsuryumon carefully climbing the tower below them. "A digimon," he
confirmed, "With a digidestined. Which side do you think they're on?"
++Extrapolating,++ Jinkouraimon declared. It continued to climb, and
didn't seem at all out of breath as it spoke. Which seemed reasonable, Rai
decided, seeing as it didn't have much in the way of a mouth. ++Of seven
reported light digidestined, six currently accounted for. Seventh, unknown,
should be accompanied by unit Makoto. Conclusion: Most likely unit is ... a
bad guy.++
"Well ... we're almost at the top. We'll wait for them there, and see
what they do. Maybe they won't want to fight," Rai said cheerily.
Jinkouraimon said nothing.

***

Makoto nodded at Kokoro, as Gibbonmon lifted him up onto his back once more. 
"The only thing we should be fighting once we get to the tower is Akumamon. 
Akumamon came here from the digital world through a portal he created, and 
put everyone in the city - possibly the world - under some sort of sleeping 
spell. Then he escaped into the internet from connections to the Tokyo 
Tower, so now we have to stop him. There's no telling what he's done so far 
- but if we don't act now, it could all be over very soon. The only thing we 
can rely on is that he won't use the internet to launch nuclear missiles on 
Tokyo like Diaboromon did - he wouldn't take the risk of killing the Dark 
Digidestined, I'm sure."

He looked off into the horizon towards the tower itself. "Some of the other 
Dark-Digidestined are still there, but we shouldn't fight them because 
they're trying to distract us from reaching Akumamon, so he can carry out 
his plan. We need everyone we can to help us fight Akumamon, because he is a 
pretty powerful digimon... that's one of the reasons I came to get you and 
Kounimon."

Gibbonmon nodded and lowered himself on all fours. "All aboard who's going 
aboard, kids!" Makoto reached down a hand for either Kokoro or Sen to take 
to pull them up. "So, who's going my way?"

***

Sen stood up slowly, catching her balance against Makoto as she did.
"I have a faster way to get to Tokyo tower..." Sen said, glancing from 
Makoto to Kokoro. "Machine Dramon..."
There was a loud crash outside the building they were in and it send a 
vibration through the foundation. A loud roar followed the sound and it was 
clear who was outside the safety of the walls waiting for them.
Slowly Sen began to walk towards the exit, clearly unafraid. Once she 
reached the exit, she was greeted with hostility instead of reassurance from 
her Digimon partner.
"Machine Dramon! What the hell is wrong with you?" She demanded to know as 
she jumped out of the way of Machine Dramon's claw which suddenly crashed 
into the concrete of the road before her. He threw his head back and howled. 
"Idiot! Why the hell are you attacking me?"
"You allow yourself to be manipulated by the world around you! You are not 
my chosen!" He growled, hauling his claw out of the ground. "You deserve the 
same fate as the humans that you have wanted to destroy from the beginning 
for you are just like them!"
"YEs! Your right! And your supposed to be my chosen! Your supposed to 
protect me no matter what decision I choose to make!" Sen yelled back, 
clenching her fists. "Your allowing yourself to be manipulated by Akumamon's 
virus! Your just as guilty as I am!" Sen shouted. Before either of them 
could continue, a light suddenly burst from her digivice. It streamed out, 
breaking out into sseveral streams, curving and moving in the same way her 
wires did. The streams of light curled around her and then around Machine 
Dramon and slowly his figure shrank back to Metarumon. Slowly the streams 
reached out and curled around her digivice, changing it, like it had Urei's. 
The surface began to glow and shine as an indent was made at it's tip. A key 
appearing in front of her chest. Her eyes widened, as she reached out and 
touched it.
"Lock evolution..." She whispered. Without another word she took hold of her 
Digimon and then the key and immediately placed the key into the key hole of 
the digivice. "Metarumon! Supreme evolve!!"
Another burst of light filled their vision, blinding her momentarily.
"Metarumon lock evolve to..." He shouted, rearing up onto his hind legs. His 
body returned to the size of Machine Dramon, but legthened out and dropped 
down onto four massive claws. His body was longer, yet still fully 
mechanized. His neck was longer, yet his head looked the same as it did 
before, except his eyes glowed like the morning sun and his ears were 
pointier and curve downward towards two giant mechanical wings, adorned with 
two massive cannons at their base. "TitanDramon!"

***

Stumbling, the youth fell to the ground from the harshness of Greed's treatment and from been tossed aside so callously. The feathers in his hand were relinquished, taken away in a flurry of strange wind they entwined with the long strands of Kokuei's hair.
A quiet gasp was uttered, too shocked to scream at the sudden pain. A loud rustle resounded, accompanied by an almost sickly crunch. Like wet stalks being leisurely broken. The wings grew slowly, sprouting moist and fresh from under Kokuei's hair, directly connected at his back. Glorious and white, they fanned out extensively, flicking off the dewy dampness from themselves.
Folding about Kokuei's shivering and bunched up form, they seemed to engulf their tiny owner. Through the thick shafts of feathers, a white light emanated. A cord of wordless, vocal music was issued and Kokuei was lifted to his feet, changed and breathtaking.
Twin wings, like those of a swan extended from his back. His attire was changed to those of long, modest and flowing robes. The layers of which draped rich and pristine to the floor, seeming heavy and light in the same instance. The mask over his lips was still evident, though now a pretty white. Kokuei's lengthy hair was now filled with ringlets and curls. In such a manner and state, the youth seemed more maidenly than ever.
"Defiance. . . yes, that was once I. . . but, I was also once Loyalty. . . was that how I deceived you?" came the twinkling, soothing voice.
Extending a hand, there was a glow of whitish gold. It formed a great staff set with an impressively sized cross at the top. The staff appeared formidable as it came into solid being, looming over Kokuei's physique, yet slightly dwarfed by the towering wings.
A strike met the floor, heralding another cord of beautiful sound. The staff glowed and a wave of power drifted hot and sure to the wrestling Greed and Ishou like a wave of wind and water. Ghosting over the two in means to disturb their fight, give them pause, and even separate them.

***

After having helped Sen up, Makoto sat on Gibbonmon and nodded at Sen. 
"Arigatou, Sen-san. I didn't want to impose..."

But as Gibbonmon stepped outside, he had to jump out of the way of 
Machinedramon's claws as Sen did. "Yikes! Machinedramon's still under 
control of the virus!" Makoto cried in surprise. "Not for long!" Gibbonmon 
replied. "Jungle....!"

"No, wait, stop! Look!" Makoto said, as he watched Sen's digivice react. 
They both paused as they watched, and then stepped forward to look up in awe 
at the new Titandramon.

"Wow, Sen! Supreme evolution?!?" Makoto exclaimed, jumping down next to her 
to take a look at Sen's changed digivice. "You have a key! This must mean 
you're a Light Digi-destined now... wow, welcome to the team! But, but... 
how?" The boy couldn't believe his eyes. This greatly benefitted them in the 
time of need against Akumamon, but how had it been made it possible?

***

Shiyume looked over and noticed the pair looking over
at him. Phasing into his Digital World form, he smiled
at the other two. A kind of mysterious, questioning
smile. He patted Tsuryumon, who sped up and soon
reached some standing room. Shiyume jumped off, and
waited to see what came next with anticipation.

***

"Let me down," whispered Hotarubi. Slowly, IcePheonixmon let Hotarubi down 
onto the ground, but she held the girl back with her gigantic staff. 
"No...I'll be fine." She looked at Reikou. "Reikou - you don't understand. 
We must stop Akumamon, or the whole universe will be destroyed. His merging 
of the real and Digital worlds will cause them to be unstable, resulting in 
total chaos and instability. The world universe could collapse on itself." 
She held her digivice and key tightly in her hand. "Isn't there something in 
this world that means anything to you? I know I do - peace, family, friends 
- and I'd do anything to protect them. Wouldn't you?"

***

Kokoro nodded her head in aggrement. TitanDramon was quite a site. 

"Is That what are going to be look soon?" Kokoro questioned still her holding her rookie close. 

"Who knows..when the time comes well get our chance.."Koinumon commented. 

"Let's get moving we don't have much time to stay impressed.." the burnet commented. 


***

Sen climbed up onto TitanDramon's back, inviting the others to join her. He 
spread his wings wide and lifted up off the ground with the grace of a 
mythological dragon. Like dust brushing off of her skin, her digital world 
uniform began to disolve in the wind, revealing her real world outfit as the 
sparkles of digital data floated off into the wind. She couldn't perch on 
his head now like she could do while he was in his Machine Dramon form. 
Instead she road on his back as though she were riding a horse. Keeping 
ahold of two of the wires like she would hold a pair of reigns, petruding 
from his back.

***

Greed struggled in the battle for control over the situation shooting an 
angered and annoyed look to Kokuei before slamming a fist into Ishou's jaw. 
"Both of you are fighting a battle that has already been won!" Greed yelled 
in frustration and twirling around sent a flying boot into Kokue's side and 
back flipped a couple of feet away from the two of them and stood staring, 
breathing heavily from the wrestleing match. "you..." he breathed and 
panted "You don't think I wanted to save my own sister? I wasn't yet 
whole..I wasn't complete, and I was under Akumamon's power! There was 
nothing I could have done."
"Liar." Ishou said simply. Greed blinked and walked forward until he was 
directly in front of the boy.
"Why won't you let me live?" he asked. Now it was Ishou's turn to blink and 
tilt his head. Greed sighed and glanced to Kokuei before looking directly 
back at Ishou. "Two years ago when I was attacked while running away from 
home something strange happened, a digimon saved my life. After that night 
I wasn't the same. I couldn't write music anymore without breaking down 
into tears and I couldn't look at my family without realizing just how 
prescious life was." he explained bowing his head slightly before 
continuing. "Before that night, I was alone in the world and very sad, 
Huricomon?" he asked suddenly turning to the side to look at the bird. "Why 
didn't you tell me you were meant for my sister?" he asked. The bird's eyes 
widneed and Ishou gasped with wide eyes as well. "Wh...What?" he asked 
quietly looking from Greed to his digimon and back again and glared. "You 
lie!"
"Don't take my word for it, ask him." Greed said nodding to the digimon 
again. "It took me a long time to figure it out but in the end I did, 
thanks to you Kokuei. You see the night you and I met your gaze so 
entranced my heart that it threw me into a fit of emotional chaos...sensing 
emotions that I didn't wish to have, being flooded forever after that moment 
with the feelings of those around me. When Nakuramon attacked, and Akumamon 
supposedly died that emotional chaos is what seperated my two natures...and 
allowed me to think clearly for the first time since Tornamon came into my 
life. Why?" he asked again looking towards the humming bird who simply 
stood there. Ishou too turned his head slowly and walked up to Huricomon 
and looked at him with a pained face. Huricomon stared at him for a moment 
before a bright light surrounded him and his form shrank to that of 
Tornamon. The bug looked up at Ishou with regret in his eyes.
"Hai.." he said weakly.

*******

Ciclemon stopped and stood in a defensive position. He wanted to act, but he 
couldn't get any further without going through Turtamon. Katai slid off of 
the digimon but remained behind him.
"I have to get to Akaru," he whispered. "Distract Turtamon."
"I'll do what I can," Ciclemon nodded.
Suddenly, Ciclemon dashed in the opposite direction of Akaru, then turned 
and headed straight for Turtamon. Meanwhile, Katai sprinted at full speed 
towards Zouri and Akaru.

***

Tornamon sighed and stared at Ishou and started to speak. "Digimon are 
chosen, to be the partner of a child who will someday be called upon to help 
the digital world, and their own. I knew from brith where I belonged and 
waited very impatiently for my chance to meet my human. I was told that she 
would be veyr young and that she woudlnt' be needed until she was old enough 
to understand what was going on but that she needed someone now....to keep 
her spirits allive.." he said. Ishou bowed his head as Greed waled up 
beside him and put a hand on his shoulder.
"Before I met Tornamon, I was very evasive and neglected my family, and I 
was mean to Ame. Everytime I looked at her I saw only someone to share the 
little attention I got from my parents with." he said and chuckled slightly 
closing his eyes a moment in rememberence. "It wasn't their fault they had 
problems...and they didn't mean to neglect either one of us."
"Then it happened." Tornamon said "The night I was to be with my chosen, I 
came to the real world and by chance ran accross Ishou as he was running 
away, in tears. I didn't know what a small boy like him was doing leaveing 
in the middle of the night so I followed him."
"Genai came to me that night in a vision." Ishou broke in "He told me that 
one day I would be called upon to have my own digimon and to fight for a 
cause. I took it to mean that Tornamon was that digimon and that he was for 
me. I was just as Greedy and unthoughtfull back then as I can be now." he 
said with another chuckle.
"Genai figured when the time came the situation could be easily taken care 
of....but then Akumamon was born and things started too fall out of order. 
I was told to stay by Ishou's side until the time was right, since he 
already was a digidestined and so closely related with the true keepr of 
Generosity, I sucessfully digivolved. Then he met Kokuei-san."
"You could say, after I met Tornamon I suffered from an extreme case of hehe 
multiple persoanlity's and Kokuei made both of them realize their 
independence."
"Stop it!" Ishou yelled turning to look at Greed and then down at Tornamon 
"Why are you telling me this Tornamon!? Why arey ou going along with him!? 
Haven't I been good to you? Did I do something wrong!?" he yelled in 
despiration. Greed squeezed Ishou's shoulder and spun him around ot gaze at 
him again.
"Think about it dear twin....do you remember anything before the night you 
met Tornamon?"
"Of course I...." he said and paused to think about it and his mout hgaped 
open.
"My memories are right where they belong." Greed said using his other hand 
to tap his forehead, this is the first time our seperation has been in the 
right order though for you to realize that." he said and paused. "Once I 
was exposed to generosity's nature my dilema began, that side of me overtook 
my mind and heart and threw away everything that made me me! Turned me into 
an always happy, always willing to help, NEVER caring about myself, always 
gitty, and bubbleing over with happiness, never mournfull! I didn't have 
the ability to be sad....I was shoved away in the darkness of my own heart 
and locked there forbidden to live out MY life!" he yelled glaring itno 
Ishou's eyes and lowering his tone to the manic evil level he had heard it 
be in so many times before while mentioning Generosity, and his hatred of 
him. "I vowed...that if I ever had control of myself again that I would not 
lose it, I would kill that part of my personality, destory it and all that 
were related to it. Granted it was an extreme overstatement but at the time 
I really meant it." he said staring intently into Ishou's eyes before 
letting go and turning away. "Tornamon grew to hate me too because he 
didn't know me before that night either, so he thought who I had become was 
who I really was."
"I didn't start wondering until Greed met Sen, and eventually fell in love 
with her." the bug said. "Things after that got so crazy, that I had to 
stay with you and help the others fight and when Greed found his true 
digimon things just went from there. Now your lives have been so torn up by 
all of this that a new crest of generosity has been chosen, and you and I 
are as meaningless to this fight and innosent to the situation as Ame is."
"Why do yo uthink Akumamon was fasconated by her so?" Greed asked. Ishou 
stood there listening to it all his face pale. He felt like him, he felt 
human but thn he thought....he didn't cry in sadness until him and Greed had 
joined into one person and now as he thought about it.....alone he wouldn't 
have.
"You're an echo, a carbon copy of a part of myself that was never meant to 
have this much control. You're too nice, too kind, unhumanly so." Greed 
said standing straight up now in a serious manner staring at him "You're no 
more real now than you ever were. You're a fake." he said coldly. Ishou's 
eyes widened as the words penitrated his heart and he fell to his knees in 
shock. Greed looked down at him for a moment and turned around to walk away 
but stopped and spoke turning his head slightly. "When this is all over and 
the two worlds are set right again.....you will cease to exist and I finally 
will have my life again. I guess I was the fool to hunt you down all of 
thsi time knowing it would come ot this sooner or later, I just had to make 
sure the right person was in my mind before it happened." he said and with 
that walked away from Ishou and Tornamon stopping before he passed Kokuei's 
figure and chuckled very slightly at the boy gazing at the angelic figure in 
adoration. Slowly he reached out a hand and rubbed it accross the boys 
cheek tracing his thumb under Kokueis eye.
"You shouldn't have cheated on me Kokuei-chan....I could have loved you just 
as much as generosity, and treated you nicer than anyone else in the world." 
he said and lenaed in to the boy and kissed his cheek softly. "We all wear 
masks Kokuei-chan....he was mine." he said softly into the boys ear and with 
that gave one last glance at the three of them and started walking slowly 
away to find Sen.


***

Akaru's gaze widened slightly, and his expression changed. "Get him Turtamon!" he commanded, but his voice sounded weak and unsure of himself. Turtamon moved towards Ciclemon again, still hesitating. 

"Try to stop him!" he asked Katai, as he loomed large over Ciclemon. "I can't disobey him!" he reasoned. 

***

Gibbonmon climbed up onto Titandramon's back quickly, Makoto still riding on 
his back in turn. Once up, the Champion scooped down a hand to the ground to 
gather Kokoro and Kounimon, and suddenly Titandramon was off.

As Makoto dropped down onto Titandramon's metal hide and placed his goggles 
on, Gibbonmon shrank back into Ungamon, laying down in exhaustion. It was 
then Makoto's turn to pick up the smaller digimon and put him in his lap, 
and he shuffled up to sit behind Sen. "You should rest for now." Makoto told 
his partner, and the rookie nodded. "Yeah, I know. I felt like I was going 
to stay in my Champion form until I was a hundred!" "You know you'll have to 
change back when he get there, so take it easy." Makoto reminded him with a 
smile, and then looked upwards towards Sen as Ungamon groaned, flopping back 
down into his lap.

"Thank you, Sen." he said gratefully again, then he took his digivice in his 
hand and activated the comms link. "Hey guys, this is Makoto again. I'm 
coming back now with one..." He stopped himself, smiling at Sen. "...make 
that two new Light Digi-destined! I want everyone to be up at the 
observation deck to meet them as soon as you can. Report back to me if 
you're in trouble and we'll be there. And please, tell me if anyone's been 
killed..." he trailed off, rememebering Ishou's state the last time he saw 
him.

Shutting the link, he switched the digivice to it's scanner mode and put his 
binoculars back in hand as they rapidly approached the tower. Judging by the 
blips he picked up, he could roughly tell where everyone was on the ground. 
He looked through his binoculars, disappointed he couldn't see anyone on the 
observation deck to protect the gate, but picked off most of the others on 
the tower and on the buildings below and relieved to find Ishou still alive. 
He seemed distracted while he looked, and eventually realised that Kokoro 
probably no idea why he had spoken into his digivice. Ignoring the distance 
to the ground below him while Titandramon soared towards the tower, he let 
his binoculars hang from his neck and decided to brief her quickly on it.

"Kokoro? You should know this before we get into anything... that marone 
device you have there is called a digivice." he explained, turning around to 
show her his. "It has a function where you press a button to speak into it 
so you can contact the rest of us Light-Digidestined if you need help. 
That's what I just did, like a walkie-talkie the military use." he 
explained, hoping he didn't sound too crazy to her. "Oh, and the other 
button there is to activate a radar. It picks up all the homing signals of 
other digivices in the area, and that's how we use the digivices to find 
each other. And it has one last use, too... you saw how I used it to 
digivolve Ungamon into Gibbonmon. But I think it's more like something that 
amplifies the power used to make a digimon digivolve, rather than something 
automatic. Hopefully we'll be able to use it to help our digimon become even 
stronger..."

He looked off towards the horizon where the tower stood, where the gate to 
the internet lay within, and Akumamon beyond. "...hopefully."

***

Kokoro nodded and listen carefully to all of Makoto explanitons. She was sure at some point she would have make use of them all. The burnet looked at her rookie partner who rested comfortable in her arms. 

"Let's hope we are strong enough to help anyway we can.." she breathed quietly. 

Her brown eyes moved to the distance at the speed they were growing it wouldn't be long now before they learned of their true role in destiny's game. 


***

The child of envy frowned slightly. There were others
coming. By the looks of it, and the way his luck was
going..they were probably not on his side. If he were
to be alone with those foolish chosen..he couldn't
stand up to all of them.
"Tsuryumon...we're going to stay and see what
whoever's coming is going to do..if things get
intense, we jump off. Understand?"
"Hai."
Tsuryumon's voice was soothing. His gentle tone made
Shiyume realize his right hand was trembling. His eyes
widened. No, he couldn't be nervous, couldn't be
afraid. Not here. Not now. His eyes went from wide to
flaring as his entire arm tightened up. He clutched it
tightly, hoping to ease the tremors. 
"USELESS!" He finally screamed, throwing his arm aside
and leaving it to rest at his side. He waited,
perfectly still. His deep eyes gazed into the horizon.
Whatever the hell was about to happen, he would face
it head on. His hand continued to shake once in a
while. But it made no difference now.

***

Takashima's hair was billowing freely in the wind, a few strands gliding 
across the sleek surface of a white mask. It would not do for his real 
identity to be known. Not even now. Clinging to Cordimon, he saw the blurred 
shapes of buildings as they flew past them. Soon, they arrived.

Coming to a halt, still hovering in the air, Takashima let go of Cordimon, 
using the gem's power to hover himself. Looking at Reikou, he smiled, a 
gesture hidden by the mask. "I got your message. I came as fast as I could." 
He glanced over towards the others. "I am glad to see I was not too late."



***

Reikou grinned slightly, his eyes locked deply into Hotarubi's. "Once 
again, it is you who doesn't understand. I know exactly what I am doing. I 
fight for the future of those I wish to protect, whereas you fight seemingly 
for the sake of fighting, despite your peaceful nature. You do not know 
what is right and wrong. You don't know what will happen in the future. 
All you know is what that irresponsible sad excuse for a teacher told you 
people. And that wasn't anything." Reikou shifted his vision as Takshima 
quietly enetered along side him. "Ah, Takashima, excellent. These three 
seem quite hell bent on meddling in our master's affairs." Reikou sat 
quietly for a moment. "In any case though, I'll give you all one last 
chance. Either cease you intervention..." His focus shot to Urei. "...or 
face the full force of our unrelenting strength. Make no mistake, we will 
not hold back this time."

***

Greed, stepped off of the elivator onto the observation deck and walked 
accross the messy floor. During the last battle up here, papers had been 
burned and things disconnected from normality. Evening had fallen on the 
city below him and he raised an eyebrow as he walked accross the room. He 
casually unclipped his digivice from his belt and pushed the switch 
"Sen...I'm on the observation deck of Tokyo tower, don't forget about me." 
he said with a chuckle and put the device back on his belt and looked down 
at the city quiet and empty below him through the window.


***

Makoto silently nodded in agreement with Kokoro, turning around when he 
heard Greed's voice from Sen's digivice. He used his binoculars again and 
zoomed in on the tower, and there he saw Greed like he said he would be.

"Sen," he paused, noticing Rai and an unknown digi-destined scaling the 
tower after him, "If what I heard was right, it was Greed who planted the 
dark spore on you, so that would mean he still has a dark spore too. I know 
how you two feel about each other, but we have to be on our guard. The last 
thing I want to happen is have him lure another dark spore into you, and 
then have Titandramon here blast us into next week!"

He put a hand on her shoulder to reassure her. "Don't worry, we'll find a 
way to extract the spore from him, just like I did with you. Then he'll be 
free from Akumamon again." He made a warm smile and chuckled, "Who knows, 
with what just happened with you, maybe he's really a Light-Digidestined on 
the inside, too! Maybe all the Dark-Digidestined are... all we have to do is 
try to free them."


***

"You fool!" Sen snapped suddenly. "He doesn't have a dark spore. I was the 
only one in all the dark-digidestined who had a dark spore for my father was 
the one who implanted it into me."

***

"We both fail to understand and listen to each other," said Hotarubi. 
"You're so determined that your way is right, and I guess I would be as well. 
You're not listening to me, nor am I listening to you. Maybe I just don't 
understand how you can follow someone's plans when he's going to destroy the 
universe. Merging the real and Digital Worlds will only create an 
instability in the universe; thus, the whole universe will collapse. Does 
that sound like a future? To me, it doesn't. Both us don't know what will 
happen in the future." She paused. "And you say I fight for fighting's 
sake...you don't know or understand me, Reikou. And I bet you don't want to 
either. You've missed the boat, Reikou. Why do you think I stopped 
IcePheonixmon? Why do you think I'm even talking to you?" She stopped 
again. "We both fight for the future, but you...there are consequences to 
Akumamon's plans. You don't realize that merging two worlds makes the 
universe unbalanced and will cause it to collapse on itself. Three years 
ago, the same thing would have happened, and now, it is happening again. 
But, since you believe I misunderstand, why don't you explain this all to me? 
Explain how this merging of two worlds will save the universe despite the 
fact that the unbalance would result in a collapse."

***

Tears came to Kokuei's eyes and the new Angel turned from the giant hummingbird and the boy. Slowly, the form in white walked over to the edge of the building, staring down upon the quiet city below. Pale fingers and hands wrought the staff length tightly. It was so much to hear, to have watched such an in depth and tragic conversation.
"This is only one path." Kokuei said, the near whisper of the lilting tone was almost lost to the cold unfeeling wind. "I have another, which I might walk. This is Vaccine. . . the other is Virus. I could do it, if I wanted to. I could go to a higher level, or I could go to another format. What part of me is still Human, other than my physique and form?"
Reaching back, Kokuei brushed several thick curls from the pretty and masked face. "You did this to me. . . in part." looking over the white robed shoulder, the sorrowful and mad green eyes fixed upon Ishou, "Or maybe it was Greed. . . whichever one. In looking upon those eyes, I too was changed forever."
The Vaccine Angel turned away, back to the city. "You see. . . I had asked from Akumamon to keep one of the Light Digidestined for my own. Heavens know why I made such a request. . . but I did, and that night in the hospital room, it seemed I had found the one who was to be mine.
"Alas, all foolishness. . . something in that gaze, while it changed Ishou, Generosity, Greed, whoever it was. It too awoke something dark within me. I am not sure when the Virus touched me. That same sickness which is now called Akumamon. Perhaps it had been there from the beginning," Kokuei placed a hand to heart, "When Akumamon made me Defiance, tricked me. . . when I should have been one of those Children of the Light, Loyalty.
"Those Crests have since passed on, but I have continued to grow and change and. . . digivolve. You, or whatever you were part of, started the seed's growth. When I. . . I-I allowed myself to be overcome by the power and. . . and charisma of Sevothartemon, it took final root and I lost all salvation. I never meant to hurt anyone. . . I never meant to deceive or betray. But saying that does nothing. . . when this ends, I will vanish. Become nothing more than bits and bytes and binary."

***

Makoto blinked, looking at Sen. "Wait a minute... if that's true, how come 
you weren't under the effects of your Dark Spore at Hitori's house? And 
didn't you say your father was passed away?"

He shrugged and looked at the tower. "If Greed doesn't have a Dark Spore, 
then I guess I have no choice but to trust him... I guess."

***

Takashima nodded solemnly, a few locks of hair gliding forward across his 
mask. "Indeed. Why are you so certain you are right? Is anything opposing 
the system that you know from before automatically evil? You lack 
perspective. There is always a better future available. Right now, that is 
Akumamon's future. We will not lose this. Either you cease resisting, or you 
fall."

***

"Time out Makoto..but if he dosen't have one of these mind altering things, " she pasued searching for the word, "Dark spore..this greed would be on the other side. Not to mistrust your judgement or anything but that sounds like a bad move to trust him off the bat. If anything if this Greed and Sen are so close maybe it would be wise to let her go talk to him and the me and you catch up with your other compaions until she can join us."

The rookie let out a low growl as the sent of a battle flickered past his nose. Slowly the flame and his tale crackled and grew large showing his growing tension. 


***

Greed stared out the window for a moment, so this was it, it was finally 
over. The truth was out and he had the answer to every question he ha ever 
had about making friends. Akaru, Hitori, Katia, Makoto, Rai, Hotarubi, if 
they all knew what he did.....how would they react and see things? What 
would they do should they know that the boy they had known for so long now 
had been nothing but a mere figment of their imaginations, brought to life 
by a mere matter of circumstance. For all it was worth he was who he was, 
Greed...moreover he was and always had been, Ishou. His gaze darted up 
sharply as he saw a very large figure looming outside of the tower. He 
gazed in shock at Machine Dramon's new form and blinked a few times. 
Gracfully, he opened a window and climbed out onto the ledge. "Well now!" 
he called looking accross the gap between him and the giant dragon "Little 
children grow up so fast do they not? Magnificant my mechanical friend." he 
said with a bow "I congratulate you on evolving to your full potential." he 
said and with that gave a grunt and lept off of the building making his way 
accross the wined creatures back noticing a group of children. "Is this...a 
private party?" he asked with a grin ignoring eveyrone but Sen for a moment 
walking directly up to her and gazing into her eyes deeply "You are 
looking...spectacular this evening." he said and without warning leaned in 
and kissed her on the lips and whispered. "You and I need to talk later."

***

Zorui's eyes shot from Akaru to Katai. Again he could feel his power slipping. With all the concentration he muster, the boy turned stiffly towards Akaru and thrust his arm out at the advancing Katai.
"You must stop him now! He must not leave this place!" he commanded.
By now his head was throbbing. Why did the kid keep breaking free!? Zorui shook his head. He shouldn't think about that. This was the all that he had left, he had to remain in control!
Konekomon dropped to the ground and bounced over towards the ledge of the building, still sniffing the air. All of a sudden, his ears perked up as he cought a scent that seemed to be advancing. All the fur on his back bristled instantly and the digimon let out a quiet hiss.

***

Meanwhile, some distance below the top of Tokyo Tower, Jinkouraimon
clambered onto the ledge with the newcomers. Rai dropped to the floor and
moved between his partner and Tsuryumon and stood for a moment, facing the
unfamiliar digimon and equally unfamiliar boy. Behind him he could hear
Jinkouraimon assuming a hostile posture, but he was confident that the
mechanical digimon would follow his instructions and wait for the strangers
to make the first move.
"Hi," he said after a short pause. "I'm Rai. Um, are you going to try
to destroy the gateway? Because you should probably know, that's not going
to happen." Jinkouraimon's glowing eyes dimmed for a moment, almost as
though the digimon was wincing. The boy appeared to be utterly open and
genuine about what he said, even quite friendly with it. As so often with
the child of trust, it was not a threat or a promise, simply a statement of
the way things would be. As though he didn't want his new 'friend' to waste
time with a pointless battle.


***

Sen looked at Makoto and explained, TitanDramon looming over them as she did 
so, once they dismounted on the top of the observation deck on Tokyo Tower.
"I had the dark spore removed shortly for a period of time while I was at 
Hitori's house, but unfortunately, it was replanted. My father... He 
originally planted the dark spore within my next when I was 7. I was his 
first test subject before Ken Ichijouji." She explained, now looking around. 
"Now where the hell is Greed?"

***

Kokuei left the edge, walking back to where Ishou had fallen. Sweeping down, the Angel caught Ishou against him by placing his staff across the boy's chest, pulling the youth almost roughly back. Feathery white wings surrounded them and vibrant orange curls slipped over Ishou faintly.
Bowing his head, Kokuei peered over Ishou's shoulder. "What does any of that matter now? You are mine, my chosen." The green eyes fixed upon Huricomon sternly, subtly challenging. "You are my chosen Child, and I shall be your Digimon. A simple arrangement."


***

"But you don't know Greed as long as I have." Makoto told Kokoro. "When I 
first met him... or was it Ishou? Oh, I don't know, there's something about 
the both of them. I don't know if they're supposed to be twins or if he's 
the same person, or whatever. What I do know is that that Greed was on good 
terms with us a while back as well as Sen..."

As they dismounted off Titandramon, Makoto listened to Sen's explination as 
he carried Ungamon, who climbed back up to his shoulder. "Oh, I see... I'm 
so sorry that your father did that to you when you were so young! It's a 
good thing that I finally destroyed it and you can be free again, though. I 
hope that you'll never go under the control of a dark spore ever again. And 
I don't know who this Ken Ichijouji guy is, but I guess I'll find out sooner 
or later, right?"

As Greed made his grand entrance, he moved back to give him and Sen room. 
"Uh, hello Greed... or are you Ishou? Uh, nevermind. I don't want to intrude 
between you both, so unless you two want us around for some reason, I'll 
agree with Kokoro and go see what the others are doing until you two can 
join us."

***

Shiyume smiled at Rei. "My name's Shiyume. My
intention..my intention is not to destroy at this
point. Rather, I'm trying to find out just what the
hell is going on." Shiyume walked over to the edge.
"I'm kinda new to this whole chosen thing.."
He turned around now. If anything went wrong..if they
attacked him..he had a quick escape. Assuming
Tsuryumon would be able to get them to safety.
Counting on such a small assumption made Shiyume smile.

***

"Okay," Rai replied, smiling. Shiyume's assurance was apparently enough for
him. He looked back over his shoulder at Jinkouraimon and nodded slightly.
The digimon silently lowered its arms and assumed a more relaxed posture.
"Well let's see," the boy continued. "I'm not entirely certain about
everything that's been going on. I know that Akumamon merged the two worlds
in some way, and put everybody to sleep so they'd be happy. And we're
pretty sure he's gone into the internet. Um, for some reason." He glanced
skywards, thinking over recent events to see if he'd forgotten anything.
"That's about all I know for sure. But Makoto said to defend the tower. So
we are," he finished brightly. "I just wish I knew what was going on down
there with Akaru and Katai..."

***

Urei meerly smiled at Takashima and Reikou. He remembered when Reikou used his powers in their fight. He remembered when Takashima marked him. And to think they didn't want Urei to interfere in their plans. It was time for a little revenge. He held out his Digivice and his new key, and Yagarumon reverted to Ikarimon. This was going to be interesting. The boy slowly moved the key towards the hole in his Digivice, and when he got it there, he turned the key slightly..... nothing. Urei stared at it blankly for a few seconds, and then he remembered, these things are usually voice-activated...
"Ikarimon, digivolve!"
With that, light poured from Urei's digivice, showering both him and Ikarimon.
"Ikarimon, lock digivolve to..."
At first, Ikarimon just became Onnenmon. Light swirled around his robes for a few seconds, and then it disappeared, coloring them black. Leather replaced the soft cloth of his robes. Then the creature howled as a wolf-mask appeared over his face and the ram horns growing from behind his ears merged into one straight horn shooting from the top of his head. The staff he was carrying was replaced with a crescent-shaped blade.  The beast played a simple melody on a dagger-shaped fluted before revealing his identity.
"...Sinakumon"
So this is a Supreme digimon? Things will be very interesting indeed..

***

The firedigimon sniffed the air again..no it wasn't a battle now he smelt could it possiable be an upcoming fight. The sent of the digimon lingered by his nose with another low growl.. 

"Kitsunemon.." that was the name of his future opponet he couldn't explain but he could just feel it. 

The fourteen year old paused abruptly turning her head towards her smaller compaion. 

"What did you say?" 

The rookie snapped out of his trance and gave her smile. 

"Nothing nevermind.." 

"Right..ok Makoto were heading in.." 

Then without thinking of consquences of going in first she raced into the tower her digimon following behind. 

***

Takashima shook his head, locks of hair gliding back and forth across his 
mask. "And thus your ultimate betrayal has been proven. A supreme digimon's 
power is no different than that of a mega digimon. I say it again. You will 
all fall unless you cease resistance. Go back to sleep, and have happy 
dreams, all of you. Why do you fight to prolong the pain and suffering of 
the people of this world? Every single sleeper is happy. Do you want to end 
that happiness? You are the ones who are evil, not us. We fight for a future 
where humans are protected from their own stupidity. You will not stop us. 
You will fall."

Cordimon extended his right hand, opening it. A lance of dark purple energy 
formed between his fingers. Closing his hand upon it, he pointed it 
diagonally downwards.

***

Greed turned around from looking at Sen and gazed in front of him. "Ah, 
Generosity...heh" he chuckled and looked over at Sen with a questioning gaze 
"Do I make them that uncomfortable? I can feel the tension floating in the 
air. I am Ishou, and you'd do well to not forget that." he said.

***

The boy sat motionless for a few moments only being comforted by the embrace 
ok the angelic body. "I..I am..."
"You are you." Tornamon said glancing up at the boy.
"But what does that really mean anymore?"

***

"No, it's not that. It's just... well, we've got more important things to 
do, and I'd like to get them done, that's all." Makoto tried to explain, 
attempting to sound respectful.

He turned as Kokoro left, and called out to her. "Kokoro, wait!" He sighed 
as she disappeared into the building down the access hatch, seeming to not 
have heard him. He turned back to Greed and Sen. "Looks like I should leave 
you two alone after all... I made a pact to look out for her. Well, if you 
need me, you'll know where to find me." He gave them his respects with a nod 
of his head, and turned to leave. Soon he was down the access hatch catching 
up with Kokoro. "Wait up, Kokoro! I didn't say which way the gate is. Follow 
me."

He lead her back the way he had came to the computer room. "It's in here..." 
he paused, noticing Rai and someone else in the room. "Hey, Rai! Good to see 
you!" He made a small wave to the other digidestined he didn't recognise. 
"Um... hey there!" He stopped for a moment as the silence filled in, looking 
between Rai and the unknown digidestined. He wasn't sure if he had walked in 
on a conversation or a fight, not wanting to introduce Kokoro just yet. "So, 
what's going on here?" he questioned, looking over at the stranger and his 
digimon. "My name is Tasukeru Makoto. Who are you?"

***

Greed looked after and shook his head "Baka..." he whispered softly before 
turning to Sen again. "You look different my dear...I see." he said nodding 
in realization. "You've lost your dark spore again, it's just as well I 
suppose. The end draws near doesn't it?" he asked looking out over the 
city. "Tell me something, are you as tired of it all as I am growing? The 
constant struggle I mean. Do you ever just wish that you and I could...mm 
well nevermind it's a stupid thought." he said. "So, What's next on our 
agenda?"

***

Akaru turned around and gazed at Zorui, his expression flickering. "You're wrong...." he stuttered, his face contorting. "I.. shouldn't... attack.. my friends!" he managed, his face still shifting between varying expressions. 

"Come on Akaru, fight it!" boomed Turtamon, as he still stood in Katai and Ciclemon's way. 

***

"Should it mean anything?" Kokuei whispered, his voice soft as enchantment. Still the boy held onto the other in that almost possessive and aggressive way, the staff tight against Ishou's chest. A long and broad feather brushed against Ishou's cheek, and giggling airily, Kokuei nuzzled at the opposite one.
"Our goals have changed, my Chosen. It is about survival now. You and I, must not vanish into nothingness and obscurity. As Tornamon says, you are you."

***

IcePheonixmon stood above the others, looking down at them and waiting. Hotarubi looked up at her supreme digimon with worry. IcePheonixmon gave the girl a nod of assurance, and Hotarubi turned back to Reikou, waiting for his response.

***

Shiyume decided that he might as well comply. Did they
know they were his enemy? No matter.
"My name is Shiyume. This is Tsuryumon. He doesn't
talk much..much obliged."
His deep lavender eyes showed friendliness. Whether
that look in his eyes was feighned or not, he wasnt
quite sure. These people seemed nice enough. But was
it because they didn't know who he was? Did they think
he was a light chosen? Probably. If they knew, they
would have attacked. Or maybe they were tricking him.
Damn them. What the hell was going on here? He started
to feel a bit uneasy about the situation..

***

Reikou smiled. "Yes, I thought that would be your reaction, Urei. Unlike 
these pacifistic whelps, you never back down from a fight. So predictable. 
Bahamumon." Bahamumon quickly stepped up, taking his place alongside 
Cordimon. "You cannot hope to win. Three supremes, two of which have been 
until recently been trapped in their shells. But still, all of you are 
trapped in a shell, a shell of your own ignorance. You are blind to the 
bigger picture. Akumamon wishes dominion over the world, not destruction. 
He will bring an end to all of this unnecesary violence." Reikou sighed. 
"But you are all blind to that, hiding in your shells, unwilling to see the 
truth, to consider the possibility that perhaps everything for which you 
have fought has been wrong from the start. No, nothing we say will ever 
convince you otherwise. Therefore we have no choice but to fight. Although 
I do not wish harm to come to you, there is nothing to discuss, no 
alternative." Reikou shifted his vision to his partner. "Bahamumon! 
Attack!"

Without hessitation Bahamumon lunged forward, slamming his massive fists 
into Sinakumon's neck, sending the digimon stumbling back. "You will not 
interfere!!!" He reared back, extending his body and legs to their full 
height. "Grand temblor!!!" He shouted as he rockected forwards, unleashing 
a fury of gravitational energy directly towards the spot where Sinakumon had 
landed.

Reikou smiled with contentment. Yes, they would pay the price for their 
ignorance. Before they could react, Reikou dissapeared into the underbrush, 
staying hidden, he planned his attack carefully. But who would it be, the 
angel of life? No, Reikou had far too much respect for her. She had been 
the only one even attempted to understand Akumamon. She had loved Shougo, 
and that love persisted even now. What of Hotarubi? Such a pacifist. 
Again, no. In truth, he did not want to hurt any of them, merely to drive 
them away, to keep them out of the picture. How he could accomplish such a 
feat without bringing bodily harm to those whose minds were so blinded by 
their own preconceptions would be quite quite the inetersting taks indeed.


***

IcePheonixmon protectively picked up Hotarubi, shielding her from the attack.
"I can't fight...I don't want to fight...this isn't the place or the time for 
fighting. No one listens," she said. "They think Akumamon will save the 
world and universe by this merging. They think they're right as much as I 
do, and there's not way I can convince them otherwise."
"Hotarubi, you cannot give up," replied IcePheonixmon.
"But, Reikou...he says I'm blind...he says I cnanot see what Akumamon plans, 
but I do. I see what he's coming from, but then there's the other side of 
things. He just won't see them, and I don't know how to convince him or show 
him without the whole universe just collapsing before his eyes." She sat on 
IcePheonixmon's hand and hugged her knees. "But, that's just wrong and 
mean." She looked around for a moment. "Primary village is gone now because 
of this merging. It just seems like everything would be destroyed, and 
that's not what I want." She laid her head done on her arms. "I don't want 
any of this fighting. I just wish we could all talk without any of this and 
just listen to each other. I can understand why they think Akumamon would 
save the world. He is capable of it, but merging the real and Digital World 
won't do it. And fighting over this isn't going to solve any problems. 
That's not how problems are solved - that's what I learned from history. The 
only way things got done was over peace talks. Yes, there were wars, but in 
the end, it was a treaty that resolved it. Right?" She looked around again, 
realizing she had been rambling to herself aloud.

***

Makoto cocked an eye at Shiyume, trying to judge whether he was friend or 
foe. He stepped out in front of both Rai and Kokoro, his main concern being 
Shiyume at the moment until he determined what his stance was. "Nice to meet 
you both." He looked friendly enough, but was that just because he was 
trying to trick him? No, he decided he shouldn't judge him yet if he did end 
up being a Light Digi-destined after all, he shouldn't be too cynical. "I'm 
going to go protect the gate." his digimon suddenly whispered to him so he 
wouldn't interupt, and jumped off his shoulder and clambered up the upright 
desk in the ruined room to sit on the monitor. From there where he got a 
better view of the room, he looked down on Shiyume and Tsuryumon, trying to 
judge for himself.

"So... are you a Light Digi-destined, or a Dark Digidestined? Hmm. No, I 
mean, are you working against Akumamon, or for him?" He felt he should warn 
the boy firsthand that he would protect the gate and stop Akumamon at all 
costs, but he decided it would be best to keep his and his friend's 
alliences to themselves until they learned the truth. So, Makoto let it 
remain silent as he waited tensely for the answer.

***

"Humph..."
Urei looked towards the Sinakumon-shaped crater in the ground, smoke still billowing from it. Several seconds of silence followed, until it was broken by a haunting melody emanating from the hole. Sinakumon rose from the crater as a Phoenix rising from the ashes, and slowly levitated in front of the hole, planting his feet into the ground softly, all the while continuing his melody. Urei smiled, and then looked up to Hotarubi.
"There will always be fighting, Hotarubi. As long as people belive what they believe, the world will always be this way. Think of the many major wars in history. They all began with someone's beliefs conflicting with someone else's, and things will be this way until the end of time. Even Einstein, who you share your beliefs with, had a hand in the development of the Atomic Bomb. You may be the Child of Peace, but you have to learn to deal with human nature in order to be considered a true pacifist."
Urei then returned his attention to Sinakumon, who was driping blood from the top of his head. It ran down the front of his mask, almost like he was crying crimson.
"Sinakumon... show us what you can do."
The wolf-beast lowered the flute from his mouth and returned it to it's sheath. From behind his back he revealed his weapon, his Crescent Blade. Sinakumon made a quick motion with the fingers on the handle, causing the weapon to "open".
He drew the blade back, gathering a velvet energy.
"Crescent Wave!"
With a deep howl he slashed at the air twice, sending waves of energy hurtling toward Bahamumon. Sinakumon quickly returned to a fighting stance, ready for either Cordimon or Bahamumon to strike next.

***

The fire puppy could feel another growl enter his thought as the flame on his tail flickered widly. It wasn't the digimon he smelt but their was something heavy in the air and his nose was never wrong. Insectivly he not only moved to protect his trainer but the human boy who had been so kind and risked his life for them both. 

"Koinumon what is with?" the burnet fell to her knees wraping her arm around the data digimon's next comfortingly. 

This action did not heed his warning signs to the others before him. His fur was brustled tightly with his ears pinned back into place. His white teeth were flashed between growls as his repaltian like wings shook ferousily. Each body movement screamed you mess with them I'll take you down. 


***

Takashima's gem started glowing as he rose into the air to increase his 
mobility, just in case he was targeted by an attack. Cordimon twirled his 
lance, then flew up into the air with a great burst of speed. Focusing, the 
lights that had been visible through the eye slits of his mask vanished for 
a fraction of a second, and a transparent dark tower-like shape seemed to 
appear around Cordimon. Drawing energy from the shape, Cordimon brought his 
palms together, shaping several spheres of purple energy, flinging them 
towards IcePhoenixmon. Not pausing to see if he scored any 
hits, he suddenly darted sideways, the lance appearing once again in his 
right hand as the tower-like shape vanished.



***

IcePheonixmon turned away, letting her back take the entire force of the attack from Cordimon. Hotarubi looked to Urei.
"But Einstein never meant for it to be used a weapon I thought. All wars begin with fighting, but what do they end with?" she asked. "They don't end with people fighting. That's not how a war actually ends or resolves. Fighting comes, but to end it means to start with something peaceful and work from there."

***

"Survival..." the boy repeated softly "Is such a thing even worth the effort 
anymore? If what he told me is true, than the life I have bee ntrying to 
regain and protect has never been mine to lay claim to. If I am justan echo 
of one person's emotions and thoughts, how can there ever be a future for me 
to survive worth living to see? No family, no real life to return to, heh 
I'm justa mixture of bytes and data now." he said with a sigh "I cannot 
exist in this world."

***

The staff length was abruptly brought up, coming across Ishou's neck chokingly. The boy's head was tipped back with much discomfort and Kokuei's own face loomed over his. Eyes wide and glittering with an irate wildness, anger written clearly upon his masked feathers. The wings beat in accordance to his emotion, brushing up great gales of wind.
"Do you really think you have so little worth?" he hissed vehemently. "What does it matter if you are an echo? You have new goals now. You will build a new life, you will build a new family. You still have emotions and thoughts that are your own."

***

The boy gagged momentarally and stared up at Kokuei still in thought. He 
sighed inwardly and closed his eyes. "If everything I have ever known is a 
lie...I guess it does leave me open to a few new possibilities. Stupid 
Greed, why couldn't he have told me this sooner...saved me the pain." he 
said with another sigh "Very well then, you are correct I have many goals to 
be thankful to have accomplished and many fights won. There is no use to 
sit and fret over something this minuet"

***

Cordimon watched IcePhoenixmon cower, and stopped to hover in place. His 
whispery voice was emanating slight puzzlement. "You are not fighting, you 
are talking. Why?"

***

Katai nodded to Ciclemon, who nodded back. The ice digimon moved in front of 
Turtamon and shook his fist st the larger digimon.
"Take this," Ciclemon said as he kicked Turtamon.
He didn't kick him hard enough to do any damage, just enought to get his 
attention while Katai dashed and leaped around Turtamon's leg. Rolling onto 
his feet, the boy ran over to Zouri and Akaru.
"Akaru?! What's wrong with you?! Call off Turtamon now before he kills both 
me and Ciclemon!" Katai said. He studied Akaru for a second, then turned to 
Zouri. His fists tightened as he spoke. "You did this, didn't you? What have 
you done to him?"
Ciclemon backed away from Turtamon and put up his hands in defense. "Don't 
do anything we'll both regret, Turtamon. I was acting as a decoy."

***

Akaru's face returned to normal, as Katai rushed over to him. Akaru blinked for a few seconds before looking at Katai. "What happened?" he asked, a slight grin on his features. "I felt so weird, like I was sleeping or something!" he finished, as he noticed Turtamon still trying to obstruct Ciclemon. 

"Hey Turtamon! You don't need to step on him you know! He's on our side!" shouted Akaru. 

Turtamon stopped obstructing Ciclemon and moved towards Akaru. "I'm sorry Ciclemon! You too Katai!" he boomed. 

Akaru looked puzzled. "What IS going on?" he shouted, looking up at Turtamon with curiosity on his face. 

"That little weasel has had us on a merry dance by controlling you and trying to use you to get me to destroy Katai and Ciclemon!" Turtamon explained. 

Akaru whirled and glared at Zorui. "That's not very nice!" he spat, before looking up at Turtamon. 

"Think you can take him out of action, big guy?" he asked, his face grinning. 

"Gladly!" replied the Digimon as his massive hand descended quickly, trying to scoop up Zorui. 

***

Rai smiled and nodded to Makoto as he arrived with an unfamiliar brunette in
tow. "You're the new digidestined," he said to the girl, Kokoro. It seemed
more of a statement than a question. "I'm Rai," he added with a smile. He
seemed to think it was enough. A faint look of concern crept across his
face as Koinumon started growling. "That's a very angry digimon you have
there," he noted.


***

Zorui turned his aching head to look down at Akaru. His eyes flared as he shot another wave of thought into the boy's mind. He wouldn't allow him to break free, he couldn't!
He looked up slowly as Katai approached.
Zorui cocked his head to one side feigning interest, " Now what would make you think that I would have ANYTHING to do with your little friend's new behavior?" He glanced at Akaru and back at Katai ,"Maybe he's finally starting to see things clearly for a change?"
Behind him Konekomon stood on the ledge of the building; his eyes glued on the Tokyo Tower. His long fox-like tail puffed up and he let out a low, angry sound; somewhere between a growl and a mew.

***

Urei pointed towards Takashima and Reikou
"They're here to keep us out of Akumamon's way by any means neccesary. 
They're not here to talk peacefully, and until that's what they want to do, 
we're going to have to fight them. All of them. It's just the way things 
are."

***

Damn it! Makoto asked the worst possible question. In
any case, he couldn't risk a confrotation now. This
was war. And he would not lose.
"I'm with you, no need to worry."
Smiling, he said, "If I was against you, you would
have known by now."


***

"Because fighting isn't going to resolve anything," said Hotarubi to 
Cordimon. "That's what's I believe in, and I don't think a fight is going to 
solve this problem. It won't do any real good now - not until we talk - 
because fighting doesn't solve problems. I know that from experience." She 
looked at Urei. "Things can change, Urei. Look at yourself. You left 
Akumamon and the Greater Good. They can as well - there is always hope." 
She looked back at Cordimon. "I've learned that fighting won't solve 
problems. When my classmates used to make fun of me back in the United St
ates, a fight wasn't going to solve that problem. My brother used to shout 
at and threathen the boys who did, but that never worked. There are so many 
other ways to solve problems than through a fight, and I feel that those are 
best options for anyone. That's why I won't let IcePheonixmon fight you."

***

"That's a very angry digimon you have there," he noted. 

Kokoro could feet the heat raise to her face in embrassment. "Yea I don't know what's with him..Koinumon snap out of it.." 

Koinumon paied her no heed for now steal contracting on the familar before him. 

"I'm Hisakino Kokoro..It's nice to meet you" she stated plainly to Rai. 

"He smells wrong..."Koinumon growled keeping his eyes on Shiyume. 

"Koinumon!" Kokoro explained embrassed by her digimon's comment. 

"I'm so sorry.." she mummbled

***

"Saved you the pain?" Kokuei laughed, easing the staff upon Ishou's neck slightly. "It is precisely that reason as to why he did not tell you. He is a cruel creature, and he delights in your suffering. Don't let him win that way."
The Angel then left is hold upon Ishou. Standing over the youth, smiling down at him. "So, what shall we do now? There is a world of possibilities, and we have much to do."

***

The blast rushed towards Bahamumon. In a grand gesture, the dragon man 
digimon swung his arm aside, dissapating the attack into the surounding air. 
"Fool! You think you can stop me?! Look at yourself! Not only are you 
newly evolved, but just hatched as well?! You cannot hope to compare to my 
power!" With great speed, he lept into the air. Extending his large clawed 
foot, he brought it down towards the wolf digimon's head with the intention 
of crushing him into the ground.

***

After a few moments of consideration, Makoto nodded at Shiyume. Rai seemed 
to Trust him, but then again, wouldn't he have been told there was another 
new Light Digidestined coming? This was indeed war, so he had to stay on his 
toes.
"Okay then. I don't care if you're either a Light or Dark Digidestined, this 
is what is going to happen. You can stay around here as long as you don't 
try anything funny, okay? No fights."

He turned around to Rai and Kokoro as they introduced themselves. "Rai, 
Kokoro is also the new holder of the Crest of Loyalty. That means we don't 
need Teishi anymore to complete the circle. And hopefully, Kokoro, you'll be 
more true to your crest than Teishi was." He smiled and looked at Rai again. 
"That's not all! Guess what? I'm not sure how it happened, but Sen's a 
Light-Digidestined now! She's got a key and everything! I know it might 
sound weird, but I know we'll need her too when we go to stop Akumamon."

He turned to look out the window of the room, down towards the city below. 
"Okay, so here's what we do next. We wait for the others to get here after 
they've finished their fight down there, and then we all gather up here to 
connect to the internet. Nobody is going through that gate 'till we're all 
together, maybe except for Hitori and Hotarubi." He raised his digivice to 
his mouth. "Akaru? Katai? Hurry up with the battle down there. There's some 
people up here I want you guys to meet!"

***

Cordimon's eyes narrowed, but he remained hovering in place. "Certainly 
there can be peace. But only on our terms. You say you will not fight. Does 
that mean you won't even fight for your beliefs, to stop Akumamon, no matter 
how foolish those beliefs are? Akumamon wants peace. We want peace. That is 
why all resistance must end. These are the battles to end all battles."

Takashima frowned from his aerial vantage point, a gesture unseen behind his 
white mask. He shouted down. "Cordimon, do not hesitate. Strike them down 
while they persist in their cowardice."

Cordimon shook his head, a slow motion from right to left, then back to the 
right. "No. I will have an answer first. If they wish to embrace Akumamon's 
peace, they may leave now, unharmed. If they still refuse, they must be 
prepared to fight, for I will not hold back."


***

Hotarubi literally freaked.
"Fight for my beliefs," she whispered. "I can't accept what Akumamon has plans for, but...I can't fight. I couldn't ever commit harm to someone else - not after..."

*Flashback*
"Look, she has weird eyes," geered a boy as he pointed at a little girl. He then pulled at the corners of his eyes and stuck out his tongue. The girl's hair was almost jet black, and she had brown eyes. She was different from the rest of the group and regarded as weird or as an outsider. A small crowd had surrounded her and the other boy.
"Leave me alone," replied the girl. The boy poked at Hotarubi's face.
"You have such big cheeks - pufferfish," he said. Everyone laughed at his joke, but the girl just looked away, trying to hold back tears. "Oh, is she crying? You're such a crybaby, Hotarubi."
"I'm not a crybaby. I'm not a pufferfish, and I don't have weird eyes," said the girl.
"Have you ever looked at yourself in the mirror?" asked the boy. "Because you'll see it all there."
"I don't have weird eyes."
"Trust me - you do," replied the boy as he pushed past her, knocking her tray off the table. "Face the facts. You're weird." He pushed her a little. The girl pushed back.
"Leave me alone," she said.
"So, you want to fight? You think you can fight a boy? Fine then. When school's over."
*End of Flashback*

"...they hurt me..." she said as she brought a hand to her face. "I couldn't ever fight someone because it hurt me when they fought me. I don't like it because it's hurts more than it helps." She hugged her knees again and sat on IcePheonixmon's hand. "I can't fight...I can't do that. I don't want to hurt anyone."
"Hotarubi, you have to protect what you believe in."
"But not with violence. I can't do that. I'll hurt someone - just as they did."

***

Zorui ducked to get out of the way of Turtamon's giant hand, but as he did, he heard something fly over his head.
"What the..."
Konekomon had turned his attention away from the Tokyo Tower as soon as he had noticed his master's situation. With as much power as the little In-training kitten-digimon could gather, Konekomon lept over Zorui's head and latched his small pointy teeth into one of Turtamon's massive fingers.

***

Kokoro let out a sigh. "So were on waiting game duty?" 

Her brown drifted back to her tense digimon.

"Koinumon.."

Suddenly the fire digimon blinked and pulled himself free from his aggressive act. He slinked carefully over to his partner and rested in her lap be sure to keep his crimsion eyes upon the other boy.

The burnet gently stroked the top of his head.

"Makoto..this other one that held the crest, " she paused to think, "Teishi, I believe you said his name was..what excatlly happened that he lost postion of the crest?"

***

Attaching the digivice back to his belt, Makoto looked over at Kokoro and 
thought about her question. "Well, after you I was the newest digidestined, 
so I can only tell you what I know. Rai, you might be able to tell her more. 
You see, I only met him once, but it wasn't the most friendest introduction 
I've ever had. You see, it all started with a Dark Digidestined called 
Urei... like Sen and Greed he turned from Akumamon, but from what I know, 
unlike them he didn't align himself with us Light digi-destined. I don't 
know what crest he's supposed to have, but he started to fight for something 
called, 'the Greater Good' where he fought against both us and Akumamon, and 
in turn believing that the only way to stop us was to destroy anything and 
everything that got in his way."

He paused to look out the window, wondering what was taking Akaru and Katai 
so long. "Now Teishi, I don't know how, but he joined up with Urei and 
betrayed us. I happened to be there when we found out... anyway, I got the 
impression that Teishi believed that the true power of the crest of Loyalty 
came from being loyal only to his digimon partner, and from being loyal to 
Urei's cause. But you see, this guy told me..." He stopped, hesitating, and 
looked at Ungamon.

Ungamon nodded, his tail brushing over the cracked screen of the computer 
monitior. "Go on Makoto, tell them. They're your friends, I'm sure they will 
believe you." he reassured him, as if he understood the silent communication 
going on between him.

Makoto took a deep breath and sighed. "Okay. This is going to sound really 
crazy, if not insane, but... well, this digital god called Azulongmon came 
to me in a vision. He told me that the Crest of Loyalty had been removed 
from Teishi's possession because of the same reason I had always believed... 
that when Teishi turned on us, he turned from his true friends, and went 
against everything that the crest was meant for. So the crest was taken from 
him." He smiled at Kokoro. "And that's when he told me to come and get you 
because you have it now. To protect you until Kounimon was big enough to 
protect you himself. And since he is now, I guess my holy mission's over."

He bit his lip, realising he had just lied to himself. He still had to 
figure out the second thing he was told, and do it before the time came that 
he would need it the most...


***

Takashima gritted his teeth, eyes narrowing. "Those who are ruled by their 
pasts are never able to face the future. You refuse to fight. You refuse to 
leave. Tell me girl, do you want to die?"

Cordimon remained hovering, eyes narrow behind the eye-slits of his mask.

***

Sinakumon was caught off guard by Bahamumon's clawed foot, but he held back, and was able to push Bahamumon away. He was weak though, as he had just hatched. Sinakumon reverse evolved then, back into Ikarimon. 
"Well, that didn't work as well as I wanted it to..."
Urei picked up Ikarimon and held him close.
"Don't worry about it. You're alive and that's all that really matters."


***

The fourteen year old listened intenesly to Makoto's story..with learning the history of her crest Kokoro prayed she was worthy of honor.

"...So the crest was taken from him." He smiled at Kokoro. "And that's when he told me to come and get you because you have it now. To protect you until Kounimon was big enough to protect you himself. And since he is now, I guess my holy mission's over." 

The burnet slowly rose to her feet given her digimon enough time to move from her lap. She made her way non-chantuley to him and placed a quick kiss on his cheek. 

"Arigitio.." she smiled softly to him, "You actions earlier made me understand what Genai told me in my sleep..That there's more then one way to be hero. Thanks." 

Her soft smile was sincere she truly did admire and apperciate the younger boy. She moved from where she stood and peered out one of the Tower's windows. Without hesitination the fire digimon followed and carefully stood gaurd by her side.


***

Makoto blinked at Kokoro in total surprise, and laughed awkwardly as he 
blushed. "Woah, okay Kokoro, I appreciate that, but... uh, let's not get too 
affectionate here..." He scratched the back of his head and laughed slightly 
again, feeling embarrased in front of the others. "It was just, y'know, I 
was just... I, you know, doing what I was asked to do. Just... doing my job, 
that's all." managed to mumble out. He turned to see Ungamon giggling to 
himself at the whole scene, trying to restrain down fits of laughter as he 
held his hands of his mouth. "Knock it off!" the boy told him in a tired 
tone, but Ungamon couldn't take it anymore and laughed so hard that he 
rolled off the computer he was sitting on onto the desk below, and kept 
laughing.

Makoto sighed, and tried a vain attempt to change the subject by activating 
the communications link on his digivice while looking out again for Akaru 
and Katai. Almost in despiration, he yelled, "Hello? Akaru? Katai? Is 
anybody going to respond? What's happening out there that's taking you guys 
so long?!?"

***

Bahamumon landed on the ground with, kicking up a bit of dust as he hit the 
earth. Slowly, he raised his body up, locking his eyes on Urei and 
Ikarimon. "You have been defeated. You should quickly withdraw before any 
more harm comes to you. There would be no honor in crushing a lesser 
opponent." He paused for a moment. "...And knowing Takashima, he would be 
far more likely to finsish the job. Escape while you still take breath and 
do not interfere again." He turned about face, walking slowly in the other 
direction, back towards Takshima and Cordimon.

Reikou laughed quietly to himself, being careful not to betray his position 
below the thick foliage of the forest plants. He looked on, wondering what 
would come next. Would Cordimon lose all patience and drive his spear 
through his opponent. Reikou would be prepared for that. He had positioned 
himself so that if something did happen, he would be able to act quickly 
enough as to prevent any harm from coming to Hotarubi. Yes, he did believe 
that Akumamon was destined to become the ruler of the world. But, if it 
were possible to do so without loss of life, then so much the better.

As he found himself lost in thought, something occured to him that had 
somehow eluded his senses for quite some time. What had become of Hitori 
and Nakuramon...? He had no answer to such a question. And what of Gennai? 
We're they all still there, watching? Waiting? In any case, in his 
current position, even if they did attack, he would not be able to act in 
time. As such, he maintained his position. From this vantage point, he 
would watch events unfold as they saw fit.


***

Katai smiled at Akaru. "Nice to have you back to normal. Now let's find the 
others."
If Ciclemon could sweat, he would have. "No problem Turtamon. Just don't do 
that ever again. I don't know how much longer I could have avoided you," the 
digimon laughed.

***

"I don't know," replied Hotarubi, almost dumbfounded by Takashima's response. 
She absolutely knew she didn't want to fight, but she knew she didn't want 
to leave for stopping Akumamon was important to her. She couldn't do one 
without doing the other. A tear fell down her cheek. How could she be able 
to protect her beliefs without fighting in this situation? She wanted some 
other way than fighting, and she began to panic a little. She looked at 
Urei, but he was busy fighting Reikou. She looked at IcePheonixmon, but that 
wasn't any help. IcePheonixmon was just as confused as she was. She simply 
collapsed on IcePheonixmon's hand.
"I can't do this anymore. I can't fight, but I have to stay," she thought.

***

Katai turned from Akaru and saw Zouri dodge out of the way of Turtamon. 
Dashing forward, he tackled the boy and pinned him down.
"And now for you," he said. "What's the deal with you Dark Digi-destined? 
Always wanting to fight?"
He let the boy rise, and awaited his response.
Meanwhile, Ciclemon's laughter faded as he noticed Turtamon's dilemma.
"Do you need help?" he asked.

***

"I don't know much about Teishi. I joined the digidestined just before you,
Makoto," Rai noted. He thought about what Makoto had said for a moment.
After counting on his fingers, he turned to Shiyume.
"So. You're a dark digidestined. What's your crest?" he asked amiably.
The Keeper of Trust didn't seem at all hostile. After all, Shiyume had told
them he was on their side. But the fact remained - there were seven light
crests, and they already knew where they all were.
Jinkouraimon stood silently, humming and crackling slightly.

***

Without warning, Hitori stepping in front of Hotarubi, spreading her arms 
wide.
"Why don't you go and bully someone else! I have no idea what Akumamon sees 
in you Takashima, but your definitely not innocent! Can't you see that 
Hotarubi doesn't want to fight! Stop threatening her!" Hitori yelled, her 
eyes narrowed. "She's unarmed, would you strike her down? I'm unarmed, are 
you going to kill me to for your stupid cause! The only reason you want 
Akumamon to win is because you get to rule this world! No one deserves to 
have that position because everyone is born equal. We are supposed to be 
protecting both worlds, not destroying it! Look around you Takashima, look 
at the digital world! It's dying! It can't survive this merging! There is 
going to be nothing left, I don't even think the real world will survive. Do 
you think when Akumamon gets everything he wants, that he is going to be 
worrying about you? Stop being so blind Takashima! Your not going to get 
anything you want, because you, and everyone around you will be dead." 
Hitori said, staying in front of Hotarubi. "And I'm with Hotarubi! I'm not 
going to fight you. I don't see this as some fun game."
Nakuramon stepped up beside Hitori as she continued to speak. "Fighting is 
never going to make me happy. I can't watch anyone get hurt anymore! So do 
what you want! Strike us down! If you kill us, then you kill our digimon 
simultaneously. How can you live a life where you kill people over and over 
if they don't agree with your ideals."

~~*~~

Sen looked at Greed and slowly turned away.
"I don't have a dark seed anymore. I have made my choice. I am not going to 
follow Akumamon or this road of revenge that I have been following my entire 
life. I am going to help Hitori and the others so that things like the death 
of Kiramon will never happen again."

***

Takashima shook his head slowly, voice calm. "Ah, but death is such a 
preferable state for weak humans. In death, they are saved from their 
stupidity. I hold the crest of death, Hitori. Do not think that death is 
something that scares me. You say you are unarmed? Are digimon not able to 
fight then? I consider them more formidable weapons than any other. And I 
have not been 'threatening' this girl, as you so crudely put it. I have 
merely been pointing out to her the wise courses of action to avoid physical 
harm."

He shook his head, laughing. A pleasant tone that carried. "And you 
Nakuramon! You who have killed more than I could ever possibly hope to 
achieve! Hah! You should rather preach to your dear companion instead of to 
me, Hitori! Begone with you! Either you fight, or you leave. In the name of 
Akumamon's peace, leave now, and no harm will come to you. Return to your 
dreams. Be... Happy."

***

Hotarubi looked up at Hitori calmly. She was tired of listening to Takashima, and she stood up next to Hitori, gently putting Hitori's arms down.
"They don't hear what we say," she whispered to Hitori. "They don't listen to anyone but themselves and Akumamon, nor do they want to. I've told them facts, and they've ignored them more than once." She looked at Takashima. "But, sometimes, I guess we're going to have to fight. I don't want, but if we're going to get anywhere, then maybe, just maybe, we'll have to. We can't get through this peacefully because they don't listen to us." She paused. "As I've learned from you and the others, sometimes we have to fight to bring peace. In this situation, we have no other choice. Either he kills us, or we fight. We can't force reason into him because he won't listen, and we can't force him to listen to us. As he says, we have two choices. Fight or leave. I'm not about to leave. I'm not about to give up or give in to him. And if we stay, we have to fight because he's not going to listen to us." She looked into Hitori's eyes. "What do you say?"

***

"Kiramon..." Greed repeated and looked down slightly. "I do believe that no 
matter how much of an idiot I've been over the past couple of weeks...she's 
been my best friend." he said and walked up to Sen and looked down at the 
view from their high mount in the sky. "Very well then, if you say we help 
then we help. I shall follow you."

***

"But what can you and I do? Survival seems to be something out of my grasp 
so long as this conflict between good nad evil is eventually resolved." the 
boy said slowly standing to his feet. "I honestly don't know what we should 
be doing."

***

Takashima closed his eyes, shaking his head. "You are the ones who insist 
upon violence. You are the ones who refuse to see the wisdom of Akumamon's 
future. Leave, and you will live. Fight, and you will be vanquished. The 
choice is yours, and I will no longer try to make you see which is the wiser 
path. Urei has already learned this the hard way."

Takashima smiled beneath the mask, his voice amused. "And did not your 
friend Hitori just say that she completely agreed with you, that she would 
not fight me? Another human weakness. Indecision. You have no principles to 
hold true to! You jump from one opinion to another! Come then, Peace and 
Life! Show me what destruction you are capable off!"

***

Kokuei laughed, dancing away. Swinging the great staff with cross in wide 
arcs. Sprightly footed, the white robes flowed outward, seeming like a 
vibrant and vast flower coming in and out of bloom. The orange curls and 
ringlets of his hair was like a tumble of liquid flame.
"Does it really seem like the fool children will resolve this anytime 
soon?" he called out in an angelic, giggling voice. "It seems so hard to 
believe, one step forward and two steps back as it were." As if to 
demonstrate his statement, Kokuei performed a quick series of steps that 
entailed just that, one step forward and two steps back.
"There is still a battle raging on near us. However, I see that things 
are more in the favor of the Light this time. I propose that we visit 
Primary Village, and see what goes on there. Return to the Digital World. . ."
The Angel abruptly stopped before Ishou, sweeping the staff out to point 
intimately at the boy. The thick, rectangular top of the cross fixed just 
beneath Ishou's chin. The green eyes glittered and narrowed with something 
akin to anger and challenge.
"It is not too late for me to change my mind, Ishou. I may still renounce 
you, if you should persist in this self remorse. I cannot stand to see you 
like this, so indecisive. And I shall leave, if it allows me to keep the 
image of a stronger you from being tarnished."

***

Shiyume cursed Rai inside. How the hell did he know?!
No matter. Shiyume would get through this.
"My crest is envy. And if you don't mind my asking,
why arent you attacking me, knowing who I am?"
The child of envy was surprised. He had no intention
at all of asking that last part. He wondered if things
would change now..

***

The boy's eyes widened and he glared at Kokuei for a moment staring the boy, 
digimon, angel, and whatever else he may be, down. Then he reached out with 
his hand and threw his arm around Kokuei and pulled him close to him and 
kissed him on the lips before backing away. "Don't ever think me weak, I 
simply was taken aback by the situation. Very well then, we shall return to 
the digital world and see how it is faring in this.

***

Makoto turned from the window, nodding at Rai. "I see." He looked between 
him and Shiyume, trying to figure out what he had missed. Ungamon stopped 
laughing and regained his composture upon the computer monitor, overlooking 
everyone.

"I thought he might have been one, but I wasn't so sure. How did you know he 
is a Dark Digidestined, Rai?" he asked. He pondered what Shiyume's 
intentions were now - did he turn from Akumamon and want to help them out, 
or was he trying to decieve them? He wasn't sure, but he would be even more 
cautious of Shiyume now until he showed his true colors...

***

"So, I'm indecisive sometimes, but you, Takashima, refuse to see the 
consequences. You refuse to listen to anyone but yourself and Akumamon, and 
I don't see that as any better than me. You're just as flawed as I am," 
Hotarubi retorted. "You're so caught up in Akumamon's 'wisdom' that you 
don't see anything wrong with it. Akumamon's ideas are idealistic, and I 
agree that there are many problems in this world, but merging our world and 
the Digital World won't fix them. If you know anything about what happened 
during the last attempt, you would know what I mean right now. The worlds 
are set in a specific relationship to each other, and any changes to it make 
the universe unstable, but all of you fail to realize that because you don't 
listen. You can't hear us over what Akumamon's has told you. In fact, you 
won't listen to any of us. We have told you multiple times that this merging 
will destroy what we know as Earth and the Digital World. Do you really want 
that? No, you don't think that will happen, Takashima, because you don't 
listen. You automatically hear everything we say as wrong, and I can't chang
e that. Only you can." She looked up at IcePheonixmon and held out her 
digivice. Simply from the brief eye contact, IcePheonixmon nodded and 
de-digivolved down to Kinomon. Hotarubi held her digimon in her arms. 
"That's the problem here. You don't listen to us just because we're on the 
opposite side. Maybe you should try listening for once. Maybe you should 
try to realize that merging two worlds creates an instability that cannot 
easily be reversed and that will cause the whole universe to collapse - 
that's what former digi-destined discovered when this happened last time." 
She looked at Takashima calmly. "Akumamon's ideas for a perfect world sound 
absolutely wonderful considering the horrors of the world...but this isn't 
going to fix it. Just listen to us, and hear the facts for once. Listen to 
others."

***

Zorui sat up slowly, brushing himself off, his eyes fixed on Katai. 
"There's really no need to go knocking people down now is there?" He asked sounding a bit annoyed. The boy sighed and shook his head before he answered Katai's question. " Who said anything about always wanting to fight? I don't, in fact I'd prefer to aviod it if at all possible. Of course I'm only speaking for myself here, so the others may differ in opinion." The jolt from Katai's blow had caused his concentration to slip a bit. Zorui's form flickered from digital world, to real world, back to digital world where it stayed for the time being. " I go about my business and if you and your little friends happen to get in my way then so be it. That's just the way things work out and in that case a fight is inevitable."
Konekomon continued to dig his teeth into Turtamon's finger. As Ciclemon spoke, his eyes flashed in the iceman's direction warning him to keep his distance unless he too wanted to face the In-training digimon's wrath.

***

The Angel lost some of his rigidity at Ishou's abrupt actions. Smiling 
and running his fingers across the mask where the boy had kissed, blushing 
very faintly beneath it and uttering a whispering giggle. Slowly, Kokuei 
lifted his gaze to Ishou again.
"I can understand that. Forgive my callousness on the matter. But we 
must all deal with our renewed situations quickly. There truly is. . . no 
time in which to make haste on soliloquy or deep inner thought."
Kokuei approached Ishou, his great swanlike wings spreading out and 
stretching forward to engulf Ishou within their feathery masses. With a 
timid sigh, Kokuei rested his head and hands upon Ishou's chest, his wings 
surrounding them both.
"I shall pave the way for us." he whispered, closing his eyes and guiding 
the energies about them in order to create a portal, a door way to the 
Digital World. It was actually, easier than it should have been. Without 
a computer in the immediate area. Perhaps the waves from the Tower aided 
them, or that Akumamon's meddling within the worlds was obscuring things to 
such a means.


***

Rai frowned. He seemed a little confused by Shiyume's question. "You ...
said you were with us. Why would I attack you?"
As Makoto asked his question, Rai looked to him and cocked his head
slightly. "Greed told me there were fourteen crests," he replied. "Seven
light, seven dark. I've met everybody with light crests, except the new
Loyalty. Until you turned up with Kokoro I wasn't sure, but now all the
light crests are accounted for. So I just figured. Um. Except if Sen is a
light digidestined now... No, she still has a dark crest. I think. I don't
know," he finished, shrugging and spreading his arms helplessly. "But
anyway, he would have said if I was wrong. And also, he's on our side. So
what does it matter?"


***

Takashima shook his head. "I am well aware that merging the world is an 
action that would seem pointless and destructive. I confess I do not 
understand why master Akumamon has a desire to perform the merging, but he 
is so much more than you or I. His intellect goes beyond. He must see some 
reason for the merging that I do not. I put my trust in him. He is God."

Takashima brought up a hand, smoothing back a few locks of hair from the 
sleek white surface of his mask. "As to me being flawed... How very 
perceptive. My flesh is as pitifully human as yours, as is my mind. There 
are restrictions on humanity. However, the difference between you and me is 
that I seek to go beyond. I do not simply remain content with my flawed 
existence."

***

Sen looked towards Rai, nodding towards Greed before she did so. He was 
behind her all the way, that's all that matters.
"Yes Rai. I still have a dark crest. But that won't stop me from fighting 
for what I believe in. You digi-destined of light maybe extremely wimpy, but 
I guess you have some good traits that I can learn from." Sen smiled, 
turning from Rai and looking up at TitanDramon. His head bent forward down 
towards her touch. Stroking his metallic snout, she leaned her head against 
it.
"Akumamon is not longer in this world. He is on the internet and in order to 
get there, our digivices are almost useless. We need a special port to get 
there. I myself have never been there, so making such a port is going to be 
difficult. If only we had someone who had the knowledge to do so."
TitanDramon's eyes flashed crimson as she looked towards Rai and the others.
"No offence... The final battle is coming... I don't think that relying on 
your leader, Hitori is such a grand idea..." She whispered. "Akumamon and 
her have a past and she might hesitate in the final kill. Rescueing Shougo 
has little priority now. Saving this world is what we have to think about."

~~*~~

Hitori looked at Nakuramon and nodded her head to him. He was hesitant, but 
did as he was told. De-digivolving, his body shrunk past his rookie form to 
his in-training form of Chiisaimon. Hopping up into her arms, Hitori slowly 
turned, looking back in the direction of where Genai had been standing, but 
he was gone. She blinked for a moment and shook her head. Was Genai just a 
dream? or was he really alive again?
"Hotarubi-chan... Let them believe their beliefs... It's up to us not to 
loose hope in this time." She whispered and looked at Hotarubi, a smile on 
her face. "Let's go and find the others."

The first word was "dream"
From the middle of sleep
Which secretly accompanies
The darkness in my heart

The voice. Another voice. It was singing, but no longer was it the voice she 
had heard from the Siren. She looked up at the sky, and looked straight up 
at Tokyo that lingered there.

The second word was "wind"
Directing my journey
From God's arms,
Fanning wings

But something was different, up in the sky, she could see a light. Streaking 
across like a shooting star and slowly it disappeared.
"What's that?" Hitori muttered, looking back at Hotarubi for a moment.
"We should find our friends..."


***

The data digimon never turned his vision from the horzion line as his compaion turned gently to face the newly arrived Sen. 

"A port .." the burnet questioned,"I don't spouse it will be a simply as someone knowing a few programs here and there ne?" 

She turned her head to the side a momment giveing herself time to think. The light danced about her face causing her eyes to appear marron temperoly. 

"Anyone here fimilar with computer programs..I know I'm not. My mom tried to teach me a few programs here and there for web design purpouses but I just didn't have the patience.."


***

Sen looked at Kokoro with a sly look.
"I probably surpass you all at computer knowledge... But even this surpasses 
me. You can't just 'get on' the internet like you do with a computer. A 
special digital port needs to get there and knowing Akumamon, he has 
probably put a firewall up so we can't get there..."

***

"Seven crests of light and dark?" Makoto said in thought, and slowly nodded. 
"Oh, I see... oh, no, I'm not saying I don't trust him because he has a dark 
crest, I was just wondering how you figured out that he had one in the first 
place."

He turned as Sen came into the room, smirking at her 'wimpy' remark. "Thanks 
for the compliment." he said offhandedly, "But I'm glad you two could join 
us again." Then after listening to her for a moment as she brought them back 
to the grim reality they were facing, he sighed. "Looks like the digital 
port I opened on that computer over there only worked to give us a link back 
to the Digital World... you know what? I know this might sound stupid and 
completely irrelavant, but... I wish Genai were here. If there is anyone who 
would know how to get on the internet, it'd be him. But we can't expect any 
miracles because he's dead..." He thought for a moment more, until he came 
to a logical conclusion. "Sen's right. If she's the only one out of all of 
us with the most computer knowledge and even she can't figure out how to get 
us on the net, then that leaves us with two options. We can either go 
retrieve a digi-destined that has more computer knowledge than us, which I 
highly doubt, or we have to look elsewhere on the flipside of the coin. 
Since Akumamon put everyone to sleep, that leaves us little to choose out of 
the real world... but if it's possible that a digimon in the digital world 
knows how to do it, maybe we should go find it and ask it for it's help. 
It's just about the only choice we may have, unless I'm missing something 
here."

He sighed again, looking dramatically out the window. "I was wondering about 
that, too. I completely and utterly trust Hitori as a leader and as a 
friend, but you might be right Sen. If we want to end this all we have to 
destroy the viral form of Akumamon. And if that means we have to sacrifice 
Shougo as his human host at the same time... then so be it." It came back 
down to the same question that had been repeating itself over and over in 
the young boy's mind... should one life be sacrificed, to save them all?


***

Hotarubi didn't exactly want to give up on Takashima, but then again, he 
wasn't going to listen to her, and she figured he didn't want to.
"Good idea," said Hotarubi as she joined up with Hitori. She looked up at 
what Hitori had seen. "Strange...I don't know." She shrugged and took one 
last look at Takashima. She then looked at Hitori. "Where to?"

***

Kokoro could feel her blood boil. She knew she asked for a response but she hadn't expected the girl to be so down right arrogrant. She cluthed her hands tightly causing them to shift from white to red and back again. Slowly she could feel her infiantie temper begin to raise. She forced herself to give a deep breath and clear her my mind of all things but the issue at hands. Her frustion faded quickly as the concept of killing entered her mind. Akumamon had a human form? The girl rose a slender finger to her pouty lips in thought. This was one issue Gennai had failed to bring up. Was she willing to commit a sin most the world considered unforgiveable to ensure her family and friends saftey? Images twisted about in her head, she would die from them..all of them. But could she kill for them? The question waged war within her internally.

The burnet let out a sigh and shook her head.

"Look..I probally don't know the whole story behind why Akumamon's human and how he ties to.." she paused to collect her thoughts, "this Hitori. But if she's the leader she was put in that postion for a good reason and I don't think anyone should take her capablities lightly. You can't just have trust or faith in someone without believing they can do the right thing or the greater good in a given situation."

The fourteen year leaned carefully against the glass and hoped she hadn't insulted anyone with her quick comment.

The smell of a possiable future battle had long since faded by the memory was implanted into mind.

"Kitsunemon.." he breathed keeping his vision on the horzion.

***

Shiyume was surprised to see Sen enter. Would Sen know
who he was? And how could she go against father, who
gave her power? It was disgusting. But at the same
time, intriguing. These people...light
chosen...Shiyume had pictured them quite differently.
They all seemed to be good friends. And they trusted
him..without him needing to persuade them. It was a
trust and compassion he hadn't seen for a while. This
was his enemy? Confusion invaded his mind. Once again,
he found his own path questioned. Those compassionate
fools. They were like his old friends. Once Shiyume
could no longer swim though...they abandoned him.
Would they do the same now? Would these light chosen
just use Shiyume until he was no longer needed, to be
discarded like garbage?! Confusion was replaced by
anger. And envy.

The child of envy's arm began to tense up again. He
could feel himself losing the feeling. The feeling of
blood, of life in his right arm. The more he thought
about the true purpose of these children, the more it
tensed. The lavender hue in his eyes flashed to their
normal state. His arm began to tremor, and he had to
grab it to stop. His eyes were wide, his face
sweating, as envy and jealousy filled his mind. He
finally screamed out.
"You damn fools! Your friendship is nothing!
Friendship only makes you hurt in the end! People
always turn on you! I wont have it!" 
Shiyume turned torward the window, a mad glare in his
eyes. He ran into the window and leaped out it,
shattering the glass. Tsuryumon soon followed,
catching his partner in his mouth. He didn't have much
energy left, but he only had one chance. He activated
his attack, the shimmering spear. The cone of water
propelled him towards the ground safely, but his
energy was spent, and the attack dissipated, causing
the child and his rookie to fall the rest of the way.
Shiyume didn't move. He was in his normal form, his
cast cracked from breaking his fall. Tsunekomon was
asleep also, having spent everything it had.

***

"Let me explain." Makoto said to Kokoro, looking serious. "Akumamon was once 
a human being called Shougo. He was supposed to have died when he got shot 
sometime ago, but Sen's father implanted some kind of digital virus into him 
that took Shougo as it's host body, and turned him into the Akumamon he know 
today. I don't know anything futher than that Shougo and Hitori used to know 
each other in the past, but Sen might be able to tell you more..."

He was interrupted suddenly by Shiyume's sudden outburst, and turned to look 
at him in surprise. "Hey, that isn't completely true! Shiyume!" He ran to 
the window he broke through and looked down after him down the length of the 
tower.

Ungamon sighed from his postion across the room. "Looks like he wasn't on 
our side after all, huh?"

The wind outside whipped the hair against Makoto's face as he shook his head 
at the unmoving bodies below, observing them with a quick view of his 
binoculars. "He's not moving. No-one could have survived a fall like 
that..." He brought his digivice up and quickly spoke into it. "Katai, 
Akaru, if you guys can hear me there's something you should check on your 
way up. There's this new dark-digidestined called Shiyume that just jumped 
from the tower with his digimon. On your way up the tower, maybe you should 
check their bodies on the ground to see if they're dead or not. Thanks. 
Makoto out."

***

The burnet could feel the center point just above her nose begin to exceerte extreem pressure. Her blood was boiling again. 'Check out their bodies to see if they're dead or not?' Human life had become just mater of fact? Kokoro extending one of her middle fingers to point to exxert presure on outside to deadend the effect within. A dry chuckled proudced from her thought, a sure warning sign she was going to exploded if she didn't get out of their. 

"Forget it.." she hissed making her way from the glass and towards the exit. 

The data digimon turned from horzion and moved towards her side. 

"Were going to go check on him. Or does he's life means nothing as well?" she snorted her temper showing. 

Her brown eyes flashed dangerously the temeper buring deep with in them. 

"I'll be back..." 

Her and her partner raced down the stairs and out the enertance. As fast their feet could carry them they ended up were the boy and his digimon rested. She quickly removed her first aide kit from her backpack they were most likely going need it. 

"All right first things first..Koinumon we need to check their breathing and their pulses. You check his partner I'll worry about him." 

"Right!" the fire puppy obbidently followed her direction. 

Kokoro learned her ear to his mouth and placed her finger on his wrist gentle. She didn't want to titl up his head for fear he might have fractured his neck in the fail. 

Her brown eyes seemed to sigh a bit of realif as she recongized the sound of the breating and felt his pulse. 

"Baka.." she spat quietly at him, "human life is priceless..yours too? Don't you know that?" 

She sat up and proceeded to go through mentel notes about tending to his care. 

***

Takashima chuckled, hovering in the air. His voice had an amused tone as he 
spoke. "I am so pleased that you both realise the futility of fighting me. 
Now, please le..." He stopped talking abruptly, hearing the voice from 
overhead. Arching an eyebrow beneath the mask, he gazed upwards. "Now what 
is this... Another little nuisance?"

***

"Kokoro! Wait!" Makoto reasoned, moving to intercept her. "I didn't mean 
to..." But she was already gone. He hung his head and looked at the floor. 
This is what he had been debating himself over... one life over several. As 
much as he wanted to go see if Shiyume was okay, but he wanted so 
desperately to go ahead with the mission to stop Akumamon, to stop the 
hurting and fighting at the source and go tend to the wounded after it was 
all over. But he realised now... that Kokoro probably thought he was 
cold-hearted, just as Hotarubi did. He was trying to do his best to help 
everyone, but it wasn't enough. He had to help individuals, evil or not, and 
he had to start now.

"Kokoro," he spoke through his digivice, "I'm sorry that I sounded the way I 
did. I'm coming." He turned to the others. "You have to understand... I have 
to go too. I'll go and find out where Akaru and Katai are and bring them 
back. I'll return as soon as I can." He turned to his digital partner. 
"Ungamon? Let's go." Ungamon hesitated, looking at the others, then 
reluctantly jumped across to land on Makoto's shoulder. Together, the two of 
them moved down the fire exit since the elevator was out of order.

"Generosity..." he murmured, looking at his digivice in thought as he 
descended. "Baka... I don't deserve it."

Ungamon wrapped his tail around his trainer's neck to offer comfort. "Don't 
be so hard on yourself. I know you're just trying your best, look at how 
many lives you've saved today already. It's only been two days for us, for 
crying out loud! Give it some time and it will all work out, I promise."

There was a silence for a while, and then they reached the bottom floor. 
Makoto made a faint smile. "You... think so?" Ungamon nodded. "Yeah."

Dashing outside, they both stopped as they reached the group. While Makoto 
caught up with his breath, Ungamon called out to Kokoro and Kounimon. "Hey, 
are they going to be okay?"


***

As Kokoro examined the fallen boy and his partner a familar voice boomed from digivice. 

"Kokoro.."I'm sorry that I sounded the way I did. I'm coming." 

Though she could tell from his voice the boy was sincere her frustration still pounded at her brain. How could someone be so matter affect about a human life..especially when the boy had to be some around their age. 

"Come on Shiyume wake up.." she pulled her smelling salts from her bag and procceded to wave it back and forth between his and his digimon's nose. 

"Hey, are they going to be okay?" 

Kokoro looked up to bring monkey digimon into her line of vision, still contracting on try to wake them. 

"There alive and breathing..I tend to any injuries I could see but I don't know what kind of internel injuries he might have..and since we can't call albumance or can't carry him to hospotial and opperate the equipment were just going to have to hope and pray he wakes up with nothing wrong.." 

Kokoro's eyes sofftened a bit spoting Makoto hurt face, the tension slowly began to evoprate. 

"Look Makoto I'm sorry ..I snapped at you. But I can't say I'm sorry for what I said."


***

"Don't be. I know I seemed a little cold... so let's just start with that." 
Makoto finally said, getting his breath back. "It's just... well, look at it 
this way... I wanted to stop what was causing the damage before I picked up 
the broken pieces, you know? I called on Akaru and Katai like I did so they 
could do that because they were closer, while we dealt with trying to stop 
Akumamon. But I have to admit I was wrong... it's my job to pick up the 
broken pieces, too."

"That's good to hear... I mean, about Shiyume there." Ungamon said, 
examining the scene before him. "But I'd hate to be around when this guys 
comes to, after what he said..."

"We'll be around. I should go and find Akaru and Katai, but I'm not going to 
leave this guy alone with you Kokoro." Makoto decided, shaking his head at 
Ungamon's suggestion. "There's no telling what he'll do if he just jumped 
out of the tower spontaneously like that. Besides, we're a team now, and we 
have to look out for each other. I know it now... friends... no, people come 
before the mission." He smiled. "Now that I can say seriously, right?"

***

Katai was about to say something, but stopped himself. Zouri did have a 
point. "I see what you're saying," Katai nodded. "But not about the part 
where you fight when we get in your way. I believe you have to fight for 
what you believe in. Though discussing your differences may be the better 
choice, sometimes talking won't work. That's when you make a choice. You can 
either flee, or stand your ground."
Ciclemon laughed to himself. "Don't threaten me, little one. You'd be 
literally biting off more than you could chew. Kinda like now."

***

Greed removed his sungalsses and looked around "Remember when I was using 
the internet to travel between computers viat the internet? I have no idea 
how it was done but I do know I was data, the make up of my body was made 
out of bit's of data, I would assume whatever port we use has to have that 
effect."

***

Urei stared blanky into space for a moment before addressing Hitori and 
Hotarubi. 
"I don't think it would be a good idea if I went with you," he said softly, 
"it would probably just cause trouble."

***

"There's no telling what he'll do if he just jumped out of the tower spontaneously like that. Besides, we're a team now, and we have to look out for each other. I know it now... friends... no, people come before the mission." He smiled. "Now that I can say seriously, right?" 

Kokoro smiled and nodded in aggrement as she contiuned her efforts to wake the boy and his digimon. 

"I don't think he'll hurt us if he does wake up, I doubt he'll be in any condition to fight right off the bat. Besides after what he said maybe this is even a better reason for us to be down here and helping him." 

"Mabey..." replied Koinumon, "but if there is any trouble I can digivolve.." 

He stopped feeling the heat raise to his face in embrasment. "Well in theory anyway.."


***

"Chill out Kounimon, we don't even know if this guy's digimon can digivolve 
yet." Ungamon suggested. "But if there is trouble, you'ld better leave the 
digivolving part to me. No offense, but you're new and you haven't reached 
the Champion stage yet, whereas I have."

"We do need to be careful, but we should give the guy a chance. Maybe he 
just got confused or something." Makoto said, shrugging. "Anyway, after he 
comes to, we should go and find the others. I'm getting worried about 
them... they haven't come to the tower yet and they haven't been responding 
to through the digivices. We should go find them next and take them back to 
the tower where the others are waiting."


***

The fire puppy's ear dropped as his tail weavered sadly. 

"I know Ungamon..its just part of my pride I won't be strong enough to fight when need to. Not realy on you and Makoto having to protect us all the time. And..I won't retrun the favor a thousand times over" 

"We'll get our chance Koinumon, " explained his partner, "don't rush it. You were litteraly just born today so don't wear yourself out.. and your idea sounds like good plan Makoto let's just hope he will wake up soon.." 

The burnet turned her attention to fallen boy again. 

"Come on..you can do it.."


***

"I guess it's my turn turn to say I'm sorry." Ungamon admitted. "I was only 
telling the truth to plan ahead, not to sound so discouraging. I'm sure when 
the time comes, Koinumon, you will be able to go to the next stage and 
beyond! You did warp-digivolve after you hatched to the form you have now, 
so I wouldn't doubt to see great things from you in the future. I haven't 
even gone father than the Champion stage yet, and we both need to advance 
beyond that stage if we ever want to have even the slightest chance to help 
stop Akumamon. But these things take time... let things happen naturally and 
everything will be fine."

Makoto nodded. "Ungamon's right, Koinumon. Everyone has to start 
somewhere... you'll never know until it happens what kind of powerful 
digimon you'll be at the end of this." He looked down at Shiyume for a 
moment, thinking while he didn't wake up. "He could be in a coma... I was in 
one of those things once. They're nasty, it's caused by a blood clot in the 
brain and it can take a really long time for them to wake up. Damn, if it 
wasn't for Akumamon putting everyone to sleep, we could take his own Dark 
Digidestined kid here into a hospital to be treated... just another one of 
the reasons why we have to stop him."

***

Shiyume came to, but gave no indication. He could hear
Kokoro talking, and his head was swimming, there was
no telling what would happen if he let the girl know
he was awake. He coughed up some blood...damn it. He
had pushed Tsunekomon too far, and this was what he
had to show for it. When he heard Tsunekomon speak, he
was calmed a bit. His Digimon could handle things for
now.

The water cat limped over to Kokoro.
"Miss...please do not harm Shiyume."

***

"No appoglizesed were need Urgamon I know you were only looking out for my best intrest, " the pup replied, "but thanks to both of you." 

The burnet gasped as blood appeared on the boys lips but at least coughing singled he was in some state of awakening. 

"Damn it.." she hissed 

There was no doubt in her mind now that the boy had internel injuries of some sort. 

Kokoro's eye threatened to tear up on her as the water cat digimon let out it's pathetic plea. 

"Miss...please do not harm Shiyume." 

"I have no want or intention to hurt him..though I wouldn't mind giving him stupdity test for the little act. You two are lucky your not dead right now..." 

She took in another deep breath and wipped away the blood with a handkerchief. She could do nothing for what pain he brought to himself inside and the fourteen year old couldn't help but feel a little helpless in the sutiation. 

"Look Shiyume, I don't mean to add to insult to injury and I hope you can hear me well..but it was that jump would diffently win you the Drawin award. I mean I'm sure you have loved ones out there that would be devested with your loss...besides if you were to prevent yourself from going further in life how will you ever be able to achieve your highest dream..I know you have one everyone does.."

***

Hotarubi turned to Urei.
"Urei, you're one of us now," she said. "I mean - what trouble could your 
presence possibly create - except for hard feelings from the dark 
digi-destined, but that's always been around. The others shouldn't mind, 
right Hitori?" Hotarubi looked at Hitori.

***

Makoto and Ungamon nodded contently at Koinumon, then looked down again at 
Shiyume and his digimon as they awakened.

"She's right." Makoto spoke up. "We're not here to hurt Shiyume or you. 
You've hurt yourself quite enough. Don't let our differences decieve you - 
light or dark, we are still all digidestined and we're here to help you."

He looked between Kokoro and Tsunekomon to try and reason with them. "If you 
would allow us, we can help you and Shiyume to a place where you can rest 
for a while and recover your injuries from the fall..."

***

Rai thought about what Greed had said. "So, we need to be data. Or find
some way to turn into data. Well, our digimon are data already, and so is -
oh, uh, Hiro," he said, turning to Jinkouraimon as though he'd just
remembered something. "You can ... de ... digivolve, now."
The tall, electronic digimon shifted slightly, then glowed brightly and
shrank into the diminutive form of Hiraishinmon. "'At's better," he
muttered, stretching stiffly.
"So, anyway, yeah, the other Ishou is data, too." Rai continued. He
frowned, thinking to himself. It seemed to him that Makoto had mentioned
something important, in an offhanded way. What was it?... The boy took a
sharp breath as he remembered. 'We can't expect any miracles because he's
dead...'
"When did Genai die?" he asked aloud.

***

Tsunekomon's expression did not change. 
"Shiyume has no dreams...they are dead. Shiyume has no
friends. Shiyume is alone. Only father is his ally,"
the water cat said in his icy but calming tone.

***

The boy who would be digital sighed as he stared out over the landscape. 
They had entered the digital world. "It is quite beautiful here when things 
aren't thrown amis." he said glancing around. "Maybe if I can't survive in 
the real world...I could possibley stay allive in this one. To be quite 
honest I don't think I like the idea of simply dieing off. I still have 
things to contribute, my music, my unconditional love for all living 
creatures. I mean surely that has some value in this world." he rambled on 
as he gazed, seeing Primary villige off in thedistance.

***

Greed nodded in thought. "Sen would know about that than I...I do know my 
twin in any other state of mind would be willing to help. However, I'm 
afraid holoboy is in a bit of a depression fit. Just as well though, he 
won't be alive much longer anyway." he said with a slight chuckle. "Once 
this is all said and done, only the real Ishou can survive." he pointed out 
putting his Sungalsses back on.

***

Kokuei mumbled his agreement with some incoherent sound, before his eyes 
closed and he fell away. Falling to the ground in a flury of white feather 
and white robes. The wings tucking in about him as he lay.
A brilliance came over his form, and once faded, left Kokuei back in his 
wingless before state. Yet he slept on, peaceful and serene.

***

Makoto seemed doubtful at Tsunekomon's reply to Kokoro, deciding to remain 
optimistic. "At the very least then, his father must care about him. And we 
can be Shiyume's friends if he wants us to be... so please, will you let us 
help move him back to the tower so he can rest for a while? Staying out here 
on the sidewalk won't do you two any good."

Ungamon nodded in agreement with his partner, hoping he could relate digimon 
to digimon. "C'mon, Tsunekomon. We won't bite or anything, promise."

***

Kokoro could her invoice speak to her when the tiny digimon's reply came. 

'Dreams only die if you let them....' 

A smile etched its way on the face the burnet as Makoto response to the Shiyume's digimon echoed in her ears. 

"I would love the chance to have a new friend he just needs to let us and prove to are intentions are good.." 

Kokoro looked arround she didn't see any sheets around they could put under the boy leverage and carying him without that help was going to be a problem. 

"Koinumon, try not to stray to far but try to use that nose of yours to see if you can find some sheets we can use for leverage.." 

The fire pup nodded obbidently and began to sniff the air to start his search. 

"Ok Makoto, is there an eleveator we can use to get up where we were? If not we have two options, you and I can carry him up the steps on step at the time when we get the sheets..or and I have to ask Ugamon this because it probally tires him. If his champion form is strong enough do you think he would be able to climb or carry him up there safely by himself?"

***

Hitori looked back at Urei and shook her head.
"Please come with us Urei. It's only when we all come together and stop 
fighting and being frightened of each other will all of this stop." She 
said, motioning to the digital world around her that was falling apart. She 
cast a glance towards Takashima one last time and then back up to the sky 
where she had seen the light flash by as if it were a shooting star. She 
didn't expect to see it again, but it flickered across the sky again, flying 
now in the opposite direction in what it had been flying before. Besides 
them, that light was the only sign of life within the digital world.
"Perhaps we should seek that light out..." Hitori said to Hotarubi. "I 
wonder what it is..."


***

"I guess so," said Hotarubi as she held her digivice tightly. She looked down at Kinomon, and the little digimon nodded. Hotarubi held her digivice out. "Anyone want a ride?"
"Kinomon digivolve to Aichoumon! Aichoumon digivolve to Dovemon!" From a burst of light emerged the huge dove digimon. She spread her wings as she soared up into the air and then landed nearby Hotarubi. Hotarubi then quickly climbed aboard Dovemon. She looked at Urei and Hitori, patting the spot behind her.
"Come on - there's room for one more," she said.

***

Makoto shook his head. "I doubt we'ld find any sheets around here Kokoro, 
so... Ungamon? Are you up to it?"

The Rookie nodded, hopping down to the ground. "Don't you kids worry, leave 
the muscle to the monkey." Ungamon stepped up to Tsunekomon. "I don't mean 
to intrude, so if you have no problems with it, let me carry Shiyume up the 
tower so the other digidestined can take care of him until he's feeling 
better."

Makoto nodded. "And then we can go find Katai and Akaru."

***

Tsunekomon nodded. He knew what to do if Shiyume was
threatened. And these people didn't seem like they
wanted to kill him...yet. 
"Sou da. Please take good care of him."

***

"Okay then." Ungamon nodded, stepping back a few steps to allow space for 
the change that was about to happen. He expectantly looked up at his 
partner. "Makoto?"

Makoto nodded and held his digivice out. "Digivolve!"

Light poured out of the digivice and engulfed Ungamon, triggering his growth 
spurt. "Ungamon digivolve to... Gibbonmon!" The bigger Champion ape reached 
out with his long arms and gently picked up Shiyume as if he were a baby, 
slinging him over his shoulder. "Don't worry, I won't drop him. Makoto, are 
you coming?"

Makoto shook his head. "I'm going to find the others, 'cause I trust Shiyume 
will be okay with you. You can catch up with me where they are... you'll be 
able to see us from the top of the tower. I'll be okay."

Gibbonmon nodded and extended a open palm out to the others. "Okay, who's up 
for a ride then?"

***

Tsunekomon leaped onto Shiyume's body. 
"I could use the ride, my time in evolution has
drained my body..."

***

"Go ahead up Gibbonmon Koinumon and I will take the stairs." with that said the burnet turned to the eleven year old. 

"Be careful we'll join you if we can but I really think it best that I can keep an eye on Shiyume for awhile." 

With her words complete and her parnter recalled from his unsuccesful search the began their way up the tower back into the area the once were.


***

Meanwhile, Makoto sought out the group beyond the tower. He used the sensor 
readings on his digivice to guide him since he couldn't see them over the 
skyline from the tower anymore, and found the building they were on. As he 
took to the stairs, he thought about the danger he could be getting into. 
Should he use his ability now his partner wasn't around? He had to keep his 
ability a secret from everyone including his friends, as a means of a last 
resort. He decided it would be best to observe the scene first, just in 
case.

As he came to the rooftop level, he noticed first that a digimon that looked 
a lot like the in-training or baby form of Tenzurumon, was currently still 
biting a huge digimon's finger. He wasn't sure who the larger digimon was as 
he'd never seen him up close before, but the Mega looked a lot like a 
stronger form of Jettomon, so he assumed that along with Ciclemon that Akaru 
and Katai had the upper hand. Figuring the majority of the battle had 
finished and Zouri was still trying to fight without surrender, he vaulted 
himself up the last step and folded his arms.

"Hey, guys!" Makoto laughed, stepping forward to mark his arrival. "Here I 
was, thinking you two were actually in some kind of mortal danger because 
you wouldn't answer me. Is this really what was taking you guys so long?"

***

Sen grinned to herself as she leaned against TitanDramon, casting a glance 
at Greed.
"You know... THere is something about Shiyume I don't trust... He's one of 
the children that are still left in the dark. Because he arrived to be with 
Akumamon so late, he has no clue about the story behind him and the fact 
that I created him..." Sen smiled, looking fully up towards Greed. "But that 
means little to me now... The final battle is approaching, and he will have 
to choose his side soon."
Sen looked up towards the sky, looking at the reflection of the digital 
world there. She sighed, it looked as though it was dying and a part of her 
felt as though somehow it was her fault.

'Damn... If we don't stop Akumamon soon... We are all going to die...' Sen 
thought to herself. Without warning, something flashed across the sky. It 
looked like a shooting star and it immediately caught he attention.
"Hmmmm, that's interesting..." Sen pointed out, watching it flash in between 
the digital world and the real one. "Something else is alive and moving 
between worlds without a port..."

~~*~~

'I will end everyones pain... No longer will children or the people of this 
world cry. Only through silence, will the pain end. Everyone will become one 
through the destruction of both worlds. Everyone will become energy with no 
beginning and no end. And I... I will be the thread that is interweaved 
between everyone, holding them together in an endless circle. There will be 
no pain...'

~~*~~

Hitori also looked upwards, baffled by the fact that the streak of light was 
moving between both worlds.
"Come on guys..." She said to Urei and Hotarubi as light surrounded her 
digimon as he lock evolved to Nakuramon. Climbing onto his back, she 
motioned for Urei to join Hotarubi on her digimon so everyone could go 
together. Quickly Nakuramon leapt upwards away from Takashima and Reikou and 
flew upwards quickly towards the streak of light.

***

Kokoro placed her final step on the stairway and took in a hearty breath. They had manged to make their way up the stairs once more but to no surprise they were beaten by Gibbonmon. The burnet kneeled taking a seat beside the injuried boy in case he was in need of more of her help. Her parnter obbidently trotted over beside her and rested his head in her lap. 

'Shiyume ..' she thought to herself, 'someway, somehow I'm going to prove to you that dreams never die..' 

***

Ishou sighed as he looked around. It was primvary Villiage but quiet, and 
very still. As he gazed around however something caught his eye, it was a 
digiegg. "Hey I recognize this...." he said walking up and gently picking 
up the egg. "I've never seen you before...but I know who you are, I can 
sense you." he said with a smile "You're kiramon."

***

Konekomon shot the same death-glare at Makoto that he had given Ciclemon. They all laughed just because he was smaller, but there was nothing funny here. Turtamon had threated Zorui and he wouldn't let anyone get away with that, no matter how much bigger they were. 
Zorui too glared angrily at Makoto. The presence of all the Light Digidestined was starting to seriously get on his nerves not to mention the uneasy feeling that someone he knew, or at least SHOULD know, was very close by. Zorui was defeated and out numbered, but he couldn't just let them walk away. He had to think of something that would keep them busy even if it was just for a little bit longer!

***

Makoto stopped laughing, staring down Zouri with his own mean stare. "You 
want to fight me, Zouri? Well, you're out of luck, because that's not what 
I'm here for. I'm here to retrieve my friends and only to do that so we can 
stop your master from destroying both our worlds. I know your purpose is to 
try and stop us, but to do so means the end for all of us. So if you had 
some sense left, Zouri, you would see that all this fighting is worthless 
and only by all of us working together as one can we all live to fight 
another day." He looked at both Akaru, Turtamon, Katai and Ciclemon 
respectively. "Guys? Let's move out."

The star shooting through the sky distracted him, and he looked up to 
examine it for a moment as it streaked through the rip between the sky of 
the real world and the digital world.

"Tenjou... what on earth is that?"

***

Gibbonmon, although ages away, also noticed the star, but he had more of an 
idea what it could have been.

"My friends," he calmly announced in a serious tone, "I would have thought 
that whatever that star is could have been the very answer to our 
problems... but now I know it could also very well be the very source of 
them."

He pointed up to the star as he spoke slowly. "I don't believe Akumamon is 
on the internet anymore, for I believe he has already achieved his purpose 
of being there. I believe that object could be, now, Akumamon himself..."

***

The burnet head lifted as her brown eyes looked towards the horzion Gibbonmon indicated. 

"Kamisama..." 

'There's only two ways will know for sure what that thing. One we can wait here and see what it is, or one of us can go check it out." Koinumon stated simply rising his head a little of his partner's lap. 

***

Nakuramon rose higher into the air, trying desperately to keep up with the 
streak of light that flew quickly across the sky. Closer and closer they 
came, until finally Hitori thought they would crash into the reflection of 
the real world.
"Wait! Please!" Hitori cried, holding on tightly to Nakuramon's back. The 
streak itself seemed to slow at her cry and suddenly, Hitori was able to see 
what was in the sky. It was a dragon. A long white chinese dragon. Hitori's 
eyes widened as the dragon stopped, light flowing around it, and looked back 
at the child and her digimon.

"Who are you...?" Hitori asked.

Sonho Dramon...

The dragon floated closer, yet staying far enough to be at a cautious 
distance.

~~*~~

Sen looked up, and watched as the light stood still in the air. Shining 
brightly as if it were a star of hope.
"I don't know, Greed..." Sen replied. "This might just be the answer to our 
problems..."

***

"Wait." Gibbonmon paused, closing his eyes and sniffing the air. His sense 
of smell wasn't that great, but by using his other senses the digimon was 
begining to tell that the star in the sky wasn't the dark lord.

"It's not Akumamon." he spoke at last. "It's a digimon... but I have never 
sensed such a holy power before. I was wrong, and Sen must be right... this 
digimon that travels between the worlds without a port could be the answer 
to our problems..."

***

Reikou looked up as Hitori ascended skyward into the heavens. For a moment, 
he stared on, truly it would seem as if she were an angel. Lost in the 
moment, Reikou shook his head, quickly recovering his senses. "What the 
hell is going on here?" He stood up. Such sudden movement would no doubt 
give away his position, but at the moment, that seemed of somewhat lesser 
importance. "Bahamumon! To my side!" Reikou dashed out into the open, 
rushing past Hotarubi, uncaring about her for the moment. Leaping into the 
air, Reikou's feet left the ground, his body hanging in the air for mere 
moments before the giant man-dragons digimon burst through the foliage, 
sending debris flying about everywhere. Reikou landed skillfully on 
Bahamumon's back, quickly grappling his arms around his massive neck. 
"Bahamumon! Do not allow her to escape! Whatever is happening here, we 
must prevent her from interfering at such a critical juncture!" Bahamumon 
nodded and darted skyward.

The light above was brilliant, nearly blinding them as they ascended into 
the sky above. Bahamumon's face shown clearly in the light, his look was 
one of determination. However, as they drew closer, his expression faltered 
for a moment. "Huh?!" He continued forward. "Reikou. THere's something 
odd..."

"What are you talking about?! There's no time for idle talk, we have a goal 
to accomplish!"

"No, listen, can't you feel it? Something's not right here. It's not the 
master... It's something... I can't quite..."

"Whatever you're going on about, I can't feel it. What, or who is it?"

"It's just... Like a prescence... An energy... I've never felt this 
before..."

Reikou gritted his teeth. Just what was going on here, he thought. The 
last thing we need is something getting in the way now. "No matter, 
whatever this thing is, perhaps it will distract them long enough. All that 
matters is the matter at hand. Everything else is secondary."

Bahamumon nodded in agreement. "Right. So what should we do."

"Continue to persue her until we see cause to do otherwise. But be careful. 
I don't want to hurt her. If a person dies, they don't get reconfigured, 
remember that."

***

Hotarubi saw Reikou rush past her and watched him and Bahamumon soar into the 
air. She held onto her hat as she looked up at the skies, spotting Hitori 
and Nakuramon flying away. She looked at Urei.
"Well, are you coming?" she asked. "We have to get going." She patted the 
spot behind her on Dovemon's back. "We got to get up there to stay with 
Hitori. One thing I've learned is teamwork and that you've got to stick 
together."

***

"...this digimon that travels between the worlds without a port could be the
answer to our problems," Gibbonmon supposed.
"We don't know that," Hiraishinmon pointed out, frowning. "For all we
know this could be a new villain! I know how this works, just when you
think everything's wrapped up the real mastermind steps out from behind the
curtain."
"Sen knows what she's talking about," Rai chided quietly. "Besides, we
haven't wrapped anything up. And Akumamon is the mastermind."
"That remains to be seen. I still don't think he really knows what he's
doing," the metallic digimon griped. "But anyway, whether this new digimon
is related to the grand tuna sandwich or not, somebody has to get up there
and take a closer look. Do we have any fliers?" He looked around briefly,
his gaze resting on the titanic Titandramon. "...Oh yeah," he muttered
sheepishly.
Rai, too, looked round, but the digimon he sought was conspicuous by its
absense. "Huricomon?" he said to himself.

***

Takashima gazed calmly after the ones who had flown into the sky. He 
chuckled, and walked a few steps, stretching. "They are all getting so 
worked up... Even Reikou. Don't they know that master Akumamon is 
all-powerful?"

He sat down cross-legged, resting his chin in the palm of his right hand. 
Using his free hand, he removed the mask from his face and drew a deep 
breath. Then he gazed upwards. He smiled. "Soon, you will all sleep. And 
dream. Whether you want to or not. Even whomever is making that light... 
There is no opposing God."

***

Urei reluctantly climbed onto Dovemon's back, not because he was worried about how he would be recieved by the other children, but for various other reasons...
"Ummm, IKARIMON!! You can, uhh, sit in front of me..."
The canine cocked it's head slightly, then shook it's head as it followed Urei's command.


***

Koinumon followed the ape digimon's gesture. With a few long sniffs of air he could smell the power Gibbonmon was refering to.

"No..not even this Akumamon could use holy power to mask him. Especially in this heavy ammount. "

The flame's on Koinumon's tail crackled growing a bit from heated anticipation. Behind him, Kokoro could feel her mind sweel and wheel back as if another voice within struggled to take over. Her brown eyes galazed over and shiffted to their marron coloring. As she watched intently on the flames a name appeared.

"Sonho Dramon.." she stated flatly allowing the voice to echo in the room.

Then that was all, her body was not ready for this new found ability. The burnet swooned colopseing in a heap beside Shiyume.

"Kokoro!" the pup exalmied as worriedly began to lick at her face.


***

Greed glared at the sky "Well...if you say so my dear, but I don't trust 
anything coming from that place anymore." he said.

***

Hotarubi smiled at Urei as Dovemon took off into the air.
"Hitori!" she called. "Wait up!" Dovemon flew higher and higher, and Hotarubi held tightly onto her digimon's back. She looked down for just a moment and then look back up. "Hurry, we have to catch up!" And with that, Dovemon flew faster to catch up with Hitori and Nakuramon.

***

Makoto waited for the others to follow his lead, or for Zouri to make his 
reply. As he cautiously kept an ocasional eye on the Dark Digi-destined, he 
looked at the others. "C'mon you guys, hurry up! The others are all waiting 
for you guys back at the tower!"

***

Katai turned away from Zouri and nodded to Makoto. As he turned to say 
something to Ciclemon, the ice digimon de-digi-volved back to Freezimon.
"I'm running low on energy," he said flatly. "Too much longer and I'll be 
Cuemon again."
Katai nodded once more. "Can you get us to the top of the tower?"
"I can sure try," Freezimon said.
Katai hopped up to the giant digimon's shoulders and looked up at the tower, 
then back to Makoto. "Do you need a lift?"

***

Again Zorui shook his head as he watched Makoto. "You too assume that I want to fight you. I assure you, you assume wrong." The boy reached up over his head and grabbed hold of Konokomon.
" It seems to me that you are making quite a few assumptions actually." Konekomon looked down at his master and reluctantly released his hold on Turtamon's finger.
"How do you KNOW that Father's actions will destroy both the real and digital worlds? For you, it's a safe assumption. You KNOW that Father is 'evil' and you KNOW that evil will destroy everything and anything for it's own gain and sick pleasures." Zorui cradled Konekomon in his arms, again stroking the top of the small digimon's head. 
"Maybe you don't know as much as you think."
The boy stood silently for a moment and Konekomon's fox-tail softly whipped against his arm. Zorui looked back up at Makoto and Katai and this time let let out a soft laugh.
"Heh, really I don't know what will happen either," He walked a few steps closer to the other boys, " but one thing that I'm sure of is that Akumamon knows more than you or I will EVER know. I'd rather place my trust in someone like him than in your premature assumptions."

***

Makoto shook his head at Zouri in disappointment and folded his arms. "You 
might be right there. Maybe I don't know as much as I should, but what I do 
know now is the right thing to do by what I already know. And you, yourself, 
are assuming how little I know of Akumamon's intentions. How do you know 
that Akumamon knows so much? What if what he thinks he's doing is right ends 
up killing us all? I would know better than to place my trust in a evil 
demon lord who held Hitori as bait and forced Nakuramon against his own will 
to open up the rift. Oh, and creating the crests of darkness." He smiled for 
a moment at Katai's nod, then looked back at Zouri.

"Besides, he's messing around with the natural order of the worlds.
What's that saying? ...That's right. Play with fire, and you'll end up 
getting burned, except this time Akumamon's meddling will threaten all of 
us! I don't need to assume that the merging of the worlds will mean the end 
of both, because judging by what happened six years ago when the same thing 
happened, it almost did! Akumamon cannot afford to take that risk again, 
because both of these worlds belong to all of us Zouri, not him, and it's 
not up to him to make that choice alone. If he thinks he can bully us around 
to get what he wants with his god-like powers of darkness, then he's wrong."

He stepped backward closer to Katai and Freezimon. "So I won't let fate 
decide what happens to us, or Akumamon... I choose to take my life in my own 
hands, and those of my friends. And if you don't choose to listen to my 
'premature' assumptions to save your own... then don't say I didn't warn 
you. Again."

He looked up at Katai and smiled, nodding curtly. "Yeah, thanks. I was 
waiting on Gibbonmon, but we might need to get back faster than he can get 
here. I don't want to be a burden, but if you can handle taking me along for 
the ride, then let's get out of here."

***

Greed-sama...
Greed-sama...
Greed-sama...

"Greed-sama..." A tiny high pitched voice whispered suddenly as the blue 
digi-egg in Ishou's hang split directly around the middle. After a few 
moments it shattered into millions of fragments of data, leaving nothing but 
a blue and white ball of fluff in the boy's hand. She looked up at him with 
large glossy black eyes and repeated "Greed-sama..."

***

Ishou's eyes widened "Gah! It hatched....it must because Greed and I are so 
closely related...I'm not him though I'm afraid." the boy said looking down 
at the tiny digimon then to Kokuei and back again and laughed slightly 
"You're a kawaii little digimon in this form."

***

Kokuei merely stood there in the background, a faint smile upon his 
lips. Dumbly, he nodded to Ishou, then turned his focus away from the boy 
much as the other did him. Gazing about the Primary Village solemnly.
Deftly, he moved across the patchwork ground. Smiling beneath his mask as 
he came to a certain spot. A spot that appeared no different from the 
others, yet must have been special to him. If his dancing green eyes were 
any indication.
The youth fell gracefully to his knees and then to his stomach. Laying 
slightly curled upon the ground, rubbing his cheek against pink and blue 
coloured grass. Closing his eyes and abruptly falling asleep a second time.

***

The burnet let out a groan feeling the constant licking at her face.

"My head..."

Catiously she set up and leanded lightly against one of the walls of the tower.

"What happened?" Koinumon questioned with conceren.

"I don't know all of suddent I saw this name written in the flames of your tail then I got a huge headache and blacked out. To say the least it was really strange.."

***

"Just as long as you're okay." Gibbonmon nodded at Kokoro. "Which reminds 
me, Makoto's probably waiting for me with the group he's found by now. Just 
take it easy and rest Kokoro, I'll be right back. I've got to make sure he's 
okay." The Champion turned and without warning jumped out through the hole 
in the wall off the tower, but skillfully grabbed the steel girders below 
and used the descending speed to swing his way down to the building where he 
last saw his partner from the towerpoint.

***

At long last, Dovemon made her way up near Nakuramon and Hitori, and her 
eyes looked at Sonho Dramon.
"Now what?" she thought. She looked up at the image of the real world and 
then down at the Digital World. "We have to get moving, but...what do we do 
now with this dragon?"

~~*~~

Hitori looked back at Hotarubi, then back to Sonho Dramon.
"Sonho Dramon..." Hitori repeated, looking up at the holy digimon.

Yes...

"How are you alive? There is nothing left alive in the digital world..." 
Hitori asked. "...or so we've seen..."

I am not from the Digital World. Like how you still exist since you are from 
the real world...

"Then how do our digimon still exist?" Hitori asked.

They are connected to you... They will exist as long as you still exist. 
When a digimon has a chosen, they will remain in the world of the living...

"Where are you from?" Hitori questioned.

I am from the Internet... I travel between the worlds.

"From the internet...?" Hitori repeated.

Yes... But I have left that place recently since a poison has infected it.

The magnificent white dragon digimon moved closer to Hitori and Nakuramon as 
well as Hotarubi and Dovemon.
"That must be Akumamon..." Hitori said absent mindedly. "I know this might 
sound like alot to ask... But can you get us to the internet..."

Yes, it is possible. I will open the gates to you, since you are the chosen 
children brought to this world to save it.

Hitori took hold of her digivice and brought it to her lips and spoke:
"Guys... We're going to the internet. It's time to end this... Now."

~~*~~

Sen heard the voice in her digivice and immediately looked to Greed, a smile 
on her face. "The end is near."

~~*~~

Purrmon looked up at Ishou, as her little figure was surrounded by a light 
blue aura.
"Greed-sama..." She repeated again as her figure began to rise up from 
Ishou's hold into the air. SUddenly, she disappeared into fragments of data, 
appearing several feet above Greed, her figure continueing to glow.
"Greed-sama!!!"

***

Greed blinked as a bright light shown brightly above them and looked up 
hearing the high pitched voice. He squinted through his sungalsses to look 
at the glowing figure. "Ki...Kira!?!?" he asked in disbelief.

***

Ishou blinked as the figure disappeared and sighed gently. "Well...at least 
I cna take some comfort in that. Without her, he mostly likely would fail." 
he said waolking over to Kokuei's now still figure gazing with a soft smile 
at the boy angel and sand dwon next to him stroking one of the elegant wings 
lightly and looked towards the heaven at earth looming above them. "How 
much longer is there for me?" he asked no one in particular staring at it.

***

Rai took a sharp breath and smiled, open-mouthed, at the glowing digimon. Behind him Hiraishinmon narrowed one eye. "Wait," he said, "We're going to the internet? Aren't we forgetting something? Rai, we still don't have your Key. If this is the big showdown, we're probably going to need it."
Rai closed his mouth and looked down, still smiling. "We already have it," he declared, before turning to face his partner. "I figured it out." 

~ Rai hung in the void as Genai's voice spoke to him. ...There is one who waits for you. -Hammer of faith/light of trust/Hiraishinmon- ... 

"Figured what out?" Hiraishinmon asked.
"Something was puzzling me. From before. About the train. Remember?" replied Rai, stepping slowly towards his digimon. 

~ Rai stood in the train as another Hiraishinmon was assaulted by a horde of RedVegiemon. "Grab the egg!" the metallic digimon shouted, "Take the egg and run!" 

"Um, yeah," answered Hiraishinmon, frowning. It had been just before Akumamon's dreaming. Just a few short hours, and yet it felt like months. But he remembered. "You said now was not the time. And we'd talk later."
"Well, I figured it out. And now is exactly the time, because we don't have much left," said Rai. He stopped walking right in front of his friend. Hiraishinmon looked into his calm eyes with apprehension, wishing he had some clue as to what his chosen child was about to do.


***

Makoto pulled his own digivice up to speak into after he heard Hitori. "Good 
to hear your voice, Hitori. We'll met you up at the towerpoint back in 
Tokyo, unless there's somewhere else you want us to be. I'm going back there 
now with Katai and Akaru - wait up for us, if there's a way that you've 
found to get into the internet I want to hear it."

"Someone's found a way into the internet?" came Gibbonmon's voice as he 
appeared over the edge of the roof top.

"Gibbonmon!" Makoto smiled, pocketing his dgivice once more. "Boy, am I glad 
to see you. How's Shiyume holding up?"

"He'll be okay." Gibbonmon assured. "I'm sorry I'm a little late, Kokoro 
fainted and I had to check if she would be okay."

Makoto blinked. "Really? We should get back to the tower. Katai?" He looked 
up at his friend on Freezimon. "It's okay, I'll ride with Gibbonmon. Thanks 
for the offer though, but your digimon should really save his strength for 
the battle ahead instead of carrying extra weight." He clambered up onto 
Gibbonmon's back and clutched onto his fur. "You and Akaru just try to catch 
up with us, okay? Onward!"

***

So that voice that echoed all through digivice right now was Hitori..and the ending was soon near. The burnet let out a soft sigh her and her partner had bearly just begun and already it was coming near closure. Were they ready? Koinumon had never gone any further then the rookie stage, could she loose him? Kokoro clutched tightly to her digivice on her side, no she could let her faith in herself weaver now. Far too many people were coutning on her.. 

The burnet turned her eyes back on Shiyume and is tiny digimon. If she had her partner succucced perhaps that could proove the dreams no matter how far off never die unless you let them. Slowly she pulled some cool water from her pack and placed it near Shiyume's lips. 

"Here drink some you probally need it.."


***

"Now?" asked Hotarubi. "Uh...how...what..." She stopped herself from asking a million questions.
"Hitori knows what she's doing," she thought to herself. "I trust her judgment, but...did it have to come now? True, we have to stop him, but how am I ever going to do this? Am I ready to fight Akumamon? Am I even ready to fight? Could there even be another way?"
"Hotarubi," whispered Dovemon.
"Huh?" asked Hotarubi.
"You okay?"
"Yeah..." replied Hotarubi slowly. "I think I'm ready now - I think..."

***

"I understand," Katai said as Makoto left with Gibbonmon.
Turning to Akaru, he gestured toward Turtamon and then toward Makoto.
"Hurry or else you'll be late," he smiled as Freezimon took off after 
Gibbonmon. Katai knew that Akaru would be right behind him, so he had no 
fears of leaving his friend on the roof.

***

"Rai, what exactly did you figure out? Are you sure this is -"
"Shin saw it right away," Rai interrupted Hiraishinmon's protests. "In the dream." 

~ Rai sat in his dreamworld, building, as his idealised big brother explained things to Hiraishinmon. "If you tell him firmly enough, he will believe you... You hold the key to his trust," Shin declared. 

"What - the dream? Akumamon's dream?" Hiraishinmon was thrown by Rai's sudden apparent change of track. "He told us how to get out. What does that have to do with anything?" 

~ Rai stood on Tokyo Tower, thinking of the Key of Trust. The screen of his digivice was blank aside from a single symbol - a tiny, seven-sided gear - and an indicating arrow. Pointing to Hiraishinmon. 

Now, again, Rai unclipped the digivice from his belt. He stared at it for a moment in contemplation. It simply sat in his hand, unremarkable. A lump of plastic. A child's toy. And yet, it always seemed to know what was needed of it. He raised his head to look at Hiraishinmon.
"Do you trust me?" he asked.
Hiraishinmon blinked, and took a step back.


***

Reikou's eyes shot open. "This is bad. Whatever that thing is, it's going 
to simply open the door for them. And despite what Takashima says, I know 
better than to see Akumamon as completely invulnerable. Very powerful, he 
may be, but not without the ability to be destroyed."

Bahamumon grinned, bearing his teeth. "Shall I destroy it?"

Reikou laughed. "No, no, just look at it. Whatever it is, I somehow doubt 
that we'd be able to survive an engagement. For all we know, it could be 
equally as powerful as the master. No, right now we have reached something 
of a stalemate. There is nothing that can be done now. But once it makes 
its move, believe me, we will act. By whatever means, we will follow them." 
Bahamumon nodded and drew up close, yet leaving plenty of room between the 
others. Reikou looked up. "We have not come to fight. At least not now."

***

The Internet...
Were they ready for this? A showdown with Akumamon was always something Urei 
and his partner wanted; Yagarumon, or maybe even Sinakumon, putting Akumamon 
in his place. Of course, they would have help this time. Hitori, Nakuramon, 
Hotarubi, IcePhoenixmon, all of the Digi-destined would be there, but would 
it be enough...?
"Urei..."
Ikarimon was looking up at him.
"Yes?"
"I...I...I can't wait to get my hands on Akumamon!!"
Urei couldn't help but smile. That was Ikarimon for him, always willing to 
fight, no matter the odds. But this time, the odds were on their side.

***

Sonho Dramon turned her face back towards the reflection of Tokyo in the 
sky. Her long wyrm-like body, turned around to face it and as she did, the 
sky parted, revealing a clearer and more distinct portal to Tokyo.

Follow me...

She flew forward into the portal to the real world and down towards Tokyo 
Tower. Hitori and Nakuramon cast a glance back towards Hotarubi and Urei and 
then nodded in reassurance as Nakuramon flew forward after Sonho Dramon into 
the real world.

~~*~~

Sen looked upwards as Sonho Dramon approached. Her eyes were wide as she 
watched the holy digimon approach the tower on which they stood.
"I've never seen such a digimon before..." Sen whispered as the dragon came 
to a floating position next to the landing of Tokyo tower. Hitori was soon 
to follow and within minutes, they were landed before Sen and TitanDramon.
"Sen..." Hitori said in surprise, looking at the giant Digimon sitting 
behind her.
"Hello Hitori... Looks like we're in this together. This is TitanDramon, 
Machine Dramon supreme form." Sen said, looking at the girl who had once 
been her enemy. "Let's just get one thing straight, I ain't going to take 
any orders from you..."
Sen paused and then continued: "Cause we're in this all together as equal 
partners."
Hitori's eyes brightened and immediately following, she smiled warmly. Sen 
walked forward, outstretching her hand suddenly to the Child of Life. 
"Partners?"
Hitori outstretched her hand as well and took Sen's in hers.
"No... Not Partners. Friends."

~~*~~

"Greed-sama!" Purrmon squeeked, floating down into his arms. She snuggled 
her face into his chest and repeated over and over his name as she began to 
purr as a cat would.


***

Greed hugged his digimon and closed his eyes as a smile crossed his face. 
"It's good to have you back my dear." he said looking at the little ball of 
fluff and walked forward to look at the others. "Hitori, I may have said 
some things to you in the past...well hateful and mean things to all of the 
light digidestined, I appologize." he said bowing his head to the girl 
"Gomen.." he repeated softly before standing up again and looking at Sen. 
"And from now on...please, call me Ishou." he said and looked at the little 
digimon in his hands. "Can you digivolve? We may need you."

***

Makoto and Gibbonmon lead the Katai and Akaru back to the tower, just at the 
same moment Sonho Dramon and the other digi-destined appeared from the 
portal above the tower.

"Wow, what is that?" Makoto gasped in awe at Sonho Dramon's illuminance as 
they paused while climbing the tower.

"I don't know," Gibbonmon admitted, "But she has the same glow as that star 
we saw in the sky... and she feels a lot like Azulongmon does. I bet she's 
here to help us." Gibbonmon continued his descent quickly up the tower, 
wanting to met this new entity.

They arrived on the landing platform at about the same time the others 
landed, and Makoto jumped off his partner to greet the others. "Friends we 
are, then!" he smiled, stepping forward closer. "Let us put our differences 
behind us, and unite as one to stop Akumamon one and for all. For everything 
that was, is, and will ever be, let us put an end to his evil now and 
forever."


***

Burnet looked up from trying to nuture her patient. So this was Hitori, she was charming looking girl. But her digimon compaion with her looked a fright. She shivered slightly hating to be on the recieving end of that digimon's furry. 

"Are you we planning to leave when everyone arrives..if so what are we going do with Shiyume..We can't just leave him here..but if we take him with us he could get hurt even worse..." 

The fire puppy nodded listing to his compaion but his eyes were else where. He was intent on the horzion.. they were all coming and he didn't need anyone to tell him that..he could feel it in his bones..


***

Hotarubi looked back at Urei, and without waiting for him to say anything, 
she looked ahead at the opening.
"Let's go," she said. Dovemon immediately flew after Sonho Dramon and caught 
up with Nakuramon and Hitori. By the Tokyo Towers, Dovemon hovered close by 
Nakuramon and Hitori. After taking off her hat and sunglasses Hotarubi 
looked at Sen and smiled. "Glad to see you here too." She saw Hitori take 
Sen's hand. "Yeah, we're friends, remember?" She looked around at the 
others and then at Sonho Dramon and then back at the others. "As a team, we 
can do this. As friends, no one can stop us."

***

Zorui watched the magnificent gathering at the Tokoyo Tower in awe. There was no doubt in his mind that a creature such as Sonho Dramon would mean trouble for Father. 
The boy adjusted the little digimon in his arms and found that Konekomon was fast asleep. Zorui smiled and patted the little fox's head. He turned cautiously to look at Akaru and Turtamon. With a slight nod in their direction Zorui turned again made his way quickly over to a small door at the far end of the roof. 
The boy flew down the steps of the bulding, sometimes missing a few. The stair case wound around, and around many times, but finally Zorui found the exit. He steadied himself for a moment until the dizzy feeling drifted away and then pushed through the double doors out into the the streets of Tokyo. 
He looked around frantically for a moment before finding what he was searching for. Zorui ran quickly over to a small food vendor's cart. The man behind the cart was sleeping peacefully on the ground. Zorui grabbed the first box that he saw and turned to leave, but then stopped. He stood in front of the cart for a moment thinking and then, with a sigh, turned around, reached in his pocket, and threw a small wad of bills on top of the sleeping man. 
Zorui placed the box into on of the larger pockets of his trenchcoat for safe keeping. Konekomon would be very hungry when he awoke and he needed to regain his strength as quickly as possible.
The boy looked up above him. He could still clearly see the wonderous form of Sonho Dramon. Zorui switched Konekomon to his other arm and ran towards the Tower's entrance. With a deep breath, the boy began the long climb up the stairs to the observation deck.


***

Rai and Hiraishinmon, meanwhile, were focussed utterly on each other. They stared into each others' eyes for a moment, oblivious to the arrival of Hitori's party, and Tsunekomon's pleas. "Well?" Rai prompted quietly. Hiraishinmon lowered his eyes, not out of shame but because he was turning his gaze inwards, giving the question some serious thought.
"You ... you're naive," the digimon began, and once he began he found the words started falling out of his mouth before he could stop them. "And gullible, and foolhardy, and everything about your outlook just aggravates me so much because the world's not a beautiful, wonderful safe place where ... everything's just going to turn out fine. Because we have to work for the things that we want. And I trust you," he added with dawning realisation. "I do trust you. I've trusted you since the day ... since before I hatched. For exactly the same reason." He paused, struggling to piece his feelings into a coherent sentence. Looking again into his partner's eyes, the Avatar of Trust continued, "The way you see things ... might not be the way things are ... but it's the way they should be."
And the light of trust shone from the digivice in Rai's hand. 

~ Rai sat in his father's study, cradling the creature that had just hatched in his arms. It looked up at him with big, blank eyes, and even though it looked entirely different he could see that this was the knight he had seen in his dream. He whispered to it, "Hiraishinmon..." 

"Close your eyes," Rai said to his friend. Hiraishinmon looked puzzled for a moment before steeling himself and clenching his eyes tightly shut. If he was going to go for this Trust thing, he reasoned, he may as well go all the way.
The Keeper of Trust held his digivice out towards his Avatar, and the light that had been a radiant glow grew into a blinding beam. Hiraishinmon squeezed his eyes tighter and gritted his teeth as a searing pain tore across the top of his head. 

We are caught in the fire
The point of no return
So we will walk through the fire
And let it burn 

Responding to the light from Rai's digivice, the image of a seven-spoked gear shone brightly on the flat top of his partner's helmet, before lifting slowly out into the air between them. As the light faded the gear slowly shrank. Rai reached out his other hand to catch it. "You can open your eyes now," he told his friend, "We're done."
"Ow," Hiraishinmon breathed. He reached up to feel his helmet, where the indentation of a seven-spoked gear could now clearly be seen. "Good job, Rai," he added.
Digivice in one hand, Key in the other, the Keeper of Trust smiled contentedly.


***

Sen looked to Hotarubi and smiled.
"I must apologize to you, Hotarubi. I've treated very badly in the time that 
we've known each other. When we get out of this, I would like to get to know 
you better." Sen said.

~~*~~

Hitori looked out over Tokyo through the light of Sonho Dramon. Besides her 
light, the city itself was completely dark. it was eerie, but Hitori was 
confident that it would be soon remedied.
"Akumamon is so strong..." Hitori whispered, Nakuramon picking up on her 
words. He approached her from behind, laying a large taloned claw on her 
shoulder.
"Do you have faith?" Nakuramon asked. Hitori turned her head and looked up 
at him, an unsure look on her face. "Hitori... My angel... Through these 
past months, you have shown nothing but courage, hope and understanding. 
There were times, when even I thought we wouldn't make it. But we all 
overcame those obstacles together. Because of my connection with you, I can 
feel how much you care for Shougo. Even though it's been 6 years, the light 
of love still burns within you. I believe in you, Hitori and I will fight 
for you, in any way I can."

Slowly, Nakuramon released his grip on Hitori's shoulder and knelt forward, 
and knelt before her. "My chosen."
Hitori's eyes widened as Nakuramon took her hand in his and kisses it 
gently.

~~*~~

Akaru looked around and then looked to Turtamon.
"Everyones going to Tokyo Tower... We should get up there soon or they might 
leave without us!" Akaru exclaimed, as he suddenly raced of Zorui, up the 
long stair case, leading to the observation deck. ALthough Turtamon was too 
large to take the stairs, he found alternative methods. Taking to the 
framework, he began to climb upwards along with Akaru to the landing, where 
Turtamon was greeted with the holy digimon Sonho Dramon.

Soon I will open the gates to the Internet... Although it itself has almost 
become a completely different dimension, swirling with darkness and energy. 
It is Akumamon's safe haven. I am honored that I could help you all in your 
quest, and I pray for your safe return. May my blessings go with you.

WIthout warning, a light shot out from her body. THis light, broke out into 
smaller streams of light that twirled and circled in the air for a short 
period of time, until each stream found it's landing place: On the digivice 
of each chosen there.
Hitori, Sen and Akaru's, once he reached the landing, eyes widened as the 
light hit their digivice's, not changing it's color, but giving a metallic 
look to it.

Good luck...

***

Hotarubi gave Sen a victory signal and a huge smile.
"Apology accepted," she started and then giggled a little "Strange things 
have happened to all of us, and well, let the past be the past. Don't dwell 
on what has happened - move forward. Anyway, like I said, I'll always be a 
friend," she said as the light from Sonho Dramon came towards her digivice. 
She looked down at her light blue digivice and moved it around to study the 
metallic shine of it. She breathed deeply to relax herself. She couldn't 
believe they had gotten this far, and now, it was time to end the adventure 
of a lifetime. What would happen afterwards - she didn't know or care. All 
the mattered was now.

***

Makoto gathered Ungamon in his arms as he shrunk back from Gibbonmon, 
looking slightly tired. "If I want to stay in my Champion form for the 
fight, I have to stay as Ungamon for now." he explained.

Makoto nodded silently, and turned to listen to the others. But there were 
so many things being talked about by his friends and so many things 
happening, it made his head swim. It must be a calm before the storm, the 
boy realised, before the final battle was to begin. This made him think 
about giving his final respects to his own partner before they departed, in 
fear that he might not ever see him again.

"Ungamon," Makoto said, "We haven't been together as partners for very long, 
but you and I have come a long way. No matter what I'll always fight by your 
side, even for this battle, because you're my friend."

"Don't talk like we're gonna lose, we'll never win with an attitude like 
that." the Rookie smiled. "We're all depending on each other so we have to 
be confident with each other as friends. But... for the record, you're my 
friend too. I'll always fight by your side, buddy."

Makoto smiled contently and raised his head. "Listen everyone... not to be 
discouraging, but if anything happens... well, I have no regrets. You've all 
been the best friends a person can have... every single one of you. Because 
of that I think we should keep fighting together as one, leave no-one 
behind, and give everything we've got. I just wanted you all to know that."

Sonho Dramon's stream of light hit his digivice after that exact moment
and gave it the new look of metallic white. He clutched it in his hand and 
contemplated it for a moment's time, and then smiled.

"Let's do this."

***

Kokoro gripped her light dosed digivice tightly with her other arm she clinged to the uncounisness Shiyume. 

"All right," she said looking at the boy's digimon, "He'll come but I'm not letting him out of my sight..I'm not letting him get hurt anymore. We have an extra assignement Koinumon we may not be at the stage everyone else is yet but that still dosen't mean we can't watch their back..and we sure as hell going to protect Shiyume and Makoto.." 

The fire puppy nodded in aggrement a smile crossing his face. 

"I got your back Gibbonmon. I'm ready Kokoro let's take this Akuamon out so he can't hurt anymore peopl or digimon ..."


***

"That's what I've been trying to say," Makoto answered to Kokoro as he 
overheard her speaking of his name, "We all have to look out for each other 
as a team if we want to beat Akumamon. It's not just your assignment to 
look out for Shiyume... it should be all of us, as it is for each of us to 
look after each other in turn. I'll do my best to protect you and the others 
as well like I did before, okay?"

Ungamon nodded at Koinumon. "Thanks buddy. Since we'll be doing the majority 
of the fighting, I'll definately watch your back too."

Makoto nodded along, but something felt wrong. For a moment, he couldn't 
place it, and then it slowly dawned on him.
Certain someones were missing, people and digimon who felt important to him. 
He looked around the group for a moment to double-check, but they were 
no-where to be seen. Turning to Greed questionably, he hoped he would have 
the answers.

"Ishou, where is Ame? And Huricomon? And on that note, where's Kokuei? I 
haven't seen them since I left the tower... if we want to be at full 
fighting strength, we're gonna need them."


***

Reikou's eyes shot open. "Dammit! We're running out of time! We've got to 
do something!" His eyes focused on the pulsating light. "Fine! They want 
to go ahead and mess with the master? Fine! Bahamumon! Pursue them at 
once!" Bahamumon nodded understandingly. His giant wings spread wide 
accross the sky, darting quickly towards the light and Sonhodramon. Reikou 
quickly snatched up his digivice, allowing it to pass through one of the 
beams of light. He would not be left behind.

***

As Zorui rounded the top of the stairs, Sonho Dramon's light shot through the digivice clipped at his waist, leaving it with a dull, metalic, red-orange sheen. The boy stared at the device for a moment, not quite understanding what was going on. He finally snapped back to reality and walked a little further into the observation deck. He could see the rest of the digidestined through a doorway in front of him. Keeping close to the flame scorched walls, Zorui watched the others closely, waiting to see what they'd do next.


***

"Purrmon digivolve to...Nyuumon!"
"Nyuumon digivolve to...Nallmon!"
"Nallmon warp digivolve to...Bastmon!"

Sonho Dramon's light burst outward suddenly like a super nova. Hitori, Sen 
and Akaru were all simultaneously blinded, along with everyone else for what 
seemed like only a few seconds. Hitori felt her body being picked up 
suddenly and as the light faded, she saw that they were all floating in a 
strange dimension. It was nothing like anything she had ever seen. Data was 
flowing past them freely, but it was dark, and her entire surroundings 
around them felt cold. Dark energy sparked past them as they looked around 
curiously.
"Where are we...?" Sen asked, floating along side of TitanDramon.

You are inside of myself...

A voice. His voice. It was nowhere and yet everywhere at once.
"Akumamon..." Sen hissed, clenching her fists as she looked around, trying 
to find an outline or some indication of his figure in the decieving shadows 
around them. But there was nothing. "Show yourself!"

From the swirling shadows, a pillar of darkness floated forward. The pillar 
slowly began to take shape slowly as appendages broke off, revealing arms, 
legs and wings. Finer features became apparent as Akumamon's eyes shot open 
to stare at the digidestined, before him. Sen wanted to shrink back, but 
TitanDramon was directly behind her. Not only was it Akumamon, but it was a 
giant. His form was at least the size of VEnom Myotismon, if not larger.
Energy swirled around him as he leaned his head forward towards the 
children.

You have come to your death.

***

Greed blinked as the light surrounded them bright enough to cause him to 
shield his eyes even thrugh the darkness of his shades. They emerged in a 
strange new world, of the likes he had never seen before. He watched as the 
dark figure of Akumamon rose from the light and towered above them. Faintly 
he crossed his arms and huffed at the giant "The only one around here due 
for a death with...is you dark lord. It's time to pay for your enslaving me 
and Sen, not to mention blinding all of your so called children's mind's 
with lies!" he yelled.

***

Kokoro still clinged to Shiyume as the were transfered suddenly into the world of inernet..the world Akuamon had newly courpted. 

"Your wrong ...we didn't come to die...we come to live!" 

Her metalized digivice emiited a strong marron light striking her parnter. 

"Koinumon digievolve to...." 

Soon the tiny data fire pup was englufed within a swilring columon of fire and feathers. When the columon collopased a new form was revealed. A large male wolf with same fire sytylized colorings now stood before Kokoro and the fallen boy. Large angelic wings opened outward, shielding the childeren from any possiable harm. 

"Ryoukumon!" he exalimed deepening his defense stance. 

The beeping of her digivice alerted Kokoro, she pressed a button and soon the holographic information of her new parnter came into view. 

"Ryoukumon, Champion level, classification vaccine, Holy Wolf type.." she read quietly as she started at the breath taking vision for her compaion. 

The fire wolf pinned back his ears and let out a low growl as he stared into the dark.


***

Makoto was blinded for a moment along with the others, his body floating 
amongst the darkened dimension. For a moment he thought that he was back in 
the dream world again, but Akumamon's presence soon changed his mind.

"That's right!" Makoto cried along in unison with everyone else. "And if we 
die here and now, so be it - because we're taking you down with us!"

He clutched his metallic white digivice within his hands and gave a stern 
nod to Ungamon. "Attack!"

The Rookie nodded silently back, and began digivolving. "Ungamon digivolve 
to.... Gibbonmon!" The champion ape started charging for the black pillar of 
darkness that represented Akumamon's internal form while Makoto clutched the 
still-glowing digivice within his hands.

"Everyone who sleeps upon the earth... we need your help! Lend us your power 
to help us defeat the demon who has contained you in a world without 
balance." he summoned through prayer, closing his eyes. "And not to me, to 
my friends, let them grow stronger to help us win the battle that will 
finish all battles." He opened his eyes and stared forward, watching his 
partner close the distance towards Akumamon. "I know we can win! As a team, 
we can finish off this evil once and for all! We won't just fight for what 
we believe in, we fight for our very existance! Life, Destruction, Greed, 
Compassion, Hatred, Peace, Contentment, Loyalty... let them all reign 
supreme against the darkness. Let Generosity fight with them, not as one, 
but within all of us!"

The words seemed to ignite the glow of his digivice even brighter, streaking 
out to engulf Gibbonmon in a shimmering aura of light. Makoto breathed in a 
gasp of surprise as he anticipated what was coming next, but knew it was to 
be so as he let off a faint, silent smile to his partner.

"Good luck, Gibbonmon, and thank you... my friend."

You reached to me
And helped me believe
All those memories we share
I will cherish every one of them!
For the truth of it is
There's a right way to live
And you've shown me
So now, you live along
In the words of a song
You're a melody

"Gibbonmon digivolve to....!" It was like the digimon was exploding from 
within. As he punched out his arms his scrawny muscles doubled, tripled, 
then quadroopled. He was growing at such a massive rate in such a short 
amount of time, that he didn't stop until he had reached the same height 
Titandramon was... he even seemed to match the height of Akumamon's form. In 
other words, he was huge. Finally, lightning rippled over his form and 
formed pieces of armor in the form of bands of metal around his arms and 
legs, plates on his shoulders, elbows and knees, and a helmet atop his head. 
Gibbonmon's new form loomed over the digidestined and stared down Akumamon 
himself. Makoto watched on in awe as the Ultimate form raised his voice to 
speak. The boy whispered, "Ungamon..."

Just when fear blinded me
You taught me to dream...
I give you everything I am
And still fall short of what you've done for me
In this life that I live
I hope that I can give
Love unselfishly
I learned the word was bigger than me
You're my daily dose of reality

"...Echomon..." the large gorilla digimon growled. He still had Ungamon's 
voice, but he now dwarfed any Gorillamon in comparison. Echomon raised his 
head and rippled loose a primitive roar from his throat to finish the 
digivolving sequence, beating his chest with fists that could wrap their 
hands around the body of a car and crush it to pieces.

Meanwhile, the echo of the roar seemed to have traveled outwards from the 
tower into the real world. Within a two-mile radius, windows shattered, and 
car alarms went off from the sudden tremor felt within the ground as a 
demonstration of Echomon's newfound power.

Back in the corrupted internet, Echomon lowered his head to catch sight of 
Akumamon once more. Makoto looked on as well, and in coincidental unison 
they yelled, "The end is now, Akumamon! For you!"

'Cause you stand here with me... now!
On and on we sing...

With that, Echomon charged Akumamon once more, beginning the attack. "Wild 
Lightning!" he hollered, blasting a powerful beam of lightning from his 
mouth towards Akumamon.

He would be brave, he would lead the others on into the attack, but he would 
suffer the terrible conseqences that had to follow. He aknowledged that he 
could never beat Akumamon on his own, even with Makoto, as he wasn't let 
powerful enough to even make a scratch against the dark lord. But as long as 
he knew the others had reached powers yet beyond his own, he hoped that they 
would finish what he now started. He would give everything he had until the 
last moment. He would give others the chance to see how strong Akumamon now 
was so they would be able to be ready for his attacks and find his weakness. 
And most of all, he would give them the gift he and Makoto knew they had to 
give all along... the gift of sacrifice.

And besides... with digimon, death was only the beginning...

***

"Grand Temblor!" From seemingly nowhere, an invisible force erupted 
forward, slamming full force into Echomon, sending him spiraling off into 
the darkness. A quiet laugh could be heard, it echoed about the world of 
darkness, it's source untraceable.

"Do you children of light really think so highly of yourselves as to attack 
my master so easily? My charge is to serve and protect my master. Those 
who oppose his will must be taught the meaning of respect!" As he finished 
these words, Reikou's body slowly faded in. He hung motionless in the air, 
his arms crossed, looking down upon them. "I have tried to be make you 
fools understand us, what it is we wish to accomplish, but no matter what I 
say, no matter what I do, you only here the voice of your own arrogance!" 
Reikou turned his head slightly to the side and closed his eyes. "So. This 
is to be the final battle? Very well." He turned his head back. "But, 
understand this. We will not hold back. I do not wish to kill any of you, 
truly, I don't. But, your refusal to yield will not go unpunished. Once 
again, I offer you the choice: Stand down, or face the wrath of Akumamon in 
its truest form."

***

Zorui nodded to himself as Reikou spoke and stepped out of the darkness right behind the group of digidestined, grinning.
"Hmmm," the boy laughed as he watched Makoto ," So foolish..."
Zorui spoke quietly, but his voice could be heard clearly, magnified throughout the dark void.
A small figure began to take shape next to the boy, and soon Kitsunemon was standing beside Zorui. The little fox dropped the now empty lunch box onto the floor, and grinning flexed his tiny razor tipped fingers. The digivice on Zorui's belt began to glow and Kitsunemon did the same. 
"Kitsnemon digivolve to......Tenzurumon!!!"
As the light died away, Tenzurumon stepped forward flicking his fox tail back and forth. The huge wolf threw back his powerful head and let out a thunderous roar. He stood firmly next to his master, growling softly at the group in front of them.

***

"Ikarimon...are you ready?"
The canine merely nodded. 
Urei raised his digivice over his head, and light poured from it, engulfing 
Ikarimon.
"Ikarimon...warp digivolve to... Yagarumon!"
And with that, the beast returned, ready to fight once more.

***

"You'd destroy anyone who disagrees with your master?" Hiraishinmon
shouted, defiantly, at the Keeper of Defiance. "And you still think you're
saving the world? If the world is to be worth saving, there has to be
freedom! People have to be free to disagree, to live their own lives! And,
and if we're not allowed to make mistakes then we'll never learn." The
rookie shut his mouth firmly, his jaw jutting forward. Reikou had gotten
him riled, and he just wanted to shout at the boy until he understood what
an utter fool he was being, but he'd run out of words and if he kept
shouting he'd only end up spouting more cliches. Besides, he didn't much
think that anything he said would make a difference at this point - their
viewpoints were just too fundamentally opposed. "Rai!" he called to his
chosen child, "Let's go!"
"We need everyone," said the the Keeper of Trust. He had been staring
into the void around them, and now turned to face his partner. Hiraishinmon
was taken aback - for the first time, Rai looked genuinely afraid. "We
can't ... I don't think we can do this without everyone. All the chosen,
light and dark. We have to ... we can't ..." His face creased, his pale
yellow eyes brimmed with tears.
"Don't ... Rai, don't," Hiraishinmon gasped. "You can't give up. Not
now, not you. You're the ..." You're my rock, he wanted to say. You're
what keeps me going when things seem hopeless. But he knew that none of
that would help. Rai didn't need to know what would happen if he lost
faith, he needed ...
He needed to be told that everything would be okay.
Hiraishinmon strode up to his partner, reached up, and grasped the boy's
shoulders. "Look at me," he demanded. Rai blinked several times to clear
his eyes, then met his friend's gaze. Hiraishinmon summoned every last
ounce of certainty within himself and poured it into his next statement:
"Yes. We can."
Rai looked puzzled for a moment. Then his mouth twitched into a smile,
and a moment later all the fear vanished from his face. He nodded, and it
was all the thanks Hiraishinmon needed.
"Now," the digimon declared, "Let's do this thing." Rai looked down at
his hands, still clutching the key and his newly metallic digivice. All he
had to do was put one inside the other. It seemed so simple. But then, he
supposed, it's the little things that change the world.
The Key of Trust slid neatly into its resting place. Once more, the
internet was lit by blinding light shining forth from a digivice. Once
more, a digimon was engulfed by that light. Once more, Akumamon's evolution
lock was cast aside. Hiraishinmon's form exploded into a whirlwind of data
as the Key reshaped him as it saw fit.
"Hiraishinmon lock-digivolve to..."

If we take our time, and we stick together
Everything we do will go our way
And if we try, now and forever
No matter what comes next we'll be okay

Let's kick it up
And show them all the things that we can do
Let's kick it up
Another notch tomorrow
Let's kick it up
'Cause they ain't seen the last of me and you
Let's kick it up
Together

The cocoon of light surrounding the Avatar of Trust dispersed to reveal his
SUPREME form - "Thormon!" he announced. Standing twenty feet tall, heavily
muscled and humanoid, unlike previous forms he appeared to be flesh and
blood. A concealing helmet covered the top half of his head save only his
eyes. Cascading from all around his helmet, his blond hair crackled with
static. Much of his body was covered with leather and metal armor, and as
he raised his hands a bolt of lightning flashed briefly and solidified into
a hammer roughly half the size of Thormon himself. Rai noticed that the
hammer was composed of Denkimon's, Dengekimon's and Hiraishinmon's head
protrusions - including the crest of trust that had so recently appeared on
Hiraishinmon's head.
"I know thee, Defiance," Thormon boomed in a voice like thunder, "Thou
wouldst strike from the shadows like a common bandit. Are we not above
this? Show thine Avatar, that we may face one another as the fates demand!"

***

Reikou chuckled quietly, raising his hand, and waving Rai off. "No, you 
misunderstand me. I do not want to destroy anyone. And it's because I wish 
to save the world that I will fight for what I believe in. The needs of the 
many must always outweigh the needs of the few, I'm sure you understand 
that. As such, I cannot allow a few upstart fools like yourselves who's 
minds are so closed to change that they cannot see beyond their own ideals." 
Reikou stared directly into the eyes of the child of trust. "Rai... isn't 
it? Can't you feel it? The Earth desires change. It may be slightly 
unsettling at first, but in the end it will prove to be for the best. Any 
one of you could join us... or you could continue to fight to keep things 
the same. But know this, if you win, nothing will ever change. The world 
will still be as poisoned as it has been since the beggining of time. All 
the hate, all the suffering, it's all so unneccesary." He sighed. "But I 
can see your mind is already made up. Very well, do as you like, but I warn 
you not to underestimate my power. There is no turning back."

***

"ECHOMON!" Ryoukumon cried as he watched his friend take the onslot the attack. 

His wings shook fourisly but for now as much as he wanted to he dared not moved when the childeren behind him could be placed in jepordy. Suddenly a familar smell greeted his nose and forcing him to emmiting a loud snarl. 

"Tenzurumon...the battle between you and has already been determined. Somehow I know you have felt me as I have felt you..our time is now. If you take to side of foolishness I will gladly cure you of irgonrance.." 

His wings stayed as they were as he stared down at the follow wolf awaiting him to expect him challange.


***

"No, not now..." Makoto growled, eyeing the new figures of Reikou and Zouri. 
"Echomon!" he cried out in unison with Ryoukomon. He felt the awe of 
Thormon's power, but for now he was feeling too much of a mix of concern and 
anger for Echomon to show it. He turned to Reikou, who so boldly addressed 
Rai after having attacked his digimon.

"Look around you, does it seem like we're minority? If you haven't noticed, 
we outnumber you at least five to one. It is you who's mind is closed... 
unable to see the consequences beyond what Akumamon has planned for you. 
Change isn't always for the better, and the ends doesn't justify the means. 
So I don't know what dillusional vision you're seeing, but we're the ones 
fighting to stop the hate and suffering, not taking over the worlds to shape 
them with our own ways. The world does not belong to you, it belongs to all 
of us who live on it."

Echomon stopped spinning from the blunt of the blow from Dragudramon's Grand 
Temblor, and floated around to face the enemy once more. He had taken severe 
damage, his armor and plating slightly cracked in certain places. He felt he 
had the wind knocked knocked out of him, but he wasn't out of the fight yet.

For the moment he floated silently amongst the other digimon protecting the 
rest of the digidestined, and moved into an attack position. "Fight one of 
us... and you fight all of us. Thormon, I am very impressed with your new 
form... if you wish to battle Dragudramon, do as you must. I've got your 
back."

And so, the gorilla bided his time, and waited for the right moment to 
strike again. He would face Akumamon next time... he would forefill his 
destiny.


***

Hotarubi looked at the others around her and clung to Dovemon's back tightly. She stared down at the light blue digivice in her hand nervously. She looked up again, still nervous as ever.
"Fight?" she whispered. "It's time to fight?" She pulled out the key of peace and looked at it. She held it and her digivice in her hand tightly and rested her head on Dovemon's back. "I can't fight...there's got to be another way..." Not saying a word to the others, she looked on with an almost blank gaze. "I just want peace...no more destruction, no more fighting..."

***

You will never defeat me with your petty tricks. Akumamons voice boomed, 
his eyes burning with an unnatural energy. A giant claw shot forward towards 
Thormon, knocking him to one side, the other claw shot towards Rai, but 
missed when Nakuramon darted forward, gathering the boy into his grasp 
before he was hit by Akumamons massive talons. Although not everything was 
okay, whip like tentacles made of a black tar shot out from behind 
Akumamons figure and raced towards the undead vampire digimon, striking him 
mercilessly across the back. Immediately, Nakuramon fell forward, loosing 
his hold of Rai.
Nakuramon! Hitori shouted.
Dont worry Akumamon purred, spreading his wings wide in an intimidating 
way. Once you are destroyed, your energy will return into the endless 
circle where you will be forever. There will be no pain or hurt. You will be 
free.
Titan Dramon! Sen shouted, taking her place atop her mechanic dragon. 
Lets go!
The dark master charged forward towards Akumamon.
Giga Flare!
A strange energy gathered in a sphere within his open mouth until the energy 
could no longer be contained. In a crackling beam, the energy raced towards 
Akumamon, hitting him in his chest, creating a noticeably gapping hole that 
slowly began to heal. His eyes flared, and before either Sen or Titan Dramon 
could react, they were both hurtled backwards by a sudden blast of 
telekinesis.
You dont understand! This whole world is my body. He said, a smile 
crossing his face. I am a god!
Once again his claws went forward, this time, focusing on Echomon. He 
swipped at him, leaving gash marks across the digimons body.

How are we supposed to hurt him? Hitori asked.
Simple! Akumamon interrupted. You cant!
From the swirling shadows, tentacles of darkness reached forward, grabbing 
onto each one of the children and their digimon, trying to suck them back 
into the cold void of nothingness.
No Hitori gasped, her eyes shooting around to each one of her friends as 
their bodies sank into the darkness. Help!

Completely black. She felt as though she were underwater. It was cold and 
she floated silently in a void of darkness.
We cant defeat him She whispered, loosing all hope. Nakuramon I wish I 
hadnt failed you.
Hitori-chan A voice squeaked. She opened her eyes slowly to see a small 
round creature floating in front of her. Venimon, the rookie form of 
Nakuramon.
Venimon We failed. The worlds are going to be destroyed. She replied.
Hitori He said sadly, drawing closer to her as she reached out to him.

Take my blessing

Hitori froze. It was the voice of Sonho Dramon.
Sonho Dramon Hitori blurted out, looking around for some form of light, 
but there was only the voice.

Child of Life Remember my blessing

I do remember But what does it do? Hitori asked, looking down at the 
digivice that had become a metallic color from the light of the angelic 
dragon.

My blessing awoke the power of the desire within each of you. You wished 
more than anything to save the world and the ones you love. With my 
blessing, you can become one.

Become one? The child of life questioned, somewhat unsure.
Hitori-chan Its the greatest honor that can be bestowed on a digimon. 
Its to finally become one with its chosen. Venimon informed. Hitoris eyes 
widened as she looked down at the tiny digimon in her arms.

Spread your wings and allow your souls to fly together as one!

Hitori clenched the digivice tightly in her hand, closing her eyes.
Hotarubi-chan Katai Akaru Makoto Rai Kokoro Sen-chanIshou Urei... 
Hitori whispered. We can win
Her eyes shot open as her and Venimon suddenly shouted together:
Unlocked Evolution!
The clothing on Hitoris body dissolved suddenly and her body became almost 
transparent. Venimons form evolved through his champion, to his ultimate 
and then to his Supreme. Nakuramon leaned back, spreading his arms as 
Hitoris transparent figure sank into his chest. His hair immediately went 
black, with red tips. His two sets of gargoyle wings dissolved and 
reappeared as two sets of black angel wings. Feathers surrounded his figure 
as his pearl white eyes gained two pupils that were the color of Hitoris 
crimson eyes. His shoulder armor and half cloak disappear to have a long 
leather jacket, bound by belts appear in its place with a black leather vest 
beneath it, with an elegant reddish colored flowing tie, keeping his dress 
shirt in place. His suit was somewhat of a more elegant, yet more gothic 
version of Myotismons outfit. He no longer had gargoyle like feet, but he 
had strong steel-toed boots. He wore well-designed leather pants pants. 
Holding out a clawed hand, bound by black leather and iron bands, a light 
began to form in his palm. As he clenched it, a long weapon appeared in his 
grip. A scythe.
Lucifermon!


***

"Where am I?"
Katai was confused. He had just landed on the observation deck at Tokyo 
Towers when he transported to what appeared to be a place of nothingness. 
Then Akumamon, then darkness, and now he floated. He couldn't see Freezimon, 
but he knew he around him somewhere.
"Freezimon?"
"Afraid not, Katai." It was Snomamon's voice. "Either I ran out of energy, 
or Akumamon has done something."
"Can you digi-volve?"
There was silence for a second. "No."
"Where are the others?"
"As far as I know, we're the only ones here."

Take my blessing.

Katai spun around in the darkness. "Who's there? Who said that?"
Do not be afraid, Child of Contentment. You are safe.
"That's the voice of Sonho Dramon," Snomamon said.
With my blessing, you can become one.
"With your blessing?" Katai asked. Out of the corner of eye, he noticed a 
faint glow. He unclipped his digi-vice and looked at it. He hadn't noticed 
it before, but it had changed. It still had its dark green color, only now 
the entire digi-vice seemed more metallic. "Is this what you mean?"
Release your full potential as one.
"Our full potential," Katai repeated. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled 
out his key. As far as he knew, the key was Snomamon's full potential as a 
digimon. But now he knew that Sonho Dramon ment something else. He inserted 
the key into his digi-vice. Immediately, the device lit up, illuminating the 
area around him.
Snomamon began to glow, filled with a new energy. "Snomamon digi-volve 
to...Freezimon. Freezimon digi-volve to...Ciclemon. Ciclemon digi-volve 
to..." The ice digimon grew larger than before, but not as large as 
Freezimon. The right half of his body became metallic and mechanical, and 
the left half became more defined and humanoid. His head also became 
metallic and a plate of red glass covered the area where his eyes would have 
been. With no mouth or nose, he seemed emotionless and cold. Two seperate 
shards of ice formed above the plate and spread out to the sides of his 
face. In the middle of his forehead, the symbol of Contentment appeared. A 
sleek metallic jetpack appeared on his back, and a scythe of metal and ice 
formed in his hand. "...Zeromon."

When he spoke, his voice seemed to radiate from his entire being rather than 
a specific point. Katai stood in awe of his digimon's Supreme form. It was 
like nothing the boy could have imagined.

'We can win.'

"Hitroi," Katai said to himself, looking up at Zeromon. "Yes we can."
"Unlocked Evolution!" both boy and digimon said at the same time.
Katai became almost transparent as he absorbed by Zeromon's chest. The 
digimon exploded in a burst of bright green light. His form shrunk to the 
size of Ciclemon and the scythe dissolved away. The new form looked like a 
normal human made of smooth, shiny ice, except for his arms. His arms were 
coils surrounded by thick bands of silvery metal, and his hands were metal 
claws. He wore big puffy pants with vertical stripes of yellow, green, red, 
and orange. A small, open vest of deep green exposed his bare chest and its 
large, thick collar cradled his neck. Around his shoulders hung two large 
hoops, each razor sharp. A goofy grin was plastered upon his lips in 
contrast of his intensely glowing ice blue eyes with flecks of light brown 
in them. A droopy jester's cap covered the rest of his head, the ends 
reaching all the way down to his feet. The colors of the cap matched his 
pants, but the stripes were horizontal. A thin chain with a charm in the 
shape of the symbol of Contentment hung loosely around his neck.
"Jicetermon."


***

Sen wrapped her arms around her legs as she curled into a fetal position, 
Metarumon floating next to her.
"We failed..." She whispered. "I was so stupid, Metarumon... I wish I could 
have realized what I was doing wrong, sooner. None of this mess would have 
happened..."

Child of Destruction...

Immediately Sen looked up, as did Metarumon, his optic scope flashing. It 
was Sonho Dramon's voice, yet she was no where to be seen.

Don't be frightened...

"How can I not be?" Sen asked, tears starting to well up in her eyes. 
"Akumamon beat us without even trying. And now I am stuck in this world of 
darkness until Metarumon and I wither away to nothing."

Have faith in your power...

"What are you talking about?"

You forget the blessing... You rely so much on physical power. You think 
that wielding the power of the digivice is all you need. You must understand 
that your power comes from within. Allow the power to surround you both, and 
together you will become one.

Sen looked down at the metallic digivice strapped onto her wrist, and slowly 
she closed her eyes.

'We can win.'

"Hitori-chan... No.. Not we can win. We WILL win!" Sen said, grabbing ahold 
of the digivice as her eyes flared open and both Sen and Metarumon shouted 
together:
"Unlock Evolution!"
Immediately, the clothes on Sen's body disappeared as her figure become 
transparent. Metarumon digivolved over and over until he reached his supreme 
form of Titan Dramon. Spreading his wings and massive claws wide, Sen sank 
into his chest, like Hitori had done with Nakuramon. Titan Dramon's eyes 
flashed red as his wings and cannons upon his back shattered into thousands 
of pieces of data. They pieces of data reconfigured themselves to form a 
figure that looked almost like Sen, yet except for her head, was covered in 
mechanical armor. Upon her head, was a helmet with the symbol of destruction 
upon it, that resembled the helmet of Angewomon. From under the helmet came 
a long wave of blue hair. She sat upon his back, as though she were sitting 
upon a war horse. Her figure held onto a pair of wire reigns that came from 
Titan Dramon's mouth. Her free gauntleted hand holding onto a long lance.
"Ragna Dramon!"

***

Greed Stood wide eyed and sank to his knees and allowed his sunglasses to 
fall into the darkness, revealing his eyes which had softened overthe course 
of the past hour or so. Slowly he bowed his head. "Did I realize it all 
too late?" he asked "Did I realize I never lost my hunanity just in time to 
truly lose it?"
"Greed-Sama!" Kiramon's voice came as she appeared before him.
"Kira-chan....I failed you, I was so cruel to you. It's true I have an ego, 
and it's true I'm not the brightest shining hearted person that I used to be 
years ago, but I honestly never meant to hurt or fail anyone."
"Fail? You didn't fail Greed-Sama, you have every reason to be proud of 
where you are. You hae Sen, Ame, your friends, and me. We've been through 
a lot." she giggled "And I adore you as much now as i did the first day I 
saw you."

"We WILL win!" he heard a voice in the distance, he recognized.
"You're right my dear, he said standing "I'm being a fool to his evil game. 
I...realy would give my life...in excange for her safety." he said softly.


***

"Unlocked Evolution!" Greed and Kiramon shouted, as Greed's body suddenly 
became transparent. As Hitori and Sen experienced, Greed's body sank into 
the arms of Bastmon once she had fully digivolved from Kiramon. Bastmon 
threw her head back as her hair became more flowing and less egyptian-like. 
She gained abdomen armor, with many belts circling it along with long 
flowing robes. On her forehead, a headdress appeared with a crescent moon 
adorning the center. In the center of the crescent moon was the symbol of 
Greed. On their travels across Digital world, Greed had come across the 
digital alphabet, that he had never been able to read, the same letters came 
together in bands of incripted words around Bastmon's arms.
"Freyamon!"

***

Rai caught his breath. Everything had moved so fast, he hadn't even had
time to thank Nakuramon, and then everything was black. He felt a hand on
his shoulder - Hiraishinmon.
"Well, that didn't last long," said the digimon, sourly. "I think
Akumamon did something to the keys... got to hand it to him, guy's a master
planner after all."
Rai reached up and took his friend's hand. "Don't worry," he said, "We
can still do this." Hiraishinmon nodded and smiled sadly. They looked
pretty much beaten to him, but it was good to know that Rai was back to his
old self.

Your faith serves you well, Child of Trust.

Hiraishinmon tensed and looked around wildly, trying to pinpoint the source
of the voice. Rai simply smiled.

It is time... Take my blessing. Strike as one.

Rai nodded calmly. Hiraishinmon, however, was not quite so easily
satisfied. "Wha-? What blessing?" he spluttered, "What's it going to do?
I don't -"
"Hiro," Rai interrupted his friend, "Don't question this. Just let go."
Hiraishinmon breathed in slightly, as though to ask another question,
but thought better of it. He nodded and pushed his questions aside, instead
relaxing and allowing Sonho Dramon's power to rise within him. In unison,
boy and digimon cried, "Unlocked Evolution!"
Lightning crawled across Hiraishinmon as he evolved through Jinkouraimon
and Kyuudenmon to Thormon's massive form. Rai's clothing exploded and
swirled around him as a cloud of data, and his body shone brightly as it
merged with his partner's.
Thormon, too, glowed bright as lightning, lightning that was then swept
aside to leave a smaller, glowing form roughly the size and shape of a tall,
well-built human male. The cloud of data that had been Rai's clothing
settled around the form, giving it color and texture. The new digimon's
torso looked similar to Rai's sweater, red with a vertical silver arrow
design running down to its silvered legs. A helmet appeared on his head
covering everything above his nose, and at its peak a square, raised segment
bore the crest of trust. Winglike antenna sprouted from the helmet where
the wearer's ears would be. A narrow slit concealed his eyes. His hands
continued to glow, producing bright tendrils of lightning, and his legs were
sheathed in an electrical aura.
"Argomon!"

***

Hotarubi watched the others disappear around her and sank into her own place 
of darkness. She could hear Hitori and could hear the others, but she simply 
stared at her digivice: confused, scared, nervous...
"Hotarubi..." whispered Kinomon. "Let's end this..." Hotarubi curled up a 
little and hugged her knees.
"But fight?" she asked. "Fight? We can't fight..."
"Hotarubi..." Hotarubi stared down at her digivice again. "Hotarubi, you 
have to!"
"I don't have to. I don't have to fight like the others."
"That's the point. You don't have to fight like the others, but think about 
it," replied Kinomon. "They need your help as much as you do. They're your 
friends, and you're one of them." Kinomon nuzzled next to Hotarubi. "Come 
on. Do it for yourself at least. What do you want?"
"Peace..." Immediately, Hotarubi's digivice burst with light, and as if by 
an unknown force, her hand put the key into the digivice. "That's all I 
wanted...peace...so everything else can go on with life." Hotarubi stared at 
her digivice, which was whistling and beeping away. When she looked up, 
Kinomon was IcePheonixmon again. IcePheonixmon held her arms out for 
Hotarubi.
"Come...let's make the peace you want..." Hotarubi smiled and held tightly 
onto her digivice as she floated to the gigantic digimon.
"Unlocked Digivolution!" the two called. IcePheonixmon's body shrunk from 
her enormous size to a six feet as Hotarubi turned around. The supreme 
digimon wrapped her arms around Hotarubi's dissolving body, and the two 
became absorbed into a mass of light and energy. The energy molded itself 
over and over again until it formed the body of a young woman. A pair of 
white wings sprung out of the back of the body as the figure began to form. 
The skin of this new digimon was extremely pale, almost white. A long white 
Greek-like robe covered body, and braided silver and blue cords were tied 
about her waist into a knot, letting the long strands reach down to her 
knees. Around each arm between the shoulder and elbow were tied the same 
braided silver and blue cords, and the strands came down her waist. Very 
long black hair flowed out from underneath a silver helmet with the symbol of 
peace on the forehead, and her intense light blue eyes peered through the eye 
slits of the helmet, which came down right above her mouth. As she tied her 
long black hair with another set of braided cords, the staff of IcePheonixmon 
appeared and shrunk to an appropriate size. She reached for the familiar 
staff of IcePheonixmon and twirled it around with expertise.
"Paxmon..." whispered the new digimon. "Digimon of peace..."

***

Akumamon's had drew closer to Echomon for a second time, willing to finish 
the digimon off.

"ECHOMON!!!" Makoto screamed, floating out to barricade his body between 
Echomon and the outstretching hand. He was afraid, his heart pounding at a 
million miles an hour, and then.. it stopped. Makoto looked down. Blood 
poured out of the massive wound that had opened up in his body. His heart 
had been pierced, his lungs ruptured and deflating. The pain was so intense, 
that he couldn't cry out. Only comprehend what he had done. He floated onto 
his back for a moment, arms trying to clutch his chest and stop the 
bleeding, until Echomon caught him in his arms.

Please come now
I think I'm falling
I'm holding onto all I think is safe
It seems I found a road to nowhere
And I'm trying to escape
I cried out when I heard thunder!
But I'm down to one last breath
And with, let me say, let me say...

"Makoto!" he cried. "Are you..."

"No." the boy said weakly. "I am not. Here... here I will die."

"No..." the gorilla whispered weakly in denial. "No..."

"Don't be sad, Echomon. I... have no regrets. I... I'm glad I could save 
you, watch you grow so strong..."

"No..." Echomon shook his head. "We can save you. We..."

"No, you can't. Please accept this Echomon. I... all I want you to do is 
beat Akumamon for me. Please, take all that I have left after I have shared 
it with my friends..."

A aura of light suddenly passed through his chest, the Crest of Generosity 
rotating slowly within it. To those who were aware of it, this was the true 
essence of the Crest of Generosity in it's physical form, like once seen 
before when Akumamon had stolen it from Ishou. It floated away from Makoto, 
above all the children and the newly evolved digimon, and suddenly burst out 
in an shimmer of light. Much like SonhoDramon, each stream of light struck 
Lucifermon, Jicetermon, Ragna Dramon, Freyamon, Argomon, Paxmon, Kokoro and 
Ryoukumon, Urei and Yagarumon, and Shiyume and Tsunekomon. It even 
transcended through the worlds, shining it's streams of light onto Ame and 
Huricomon, even Ishou and Kokuei. Makoto's whisper brushed their ears: This 
is my final gift to all of you, my friends. Please do not hate me for 
leaving; I love you all.

Finally it rested, and granting the last wishes of it's last bearer, the 
spiritual form of the Crest of Generosity burst into speed and passed 
straight into Echomon's body with it's remaining power. Echomon slapped his 
chest as if wandering what had happened to the crest, but it finally came to 
him. It was inside of him now, as it had always been inside Makoto.

I'm looking back
Now that it's over
Reflecting on all of my mistakes
I thought I found a road to somewhere
Somewhere in his grace
I cried out, heaven save me!
But I'm down to one last breath
And with it, let me say, let me say...

"No... you can't do this!" Echomon pleaded, looking down at the tiny, 
fragile boy in his humongous hands.

Despite the pain he was in, Makoto made his last faint smile. "But I did... 
I... not because... to win... but... I truly love you all... I will never... 
live a happy life... or find... a true love... but I will always remember... 
my friends... goodbye..." He rolled his eyes in the back of his head, 
uttering in a whisper with his final breath, "Please... fight. Fight... 
for... me..." And then, he was gone. Makoto Tasukeru, Child of Generosity, 
was now dead.

Hold me now
I'm six feet from the edge and I'm thinking
Maybe six feet, ain't so far down...

Echomon shook him and uttered his name a few times, but the silence was his 
only reply. At once he felt a humongous pain, not only from Makoto's loss, 
but he was being deleted. But at once, he flickered, the Crest of Generosity 
refusing to let go. Echomon had realised what Makoto had done; he was 
preventing him from being deleted so he could fight Akumamon along with the 
others. But in the process, Echomon was now stuck from being deleted, on 
between existing and not existing. With a heavy reluctance he accepted the 
pain, and let Akumamon's tentacles pull him into the darkness that followed.

***

Makoto was no longer within his body. Now, he floated above it all, out of 
the darkened internet and above the streets of Tokyo. No-one could see him - 
he was dead, a spirital ghost floating alone in the sky. He had unfinished 
business... he had to say goodbye to the one person he cared for who 
wouldn't understand his nessesary departure. He found her as he passed 
through the wall into her room. She was asleep. He smiled and floated down 
to sit beside her on the bed, a hand brushing her red hair to communicate to 
her in her dreams.

"Mabui..." he said to his sister in thought, closing his eyes. They both 
appeared before each other in a realm of light, an opposite to the darkened 
internet Makoto was once in before. Before, when he waas alive.

"M... Maky?" the young girl called out in her dream, not awakening. But she 
could still stare at him with innocent brown eyes.

"Mabui... I have to go. This time... I have to go away... forever."

"Please! Makoto! Take me with you! I want to go with you!" the young girl 
pleaded, to young to understand like Makoto thought she would. Her arms 
clamped around his waist.

"No..." he resisted reluctantly, pulling away. "... you can't. I'm sorry..."

"Please, stay with me!"

"I... I really wish I could... please, don't hate me. Don't make this any 
harder for the both of us."

She paused and pulled her arms back. "I'm so sorry! I know you have to 
leave."

Makoto nodded and smiled again. "Goodbye, Mabui... just be strong. Be strong 
for me. I'll be with you every step of the way."

"Goodbye... Makoto... don't forget about me!"

Makoto wrapped his arms around his sister for a final time. "How could I? I 
love you, little sis... goodbye."

"I love you too..." she cried, hugging back. "I'll never forget you... 
goodbye."

Then it ended. Makoto faded out of the dream, and came back to the real 
world. He heard his parents moving outside the door, but he could not say 
goodbye to them. They would morn for him, but they would accept it 
eventually as he did. He looked upwards, and floated up though the roof to 
the open sky, up to where the heavens awaited him. There he felt loved and 
cherish unlike anything he had ever felt before, but still... there was a 
trace of loneliness in his heart. Something that heaven could never 
forefill.

"So, this is how it all ends..." he whispered to himself as he looked down 
at the earth below.

Sad eyes follow me
But I still believe that there's something left for me
So please, come stay with me
'Cause I still believe that there's something left for you and me, you and 
me, for you and me...

"It doesn't have to be." came a familiar voice. Makoto looked around and 
found himself in a familiar landscape, that of mountains amongst a foggy 
mist. Above him floated the digital god of the east, his body weaving in and 
out in perfect harmony within the clouds.

"Azulongmon!" Makoto cried out.

"'Tis I," the god aknowledged, "As I have returned you to limbo once more. 
But it seems it was much easier to bring you here, what with your spirit in 
heaven and such."

Makoto sadly looked down. "Yes." he nodded. "I'm dead. Akumamon... he killed 
me. I'm so sorry, Azulongmon. I failed."

"I saw your sacrifice from up here. That was a very impressive display of 
generosity what you did down there. In fact, you gave everything you had to 
help your friends fight the darkness. Words cannot express how pround I am 
of you, Makoto. Such actions, even if they might have seemed foolhardy, were 
overruled by selflessness enough for the seal on your key to be lifted."

"But that doesn't matter anymore." Makoto mumbled miserably. "I can't do 
anything if I'm not alive anymore." He looked down upon the earth once more. 
"Besides, I know all now from up here, Ame is the true keeper of the Crest 
of Generosity, not me. It should have been hers... I stole it from her. It's 
better off that I'm dead."

"My boy, don't let death stop you! Where's that determination you had when I 
first summoned your presence here? Have faith, for I can give you the choice 
to go back. Makoto, I can make you alive once more."

The spirit of the boy jolted and looked up. "You can? Seriously?"

"Of course. I can't let you die for the right causes without rewarding you, 
can I? After all, I think that after all that pain you've been through you 
deserve at least something to make your suffering vanquish. But the choice 
is up to you... you may only go if you wish not to remain in heaven for 
eternity. And I would not want to be the one to send you back if you feel 
regret."

Makoto thought for a moment. Up here, he felt wanted, needed, felt so right 
and a part of something bigger, he could not describe it. This was the world 
without pain... not the world Akumamon wanted to create. That made him 
think. How could he be so selfish, to spend infinity in eternal bliss, while 
all hell broke lose on the planet below? No, that wasn't him. He loved his 
friends as brothers and sisters. He did not belong here... he belonged with 
them.

"Azulongmon? Please, please send me back. Please make me alive again. I know 
now what I must do... there is anything that generosity has taught me, it's 
giving what what you most desire to the ones you love... and so I can share 
the power with Ame. And the dedication to my friends."

The guardian of the east grinned a huge, wise grin. "As you wish. Sonho 
Dramon has something for you when you get back. Go forth back to the realm, 
and let your name purely be known therefore from now as the Child of 
Generosity..."

In the blink of an eye, Makoto was gone once more.

***

Opening his real eyes, Makoto found himself back in his body. He choked, 
coughed, and found he could breathe again. The wound was still deep in his 
chest and he felt weak, but he could breathe.

"Makoto!!!" Ungamon cried, wrapping his arms around the boy's head. "You're 
alive!!! By the digital gods, you're alive!"

"Yes... you're right. Azulongmon sent me back." the boy quietly answered. 
"What happened to you? Weren't you Echomon?"

Ungamon waved a hand at the surroundings, as now he and Makoto were 
completely shounded in darkness. "After... you died, Akumamon pulled us in 
here with his tentacles. I was drained of power, despite the crest you gave 
me... I can't digivolve. Soon I'll be drained back to Tekimon at this rate."

Makoto floated there for a moment, contemplating the situation. Then, 
without indication, he simply knew what to do. Instinctively he held his 
digivice before him and brang back his faint smile. "So, we'll just have to 
try again. The seal's been lifted, Ungamon... it's time to go to the 
maximum. Let's do this, just like when we were in our dream world. Let's 
show Akumamon what we're made of against the powers of darkness!"

Ungamon brightened up. "Let's do it!"

Finally, Makoto understood by what he had heard whispered in his dream: Turn 
with your heart, not with your hand.

"...And for everything there was, is, and shall ever be." he repeated, and 
the key in the digivice's lock finally turned on it's own.

Azulongmon's voice echoed in their heads. "Destined of Generosity, your 
request for holy divinity is now... granted."

"Ungamon lock-warp digivolve to...!" Ungamon rippled through his higher 
forms - Gibbonmon, then Echomon - and then a aura of light surrounded him, 
covering his features. From out of nowhere, a lightning bolt flash and 
struck his form, frightening Makoto almost to death again as he watched 
electricity surge across the emerging Supreme form. The form revealed itself 
as the light diminished, surprisingly smaller than Echomon was, and 
consisted of a droplet-shape of folded, feathery white wings. The wings 
unfolded in responce to the energy like a flower opening it's petals to the 
morning sun, and finally the newest look for Ungamon was shown.

It was a man, unlike all the ape forms that had come beforehand. But the man 
had the features of an ape, with hair growing in patches on his neck and 
legs, and a long whip-like monkey tail. Shimmering locks of golden hair 
cascaded down from his head, the majority of it held back from his face in a 
pony-tail through a metal cylinder as a hairpiece. His eyes couldn't be seen 
as they were covered over with a visor simular to Ishou's, Sen's and 
Greed's, but his skin was the same, pale tan of a human. Metal dominated the 
top half of his body, covering his chest and arms with skin-tight smooth 
metal with the Crest of Generosity emblazoned on the front of the chest. His 
legs were covered with the orange material of pants, which ended in a 
diamond opening at the bottom of the legs where his feet came out. His feet 
were ape-like with big toes, but with the soft shape of a human's. The soles 
of the feet were wrapped in cloth bandages. A scarlet cape, designed and 
covered with the same strange digital lettering on Freyamon, blew behind him 
in a wind that was not present. But the most devastating change was the 
wings on his back. Yes, wings, six pairs of them, one pair physical in form 
and in the shape of bird's wings for flight, but the other five wings were 
spiritual in essance and had a tentacle shape to them, waving out from the 
body like flags on the wind and stretching out to fade throughout the 
strands of eternity and time itself.

The Supreme form spoke in Ungamon's voice. "...AngEchomon. I am 
AngEchomon, mesenger of Generosity, the angel of virtue in the ranks of the 
heavens. And I have finally awaken to my true form to serve you, my chosen."

I also have a blessing...

Another voice came, the voice of Sonho Dramon. She appeared before them.

"Sonho Dramon! You've come to help us!" Makoto cheered.

Your blessing... the blessing I have given you. As you have given blessing, 
please use the one I have given to you in turn.

Makoto looked down at his new metallic white digivice. "But I have. Ungamon 
finally reached his Supreme form - AngEchomon! Do you mean I have to hold 
it out, to ward away the darkness?"

You misunderstand... my blessing has opened up the power of your desire 
within you. The desire to save the ones you love, save all that you love. 
You understand that the power comes not from the digivice, but all power 
comes from within you... now you must use this power to become one.

"Become one?" AngEchomon wondered. "I do not understand. Are you saying we 
can combine our power into one?"

As you have joined as one with your friends as a team, you can merge into 
one with your powers...

Makoto looked face-to-face with AngEchomon, in unity knowing what to do. 
"We have to come together... this time, I'm fighting with you, right 'till 
the very end." Makoto smiled.

"As will I," AngEchomon smiled. "We will fight together. We are one."

Makoto hugged his arms around AngEchomon's adult waist, and AngEchomon did 
in turn around the boy's shoulders. A burst of light came between them, and 
Makoto sunk into AngEchomon's chest as the others had done before him.

"Unlocked Evolution!"

White light surrounded the both of them again as the matrix-unison went 
under way. Once the light had faded, from two seperate entities came a 
single warrior - he was fully clad in skin-tight metal body armor of orange, 
yellow and white from head to toe. He was humanoid just as AngEchomon was, 
but looked more remarkably fitter and agile. Three pairs of pure white 
feather wings sprouted from his back, the base structure of the spiritual 
wings that grew from them in the shape of two huge butterfly-shaped pair of 
wings that passed through any physical object like the tentacle wings of 
AngEchomon, stretching out further weaved in the threads of existance.

"... AngHumon!" the new warrior yelled, crying out to face the darkness 
that enveloped him.


***

"Makoto!" Kokoro's voice cracked through the darkness as she watched the boy fall. 

A feeling of helplessness englufed her as hot tears cascaded down her face, washing away its colors. 

"Some hero I am..I come in late and what good has that done? " 

The tears contiuned to fall and landed on the uncouncisous boy she held. 

Child Of Loyatly do not doubt your path... 

The burent looked up as she attempted to foucus her tear ridden eyes. It pointless however, because no form was present. 

"Who.." 

I am the name you cired out at the tower..do not doubt your ability however new it may be.. 

"Sanhro Dramon" 

Yes child..you a true hero. Do you not realize that they boy you hold was saved. He could have been left there to die. Yet you chosse to keep your loyalty for your humanity. And as second act you are offering this boy a friendship of a ture compaion..were their is lonieness in his life. 

"But Makoto.." 

Do not cry for him, your tears may be to early.. 

The burnet looked puzzeled as she turned her eyes to were Makoto had fallen. There a new digimon stood. A small smile etched its way onto her face as wipped away the tears feeling presence.. 

"Makoto...I can't let them down..I can't let anyone down. I must not allow Akumon to destory the lives and dreams of everyone.." 

You have prooved your worth child. As my first gift take the key the sovergines had decied you truly are worthy of your title.. 

Kokoro watched as marron card floated before her, she wasted no second hesitanince as she took the key from where stood. 

"Ryoukmon digivolve to....ImperalRyoukumon." 

The ultimute looked every bit like the chapion but was added with golden arm and tiny wings on his feet. 

"Lock Digievolve!" Kokoro exalimed as the key disappered into her digivice. 

Fire erupted violvently around ImperalRyoukumon as he took a humonid stance. His wings disingrated as kukbuki mask with character of wolf slide into place. His finally round showed his tail no longer existed in the physical sense but in his element. 

"Ookamimon.." he howled. 

"...wow.." 

It is not over yet child, take my blessing. Become one be true hero that you dream of ... 

The burnet could feel her form pulled away from the fallen boy slowly. With a tender smile she touched his face reassuringly like mother would do to their infant. Slowly she floated into the welcoming arms of her wolf compaion. With a strong embrace she was pulled into him breaking all of his armor with marron light. His color washed way all minus the red in his eyes and his five pigitals hair . His tail was forced back into physcial state. The sex was unable determine as the robes of Shinto priest slide into place it was followed by a female ornomante used in excercism. The wolf creature wheeled the stick about as the ribbion behind gell gently closed as two voice cried out in unsion. 

"Shinkoumon!" 

"Makoto.." the voices cired out to AngeHumon, "after this over I'm going to have to hurt you for making my cry like that." 

Shinkoumon let out a sigh. "But not matter, your back that's all the matters! Akuamon prepare yourself..you will not be allowed to exstingush any more lives..your sadastic playtime is over!"

***

Akaru stood beside Turtamon, waiting to enter the fight, as the others launched themselves at Akumamon. "Yeah! Go guys!" he enthused. "You ready to go, Turtamon?" he asked, grinning up at the huge Digimon floating next to him. 

"Yes my friend!" replied the Digimon as he charged forward at the huge insubstantial form of Akumamon. "Sword Of Vengance! He bellowed, as he brought the massive weapon down quickly. 

Suddenly, he and Akaru where both blasted backwards by a huge ray of darkness. They tumbled for some time before coming to a halt. Turtamon crashed to his knees before shrinking back into Jettomon. 

"Oh, well THAT worked well!" he commented, looking across at Akaru, who was clutching his knees, tears pouring down his face. In his real world form he looked very young, lost and alone.

"We've failed Jettomon! Akumamon has beated us! What can we do now?" he asked through the tears. "I'm so sorry Jettomon. I didn't mean for you to ever get hurt, and sometimes I was really nasty to you! Can you ever forgive me?" he asked, looking up through red puffy eyes.

Jettomon moved close to Akaru and looked at him. "You have never been bad to me Akaru, you have always been my best friend" replied the Digimon earnestly, as he tried awkwardly to hug the boy. Akaru returned the hug powerfully, and as he did so, his Digivice which was now a metallic golden colour began to glow gentle.

'Remember....' came the voice of Sonho Dramon. Akaru continued to hug Jettomon as the light grew. Suddenly his eyes flew open. 

"We're not finished yet!" he yelled, still holding Jettomon tightly. 

"Unlocked Evolution!" the pair shouted together, as they where engulfed by a blaze of golden light. 

Jettomon's form shifted and changed, first becoming the larger form of Cleemon, then shifting into his upright form of Trellmon, and then becoming the Supreme form of Atlamon. As he did so, Akaru stood up and his body became almost transparent, his face beaming with light and excitment. Akaru's form merged into Atlamon's chest, and the Digimon changed appearence greatly, becoming even taller with Turtamon's massive Sword, as well as his own trident. His colour became a rich golden yellow, and his shell became a dark red colour. His face also changed, becoming younger and more childlike, mirroring Akaru's childish expression. The Crest of Compassion was emblazoned on his breastplate.

"Surfermon! The wave of Compassion!"
~~*~~

Zorui barely had time to realize that the digimon challenging Tenzurumon belonged to the new Loyalty, before all the opposing digidestined were pulled into the depths of the darkness. The boy looked around for a moment before letting out a sigh. He turned towards his Master's towering form with a smile.
"Father..." he motioned with his outstreatched arms to the void surrounding them ," this is...incredible! Your power will never cease to amaze me."
Tenzurumon stood perfectly still his noise pointed in the air. The fur all along his spine bristled in a swift wave of orange. His eyes darted back and forth nervously as if trying to see through the impenetrable dark.
"No..." he growled quietly," something's not right..."

***

With all the excitement, no one noticed the small
water cat making his way quickly to Reikou. Jumping
onto the chosen's shoulder, he whispered, "Shiyume and
I are going to stay with the light chosen for a while.
They are confident we are allied with them. If the
need arises for us to fight, we will do so. But I hope
you can handle them for now. I don't think they'll win
even with this new power, father is still too much for
them. Be safe." 
With that, Tsunekomon returned to his partner's side.

As for Shiyume, had had opened his eyes since everyone
was busy fighting. It was...interesting to say the
least. He payed particular attention to Kokoro. She
was fighting really hard. She had taken good care of
him...she looked out for him. All so he would betray
her in the end. He felt bad...but...he needed to fight
for father. No matter what the costs.

***

Akumamon's eyes fell upon his children as he spread his arms and wings wide.
"My children..." He said, his voice echoeing off into the darkness around 
them. "Soon. The entire world will become just energy. Balanced by my life 
force in an endless wheel with no beginning and no end. The souls of each 
dreaming person in both worlds shall become pure energy. There will be no 
pain or sadness. The light digi-destined will also become apart of that 
wheel... As will you all. Finally, you will become one with me, by escaping 
your physical bodies."
Without warning, the darkness and shadows that had reached out and devoured 
the light digi-destined did the same the Dark Digi-Destined. It hauled them 
down into the depths of the abyss, devouring them whole.

No one deserves a pre-determined destiny. It is up to us to make our own 
decisions in life. ALthough it was your dicision to accept Akumamon's power, 
it is unfair for Akumamon to make a decision for all of humanity. The true 
power of change comes from within.
Please... accept the blessing I give to you on this day, and perhaps 
someday, the change you wish for, will come.

~~*~~

Lucifermon's body shot upwards, against the tar and shadows that tried to 
haul him downward, back into the darkness. Breaking free, with the speed of 
a wave crashing upon the shore.
Akumamon's eye twitched as he saw the darkness part and Lucifermon appear. 
For a brief moment, he saw Hitori's figure, transparent like a ghost appear 
floating in front of the new digimon. Slowly, the undead Digimon lord 
narrowed his eyes as they traced of Lucifermon's figure.
"So... You both have merged together as one." He whispered.
"Yes and together as one we will stop you." Lucifermon said, brandishing his 
scythe. "Together with our friends... We will stop you!"
As he spoke, Ragna Dramon and Freyamon rose up beside him.

***

Paxmon stepped up along with Lucifermon, Ragna Dramon and Freyamon. She held 
her staff steady beside herself and looked up at Ragna Dramon with a smile. 
Her attention moved back at Akumamon.
"And we will restore the peace you have disturbed," she said calmly. Through 
the eye holds of her helmet, her eyes narrowed and focused on Akumamon. "You 
destroy the balance of the universe, which will cause it all to collapse, and 
we won't let you do this type of destruction to the universe."

***

A rip appeared in the blackness and Surfermon emerged to stand beside the others. "Hey guys! Wait for me! I want to join in the fun!" he piped up, in a childish voice. He swung his twin weapons eagerly as he waited for the final confrontation. 

*** 

AngHumon burst out of the darkness and rose up behind Lucifermon, Ragna 
Dramon, Freyamon, Paxmon and Surfermon. His humongous transparent wings of 
holy light didn't need to beat the air to maintain his levitation, but 
instead fanned out to float amongst a non-existant breeze through all of his 
friends, and the many to come, like a soft warm wave of affection to offer 
comfort.

"I am AngHumon, emissary of the sovereign of the Digital gods, wielder of 
the forever light." the angel said, his voice echoing loudly throughout the 
realms of the internet and beyond. "Akumamon, you have been found guilty of 
deciding the concept of mankind without concent, and forcing two worlds to 
become one and threatening their entire existance along with the lifeforms 
who live within it. Your actions here brings a great unbalance to the forces 
of light and darkness, let alone your very presence. And since you are so 
reluctant to withdraw from your tyranic methods, we have no choice but to 
banish your essance from the very folds of existance itself."

He assumed a combat position once again amongst the others. "This is mortal 
man's and digimon's finest hour. By the powers of the forever light and the 
heavens, I decree that this fight be the final battle! As representitives of 
both human's and digimon's greatest intentions merged into one, we shall 
slay you! No mercy to your soul, Akumamon, for not even death itself will 
save you now."

***

The white wolf humiond pulled free from the darkness and took a strong stance beside Akuamon. The white ribbion of the brown staff danced around the creature like an elegent extension of their body. 

"As we said before your sadastic playtime is over!! You shall not be allowed to cause any more harm to this world or any other!!" Shinkoumon cried. 

The ribbion contunied its rhytmatic dance emphasing her pledge. 

"Here me spirt of flame that rest within my heart, ignite my fighting spirt and prove to the unbeliver that torch loyalty towards humainty can never be estinguished!" 

Shinkoumon form glowed radiently, slowly fire danced about the holy digimon. When the singel was given for the attack they were ready. 

'Shiyume..' Kokoro thought silent as she rested within the warm glow of Shinkoumon, 'if you can feel my thoughts let it be now this battle is for you as well.. '


***

An ice blue light burst from the darkness. Jicetermon rolled to a stop and 
stood next to his friends. He still had a silly grin on his face, but his 
tone was very serious.
"That could have been very bad for me. But the game is over."
He reached up and pulled one hoop from around his shoulder, while his other 
arm bounced up and down like a spring.
"The world must and will be restored to the way it was before you tainted it 
and twisted it with your evil ways. And we're the ones who are going to do 
it."

***

Zorui looked around at the darkness that surrounded him. He bit his lip thoughfully. What had happened? Was this what Father had been talking about: becoming one with him, escaping their physical bodies? The boy shook his head, no as far as he could tell he was still in his body...well at least that's how it appeared. 
"Zorui?"
The boy turned around to see the small form of Konekomon emerge from the darkness. The small fox floated up next to the boy. 
Zorui reached out and pulled the digimon into his arms.
"Do YOU know what's going on Konekomon?"
Konekomon didn't reply, he seemed to be listening to something.
Zorui continued, not noticing his partner's silence.
" I don't like this. Why are we...here, where ever this is anyway. We should be with Father to help him, what if something goes wrong? Those other digidestined are just like cockroaches, they are going to just KEEP comming back until-"
"Shhh, be quite for a moment Zorui." Konekomon's ears stood straight up onto of his head. Zorui listened too, and eventually he could make out a soft whisper.
The boy looked puzzled at Konekomon. The digimon stood quietly for a moment before smiling and turning to Zorui.
"You want to help Akumamon? Well you can, no we can, together."
Zorui shook his head ," I still don't know what you are talking about..."
"Don't you hear it?"
Zorui listened again, and this time he could hear the soft voice on Sonho Dramon.

Child of Betrayal, you shall also recieve my blessing.

Zorui looked around suddenly although he knew he would see no one. "That's that creature's voice from the Tokyo Tower! What's going on here? I bet it's some kind of trick! It was helping the others..."

Only as one can you reach your dreams. Take my blessing.

Konekomon looked up at Zorui with his large yellow eyes. 
"Zorui, I don't think it's a trick."
The boy looked around again in vain, still not sure what to make of everything. He looked back down at his digimon, who continued to stare up at him intently. Zorui took a deep breath, and nodded. "Right."
The boy's digivice began to glow a dull red. It became brighter and brighter until it burst into flames of red-orange light wrapping around Zorui and his digimon.
"Unlock Evolution!!"
As Zorui began to fade into transparency Konekomon began to rapidly digivolve. As the somewhat familiar form of Metaltenzurumon appeared, the giant digimon looked down at his master and winked. His form glowed and he digivolved again. The armored wolf that stood before Zorui filled him with a sense of awe only rivaled by that of Akumamon himself. The boy opened his mouth ,"Who..."
The digimon smiled ," Inarimon" and lifted his head proudly into the air. The boy floated forward and found himself melting into the Holy Wolf's body.
Inarimon reared back on his hind legs as the flaming light grew taller. His torso became longer, his arms moved to the side of his body, and his long tail began to split down the middle. 
As the light began to die away, a new creature could be seen. He stood on his hind legs, reaching a height of around 6 feet. His long orange hair fell down past his mostly humanoid face( humanoide aside from the bright green cat eyes and the small pointy fangs that is) to his mid chest. The rest was pulled into a ponytail behind his back. Around his head, he wore a small, gold, circlet with the crest of betrayal at it's center. His fox ears stuck out through the hair, adorned with several earings. His pale yellow skin (which might have in fact been short fur) was covered with small flame like stripes running along his arms, ears, face, legs, and chest. He wore a deep green outfit,trimmed in gold, connected with a loop at one shoulder, tied with a large gold sash in the middle, and falling in a kimono-like skirt just above the knees. Five bushy, yellow tails could be seen in place of the previous forms' one. His humanoid fingers ended in sharp claws, and a small strand of prayer beads wound it's way up his left wrist. A small drum was tied around his waist. It was shaped like an hourglass with a small orb at it's center, also displaying the crest of betrayal. Around the creature's head floated five, small fireballs, giving his face an erie red glow in the darkness. 
"Genkurimon."


***

Akumamon's black tar was pushed aside once more as a crackle of lightning
appeared in the darkness. Snakes of electricity crawled around the rim of a
perfectly circular hole, from which Argomon steadily rose. As his feet
cleared the surface the hole simply closed beneath him.
Argomon levelled a glare at Akumamon's enormous form as he took his
place by his friends. When he spoke, it was with a mixture of Rai's
absolute certainty and Hiraishinmon's determination.
"Trust me. This ends here."


***

"AHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!" Reikou's fear stricken cry echoed about in the 
impenetrable darkness. What had just happened? It was dark all around him. 
And cold... it was cold, he could feel himself shivering in the darkness. 
Where was he? Had the master done this to him? "No..." How could this 
be? Had he done something wrong? "Why..." He could not understand what 
had happened. He simply sat there, floating in the darkness, listening to 
the distant sounds of violence fading in and out around him. Floating about 
the in the darkness, time stood on edge.

"Reikou..." A voice in the darkness...
"Where are you...?" Nowhere...
"Reikou!" .....
"Are you alright?!" I feel like I'm drowning...
"You've got to get up!" What's the point...

Reikou's vision cleared. He found himself floating in a place that was no 
place. Bathed in white light, he held his arm up, shielding his eyes.

"Yes, when one is brought up from the darkness, the light does indeed 
hurt... but that pain is preferable to the pain of ignorance, and will soon 
pass. You've been living in an illusory world."

"I don't understand... Who...? Where...? I..."

"Your confusion is understandable, for you have only just emerged from the 
cave of the world. For such a long time, you've sat in the darkness... 
Before you appeared images, shadows, cast by the fire of ignorance, but 
these were mere representations of the real world. Here in the light, you 
will learn to see that which is true, though it may take time for your eyes 
to adjust."

Reikou lowered his arm. "So now what? If everything in which I've believed 
for so long is wrong, what can I do?"

"I cannot tell you what is in your own heart, that you must decide for 
yourself. Go with my blessing, and know that Definace carries a double 
meaning."

"Hey! Wait! I..." In an instant, the light was gone.

"REIKOU!"

His eyes snapped open. "Huh?! Bahamumon!"

"Reikou! We've got to do something, he's going to destroy everything!"

"Yes, great, I know. What are we going to do about it? We both know how 
strong he is, what he's capable, he'll kick us around without so much as 
breaking a sweat!"

"Does that really matter, when faced with the destiny of the universe?! All 
we've ever wanted to do was to change the world, to safeguard the future! 
If we don't at least try, then what's the point!"

Reikou smiled. He was brave. Even though they had no chance, it didn't 
matter. If they did nothing, they would die, if they fought, they would 
die. No, it really didn't matter what happened. Reikou stood tall to his 
full height. "Alright then. I'd rather go out in a blaze of glory than to 
simply fade away!" As the words left his lips, a great blaze of white light 
erupted from his digivice, splitting the darkness, driving a path straight 
towards Akumamon. "That light... It's...." He smiled. "...a blessing. 
Now I understand what she meant." In a single motion, he snatched up his 
digivice, and held it high in front of him. "My crest carries a dual 
meaning! To defy those who love me, to accept the illusion! That is the 
way of the cave! I exist in the light! I defy those who would dare to 
bring destruction to the worlds I love!" Reikou grinned. "The darkness 
hurts my eyes. Unlocked Evolution!"

The light enveloped both child and digimon. Reikou allowed his body to 
float freely, falling back towards his partner's. The intertwining of their 
souls... Reikou felt the power flowing through his veins, but it was unlike 
that which he had felt before. Until now, it had been rage, hatred, 
destruction. But no, this was the power of justice, the true nature of 
defiance. He would not sit idly by as Akumamon destroyed those he loved, 
those he wished to protect.

The light slowly faded, leaving behind the form of a great warrior. Hie 
body looked human enough, but portruding from his back, arced out a set of 
great black wings, demonic in nature. His face and body was shrouded 
beneath the brilliant green armor of a dragoon. The only defining feature 
that could be seen was his long blond hair flowing out from under his 
helmet, running down the backside of his long, flowing black cape. "I am 
Kaikoudramon. From the darkness, I emerged into the light, and now I walk 
the true path. The world desires change, but you shall not be the one to 
bring it about." His eyes flashed red for a brief moment, quickly fading 
back to darkness. "If only you could have seen beyond your own selfish 
ambittion, perhaps you could have succeded as the divine emmisary of change. 
But now, in the end, you failure is complete. You were right to choose 
children to do your bidding, as they shall inherit the world. However, you 
underestimated their resolve, their free will." Kaikoudramon reached 
towards his back, below his cape, withdrawing two recurved daggers. "Your 
children have deserted you, and now you are as alone." Brandishing the 
daggers, he spread his wings, darting towards the viral demon at an 
astonishing speed. "Akumamon! Your life ends here!"

***

Takashima was standing silently, eyes closed, face radiating calmness. His 
mouth was curved in a calm smile. He nodded to himself slowly, as if 
listening to words no one but him could hear. Then the voice entered his 
mind, and he ceased the motion.

"Child of Death, open your eyes, see the truth."

Then he felt it, as if something had opened inside of him. He frowned, eyes 
remaining closed. Then he smiled again, slowly. His voice had a whispery 
quality as he spoke. "I need not open my eyes to see truth. I have seen 
truth all along. You think to make me betray my master like you control 
those other weaklings?" His voice gathered strength. "Hah! All who oppose 
master Akumamon will end their life meaninglessly!"

Takashima threw his head back, laughing pleasantly, wildly. "I thank you, 
gentle Sonho Dramon, for this gift you have given me! I shall use it to 
destroy those who would oppose me! Until the end, I shall serve my master, 
and the vision we share! Cordimon! Unlock Evolution!"

Cordimon floated into the air, arms spread wide, his masked face gazing 
upwards. His eyeslits revealed a powerful emanation of purple light. 
Takashima leaped into the air at speed, using his gem to float. He brought 
his arms and legs close, curling up into a ball as he floated upwards 
towards Cordimon.

As they touched, the two bodies seemed to merge, the new size evening out at 
approximately six feet. Pale white skin was visible through the billowing of 
highly contrasting black robes. Unlike Cordimon, this new form was unmasked. 
Its face was strangely elfin, though with few facial features. Pointy ears, 
large purple eyes, elongated head. Two sleek curved japanese blades were hanging across his 
robed back. The newly formed digimon was floating silently in the air. Then, 
a voice.

"In sound, find silence. In silence, find motion... Fujiiromon. My swords 
will reduce you all to ash!"

Then Fujiiromon shot upwards through the air like a bullet, moving in an 
arc, coming to a rest by Akumamon's side. In a slow, sleek motion he drew 
his swords from their sheaths upon his back. "Worry not, master. Until you 
end it all in glory and compassion, my swords will serve you."

***

The darkness parted and a flash of white rushed through. The back of a clawed hand whipped through the air and smashed into Kaikoudramon. The next instant, Genkurimon appeared next Akumamon and Fujiiromon, his long hair and tails still swaying from his swift retreat.
"No, you are wrong. Not everyone has deserted Father."


***

With in the warmth of the marron light continued in Shinkoumon Kokoro's brown eyes widdened in suprise. 

'Have the gone mad..why would the join the one who expelled them into the darkness just as caresless as he placed us there..' 

'Some use denail as a protective barrier..' echoed her compaion within. 

'It's so sad is there anything we can do..' 

'You can't make a blind man see just because you wish to will it to so...if it is meant to be they will awaken from their illussion in time..until then it is our destiny to oppose ignorence..' 

'I'm with you..whatever we do we shouldn't make the first attack. We'll take the defensive manuver of are little team..' 

'Understood..'

***

Freyamon stood and stared moving into a defensive stance. "It end's now." 
she yelled voice booming "Your day's of inprisioning innosent lives are 
over!" she yelled and leaped forward darting toward's the dark form in front 
of them giving a yell as she did so. Leaping into the air, Freyamon's body 
flipped and contorted with catlike agility, dispite her huge towering form. 
She swiftly extended her foot with full intent on driving it into the very 
heart of the beast.

***

Paxmon's eyes fell upon Fuijirmon and Genkurimon.
"You don't understand what Akumamon plans - or if you do, you don't realize the consequences," she said. She looked at Kaikoudramon. "Tell them - tell them what you have discovered. They'll listen to you more than me because I was always on the light side, but you, you were once on the dark side determined to stay by Akumamon's side."

***

While everyone had burst through Akumamon's darkness,
Shiyume and Tsunekomon just drifted to the top. Sohno
Dramon's blessing had failed to bind the child's heart
to his Digimon. Shiyume was wide-eyed. How could this
be?! He thought he and Tsunekomon were so close. In
actuality, though, they were quite far apart.
Tsunekomon saw himself as a tool, just a pet to do his
master's bidding. This thinking had slowly drawn them
apart, making their relationship based on instruction,
rather than friendship. And now, when they were needed
the most, they could do nothing. 
"Damnit..." Shiyume muttered. He went over the last
hour or so in his mind. All the times he could have
killed them. He hesitated. And now it was all over.
No, it couldn't be. Akumamon was a god. He wouldn't
let this happen. He walked up, near Akumamon, his
Digimon trailing behind him.
"Whatever form we are in. We are going to protect
father. He is fighting for the good of the world. If
you're too blind to see that..."
He looked straight into Shinkoumon's eyes. If he could
spark the tiniest bit of hesitation in Kokoro, they
might be able to win. Though now that he had betrayed
her, he had no idea if it'd work. No matter. He was
sorry for trying to manipulate her after what she had
done...but he had no choice. For now, he could only
fight like this.

Meanwhile, Tsunekomon was considering what was going
on himself. He had pretty much figured out by now what
had happened to the other children. Why..why were they
left out? As he thought about this, Shiyume made his
statement. Tsunekmon didn't like what he was doing.
Enemy or not, Kokoro had cared for him when he almost
died. But, as always, he pushed his thoughts back. He
had to agree. It was then he realized why they hadn't
joined. He had always just went along with Shiyume.
But that wasnt helping him. As the cat realized this,
Shiyume's Digivice started to glow.

***

"Shiyume..."Kokoro voice cried out from the white digimon in surprise. 

'Why..' she weapt inwardly, 'why did you refuse me hand of friendship.' 

'Don't loose heart Kokoro' offered her digimon in comfort. 

'..what do we do..' 

'if we can get close to him maybe..we can heal whatever scars trouble his heart...but the only way to do is to make contact with him...' 

'Shiyume..not matter what it costs me I'm not giving up on you..' 

Shinkoumon casted a glance at AngeHumon as the attack power around her died and was replied by white dancing flame. The red eyes seemed to be pleading to compaion to watch their back they wre about to try something..the albino wolf humonid moved as fast the feet would carry them and bound towards Shiyume..the move was risky but if they could just get one hand on him..maybe..just maybe..they could make him understand.. 

***

Kaikoudramon flew back, quickly regaining his balance in the air. He turned 
to Paxmon. "Reikou's loyalty was to the future. For the time, his 
obedience to Akumamon coincided with his goals. But now, he... I... we have 
no reason to stand with such an abomination! The actions of the child of 
death are understandable. Despite his outward appearance, Reikou never did 
trust him, nor were his professions of good will towards him true. As for 
Zorui, Reikou would have thought him to be more logical. But as Reikou has 
stated numerous times, we serve the future. As such, any obstacles that 
exist in our path must be elminated, though it may not be our desire to do 
so. The needs of the many always outweight the needs of the few. We cannot 
allow our personal feelings to get involved with such an important task." 
He paused for a moment and sighed. "They will either see the error of their 
ways, or they will be destroyed along with Akumamon. There is no other 
recourse."

***

"But, they don't have to be destroyed," said Paxmon. "Think about the future 
- I agree, but leave no one behind is another. There has to be another way 
to solve this mess than through destruction." She looked at Genkurimon, 
knowing that Zorui was in there.
"Zorui, Takashima, Shiyume. They're not bad kids - they're just mislead," 
said Hotarubi inside of Paxmon.
"I know," replied Paxmon, but no one heard their conversation that went on in 
Paxmon's head. "I know that this is not what you want - you want another way 
than fighting, but..."
"There always is another way," interrupted Hotarubi. "We don't need to fight 
- not at a time like this." Paxmon stood her ground, waiting for the other 
side to take action if and when they did.

***

AngHumon floated silently amongst his companions, nodding in quiet at 
Shinkoumon as an assurance he would keep a close eye on her.

Reserving his power for a more appropriate time, he listened observantly to 
Paxmon and Kaikoudramon in concern. From within, Makoto's shining white aura 
was worried. If they continued to debate at such a time of extreme danger, 
they could be caught off guard from another attack made by the forces of 
darkness pitted against them. 'We have to work together as a team...' he 
said quietly within his digital form, accepting that he had to unite them 
quickly.

"You both have strong points to argue," his voice echoed, "...but I think we 
all would agree when we say that death can only come to claim those who 
oppose us as a last resort, for there is no futher option. It is up to all 
of you as individuals to decide how you fight, as long as we all share the 
same goal of destroying Akumamon. I praise Kaikoudramon's emergence into the 
Light, but I respect his decision to do it in using his own individual 
methods. In war, the law is silent, so there is no means for us to hold him 
back. If he wishes to kill, it his his decision alone, as it is our 
opponent's foolish decisions to align with the darkness that Akumamon 
embraces."

He looked among Genkurimon and Fujiiromon with crimsion optics, before 
looking back among the two digimon that contained the auras of Hotarubi and 
Reikou. "Know this, Kaikoudramon, I will not kill these digimon aside from 
Akumamon himself because they in turn may be slower than you in realising 
the truth to the Light. They will be shown mercy from me as have been given 
to you, but the mercy will not be given lightly if they continue to 
interfere in our way from saving all of existance. Remember, that with great 
power comes with great responsibility. If you shed their blood here on this 
day, it will thoust be shead on your hands, and your hands alone. The guilt 
that may come afterward from bringing an end to their digital and human 
lives will be of your own consequence of your actions. However, although I 
do not agree with your methods I shall not condone them as they are yours to 
make and not ours to decide. I will support you in our mission to stop this 
evil that has stifled our worlds as I will with all of my friends. Now, let 
us end this disagreement between our beliefs and concentrate on the urgency 
at hand."

He waited obediantly for Lucifermon to give the offical order to attack, 
staying conservative to maintain his defense. His wings outstretched to all 
that fought with him, even to Freyamon who had courageously gone in for the 
attack to slay Akumamon. The whisper of his words upon the wind traveled to 
their ears for them to listen using the power of the digivice which had 
evolved him.

"Beware, Akumamon is not to be underestmiated. He single-handedly brought 
about the merging of the real world and the digital world along with the 
corruption of the internet, and defeated the last powerful digimon who tried 
to destroy him. May the essence of the Light protect you, and the light of 
the heavens shine down upon your paths... though this may be our darkest 
hour, it may yet be our greatest moment!"

***

Surfermon watched impatiently while the others talked, waving his twin weapons around quickly. Finally, he burst forward, unable to stay still any longer. "Enough talk! You're going down Akumamon!!" he challenged in his childish voice, charging forward, bringing his twin weapons together into a massive wave of light which burst down onto Akumamon and those with him. "Tide of Compassion!!!" 

***

Akumamon's vision flashed. One moment he say the digi-destined of light 
standing along before and then a split second later he saw their digimon. 
There was a flash of light and then suddenly both figures melded together to 
form the new unlocked digimon. His eyes narrowed to mere slits as his claws 
shot forward towards the newly evolved DIgimon.
Immediately, Lucifermon flew out of the way and then doubled back towards 
the undead Digimon lord.
"Shougo! I will release you!" Lucifermon shouted, clearly showing the sign 
for everyone to attack.

***

Genkurimon swung the small drum at his waist around in front of him. He let his eyes close slowly as he began to tap quietly on the top of the drum. 
Inside the creature's head, Kitsunemon spoke up.
'Zorui...what are you doing?'
'They are trying to hurt Father, we can't let them do that.'
The drumming became louder, and faster. Each of Genkurimon's five tails began to dance slowly to the beating. 
'I don't know...maybe you should...'
'Should what?'
'You should listen to what they have to say...'
The drumming's tempo increased.
'What are you talking about? Are you stupid?'
One of Genkurimon's eyes opened slowly and glanced at Kairoudramon.
'Zorui, they are serious about what they're saying...if you're not careful..'
'Who cares, Father will take care of them.'
'Zorui....'
The rhythmn of the small drum echoed loudly through the darkness.
'What?' the boy snapped.
'....Akumamon, he's not...he's not your Father...and you know it.'
Suddenly the drumming stopped.
The digimon continued ,'...and I think that-'
'Shut up! I don't care what you think! Just SHUT UP!!'
Genkurimon's eyes flashed open and the digimon threw his arm up high over his head. As he smashed his hand down onto the top of the drum, the darkness overhead rumbled as if it were a storm cloud. Flaming balls of fire tore out of the darkness, raining down around all the digimon in front of them.
'Zorui! Stop it!' Kitsunemon cried out inside of Genkurimon's head. 'You are going to get us killed!'
'I told you before, just SHUT UP!'


***

Fujiiromon was hovering silently in the air, eyes closed. His voice was 
clear. "Takashima does not wish for all things to end. Neither do I. But we 
both have a profound sense of loyalty. If our master wishes it, we will 
follow him in this. I am us both. I see beyond death. If you would destroy 
me, so be it. Come, attack us. Let this battle decide the future."

He opened his eyes, bringing his swords up in a defensive stance.

***

Freyamon leaped backwards away from the monster shadow, backflipping and 
landing on her feet. She turned to look at the beast "Disgusting! I hate 
tar..." she pointed out "Make like the dog you are, and shake!" she yelled 
spreading her arms above her head stretching them out as far as she could. 
The gold encrypted bands on her arms both began to glow a bright yellow as 
enery gathered around them. "Sonic THUNDER!" Freyamon yelled, suddenly 
throwing her arms in front of her until the metal bands clanged together 
loudly. The effect shot out a distorting wave of energy that caused the 
atmosphere around the invisible wave to shake and distort as it flew towards 
Akumamon a loud earthquake effect iminating.

***

Shinkoumon conituned her mad dash forward both partner and digimon were instint on the fact of reaching Shyiume anyway possiable. They couldn't give up on him that easy..they would not allow. If they were that willing to forgoe any thought of humanity in the boy how were they any better?

The white albino wolf let out a gently cry swinging the ribbion forward elegentley. They just had to get a hold of him so how our the attempt to reach would be in vain. 


***

Paxmon sensed the fireballs coming at her and instinctively jumped up to 
avoid them while hitting one with her staff.
"Genkurimon - one of you in there! Stop this!" she called. "You don't 
realize what is happening." She landed in front of the other digimon. 
"Kitsunemon...Zorui - whoever...listen, please. You don't realize what 
Akumamon has planned." She spread her wings and floated a little. "We won't 
attack you unless necessary - we don't want that. Just listen, please. 
Akumamon's plans will cause the destruction of the universe."

***

AngHumon immediately began to move forward with Lucifermon, Freyamon and 
Surfermon to begin the final showdown, his massive wings of light being 
pulled behind him like a curtain being pulled taught.

He cupped his hands together as he sailed through the air, Akumamon in sight 
of his crimson optics. "Enough!" he cried in the commanding voice of Makoto 
and Ungamon combined, "It ends here!"

The energy in his hands gathered as streams of light, ten balls of energy 
each a different color circling his form, representing the ten elements that 
gave all of existance balance.

The ten balls focused into one point into his hands and forcing out a huge 
blast of pure light that blinded anyone who looked directly into it. The 
mushroom-cloud blast of energy exploded forth, joining the other devastating 
energy attacks that headed for the dark lord.

AngHumon yelled out as the name of the attack as loud as he could over the 
deafening sound of the shockwave energy being summoned forth from his very 
hands.

"Final Revelation!"

***

Jicetermon bounced around the vastness as he dodged the tar-like tentacles 
and fireballs. Though his movements appeared comical, one could also see the 
grace and fluidity. It was as if he was as light as air and as flimsy as 
string.

"All too easy," he said as he landed in a pose and gathered next to his 
friends.

Brandishing both hoops, Jicetermon's eyes glowed with a fierce intensity. 
His comical grin was replaced with him baring his teeth as the same ice blue 
energy that eminated from his eyes surged down his coil-like arms and into 
his razor hoops. Twirling the glowing circles at his side, Jicetermon poured 
more energy into his arms, causing the blue discs to spin faster and glow 
brighter. As he hurled the twin discs at Akumamon, his thundering yell could 
be heard as well as AngeHumon's.

"Frozen Finale!"


***

Argomon, too, easily dodged Akumamon's claws, sliding smoothly aside.
Rather than flying, he seemed to be supported by the lightning beneath his
feet - similar to Rai's light blades, but vastly more powerful.
He took a moment to consider the tactics of the group. In a
split-second he analysed the situation and picked an appropriate course of
action. Shinkoumon, he decided, needed covering fire. A further instant
was wasted considering whether Defiance's defection could be genuine, but he
dismissed the notion as unimportant. Whatever Kaikoudramon's motives, there
was little he could do to stop them now. And besides - switching sides
would be well within the bounds of Defiance's crest. That was what gave the
Children of Light the edge. Once more, the Avatar of Trust contemplated
Akumamon's choice of crests, and once again he could find no logic behind
it.
All this flashed through Argomon's mind like lightning. Then he moved.
Without warning, he was suddenly racing forwards, taking up a position
behind Shinkoumon as she ran. "Argo Force!" he cried, and a cocoon of
lightning shot out of his brightly-glowing hands to surround them both.


***

"Thanks for the extra coverage Argomon.." Shinkoumon replied, "we had our minds so occupied at the task hand we could have gotten singed...but now.."

The shawmon wolf lunged forward wrapping the large paws tightly around Shiyume in a warm embrace as the white flames grew larger.

"Holy Flames!" the vocies cried together

'Show me how your hurt Shyiume I want to help you rid of the scars..give me a chance..' slienty whispered Kokoro.

The whtie flames crackled and danced about them, no one would be allowed into their circle until Shinkoumon realsed them both. A quickly flash on the wolf body showed the holographic form of Kokoro..her brown eyes looked pleadingly at him.

'Shyiume..please..show me..let me help..'

***

Gekurimon growled as Paxmon landed. 
'Does she even realize how annoying she is?!' Zorui grumbled ,'No matter what she says nothing will change.'
Kitsunemon remained quiet.
Genkurimon stood quietly watching Paxmon through narrowed eyes. His tails swayed very slightly. All of a sudden, the digimon's hand shot forward and cought hold of Paxmon's neck. Genkurimon grinned and swung his other hand back over his head, claws twinkling from the light of the fireballs surrounding his body.
"I am just soo sick of-" he stopped. Gekurimon turned his head sharply to stare at his hand. Why wasn't it moving?
'Kitusnemon! What are you doing! Let me move my arm!'
'Zorui, it's not your arm, it both of our's. We are one being now, and I will not allow you to do this!'
'What!?' the boy sputtered. ' Why are you being so stupid? Stop this imediately!'
'It it I who is being stupid?' the digimon asked softly. ' I've sat by quietly and watched you follow along blindly after Akumamon; I had no right to impose. It's your life to live how you choose. But this...this...something as huge as the destruction of...of everything! How can you choose to remain blind to something of SUCH importance, especially when there are others who are offering you the chance to see the truth?'
The boy spoke up quietly, his voice shaking angrily,' They...have...no...proof...'
Suddenly Genkurimon's hand released it's hold on Paxmon's neck, and the other swung down and grabbed a hold of the first, clasping it tighly to their digimon's stomach. As Genkurimon spoke, only the quiet voice of Kitsunemon could be heard ," Please, tell us more. I will listen."

***

Surfermon watched as his attack washed over Akumamon to no effect. He moved back and waited while the others unleashed their own attacks. "Ok! Let's try that again!" he shouted, still grinning. 


"Tide Of Compassion!!!" 

***

Argomon nodded simply to Shinkoumon when she thanked him. A mon of few
words, he seemed to feel an implicit sense of trust with his comrades. He
wasn't even expecting to be thanked - he had just done what needed to be
done. He whirled around Shinkoumon and her captive, zipping from side to
side to ward off any external threats in a blur of motion.
Surveying the strange world of the corrupted internet, he noted
Genkurimon seemingly struggling with some internal conflict. 'The Avatar of
Betrayal betrays himself?' he wondered, silently. 'And Defiance switches
sides. Almost as though, in these forms, our crest traits come to the fore
much more strongly than before. Well, let's hope he works his way up to
betraying Akumamon.' He smirked to himself as he continued to defend his
friend. Unlike the other digimon, this internal monologue was indeed a
monologue - Rai and Hiraishinmon's merging was far more complete, due to the
intense trust that bound them together. Argomon thought, and moved, as one.


***

Akumamon was hit with attack after attack as he tried to swipe blindly at 
the digimon before him. His eyes bled, but he was still in control.
Freyamon attack continued to ring in his ears, but the shockwave was 
absorbed into his skin.
Lucifermon's eyes widened momentarily as the attacks that were thrown at him 
were absorbed into his massive body.
"Energy... He is energy..." He whispered to himself, keeping a tight grip on 
the scythe in his hands.

'Myo-chan... THere must be a way to stop him...' Hitori's voice said in his 
mind. 'If he's energy, than there must be some way to overload his 
circuits...so to speak...'
'I don't know... Sometimes that analogy won't work. Feeding him energy may 
either destroy him or just make him stronger.' Nakuramon replied to her.
'THen... Why not feed him one giant attack at once? If he's feeding off the 
energy piece by piece, one giant blast may be far to much for him to 
take...' Hitori answered. 'If... the dark digidestined joined with us, we 
could easily overpower him...'

"Everyone!" Lucifermon shouted. "We need to join together as one force..."
Akumamon's eyes flared in anger as his hand shot at Lucifermon, knocking him 
violently to one side.
"You will all become energy! Both worlds will be destroyed and only the 
absolute peace of silence will remain!" He hissed.
'Zorui... Shiyume... Takashima... Please...' Hitori whispered.


***

Shiyume allowed Kokoro to take him. He could see in
her eyes that she cared about him. And from what the
light chosen were saying, quite a few of them wanted
him to join them. They...they really did care for what
they were fighting for.

Mushi.

They were going to destroy everything. Everything
father had worked so hard for. Were they really
willing to go back to that crappy life? Shiyume wasnt.
In that world, he had no friends. His damn arm didn't
even work. Why would he want to go back to that? He
couldn't.

Tsunekomon looked up at his master. No, his friend.
Shiyume looked back to his Digimon. He knew. He knew
then that Tsunekomon was the reason. He was the reason
Shiyume was happy. Not his arm. Not his sense of being
someone. Akumamon had given him a true friend. And
nothing could break them apart now. With this
realization, his Digivice's glow brightened. They had
all they needed now. 

Shiyume looked up to the Digimon holding him. 
"Kokoro. I can never thank you enough for saving me.
You have been my first true friend in a long time. I
will always remember what you have done. But...I
can't. I just can't go against the one who's given me
everything. Kokoro. Please leave. I don't want to harm
you, but I cannot let father die. Again, thank you. I
will never forget this." With that, he wiggled out of
her grasp and walked over to his master.

"I wont let you harm my father. I wont let you destroy
what he's worked for. Tsunekomon.."
"Hai..."
With that, the light of evolution surrounded them.

***

Kokuei stirred and murmured as the strange and sudden sleep began to release him. Sometime during it, he'd powered down. Out of the Angelic form in which he had taken, and taking on the look of seemingly normal youth.
Lifting himself up to sit as he blinked his green eyes slowly, he sighed. Tossing his head back, his hair swept up like a great fiery blanket and obscured the menacing sky from his gaze momentarily. He had been dreaming. . . no, more than that, he had been watching. Somehow disconnected from himself, he'd seen the Children in their fight. Their battle and their changes, merging with their Digimon.
A small smile came to his masked lips, and closing his eyes again, he began to hum.

***

Paxmon held her staff in front of her, for defensive purposes, in case 
Genkurimon came at her again. Breathing slowly, she shook her head a little.
"The merging of two worlds destroys the balance of the universe. When the 
universe or anything becomes unbalanced, it will collapse," she said, with 
Hotarubi and Aichoumon's voices on equal levels. "Akumamon's merging of the 
Digital World and real world have caused an imbalance, and this will only 
destroy the two worlds and universe along with it. You have to believe us."

***

AngHumon looked on, observing the attacks striking Akumamon and having no 
effect. Slowly, he was also reaching the same conclusion Luficermon was. 
"Everyone, listen to him..."

He swerved out and caught Lucifermon, slowing down his speed from the impact 
of Akumamon's strike by blocking him with his body. "You are right. We will 
never be able to beat Akumamon without the help of those still loyal to him. 
In our darkest hour, from villains the light of heroes will be born... But 
they are still struggling to see the light... and it may well already be too 
late before we can convince them. There is still one hope. I must give my 
powers of the light to let them see the truth to Akumamon's evil. But I 
cannot make them choose; like Zorui, they must choose on their own."

He let go of Lucifermon and floated backwards, stopping momentarily in 
mid-air from his holy armor, light shined forth as AngHumon crossed his 
arms over his chest.

"Final Revelation!" he summoned his attack again, but this time it was not 
composed of elemental energy; instead light energy glowed from his armor 
like a sun was being born from within his heart. The auras of Makoto and 
Ungamon from within were working together to transmit holy light from the 
digital gods and the heavens above, each ray casting out into the darkened 
internet around them.

Three rays streamed out and found their way onto Genkurimon, Fujiiromon, and 
Shiyume with Tsunekomon, filling their eyes with pure light. The voices of 
the four digital gods echoed along with AngHumon. "Children of darkness, 
let the truth to the light be revealed! Recieve the blessing of the Forever 
Light, my blessing to you! Open your eyes and see the true intentions! Know 
that the only way to stop all of existance from unraveling is to step into 
the path of the light, the path that has always welcomed you no matter what 
your sins!"

The light was not forcing them to betray darkness; instead it gave them a 
choice, a ability to be able to see straight into Akumamon and into his 
heart. Unlike Akumamon's dream illusions, there they could see the complete 
truth; a soul that seemed to swallow into a dark void, the stuff of 
nightmares, the overwhelingly terrifying feeling emitting from it that made 
a person want to cower and scream in utter terror. He had never cared for 
them and never would, his own selfish ambitions clear enough for them to see 
that he had used them to satisfy his own dark needs, even if they had 
aligned with him by will. And now he was going to kill them all so they 
could become a part of him, the only one entity in the universe that would 
have supreme reign.

On the other hand the others could be seen as person and digimon within 
their own auras, hearts that may have had different beliefs but all with the 
one pure intention of saving all that was to exist.

Then the light from their eyes was gone as AngHumon dimmed, folding over on 
Lucifermon from having to use so much power. "I have given them a 
glimpse..." he breathed hard, "I will regain my power shortly. It is truly 
up to them now..."

***

Fujiiromon didn't even blink as the light shone into his eyes. His voice 
remained thoughtful as he spoke. "AngHumon... I see the truth. I have seen 
the truth all along. I KNOW that there is nothing to gain from returning to 
nothingness. Humans are not completely hopeless. They can improve. They can 
adapt. With the right guidance. Part of me, Takashima, did not use to see 
things this way. However, I remain steadfast in my judgment. I can NOT 
abandon my lord, not when he needs me the most. He gave me the strength to 
continue living when the world seemed a senseless and stupid place. He gave 
me the best friend I have ever had - Cordimon. The friend I am now a part 
of."

Fujiiromon brought his hand up and scratched his elfin cheek. He gazed over 
at Hitori. "I truly wish to aid your cause, child of Life. I do. But I can 
not let myself. Not until I have been defeated. Defeat me, and I will lend 
you all what strength I can."

He drew his blades and soared downwards, feet almost touching the ground. 
His gaze slowly moved across the gathered enemies of Akumamon. Then his 
eyelids slowly closed.

***

The light of evolution faded as Shiyume and his
Digimon were shown AngHumon's vision. The child of
envy scoffed.
"So...we were right. Father doesn't care for us. I
knew...back in my dream..the perfect world had no
Akumamon. Its not a surprise."
Tsunekomon spoke up now. "We always followed him. We
always believed him. And now we know his true
intentions."
"Its too bad..."
"It is..."
"I really didn't want things to end like this..."
"But nothing lasts forever..."
"Every dream must eventually die..."
"Every circus must eventually end..."
"And every life must eventually fade..."
"I'm glad I met you, Shiyume."
Shiyume nodded, and the light of evolution surrounded
them once more. Geysers of water erupted around them,
soon forming a massive pillar. Tsunekomon jumped into
Shiyume's arms, a ripple euptings outwards from the
point where they touched. Tendrils of water sprung up
from all over the ground and embraced the two as their
forms became one. 

When the pillar of water faded, there stood a
magnificent cat-like dragon. Its silvery blue fur
shimmered. It was graced with elegant, turqoise-ish
armor. Its head had two curved horns on top of it. The
creature opened its eyes and exclaimed its name.
"CascadeWyvernmon!"
Looking to everyone, he said quietly, "I'm sorry. But
I wont be joining you. I know I was wrong, but...I
can't abandon father. If you must, destroy me. In
fact...I ask it. Destroy Akumamon, and myself as well.
I am prepared for my punishment. You all have the
power to defeat him..."
Within the Digimon, Shiyume shed a tear. He didn't
really want this.

***

AngHumon slowly looked up and nodded in consideration of Fujiiromon's 
words. "Then Akumamon has truly underestimated you. He gave you a partner to 
carry out the evils he wished for you to accomplish, and although you 
followed, you found a friend in Cordimon. Humans can indeed change and this 
I know of, for you too have most likely improved before you knew of digimon, 
in fact all of us have digivolved from within - changed - in some way. But 
if you had trouble finding friends in the real world, Genai could have 
blessed you with another friend. Instead, knowing that you would not regret 
having met your partner, you chose to use Akumamon in the same way he used 
you. Loyalty to your agreement is the only thing that stops you from 
crossing into the path of the Light. And that, I shall respect."

As he floated next to Lucifermon, he ignited a sword of pure light from his 
hands, the source radiating from the base of his palm. "If Lucifermon has 
more important matters to attend to, then I shall fight you, Fujiiromon. And 
that goes for the rest of you who wish to honor Akumamon's darkened pact."

He glanced over as he sensed the evolutionary light and identified the new 
CascadeWyvernmon as Shiyume and Tsunekomon merged into one. "No, I shall not 
destroy you. No-one will be destroying anyone now, not when we need all the 
power we can obtain to destroy Akumamon. CascadeWyvernmon, you must promise 
if we defeat you that you will lend us your powers to end this maddness. 
Akumamon will give no more blessings to us, only the curse of eternal death. 
Honor him if you must and let his death come swiftly, end the suffering of 
his tourtured soul that has spawned from his evil insanity - at least do 
this for us."

***

As the light faded away, Genkurimon stood up wearily. 
'But..but Kitsunemon, it's not ture, Father DOES care for us!...right?'
'Zorui, I'm sorry, there is no possible way that I can tell you for sure what Akumamon feels, if anything. He may have at one time truely cared, but you heard him yourself, he intends to destroy everything, EVERYTHING! Including all of his children. Maybe in his own warped way of thinking, he feels he's doing the world a favor...but..." Kitsunemon sighed, his voice trailing off ," I know this is hard for you. It would be so simple to just turn around right now, and continue to fight for Akumamon...and his cause. You may not like everyone on this planet, and no one says you have to, but do they really deserve the fate that Akumamon has planned? Do YOU deserve the fate that Akumamon has planned? Does anyone?'
Genkurimon squeezed his eyes shut.
'...but if it weren't for Fa- for Akumamon...I would never have met you...'
'And I can assure you, if he isn't stopped, that meeting will have been very brief.'
Genkurimon opened his eyes again and turned to look at Paxmon, then to Akumamon, to Lucifermon, and to Kaikoudramon. He turned his face back to the ground, biting his lip nervously.
'Zorui...you must make your decision now...but...but no matter what you decide, I promise I will fight along side you, even if I know in my heart that it is wrong.'

***

Fujiiromon nodded, his purple eyes narrowing. He held one sword pointed 
backwards along his right leg, the other one held high. Suddenly he shot 
into the air like a bullet, arced downwards, then stooped towards AngHumon, 
holding one sword out in a piercing motion, keeping the other one ready for 
a follow-up slash.

***

Surfermon backed off again, watching his attack have little effect yet again. "Oh man! He's so evil, I can't even scratch him!" he protested, as he zoomed forward towards CascadeWayvernmon. "Ok! I don't wanna fight! But if you stand against us, then fight we will!" he announced, bowing humbly before slashing at the giant Digimon with his twin weapons. 

*** 

"Baka."growled Shinkoumon clutching their fist togethers and red fire swirled about them. 

"Do you not realize even know your digimon was never given by the one who deflies you. Fate saw you recieved your partner by any means possiable.." Kokoro grasped her heart in pain as tear slided down her cheek. 

The fire about the shawmon digimon grew almost casting them out of sight. The ribbion danced about them adding to arua. 

"Lucifermon..on your single I am perpared to give everything I have to save our world.." 

'Kamisama..please be kind..if my heart breaks completly please take me in your hands....'


***

AngHumon reached out with his spiritual wings to comfort Kokoro's aura. 
"Don't cry those tears. We need you..." Makoto's aura responded softly.

Fujiiromon's attack almost caught him off guard, and swerved to the side 
knowing he couldn't block the piercing blow. It surprised him, but none the 
less he anticipated it. Surfermon's assualt on CascadeWyvernmon distracted 
him, but he did not turn his head away from Fujiiromon. "Surfermon!" his 
echo bellowed. "Whatever you do, do not destroy him! You must enable him to 
live so he can help us!"

Quickly he turned his radient optics back to Fujiiromon. "So be it, Death. I 
do not wish to fight you..." He slashed upwards with his sword of light to 
block the second blow that was coming, at the same time trying to make an 
attack. "But you and the fate of the cosmos leave me no choice! You 
understand that I cannot fail, or we will all die."


***

Paxmon looks at Genkurimon worriedly.
"There is nothing more I can say, Zorui," says Hotarubi through Paxmon. "I 
just hope you listen to us, friend..." Paxmon then turns away back towards 
the others and holds her staff in preparation of needing to fight. She 
spreads her wings a little and floats up a little. She looks down at 
Genkurimon and smiles. "Listen to your heart. We all should do that a 
little more often."

***

Lucifermon clenched the scythe tightly in his palms as he looked towards
Fujiiromon. His gaze moved to Shinkoumon and nodded. They would not fail.
His eyes then moved to Genkurimon and then to Akumamon.

'Shougo...' Hitori said as their gazes locked.
'We need everyone.' Nakuramon replied. 'It's not time yet.'
Akumamon's eyes widened as he forced a blast of telekenisis in the
Lucifermon's direction, throwing him back as another hand caught him off
guard and caught him in it's grip. Akumamon hissed, holding Lucifermon in
his grip.
"I will squash you like the bugs you are." He growled, squeezing Lucifermon,
waiting for him to cry out in agony. Lucifermon was still holding onto the
scythe tightly and in one swift motion he was able to bring it down into
AKumamon's hand. Akumamon flinched, immediately releasing his grip. "You
will all perish!"
Lucifermon cast a glance back to Genkurimon. "Is this what you want, Zorui?"

*****

'How do they expect us to fight as one...? Those fools are so indoctrinated
by Akumamon... We should destroy them quickly.'

'Reikou, what about their power? It could be a great asset.'

'Doesn't matter. If we don't stop them now, they'll stand in our way, and
we can't touch Akumamon until they're removed from the picture.'

'I see your point, but perhaps there is an alternative.'

'No, there is none. They will either yield to us, join us, or be destroyed.
That is the rule of war. There can be no exceptions to the rule. Now are
you with me? I can't do this without you. You and I have always fought as
one. We've always been in total agreement in terms of our goals.'

'I know, as cruel and unfortunate as it is, they cannot be allowed to stand
in our way. Hopefully they will see the light and join us. I really don't
want to kill anyone.'

'Nor do I. I truly hope they understand that if they continue in such a
fashion, there will be no future. Our first target is the Harbinger of
death. I've wanted to deflate his ego for quite some time.'

Kaikoudramon grinned. "Those who bring light to the world! We do not have
time to waste in idle talk. The longer we wait, the more time we give
Akumamon to bring about the end of the world! We have to put and end to
this now!" Jutting an arm forward, Kaikoudramon brandished his serated
daggers, and dashed towards Fujiiromon. "Fujiiromon! Stand and face me!"
In a single motion, he spun about, slashing towards Fujiiromon's neck with
his daggers. "Now! Attack as one, I'll supress these deluded fools, just
stop Akumamon before it's too late!!!"

**********

Fujiiromon kept pressure on the blade, trying to force AngHumon backwards.
He brought back his second sword in the beginning of an attacking slash when
he suddenly spotted Kaikoudramon attacking from the flank. The blade that
had been readied for attack spun to the side, blocking the daggers. Having
both blades occupied, he darthed backwards, swords crossed in front of his
face, eyes narrowed. "Yes, perfect. The more of you that attack me, the
quicker I will fall. There is not much time. But I will not hold back. I
cannot hold back!"

Fujiiromon glanced downwards, closing his eyes. Then he suddenly darted
forward, eyes still closed, moving one blade close to the ground, slicing
sharply upwards towards AngHumon's abdominal area. The other blade was kept
semi-loosely in Kaikoudramon's direction, for protection.

**********


AngHumon gritted his teeth as he pushed back against Fujiiromon's blade,
letting go only when Kaikoudramon came rushing forth to join the attack. "Do
not kill him, he has agreed to lend us his powers if we defeat him in
combat." he swiftly reminded him.

He finished talking as Fujiiromon came for him again, bringing up his wing
to protect himself. He felt a slight pain as the blade stabbed into the
transparent shield, but Fujiiromon's blade remained frozen for the moment.
Quickly as he pulled his wing away from the blade, he kicked out with a
roundhouse kick to attempt to spin Fujiiromon around and then came at him
with his sword of light in an upwards slash. "Now, Kaikoudramon!" he called.
"Attack!"

***
Genkurimon sighed as he watched Lucifermon. No, this wasn't what he wanted. 
He could lie to himself and say that everyone deserved to be destroyed; that 
Akumamon's actions were right, but he knew that he didn't believe any of 
that....at least, not anymore.
The digimon looked thoughtfully up at Paxmon, nodding slightly. She was 
right; they all were right and would continue to be right, no matter how 
hard he wished it wasn't so.
Genkurimon turned back to face Akumamon. Closing his eyes, he nodded his 
head in farewell.
'I'm sorry Father. It seems that this time, you have gone too far.'
The fox-man lifted his head and looked at Lucifermon.
"I am willing to lend my power whenever you are ready."

**********

'This isn't working,' Katai thought as he watched everyone. 'How are we 
supposed to be working together to defeat Akumamon if we're concerning 
ourselves with the Dark Digi-destined.'
Zeromon didn't respond, but Katai could feel that he was thinking that they 
should be more concerned with Akumamon destroying them all. The boy sighed 
and turned to Lucifermon. Jicetermon tightened his grip on his hoops before 
turning to Akumamon.
"Gather the others," he said to Lucifermon. "I'll see what I can do to 
distract him."
Before anyone could argue, Jicetermon bounded about, making a loose direct 
course to Akumamon. His arms stretched and contracted like springs as he 
used his entire body to move and dodge whatever the dark lord might throw at 
him. His grin had changed to clenched teeth as he lept high above the others 
and looked Akumamon in the eyes.
"You shall never destroy this world, or any other," Jicetermon said as his 
eyes glowed intensly. "My friends and I shall defeat you. Even your own 
"children" have opened their eyes and realized your true intentions. It's 
over. You've lost!"
Jicetermon slashed Akumamon across the chest, bounced off of his arm, and 
went for his face.

~~*~~

Quickly Lucifermon turned, before Hitori could witness Akumamon being 
slashed across his chest and face. Black blood oozed out from the wound on 
his chest, yet he did not yeild. Not even when Jicetermon slashed his face. 
The black substance dripped down over his ivory white face. But he was only 
becoming angrier. The darkness around them swirled angrily as shadows 
reached out from the depths of the shadows around them for Jicetermon. 
Wrapping around his limbs, leaving a burning sensation in their wake, 
Akumamon watched with satisfaction as they squeezed the ice jester.
"If I can't destroy you... I'll absorb you!" His voice boomed.

"Over my dead body you will!" The female rider on Ragna Dramon's back 
shouted as they galloped forward, lance pointed towards Akumamon as they 
both shot past the bound Jicetermon and letting the medieval weapon bury 
into the Virus's chest. "Your game of playing God is about to end!"
The shadows withdrew from Jicetermon as Akumamon lost his concentration.
"Go Lucifermon!!" She yelled and immediately he withdrew, flying towards 
Fujiiromon.
"ENOUGH!!" Lucifermon shouted, scythe drawn as he brought it down across the 
digimon's body. Hitori's eyes met Takashima as the flash of metal cross in 
front of Fujiiromon.

***

Jicetermon laid where he was dropped. His arms and legs burned with the dark 
energy that flowed from Akumamon. The pain surged through the digiman's 
body, forcing him to stay down momentarily. Slowly, his eyes opened and 
watched as Akumamon shrank back from Ragna Dramon's attack. Jicetermon 
blinked several times and rocked on his back a few times. Suddenly, he 
rolled backwards and sprang onto his feet. His limbs still burned, but he 
looked past the pain to Akumamon. His eyes glowed so brightly that he almost 
disappeared behind them.
"I made a mistake the first time," he said. "It shall not happen again."
Weilding his hoops once again, Jicetermon managed to hop back to Ragna 
Dramon's side before hurling both hoops at Akumamon's chest where Ragna 
Dramon had struck him.

***

"Then, let's go," said Paxmon to Genkurimon. She rose above the others, 
watching the others attack and battle with Akumamon. She lifted her long 
staff into the air with both hands, twirling it around for a moment. 
Suddenly, she stopped and pointed it at Akumamon. "It's time to end this 
destruction for peace." A bright light emitted from the end of her staff. 
"Light of Peace!" The light swirled with energy and headed right at Akumamon 
as she rushed towards him. She slammed the end of her staff into his chest 
along with others' attacks, letting her attack hit him at full force.

***

Kaikoudramon drove the daggers forward, using all of his strength to hold 
Fujiiromon at bay. "Why?! Why are you doing this?! You remain loyal, 
despite his actions, and despite your own. Is it your wish to be 
destroyed?!" He wedged the daggers around the sword. "Why not end this 
now?" With a quick thrust, the drove the sword from the hands of 
Fujiiromon, holding the right dagger to his throat. "I do not wish to kill 
you! But if you continue in such a matter, you will leave me no choice!"

***

"No, Kaikoudramon!" yelled AngEchomon, pushing his strength into his last 
swift attack. "He is simply trying to honor his services to the being whom 
he has served for so long. Have you not been listening? We will need 
everyone, and I mean everyone to defeat Akumamon. Before I underestimated 
his abilities from our newfound powers, but now I know that killing an 
unlocked digimon here today will greatly hinder our efforts to vanquish 
Akumamon once and for all! I cannot allow you to kill Fujiiromon, or anyone 
here for that matter."

After he had made his successive blows, he tried to take advantage of 
Lucifermon's entrance by making another large sidewards slash at Fujiiromon 
to knock the second sword out of his grasp. "I can heal him after we have 
defeated him," he quickly managed to comment in a lower tone as his sword 
swung out once more, "I cannot do so if he is already dead."

***

Surfermon backed off from the fight after his attack. He was by far the smallest present and sat back for a few seconds to watch the ongoing fight. "Akumamon! You know you're beaten!" he shouted. "We're not doing this for ourselves, but for everybody! Nobody will survive if you're not stopped!!" he finished, before moving quickly forward, weapons drawn. 

***

Argomon skated over to CascadeWyvernmon on a wave of lightning. When he was
close enough to be heard, he spoke quietly. "There's something you should
know, Envy," he declared, making no hostile moves. "Akumamon wants to be
defeated."
It was a theory that Hiraishinmon had developed, and Argomon repeated it
now with Rai's absolute conviction. "Maybe he doesn't know it himself," he
continued, "But on some level, deep down, it's true. Think about the gifts
he gave his children - betrayal, defiance, hatred, greed. It's not what you
call a winning formula. Akumamon's behaviour is shaped by Shougo's
perceptions, and right the way through this thing he's been acting like a
villain from an old flatscreen movie, with his flying gothic battlements and
master plans. All he's missing is a twirly mustachio. What did those
villains have in common? They were always defeated. At his heart Akumamon
is a man, a human man, who doesn't want anybody to be hurt ever again. What
he's doing will hurt everyone, and he knows it." The Avatar of Trust held a
shining hand out to the Harbinger of Envy. "Join us. Set him free."

***

Shinkoumon's flames had grown to their full height with a battle cry the shawmon digimon swung their ribbion form coaxing the flames to shot outward. 

"Holy Fire!" 

***

Lucifermon figure floated backwards away from Fujiiromon back to side beside 
Argomon. Hitori heard his words.
'Shougo was hurt...' Hitori whispered. 'I was there and your words make 
sense. The Akuma virus... A poison that fed off his emotions. He was lost 
and alone and his humanity was ripped away from him without him having any 
control over it... Deep down inside... He wants release...'

"Lucifermon!!" The girl warrior on Ragna Dramon's back shouted, holding 
tightly onto the lance that was embedded in Akumamon's chest. It began to 
spark with energy as she cast a glance back towards Hitori and Nakuramon's 
new form. Akumamon's head was tilted back as he howled, his eyes flashing 
with a distant memory. "Lucifermon!! Everyone!! I can't keep him distracted 
forever!"
Lucifermon, his body suddenly shooting forward, scythe in hand.
"Sonic Wave!" Freyamon shouted again, bringing her wrists together so that 
her metal bracelets clashs, sending a wave of telekenisis spirally towards 
Akumamon, along side of Lucifermon as he approached. Ragna Dramon drew back 
quickly.
"Dark Flare!" The female rider shouted, her lance gathering energy and then 
shooting a beam of dark power towards Akumamon before he had a chance to 
recover. The beam impacted with his chest, and forced it's way through until 
it came out through his back, along with Paxmon and Jicetermon's attacks, 
creating an explosion of light.
"Siege Executioner!" He shouted, his body picking up speed as the blade on 
his scythe gathered the energy from Shinkoumon and Freyamon's attacks. The 
blade suddenly became a simple streak of light that Lucifermon brought it 
down quickly into Akumamon's forehead.

***

Genkurimon watched the others as they attacked Akumamon. Again, he pulled the small drum at his waist to his front. 
'Zorui, are you ready?'
'Yes. Yes, I think I am.'
The fox-man closed his eyes and breathed in deeply. His fingers began to dance lightly on top of the drum. Each of his five tails danced along with the rhythm, waving back and forth, faster and faster with the tempo. The five fire balls circling his head began to blaze brighter and brighter. As the drumming reached it's peak, the flames shot into the air, piercing the darkness.
"Tsuzumi Downpour!!!"
As the digimon's hand slammed down on the drum, the darkness above Akumamon ripped open and a storm of flames rained down upon the Dark Lord.

***

CascadeWyvernmon stood his ground and took the attack.
He was thrown back from the direct attack. But Shiyume
and his partner did not move. Why was he doing this?
Why wouldn't Shiyume just do the damn right thing?!
Was he afraid? No, he knew he wasnt. Was he loyal?
....No, he didn't think so anymore. So what was it?

It was then that Argomon came to him. He
listened...but wasnt sure if he should believe him. He
just had too much going on mentally, too many
questions to listen to anyone. He had become
overwhelmed.
"Damn it.....DAMN IT!"
The dragon ran full speed at Akumamon, eyes flaring
with a blind passion for his destruction. Shiyume and
Tsunekomon had no idea what they were doing, but they
had both made the same decision. Akumamon was going
down, no matter what they did. CascadeWyvernmon
stopped dead in his tracks.
"Akumamon...I thank you...for your gifts to me. And
for being there when I had no one. I also apologize,
for what I am about to do. But at one point, a son
must overthrow his father."
With that, he initiated his attack.

Large wings, completely made of water formed on his
back. Tendrils of water spread from them and gathered
in front of him, forming a disc.
"It ends here, Akumamon. By my hands, as well as these
others', you shall perish."
The disc shimmered for a second, before exploding with
a dozen or so small pillars of water that all sped
torwards the Dark Lord.
"Shimmering Retrobution!"

***

"This ends now, Akumamon. We have allowed you to live long enough!"
As Yagarumon and Urei's voices settled, the beast unsheathed his blade, pointing it towards Akumamon. He unfurled his massive wings, which began to glow brightly, along with his sword.
"Light of Judgment!"
With that, a blast of velvet energy flew from his wings and blade towards the virus.

***

The corner of Argomon's mouth turned up slightly into a wistful smile as
CascadeWyvernmon thrust himself towards Akumamon. He knew that Envy was
doing what had to be done, and he had done nothing but speak the truth, but
he didn't enjoy using the truth against people like that. He only hoped
that Shiyume would understand when everything was over.
To Argomon, things seemed to slow as he looked around the battlefield,
saw all the disparate attacks launched at Akumamon, remembered Lucifermon's
cry. "We need to join together as one force..." He thought about what he
could do, with his power over energy, and about the role of Trust in any
team - drawing everyone together to operate as an effective whole. In that
instant, he reached his arms out wide, extending his sphere of influence as
far as he could.
"Unity Crescendo," he said softly. The world stood still for a
heartbeat.
Argomon didn't really think about what he was doing. He was operating
on the instincts that came with his digital form, and he naturally trusted
his instincts. So he didn't realise that he was reaching down into the
underlying substructure of the internet and altering some fairly fundamental
processes. Some of the energies assaulting Akumamon were slightly
accelerated, while some other attacks were slowed down. All Argomon knew
was that when they struck they would strike as one.


***

AngHumon's kick caught Fujiiromon in the side of his head, sending him 
staggering backwards. The next attack by Kaikoudramon sent one of his two 
swords flying from his grasp. Skipping a couple of steps backwards, he 
brought up his swordless arm to shield himself from the daggers thrust 
towards his throat. A spurt of purple blood emerged as the daggers hit. 
Using this momentum, Fujiiromon swung his remaining blade towards 
Kaikoudramon's side, then tore his arm loose, blood flowing freely from it. 
His eyes were slightly wide, and his breathing was starting to get heavy.

Despite the heavy breathing, Fujiiromon's voice was strangely calm. "Part of 
me is remarkably stubborn, Kaikoudramon. Do not think me so stupid that I do 
not see the folly of Akumamon's plans. But something must mark the end of my 
service. I will crawl away from servitude, with the pain screaming in my 
ears. For nothing breaks down inhibitions better than pain!"

He suddenly flung his head back, laughing loudly. "At last! I am free!" He 
then darted forward, flinging himself onto Kaikoudramon's daggers, feeling 
the sharp sting of pain as they entered his chest. His eyes slowly closed as 
he sagged against Kaikoudramon. His voice came like a whisper.

"If I live, I will aid you all."


***

AngHumon grabbed Fujiiromon with one hand, pulling out Kaikoudramon's 
daggers forcefully with the other. "Fool!" he said angrily. "Pain can be 
enough to brake any person down, but you have already felt enough pain 
already having to betray your master and everything that you believed to be 
right. Pain will ebb and flow away in time, Fujiiromon, but memories of this 
day will not. Let this mark the end of your service. No lives are more 
important that they have to be sacrificed in the service of a meaningless 
cause, not even yours. You shall live, whether you like it or not, for you 
have been beaten Fujiiromon. Now, honor your pact and help us finish what 
never should have started."

He placed a hand on his shoulder as he made a forgiving smile, the light 
breaking out in rays beneath his hand as he made contact. He instantly 
healed Fujiiromon of all wounds he had accumulated and back up to his full 
power, then swiftly moved up with the others who were making their final 
stand with Akumamon, not before saying, "The time has come."

He cupped his hands inwards once again, holy light glimmering at his 
fingertips as he faced down the lord of darkness once more. The ten balls of 
light, each a different color and representing the ten main elements, 
appeared once again and orbited around his form in a upright ring in perfect 
harmony and balance. Red for fire, blue for water, brown for earth, orange 
for wind, green for nature, yellow for lightning, aqua for ice, grey for 
metal, white for light, and purplish-black for darkness. Taking a deep 
breath, he whispered aloud the verse he felt most important to him, knowing 
fully well that this could be his final moments.

"Generosity... to all that live and breathe in this wonderful blessing 
called life... I give my life selflessly so that you may all live. This 
gift I give to you all..."

The ten balls shot their light inwards to a center point between his hands, 
forcing an implosion of blinding white light, and once where there was 
darkness within the confines of the internet, there was no more. AngHumon 
held it back at his side for a moment, and then thrusted his hands still 
cupped before him, releasing the immense blast of streaming elemental light. 
Strong gales blew past him, pushing his wings to curl inwards towards his 
form. The energy of the attack healed all his allies as it passed through 
them, blasting onwards towards Akumamon and joining the other attacks as 
AngHumon - Makoto and Ungamon combined, two souls as one - yelled out the 
name of the technique once more in his final heroic stand that would 
determine the true prophecy of the universes.

"Final Revelation!"

***

Surfermon watched as all the others attacks raced at Akumamon. Quickly he lowered his weapons and unleashed a blaze of brilliant golden light. "Let's try it one more time!" he announced in his excited, high pitched voice. "Tide Of Compassion!!!" 

*** 

A wave of thankfullness rushed over the digimon..Shinkoumon was happy all were united and prepared to stand and fight with all they had. 

She glanced at AngeHumon and then at the biomerged form of Shiyume. 

'Somehow I know..I have no more need to freet. We will win..' 

Her brown eyes looked outward from her new body as she watched the attacks slowly begin to merge. 

'We will win..'


***

Fujiiromon got slowly to his feet, standing straight. His earlier outburst 
of emotion had once again returned into the calmness of his previous 
disposition. He nodded. "Yes... I feel... Wonderful. I shall heed my promise 
and aid your cause."

Turning towards Akumamon, his eyes narrowed slightly. "Your cause was an 
honorable one, Akumamon. But you were lost the moment you abandoned it for 
this... Foolishness. Your current existence will end. Upon the crest of 
Death, I swear it!"

He closed his eyes. A purple aura started forming around his body. "Oh final 
darkness that gleams beyond the curtain of death, heed my call..."

***

Akumamon stared upwards, blood tar oozing from the wounds in his chest and 
forehead. Within Lucifermon, Hitori watched as black blood gurgled up and 
down his chin from his mouth and began to evaporate like water from his 
skin. As Lucifermon's scythe sparked energy from it's tip, light began to 
gather in the wound in his chest. It remained this way for several moments 
until suddenly it expanded outwards in a supernova of light, nothing but 
Akumamon's scream heard as each Digi-destined was blinded by the 
overwhelming light.
The sky of the real world and digital world suddenly began to crack like 
glass as the energy from the battle with Akumamon gathered and shattered the 
sky, showering both worlds in a heavenly light.

All the destruction and all the death that had been caused began to 
disappear as celestial rays poured down onto the broken city restoring it to 
its former glower.
As the light faded from their eyes, Hitori was left standing with Bakumon in 
her arms the middle of the road with her friends, staring up at the sky. 
Everyone was awake, yet no one moved. THe crowds of people in the street, 
surrounding the digi-destined also stared up at the sky, awestruck at shower 
of light and the fact Akumamon's castle was dissolving slowly dissolving 
into nothing.

***

Akaru stood in the street with the others, Jettomon by his side looking up at the sky with wide eyes. 

"Wow! That's so wonderful! Look Jettomon!" he cried, pointing. Jettomon looked up. 

"It's a sky filled with a dissolving castle, not something even you see every day" he commented sarcastically. 

Akaru grinned, still gazing up at the magnificent sight. 

***


Kokoro let out a joyfull laugh as she watched the breath taking site. 

"So this what being a hero feels like..' she hugged Kiramon tightly in her arms. 

Her brown eyes glanced around her searching for Makoto and Shiyume. 

***

Instinctively, Paxmon covered her eyes from the light.
"Please, save him," thought Hotarubi within Paxmon as the light faded. Slowly she opened her eyes and found herself back to human form with Kinomon in her arms. She turned towards Hitori and Akaru with a smile and noticed that they were looking up.
"Whoa," whispered Kinomon.
"It is over," said Hotarubi with the sound of relief and worry a the same time. Fear that her new friends would forget her struck her mind now that the battle with Akumamon was over.

***

Rai and Hiraishinmon stood side by side, with Rai's arm around his friend's
shoulders. They looked into each other's eyes, smiling, before turning
their heads to look up into the sky, still synchronised. Their experience
as Argomon, the embodiment of trust, had cemented the bond between them. A
connection that was perhaps equal parts friendship and love. Neither of
them said anything, because nothing needed to be said.
Except, a moment later, Hiraishinmon started in surprise. "Oh," he
said, "It's warm..."
Rai wasn't sure whether his partner was talking about the light, or
something else. He didn't much care. He squeezed Hiraishinmon's shoulder
gently, and smiled.


***

"Finally, it's all over.You did it Yagarumon."
The beast nodded his head, and was about to speak when he was surrounded by a 
blinding light. Yagarumon looked around, his blade glimmering. Suddenly, his 
wings spread on their own and the darkness that covered them soon dissovled, 
leaving behind spectacular white wings. Yagarumon was finally pure.
"No, Urei. We did it. All of us, together as one force so great that no one 
can stand before us."
Urei smiled, and he and his partner shared a laugh for the first time.
"But there is still something I must do, Urei."
Yagarumon took flight soaring over the other Digimon until he found 
Lucifermon. He landed before him, sheathing his blade and extending his 
massive hand.
"Myotismon," He began, "I'm...sorry, for everything. You have changed, and 
you do deserve to exist."

***

Zorui stared up into the sky, clutching Konekomon tightly in his arms, as they watched the castle slowly disolve. He turned his face back to the ground...he didn't want to watch.
The boy sighed ," Goodbye father..."
Konekomon nudged Zorui's arm reassuringly, but remained silent.


***

Katai watched as what had once been the focal point of all his troubles fade 
into nothingness. At first he was sad. The journey was over. All his friends 
had gone through, all they had sacrificed, and now they had finally come to 
the end. But they had dnoe it. They had saved the world. Evertone they all 
cared for was safe. With tears in his eyes, Katai let out a joyful howl.
"We did it!"
He laughed loudly and spun around with Cuemon in his arms.
"We did it, didn't we?" he asked the children, his voice trembling with 
anticipation of a positive response.

***

"We did it!!" Sen shouted, jumping up beside Metarumon as she threw her arms 
into the air. Hitori took a step forward from the group. There was still one 
thing left.
"Hitori?" Bakumon squeeked looking up at her.
"He's alive..." She whispered.
"Hitori?" Sen asked, coming up beside her and laying a hand on her shoulder.
"Sen... He's alive... I just know it... I have to go back..." Hitori 
informed, turning towards her. Sen looked down, tears beginning to form in 
her eyes. "I have to go..."
"Alright..." Sen whispered. "But promise you'll come back safe we all have a 
long life ahead of us to share together. If you don't I'll never forgive 
you!"
Hitori's eyes widened. "Sen..." She said in disbelief. Slowly, her eyes 
softened and she nodded. "I promise... I promise I'll come back with him."
"GOod luck Hitori-chan!!" Nallmon purred as Bakumon was given to Sen's 
embrace.
Slowly, she turned and took several steps away from the group, large angel 
wings of light appearing from her back. They spread and immediately her body 
vanished from sight.
"Good luck... Hitori..." Sen trailed off, her gaze rising to the light once 
again in the sky.

Hitori floated back through the black nothingness of the internet. She was 
confused, for she thought this nightmare place had been destroyed, yet 
determined, her body continued to glide forward.
"Shougo!" She called out, over and over. Her eyes continued to gaze around, 
hoping and searching for some form of life in shadows. Yet she was alone. It 
felt like an eternity, she was searching, and in a way, it was. Bringing up 
her hands, she clenched them to her chest, closing her eyes as her heart 
continued to call out for Shougo.
"Please... I just want to find you..." She whispered, tilting her head 
downward. As she spoke those words, her digivice flashed with a bright 
light. It was the only light in Akumamons world of darkness, and it shone 
as brightly as the sun. Hitoris eyes flew open in surprise as all the 
darkness around her began to melt away like ice when it touched heat. 
Directly in front of her, the shadows began to recede away off pale skin. 
Her head snapped in the direction of the figure, slowly being revealed. The 
shadows were like tar that oozed backwards off of the unconscious body of 
Shougo Asagi. His eyes were closed and his body was bare. It looked as 
though he was dead. His body was as pale as when she last saw him. The day 
he was shot. He was within arms reach and without a second thought, she 
reached out to him. Her hands trembled at the touch of his skin against 
hers, yet there was no response from him.
"Shougo..." She whispered her face drawing closer to his. "Please... Wake 
up... Shougo-san, please wake up..."
Her cheeks brushed against his as she brought her arms around him, holding 
him tightly. "Please..."
She felt her knees brush against a hard surface and as she opened her eyes, 
she saw that both she and Shougo had returned to the real world. She was 
holding him in the center of a street, with two feathery wings coming from 
her back curling around them both as they were surrounded by a crowd of 
people and her friends. She waited, looking down at him with eyes full of 
hope for him to awaken as though the past 6 years were nothing but a distant 
nightmare that he would wake up from.
But, he didnt wake up.
Her wings faded away in a flurry of white feathers as though they were just 
an illusion to the world around them. He was taken from her trembling arms 
to the Ebara Hospital where the doctors diagnosed him as being in a coma due 
to a traumatic experience. When Hitori asked how long it would take for him 
to recover, they were vague and Hitoris heart sank when she was informed 
that he may never wake up.
Day after day she came to visit him and many times during the week she would 
sleep at his bedside. She didnt miss school, but she was sure to visit him 
as soon as school was out. Most times, she would sit beside his unconscious 
body and do her homework or talk to him about the years he missed while in 
the digital world. She wasnt sure if he could hear her, but she continued 
to tell him all about her new family and home.

****

AngHumon watched in awe as all the attacks forced their way into the weak 
spot of the wound in his chest, then exploded in a burst of light. His 
optics enabled his eyes to filter through the brightest of light, but he 
crossed his arms over his chest to brace himself in case the light was 
suddenly followed by an oncoming explosion. He watched his friends disappear 
around him, the last thing he saw the breaking up of the digital and real 
worlds in the sky.

When he opened his eyes, he was appearing back among his friends with 
Yorimon, the baby/fresh form of Ungamon in his arms, looking up at the 
deletion of Akumamon's castle.

"It is done." Yorimon squealed in satisfaction.

Makoto smiled. "Everything is as it should be."

During the following days after he went to visit Shougo seldomly at the 
hospital, after his classes at Tokyo International High School he was newly 
transferred to, for he was not without sympathy towards his condition even 
after all he had done as Akumamon. Sometimes we would accompany Hitori to 
offer any means of comfort and support as a friend, having finally 
understood her feelings towards him. Other times he left them alone in 
respect, and crossed over to the digital world with his digivice to offer 
help for the friendly digimon. But always after the moment he had returned 
that one night to have his family embrace him on his return home, he would 
contemplate about the future, wondering if this was truly the end. It had 
only been two days, and he had become one of the greatest heroes of all 
time! But the worlds were safe once more, and the ones he loved within it - 
and if he ever had to die again, he would have no regrets, for that was all 
that truly mattered.



***

Sen walked down the street beside Ishou as Nallmon sat on top of Metarumon 
as they made their way next to their chosen. Ever since the incident, they 
hadn't returned back to the digital world.
"So... Looks like our big adventure is finally over and everyone is safe..." 
She said, no one seeming to really notice or point out that they had two 
digimon with them.
"I can't believe that Ame and my mother are ok..." Ishou replied. Both of 
them were silent for a few moments until suddenly, Sen reached over and took 
Ishou's hand. When Ishou looked at her in surprise, her head was turned the 
other way in a snobbish sort of manner.
"Don't think I'm going to give you any special treatment because I like 
you..." Sen said continueing to look away as they continued to walk towards 
Ebara hospital to visit Hitori.
"Greed-sama and Sen are in looooove." Nallmon giggled, looking down at 
Metarumon as they followed.

***

"The adventure is over?" thought Hotarubi as she walked down a street alone. 
"But, is it really over - more adventures are to come, right?" She looked up 
at the people on the other side, staring at the buildings. "And, my friends 
and I saved all of this..." She turned around to face Ebara hospital. "And 
we saved him too." She looked down the street at Sen and Ishou and smiled 
when she saw them together. She gave a small wave to them and headed inside 
the building, walking up to the reception desk.
"Hi, I'm looking for an Asagi Shougo," she said politely to the person behind 
the desk. "He should be here, and my friend Hitori is with him. Can you 
tell me what room to go to?"

***

Kokoro let out a sad sigh as she continued her walk towards the horizon returning home from the arcade. The buttons and the flashy effects had down nothing to cheer her up, she missed her friends terribly.

'Makoto and Shiyume..have they forgotten me so easily..'

"Kokoro-chan cheer up!" replied Koiramon perched preciously on top of her head.

The brunet let out a warm smile as she glanced up at companion.

"Gomen, Gomen Koiramon..It's just.."

"You miss the only two people who had time to know..I know.. know. Eh..Kokoro-san your to soft hearted sometimes.."

Kokoro gritted her teeth as she gave the round albino head a playfully knock.

"Baka..don't you think I know that.."

"Do you have to carry that stuffed toy everywhere!"

Kokoro could feel her face flush red as her eyes turned to her younger sister staring out of her bedroom window.

"Tori don't you have something better to do?!" Kokoro groaned, "And what the hell our doing in my room get out of there!!" 

"Your so childish Oneesan.."

The brunet rush to the door in attempt to run in but found her way barred. 

"Nani?"

"Forget something Oneesan?"

Kokoro could feel her face heat again she had left her house key sitting on the kitchen counter and her parents had ran for errands.

"Tori let me in right this minuet.."

"So irresponsible Kokoro..maybe you should sit out there and think it about it." With that the six-year-old let out a sly smile as she locked the bedroom window

"..Tori.."she growled as she took a seat on the stoop and waited out there for moment. She knew her sister wouldn't inform her parents she was out here and banging on the door would just make them upset at her. The best she could do know is wait.

"Koiramon I get no respect.."

"Hai.." the In-training digimon sighed.

***

Katai stopped in front of the Ebara hospital. He had skated all the way over 
and was a little out of breath. He had tried to make it over there as often 
as he could to check on Hitori and Shougo. Things had settled back to 
normal, and school had been the most important thing on his mind lately. But 
he always found time for his friends. Quickly removing his roller blades and 
putting on his shoes, he walked into the lobby and immediately spotted 
Hotarubi.
"Hey, Hotarubi," he said as he wakled up to her. "No doubt you're here for 
the same reason I am."

***

Ishou rolled his eyes behind the sungalsses he had replaced on his head. He 
half smiled and stopped walking for a moment and squeezed Sen's hand. 
"Listen here little girl. If I wanted special treatment" he said and 
suddenly pulled her arm gently to bring her closer to him and raised his 
sunglasses to stare into her eyes "I'd ask." he finished quietly and leaned 
over and kissed Sen softly on the lips, leaning back to look at her face 
again before allowing he sungalsses to fall again as he continued to walk. 
He couldn't believe everythingwas finally working out, and on top of it all 
his family was alive! This meant he could have a second chance, to be 
better than he was before this whole adventure started. As he walked though 
he did think of something and spoke softly "I need to see Akaru sometime 
soon." he said simply as they walked quietly.

***

"The worlds are unmerging themselves." the boy said looking out over the 
sky. "What is to become of me?" he asked looking down slowly.

***

Makoto appeared with Tekimon, who had finally grown back from Yorimon, on 
the sidewalk just out the front of Kokoro's house. He'd come to check on her 
to see how she was as he hadn't seen her recently.

He was surprised to find her already on her front porch, approaching her 
with a smile. "Hai, Kokoro-san." he waved. "How have you been?"



***

Shiyume looked down to the Digimon in his left arm. It
was over. Akumamon was gone. Before anyone could speak
to him, he turned around and walked off, vanishing
into the crowd. 

The next few days were awkward. People kept calling
him a "hero." But...he didn't think he was. Hell, he
had been the enemy hours eariler. He couldn't escape
needless questioning, and a lot of the people that had
abandoned him at school after his accident decided
they wanted to be his friend again. He denied them
that, though. He didn't want shallow friendships. He
was transferred to Tokyo International High School as
well. He didn't know why, his parents merely said they
thought he'd like it there. It wasnt until he passed
Makoto in the halls one day that he realized. His
parents had no idea that he wasnt one of the brave,
valiant heroes that had saved the world. He tried his
best to avoid Makoto after that.

Shiyume had decided to become a Go pro, and was
walking back from the third day of the month-long test
when he noticed Makoto and Kokoro on a balcony. He
started to keep walking but then Tsunekomon, who was
wrapped around his cast, gave him a questioning look.
The boy sighed, and walked up to the balcony.

"Yo."

***

As with the others, life for Zorui returned to normal. At times he would find himself wondering if any of this ever really happened, but then Kitsunemon would come bounding into his room chattering about the new treasures he had discovered in the back of the refridgerator and all of Zorui's doubts would be pushed away with his smile.
He continued to attend school regularly at Tokyo International. His few absences seemed to had been forgotten by most of his teachers...it figures, why would they remember him? Zorui would see Makoto and Shiyume walking around the halls, but he never said anything to them; why say something when you have nothing to say? He also began to notice how many times a day he saw Hotarubi. Leaving the apartment, at their lockers, in the halls, in classes, everywhere! But again, he said nothing to her.
A few days after the last battle Zorui had found his old sketchbook in his room. He now seemed to be carrying it everywhere. It had been nowhere close to being filled up, and now Kitsunemon noticed that almost every chance he got, Zorui could be found sitting alone somewhere drawing.
He had seen Hitori, and some of the others, visiting the hospital day after day. He always passed it on his way home, but not once had he gone in. He knew who they were visiting, and he knew that he too would like to see him again, but he couldn't bring himself to go in. Maybe it was because he was afraid, at least that was Kitsunemon's theory, but he would never admit it.
Today was no different from other days, but as Zorui passed Ebara hospital, he stopped. He found himself staring absently at the building.
Kistunemon, noticing the lack of motion, poked his head out of the boy's backpack.
"Go in," he whispered.
Zorui looked down at him, frowning.
"Yes you should! Go in!"
The boy turned, looked back at the building, looked at Kitsunemon, looked back, pushed open the doors, and walked into the lobby.

***

The fourteen-year-old looked up from her position on the approach when he familiar voice called out to her.

"Hai, Kokoro-san." 

She watched as he moved forward toward he porch waving as he walked. "How have you been?" 

With a smile on her face Kokoro leapt forward as if to wrap the younger boy in tight embrace. Instead he got something a whole lot less heart-warming. She wrapped on arm around his neck to ensure he didnt escape and proceeded to run her closed fist quickly against his head.

"Baka, you didnt even say goodbye before you left. You just went on with you life without even turning back and think of me until know eh?" 

"Forgive her Makoto shes little cranky since her sister locked us out of the house." Koiramon explained.

She narrowed her brown at her partner. "One more remind like that Ill give up to the soccer team for their practice."

"Eh!" Koiramon exclaimed as he hoped up upon her shoulder, "You threat but you wouldnt do it."

"True.."

She released Makoto and stepped back forcing her hands upon her hips and giving him a soft smile.

"Its good to see you," she turned her eyes to Yorimon, " Both of you. "

"Yo." 

"Eh.." Kokoro stated in surprise as she turned her attention to newcomer on the walkway.

Kamisama Arigatougozaimasu, youve been truly kind to me today.

"Oh Shiyume youve finally gotten the guts to check up on me too?"

She approached the boy and leaned in slightly. "You do realize for fear of causing you anymore pain is the only thing protect you from the wrath Ive only insulted upon Makoto."

"Ha, " Koiramon laughed, "some wrath. All you did was give him a nuggie." 

"You just have the need for the last word dont you Koiramon?"

"Hai!" the In-Training digimon smiled.

"Kokoro no Baka, dont tell me the heat has gotten to you already. Why do you find the need to talk to yourself." Tori called out opening the window once more.

The raven-haired girl blinked noticing the two boys with her sister.

"Older boys with stuffed toys now Ive seen everything.." Tori huffed.

"Hey Onnesama does mama and papa know your joining some kind of twisted call girl ring." The girl teased.

The brunets face flushed she was used to dealing with her sister but she hated this over whelming feeling of embarrassment.

"Tori," she growled, "either let me in the house or let me be!"

"Oh Onnesama do you like that boy behind you darted your eyes behind you for moment to see what he thought of that comment. I wouldnt worry to much I can probably help you out, Ill see if I can find a token of your affection that I can throw down." 

Kokoro blushed deepened as her nervously glanced back at Shiyume. She watched in horror only for a second as her sister disappeared from her window. 

"Tori dont you dare!" she growled. 

"A token a token.. ah here we go." With that six year old reappeared dropped a handkerchief from the window letting it fall onto the ground bellow. 

Kokoro crossed her arms in frustration and gave a death glare to the window.

Why cant she be an angel, she was so harmless when she slept. 

"Gomen Makoto, Gomen Shiyume. My sister can be a pain." 


***

Hotarubi turned around to look at Katai and nodded.
"Hai," she said. "Just the usual visit. Ebara Hospital isn't far from Tokyo International High, and my brother can pick me up on the way home." She smiled a little. "I still can't believe we did it. I can't believe it's all over now." She looked down at her digivice brieftly, noticing a lone dot approaching hers and Katai's. Slowly, she looked up, seeing Zorui walk in through the doors. "Huh...Zorui's here." She directed Katai to look in Zorui's direction. "Strange, huh? I see him all the time at schoo, but he never says anything. Sometimes he's standing outside the lobby, just looking in, but he never actually enters the building."

***

Katai looked at Zouri as he walked in. He waved at the boy, but spoke low to 
Hotarubi.
"He probably feels the same way we all do. He may feel guilty for siding 
with Akumamon, or sad at the fact that he's gone. They were his "children" 
and he was their "father." I guess it's like losing a parent. I never gget a 
chance to ask because I don't see much of anybody since my school's back to 
the way it was."
Katai's expression changed from concern to joy.
"But look at him now. Here he comes. At least he's making an effort. And 
that's the best we can ask for right now."

***

Akaru went about his daily routines pretty much as before, settling quickly and easily back into his usual life. He still tried to keep contact with his new friends, but in a world so interesting and wonderful, his attention was usual distracted by other things, and slowly he drifted apart from the others...

Standing at the foot of the drive, he looked up at the small, neat house. "I hope he's home" he whispered to himself. "I need to know he's okay" he finished, before walking up to the door and knocking.

***

Shiyume almost fell back when Kokoro's sister made
that comment.
"D..don't worry about it. I have an older sister, so I
kind of understand. So...how've you two been?" He was
obviously changing the subject. After a pause, he
added,
"Have either of you seen fath-...Shougo?"

***

The sunrise was a bright amalgum of red and orange, melding together about 
the horizon. The wind blew quietly accross Tokyo Tower's special viewing 
platform.

"So, maybe things didn't quite work out the way we planned, but hey, at 
least the world's safe."

Reikou's face hung emotionless, starting silently out upon the waking city. 
"I suppose, but still... I can't help but think that maybe, just maybe. I 
mean, it's really not that much to ask."

"People will always be people, Reikou. We can't change them, it's something 
they'll one day have to learn for themselves."

"But still, even if it's not possible rightnow, maybe ever... It's a nice 
thought."

"But I guess that's why you're destined to inherit the world. That is to 
say, your generation."

Reikou sat quietly for a moment. "You know, I think I'd like to be an 
officer of the law someday. But for now, I suppose living... just living my 
life will be enough. Besides, I'd hate to think of my father looking down 
and seeing me acting like some kind of hoodlum." Reikou grinned widely, 
laughing out loud. "C'mon, let's get outta here."

-----

"...So yeah, it's all over now. What? No, no, it's not like that, look, 
I'll tell you all about it later, ok? Yeah, I've gotta go visit an old 
friend. Yeah, I'll see you when you get back. I love you too, Dad."

"So was that your parents?"

"Yeah. Everybody's on their way back now. It'll be nice to have a family 
again. As much as I claimed to hate them all this time, I finally realized 
that I hated myself more. But all that's in the past now. Now we can 
finally move on."

"So are we going to go see him?"

"Yeah, it's the least we can do. While he's not the same person, or 
Digimon, or whatever he was, we still owe him for caring for us. Though he 
turned out to be nothing more than destruction, hate, and darkness embodied, 
we should still pay our respects."

-----

The hospital was as sterile and cold as the others, but there was something 
about it. Somehow, everything was.

"I'm here to see Shougo."

The nurse looked confused for a moment before her eyes shot open with 
recognition. "Oh! That boy they brought in, the coma patient, right?" 
Reikou nodded. "Yes, go down that corridor, it's the first door on the 
right."

"Thank you." Reikou did as he was told. As he walked into the room, he saw 
Hitori sitting by the bedside. Reikou quietly took up a seat on the other 
side of the bed. "Hitori... I... I'm sorry... For all of this... All I 
wanted was to create a perfect world. One without hate, sorrow, pain... 
All of it... A peace, even an enforced one... I just wanted to preserve the 
future... Can you ever forgive me...?"


***

Zorui looked up at Hotarubi and Katai. Katai was waving. Zorui looked back down. This was weird. 
Why'd he come in here? Now what was he supposed to do? He glanced up at them, bit his lip, and looked away to the wall.
This is stupid. What's there to be afraid of? It's not like they'll try to EAT you or something...
He wrung his fingers absent mindedly at his side and turned quickly back.
"I'm...I'm looking for," Zorui stopped..now what had he heard Hitori call him? Oh that's right ,"Shougo. I'm looking for Shougo." The boy glanced down at the ground then back up, "Have...er...Do either of you know where I can find him?"

***

"I've been doing all right despite my sister's actions at this time." Kokoro let out another sigh.

"I signed up for The Gold Fighter Ex. Tournament at the mall, I'm going to show those amateurs what fighting goddess looks like." the brunet sly smile at the thought of victory. 

"So now you get excited about it.." Koiramon stated flatly.

"Eh..Shougo," she paused collecting her thoughts, "oh the one that was trapped in Akuamon's body. I haven't, I thought considering all I knew about him was acting as the opposition in the last moments would be not only pointless but awkward."

Koriamon stomach let out a fierce growl as the round head tumbled over backwards.

"Hunger pains. Baka no Tori I could be feasting by now." The albino digimon growled.

***

"He's around here," replied Hotarubi with a smile. "We're on our way to see 
him and Hitori, so you can join us."
"Here you go, sweetheart," the receptionist said as she gave Hotarubi a slip 
of paper with Shougo's room number on it.
"Arigatou!" said Hotarubi with a little bow. Walking quickly past Zorui, 
Hotarubi headed down a hallway to Shougo's room. She turned around and 
smiled at the two boys. "Let's go." She turned back around and searched the 
doors for room numbers, encountering the one that matched the one on her 
paper.
"You like one of them, don't you?" asked Kinomon softly.
"Ayah!" replied Hotarubi as she covered Kinomon's mouth. "No I don't."
"Mes mu do."
"Do not."
"Do mu."
"Oh shush." Kinomon settled down a little as Hotarubi knocked softly on the 
door to Shougo's room. "Hitori, are you in there?"

***

Rai sat in his family's living room, slumped on the sofa in front of the TV.
He was not happy. It was starting to disturb his brother, Shinji. Rai was
always happy. Even when things weren't going his way, he had a kind of a
smug grin because he was so damned sure that everything was going to be
fine. The only thing that irritated Shin more was the kid's sudden shift
into this depression.
"'S'a matter with you?" Shin demanded finally.
"I miss them," the younger boy answered shortly. He didn't look round.
Shin was fairly sure that his brother wasn't even watching the TV. He was
just staring. "I wish I'd gotten their phone numbers," Rai added,
wistfully.
"What, your little digital friends? Well, duh, we can just look them up
in the book. Look, I'll even help you," Shin said, picking up the local
telephone directory. "What were their family names?"
"I don't remember," Rai replied.
Shin sighed and shook his head. "You're useless, you know that? When
you're not saving the world." He turned to call into the kitchen, "Hey
short-stuff!"
Hiraishinmon poked his head through the kitchen door. Since the world
was saved, he had made a definite effort to take a break from heroing.
Rather than spend his nights keeping the neighborhood safe from crime -
which was his first impulse - he was helping Mrs Yoshiyama around the house.
Dengekimon probably would have found it easier to resist crime-fighting, but
Hiraishinmon hadn't reverted back to his In-Training stage. He didn't know
why. It was probably, he thought, something to do with the bond between him
and his partner. Rai hadn't turned into lightning since the incident, so
maybe the digimon was siphoning off that spare energy to stay in Rookie
form. Whatever it was, Rai didn't seem concerned. As usual.
"I have a name, you know," he moaned in answer to Rai's brother.
"Okay, hey Hiro," Shin said sarcastically. "Rai's all upset, he misses
your friends. Do you have any way to get in touch with them?"
"My fr- Oh,the digidestined?" The digimon walked over to the couch,
wiping his metallic hands on a towel. "Rai, what about your digivice?"
"I don't know if it works any more," Rai replied, "Since Akumamon..."
He paused, lost in thought, remembering the time in the internet, when
Akumamon did ... something ... and Thormon reverted to Hiraishinmon.
"Well, try it," Shin suggested. "Worst case, it doesn't work."
"You don't know that," Hiraishinmon pointed out. "For all you know
Akumamon could have turned it into a ... child-digesting ... thing!"
"What --?" Shin started, "What the hell are you talking about? You're
just making this up. No, you're crazy. Hiro's gone crazy!"
"No," the digimon replied with exaggerated patience, "I'm just saying
that 'nothing happens' is not a worst-case scenario, when you're dealing
with an extradimensional power source with unknown origins..."
Rai smiled softly as his two favorite people continued to argue. It
always made him feel safe, because he knew that if there was any danger
around then neither of them would be wasting time in pointless debate. He
unclipped his digivice from his belt (he still carried it around - what if
it should fall into the wrong hands, said Hiraishinmon) and stared at it for
a moment. Then he depressed the button that seemed to approximate most
closely to 'talk', and concentrated on reaching all the digidestined, light
and dark.
"Hello? This is Rai," he said hesitantly. "I think .. I need to see
you. I mean, all of you," he corrected, emphasising the 'all'. "'Cause
we've been through a lot, and we should stick together. Right?"
He waited for an answer, still not sure that the digivices were still
working.

***

Makoto blinked as Kokoro grabbed him, squeezing his eyes shut as he recieved 
the less-than-affectionate gesture. "No, that's not it! Agh... I didn't 
think goodbyes were nessessary 'cause I knew we'd see each other again, but 
I guess you didn't know that. And it was kinda unpolite... sorry." he 
mumbled. He nodded to Koiramon. "It's okay." He returned an awkward smile 
back to Kokoro as she let go of him, stumbling back and rubbing his head. 
"It's good to see you too..." He paused for a moment, then added humorously, 
"I... think..."

He turned around as Shiyume's presence entered on the veranda. "Oh, hai 
Shiyume-san. It's good to see you here... I wasn't exactly sure where I 
would find you." He became distracted at the argument between Kokoro and 
Koiramon, sighing and drooping his eyelids.

"Um, not to brag or anything, but didn't she see me dying back there? I 
think I would have a pretty good understanding of what pain is, too." he 
commented flatly to Tekimon while the argument went on.

Tekimon looked up, making a half-shrug. "Um, I think maybe at the time she 
was trying to focus on not getting killed herself?" he suggested.

"That was rhetorical, but never mind."

After listening further for a moment the banter between Kokoro and her 
sister, he simply nodded. "That's okay. I have younger sister, too." He 
smiled at Shiyume and nodded again. "Yes, I've seen Shougo a couple of 
times. I've gave some blood donations at the hospital for his cause in case 
he needs it. He's... well, the doctors said he might never awaken from the 
coma he's in, but he's in a stable condition. That reminds me, I was going 
to go see him after school today. It's best I go now so I'm not late for 
visiting hours... you can come with me if you two like. Or you can stay here 
and catch up with each other a little more, whatever." The young boy folded 
his arms behind his back and took a step backwards to begin on his way, 
stopping every one step in hesitation to see if anyone wanted to join him or 
not.

***

Kokoro let out a sigh. "While I guess it couldn't get anymore awkward then just standing around out here. Besides if I stick around her any longer that little monster is bound to return." 

The brunet stepped forward and gave a gesture to Shiyume he should come along. Then without a second's notice she wrapped her arms gently around Makoto's next.

"Thanks Makoto.. for everything." 

She didn't need to state what everything was and felt the eleven-year-old would understand. She pulled back and reverted back to her hyper self with Koiramon doing his best to keep up.

"Hey a little help back here."

The burnet giggled stopped forward to pick up her awkwardly balance partner, then returned back to her idly chit chat with the boys.

"Tekimon are you feeling well? They were so busying talking I didn't get to realy say Hi." Koiramon questioned.

***

Makoto returned the surprise embrace with all the affection he had. He was 
more considerate towards the hug, interpreting it as a sign she was 
apologising. "I know. You're welcome." he told her back reassuringly. Kokoro 
never ceased to amaze him, but he went along with the moment anyway.

He let go as she did and picked up Tekimon, leading the way for the others 
towards the Ebara Hospital. Tekimon looked towards Koiramon and smiled. 
"That's okay. I'm fine, thank you! How about you?"

***

Ishou stared at himself in the mirror and grimmaced "I miss my short hair." 
he said as he tried again to push the reddish blonde bangs out of his eyes 
and attempted to comb them in a decent part. The events of the past few 
days had still not completelly worn off of his mind. Visiting Hitori in the 
hospital was one of the final ventures of closure though. He was happy 
Shougo was going to be all right but he couldn't help but notice the circles 
under Hitori's eyes from having been there just as long.
"Ishou! Someone's at the door for you!" his mother called. Ishou glared at 
his reflection and tossed the comb on his dresser.
"Coming mom!" he said before turning and walking out of the room. As he 
walked into the kitchen, his mom was standing over a stove cooking lunch for 
his little sister who sat at the table drinking a glass of milk.
"Who is it?" he asked kissing his mom on the cheek as he walked by.
"I don't know, he looks likea nice young boy though."
"Ishy!" Ame exclaimed from the table. Ishou smiled and ruffled his sister's 
hair as he walked by and towards the door. He opened it not really knowing 
who out of the lot of his new friends would want to see him again. As the 
door opened though, he was taken a back slightly at the person in front of 
him.
"A..Akaru-San.." he stuttered quietly.

***

Katai walked slowly behind Hotarubi. He looked about the hospital as though 
it was the first time he had ever been in one. Over the past couple of days, 
he had been looking at things closer than he uased to. He was finding beauty 
in everything possible. Hs parents thought it was weird when he stared out 
of the window for hours on end, but they didn't ask him about it.
Finally he reached Hotarubi just ah she was knocking on one of the doors. He 
looked at her for a second. He was starting to notice people a lot more too. 
He turned back to where they had come from and wondered if Zouri was going 
to follow them.

***

Hitori was holding onto Shougo's frail hand as she looked at the machine 
that was pumping air into his lungs. It had only been a few days, but she 
was certain that the extraction of the virus had caused him to be so frail. 
He looked far thiner than what she remembered.
Intervenes needles went into the wrist of the hand she held. Despite his 
appearance now, she was smiling at Reikou's words.
"You don't have to apologize at all, Reikou..." Hitori said, looking over at 
him. "You did what you believed was right. You wanted a world without pain 
or unhappiness. That's a dream everyone in this world has. You shouldn't 
apologize for wanting to help people. You did it in the only way you thought 
was possible. Now you know that people have to live their own lives. People 
make mistakes. But as long as there are friends to help you, the pain won't 
be as bad and the burden won't be as heavy."
She looked to Shougo, and reached out, moving a strand of hair from his 
face. He looked so much different than Akumamon now. He was hooked up to a 
breathing aparatus and looked completely weak.
She closed her eyes for a few moments and looked down. Just as she did so, 
the hand closest to Reikou twitched as one of the fingers moved upwards 
weakly as Hitori wasn't looking.


***

Hotarubi leaned against the wall next to the door, waiting for someone to answer. She smiled at Katai and looked around for Zorui.
"You think he'll come out of his coma?" she asked.

***

Hitori looked up to the door and said:
"Come in."

***

Akaru grinned as Ishou answered the door. "Hi! Did you miss me?" he grinned up at the older boy. As he went inside, Akaru whispered to Ishou.. "Do you know what happened to Greed? I really hope he's gone for good!" he finished, stubbornly. 

*** 

"I know, but no matter how I look at it, I feel like I've totally failed... 
I mean, had it not been for us, for our support, things wouldn't have gone 
so far, and Shougo wouldn't be just lying here, so still..." Reikou hung 
his head down, sitting quietly in his chair. "I still wish for that future, 
you know. But sadly, human nature will always prevail... It's inevita..." 
Reikou stopped mid sentence. Slowly, Shougo's hand began to move, 
tightening slightly before releasing its tension. "Hitori... It's... His 
hand... it moved..."

***

Urei suddenly stopped as he and Ikarimon made their way to Ebara Hospital. 
Ikarimon was halted more abrubtly, as the slack on his leash gave. The small 
canine picked itself up off the ground and moved back toward Urei, motioning 
for his partner to kneel down.
"What did you stop for?"
"I...I don't think we should disturb them..."
Ikarimon sighed.
"Sooner or later your going to have to forgive yourself, as the others have 
forgiven you. Besides, your dressed rather well, holding some flowers and 
talking to a dog. If you stay out here any longer, people are going to think 
you're nuts..."
Urei smiled and nodded, and started off toward the hospital again. At the 
door, he was halted, and told that animals were not allowed in the building. 
After tieing Ikarimon, Urei found the front desk.
"I'm looking for Shougo Asagi."
- - - - -
"Here it is..."
Urei took a deep breath, straightend his clothing, and knocked softly on the 
room door.

***

Looking immediately in his direction, Hitori froze as the hand she was 
holding tightened it's grip as the hand next to Reikou moved again slightly. 
Hitori stared at his face and gradually, two half opened blue eyes stared 
back at her. Time stopped as she felt her heart speed up. He looked 
completely disorientated as his gaze floated from object to object around 
the room. They fell on Reikou and stared at him for a few moments and slowly 
the frail hand that had twitched before Reikou, rose and reached weakly for 
the boy. If at the moment he had wanted to speak, he wouldnt have been able 
to because of the tube in his mouth.
"Shougo..." Hitori whispered, her eyes widening in disbelief. He turned his 
head in her direction, tears forming in his eyes and beginning to stream 
down his cheeks. They were tears, normal tears. He attempted to say 
something, although it only ended up being somewhere between a moan and gag 
as suddenly more people began to pile into the room.

***

Zorui followed slowly after Katai and Hotarubi. He barely looked up as Urei passed. He was starting to convince himself that comming to the hosptial had been a bad idea. Oh well too late now. He was at the door.
Zorui quietly followed the others into the room. He looked up and saw Hitori and Reikou, and then his eyes fell on Shougo. As he stopped at the end of the bed, the boy felt his heart skip a beat. 
He could never have imagined that Akumamon, in all his glory, could ever fall to this...but, no...he had to keep telling himself, this was not Akumamon. This was Shougo.

You helped him become this way, you turned against him; fought him, and look at him now! Look what you've done!

No...he's better this way, even if I don't quite understand everything, I know that this is true. I was wrong and must realize that; there is still a part of me that doesn't want to let go, but it will...eventually, with time.
Zorui sighed and watched Shougo quietly, nervously.

***

Makoto picked up his digivice from his belt after hearing Rai's voice from 
it, and pressed the button to answer.

"Right." he responded. "This is Makoto. You're right, we shouldn't stop 
being friends just because our adventure's over. We all should get together 
again. I don't know where the others are at the moment, but I'm here with 
Kokoro and Shiyume, so that's a start. We're all going to the hospital to 
pay our respects for Shougo. Maybe we could all meet there, unless some of 
us already are there. What do you think?"

***

Even before Makoto was finished speaking, Rai was up off the couch and
grabbing his rollerblades. "I'm on my way!" he shouted into his digivice,
with an exhuberant grin that seemed far too large for his face. He grabbed
Hiraishinmon's hand as he ran past and dragged the digimon through the door
with him.
"Wh - wait, you can't skate all the way to the hospital -" Hiraishinmon
started to protest. Shin couldn't hear any more as the door slammed behind
them. The boy shook his head and grinned a lopsided grin.
"Dad!" he called, and a few moments later Hiroshi's voice floated out of
his study.
"What is it, honey?"
"Stop calling me that! And, Rai needs a ride to the hospital."
"What?" They boys' father appeared at his door, looking worried and a
little panicky. "Did he hurt himself? Where is he?"
"No, he's fine," Shin replied impatiently. "He just wants to visit
somebody there. And he's already on his way. If you hurry, you might catch
him."
Mr Yoshiyama looked more than a little relieved, and started towards the
door. Then a thought struck him and he turned to Shin. "Does that really
... bother you? The honey thing? 'Cause ... I just do that to everyone."
Shin stared blankly at him for a moment in surprise. "Go!" he reminded
his father.
"Later. We'll talk," Hiroshi decided, heading out of the apartment
after Rai. Shin just shook his head again and dropped onto the couch,
wondering if he was the only sane member of his family.

***

Ishou walked back inside behind Akaru and slowly shut the door. How in the 
world was he going to explain this. The fact that he wasn't the Ishou 
Akaru, or the other children of light wanted him to be, was the very reason 
he couldn't bring himself to go into the hospital that night with Sen, he 
had not been able to muster up the courage dispite Sen's assurance that it 
would be ok. He figured he would do his best to make up for those things, 
but this was one moment he had indeed been dreading.
"Yes...I uhm...I know what happened to him." he said biting his lower lip. 
He reached his hand into his pocket, looking around to make sure his mother 
and sister were occupied in the kitchen before pulling out his digivice and 
slowly holding up the blackened dark looking device emblazened with the 
symbol of both Greed and Generostiy, but it was clear who this digivice 
belonged to. "He's me..." he whispered and looked down towards his feet. 
"You see, a few months ago I ran away from home, Tornamon followed me and 
that's when he saved my life. He was never meant to be my partner he was 
always meant for my sister and er...well it's complicated. Basicly though, 
the kid that you guys have been getting to know over the past few weeks, he 
wasn't real Akaru...I've always been the real Ishou. I could easily have 
kept this from you and pretended, but I think eventually you'd find out hehe 
you're a clever kid." he said with a half smile "Look...Akaru I know I did 
some really terrible things as Greed and well part of him is me. I've never 
been good with being open, being kind, I'm used t obein a loner. Sen 
changed all of that for me, so did Kiramon and you had the chance to squash 
me like a bug many times...and yet you didn't. I used to see that as a 
short coming but now I realize your compasion is probably the greatest 
strength I've ever known." he explained still half nervous "I don't know 
what you're thinking right now...but if you'd give me the chance, I'd like 
to make up for everything maybe be friends? I can't promise to be the 
perfect person you knew, but I really think I'd like to try." he said 
looking up from the floor to stare at Akaru.

***

Hotarubi walked around behind Hitori and gave the girl a hug. She gave an encouraging smile to Shougo as she let go of the girl.
"It's like a miracle..." she whispered. She looked at the others in the room and then back at Shougo.
"How are you feeling today?" she asked softly. "Just nod a no or a yes - we'll understand." She smiled again and held tightly to Kinomon.

***

Katai made one last glance down the hallway before entering the room. 
Immediately he smiled as he saw Shougo awake and trying to say something. 
Katai looked way quickly when he saw the tube coming from Shougo's mouth, 
and then looked to Hitori and Hotarubi. More people were coming in behind 
him, but his attention was focused on the scene before him.

***

Shiyume removed a fan from his pocket and began to fan
himself. 
"I...I don't think I'm gonna go. I've...spent enough
time in hospitals. I'll wait outside or something, I
guess."
In reality, he just couldn't face Shougo. Too much had
happened, and he hadnt quite sorted it all out yet...

***

"Incredible," Urei thought, "There really was a human under all that..."
He moved slowly into the room, leaving the flowers he brought on a dresser 
near the door. As he made his way to the bed, he noticed that Shougo was 
moving. Maybe Urei would wait until he spoke...

***

Kokoro looked at Shiyume and shook her head.

"I couldnt force you inside if I tired. Though.. the heat may get you in pretty quickly. For there is no greater rapture no sin greater then centeral air." She teased. 

The brunet carefully wiped her brow and placed a gentle smile in Shiyumes direction.

"I am glad to see the doctor had more to help you with. You looking good, though Im sure they werent as nice to look at." She joked.

"So I know how you guys have been doing. So what exactly have you been up to?" she questioned as they continued their walk towards the hospital. 


***

Akaru's eyes widened as he listen to Ishou talking, but he let him finish. Finally he looked up to him. "You may be Greed, but you're still Ishou, and even if you're not the Ishou I've known, you're still a person, and you deserve a second chance, no matter how nasty you've been" he stated, with an unusual air of maturity. 

"Everbody deserves a second chance, even you" he added. "And I know that you won't be exactly as before, but the world isn't perfect. I've learned a lot by being a Digi-Destined" he stated, looking up still at the older boy. "I know now that things aren't always perfect and that they don't always go the way you want them to. But as long as you are true to yourself, that's what matters!" he finished, with a little grin, catching the other boys eye.

Quickly he gave Ishou a hug and stepped back. "Shall we go and meet the others? I know you said you didn't want to go, but I'll support you, and everybody else will too. We've all learned to much and grown up too much not to" he added.

***

"Besides school...I've been taking the exam to become
an Igo pro...I think I'll do quite well, I've won most
of my matches so far. Its very grueling though, I
haven't been able to concentrate on my studies as
much.."
Shiyume realized he was rambling on and stopped. Most
kids thought Igo was for old men anyway, they probably
didn't care. It had just been a long time since
Shiyume had spoken with friends...

***

Makoto looked to the side at his friends as he walked beside them, smiling. 
"I've just been doing school. I got transfered to a new one ever since my 
last one got blown up from one of our earlier adventures."

He nodded considerately in Shiyume's direction. "That sounds good that 
you're taking up something compeditive. I mean, it's good that the both of 
you are. I never considered doing something like that myself... after we 
defeated Akumamon, there just seemed like no reason to fight against someone 
unless they were causing trouble, y'know? I just wanted to go back to how 
peaceful everything was before it even started."

He looked up as he notcied the large building ahead. "Hey, here we are. You 
don't have to come inside if you don't want to, Shiyume, I understand that 
you haven't known Shougo for as long as I have. But I think he might 
appreciate you coming to visit him if he ever wakes up.. it's the thought 
that counts. But that's entirely up to you."

***

Fujiiromon touched down upon the ground some distance away from where the 
battle had taken place. Suddenly his form started glowing, distorting itself 
and then shrinking to form Takashima in his real world form, holding the 
spherical Kojimon in his arms.

"So, it is over. The great change did not occur. Even lord Akumamon wavered 
from the cause in the end to perform the ultimate act of cowardice."

Kojimon blinked his eyes. "Cowardice?"

Takashima nodded. "Yes. The end of everything is an all-encompassing final 
death. It is suicide on its grandest scale. And suicide is the most cowardly 
thing in existence. As the holder of the crest of Death, I swear it. But... 
It is all for the better that the change did not occur. It seems to me that 
humans DO deserve another chance, after all. They can improve, given time. 
Sleeping eternally is just another type of suicide. Not even the weak 
deserve having that decision taken away from them. The strong should... 
Guide, rather than control. That is what I think..."

Kojimon's voice sounded sad. "If only all people in the world realized 
this..."

Takashima smiled and shook his head. "They will come to this realization in 
time. You cannot force enlightenment. Not true enlightenment at the very 
least. But as I said, given enough time, humanity will evolve yet again. Let 
us hope that evolution goes in the right direction. I will be one of the 
strong that guide them towards it, as the head of my family dynasty. That is 
the least I can do."

Kojimon giggled. "I'll help too!" His manner sombered somewhat. "Do you want 
to go see... You know, in the hospital?"

Takashima shook his head. "No. Even had he really been lord Akumamon, I 
would not have wished to see him unless it was to destroy him once again. 
Shougo is not Akumamon though. He has suffered much. He deserves this chance 
at a happy life now that his imprisonment of mind and body has ended. 
Besides, let's not make any awkward moments by going to a place that's bound 
to be crawling with people that up until just recently used to be our 
enemies." He stretched and started walking.

Kojimon flew away from Takashima's arms and hovered along by his side. 
"Where to now?"

Takashima grinned. "Back to the mansion. I deserve a small vacation. And 
after that... I have quite a bit of school work to catch up on."

They kept walking. The sun was shining, and the world was beautiful.

----------

Eventually, Takashima graduated from Tokyo University where he majored in 
computer sciences and economics, moving on to head the Hamanu business 
conglomerate, his parents stepping down from their positions in order to 
spend more time with their children. Some time later, he married his 
childhood friend Shutaro Ryoko. In time, they had a son. They named him 
Hajime.




***

Ishou sighed and nodded "That's good of you to say Akaru, I don't deserve 
that kind of kindness. I'll go with you, I have been curious about how 
things are going with some of the others."

***

He slowly nodded "Yes".
He was unsure to why all the digi-destined were there, even though he was a 
grown man, he was scared. It was as though he was born again. Everything was 
different. He could look past their faces to the window where the sun's rays 
shone in and it didn't hurt.
No longer were there voices swirling around in his mind. He knew, now that 
the Akuma virus was gone, that it was a drug. It had twisted his own way of 
thinking. He had looked at Reikou, but he couldn't bring himself to look at 
the other people in the room. He closed his eyes, trying to hold back the 
tears that inevitably were streaming down his face. Suddenly he felt a soft 
touch on his cheek and immediately he looked up to see Hitori.
"Shougo-san..."
She had grown so much from when they had first met and he knew that she 
would grow into a beautiful woman. She reached down and took hold of his 
weak hand, no longer silver talons but smooth pale skin, and lifted it to 
her own cheek. She kissed it and it was sweet.

***

Hotarubi smiled at Shougo and Hitori and started moving people out.
"Come on. Let's leave the two of them alone," she said as she started moving 
people out of the room. She walked out of the room and looked back in at 
Hitori and Shougo. She gave a little wave and mouthed, "I'll see you later." 
She gave a wink and walked down the hall towards the entrance of the 
hospital. She sat down on a bench in the lobby, thinking.
"Gosh, how weird is all of this?" she thought. "Not long ago, I found out I 
was a digi-destined, and now...I'm a hero? Oh, that just doesn't make any 
sense." She rested her head back against the wall. "I wonder if we'd all 
remember each other twenty years from now." She looked at a lock of her own 
hair. "These streaks will be gone by then...and I'll be taller..." She 
laughed to herself. "Maybe, I'll be a teacher...or a scientist...oh, I don't 
know...or, maybe I'd have kids..." She smiled to herself at the thought. "I 
want two kids, just like my mother and father had two."

***

"I think some of us had good intentions on staying in touch with each other, 
and some of us did. I really tried to reach out to Akaru after that day and 
I think I did an ok job.
Ame and my mother were a great addition to my life, I never imagined I 
could be so close to my family after being so selfish about my own feelings. 
Time healed those wounds though and eventually we were very close.
As for my dear twin? Before I stopped being so actively involved with 
things, and one of the last times I saw Kira it was said that he was still 
allive within the realm of the digital world living out his life as some 
kind of a monk heh fitting end for him. The one thing I am jealous of 
though is the fact that the worm never aged a day having been a makeup of 
data.
Then there's me...the messed up split personalitied psycho maniac who is 
hung up on himself. Well that's mostly still true I guess hehe but these 
days I'm more hung up on my family and my work. Yup Sen and I got hitched, 
we even had a kid! Imagine that, us as parents who would have ever thought? 
I still have my issues though, I've never been able to shake the ego and 
apparently it's a passed down trait, our son Kojiro seems to have picked it 
up too which Sen just loves...and blaimes me for. I'm still not the world's 
nicest person either, but I do try, though what can I say? Greed or not I 
am a bit darker than most people which I guess explains my choice in 
careers. I mean, it takes a semi cold person to do the government's dirty 
work eh? At least I can take my agression and antics out on the bad guys 
instead of the innosent though.
Nearly twenty years...it's hard to beleive it' been that long. I can 
still remember every detail of my adventure, it changed me for the better. 
I think it changed all of us for the better, made us more mature and taught 
us important things about ourselves and each other. I never will forget 
Kiramon, or even that stupid bug Tornamon.

***

The brunet smiled gently as she turned to enter the building with Makoto. She paused for moment, she would be wise to do what she had planned now so she could run if it didn't turn out well. Quickly she planted a kiss on Shiyume's cheek and gave another smile. 

"Things don't always turn out the way we plan..but sometimes that's a good thing." 

She turned again to enter the building her heart skipped a bit as she wondered if he would come after her. 

'Either way it doesnt matter, I did my part that's all I can do. I'm going to struggle towards the future I want. I will become a writer have so much more then just video games then to draw upon now.'


***

Reikou watched as Hotarubi quietly left the room. Sensing the sudden 
awkwardness of the situation, Reikou quickly stodd up. "Well, I should 
probably get moving. Everyone's going to be home in a few hours and they'll 
need my help unpacking some things." He nodded slightly towards the others. 
"Later." Reikou turned silently and left the room.

***

Makoto held the door open for the others to enter, laughing slightly at 
Kokoro kissing Shiyume. "C'mon you two, get in there!" he chuckled along 
with Tekimon.

He moved into the lobby and spotted Hotarubi sitting a few feet away with 
Kinomon, smiling and walking up to her. "Hey there, Kinomon!" Tekimon 
exclaimed excitedly. "Hello, Hotarubi-san." Makoto greeted. "It's nice to 
see you here again. Are you going in to see Shougo too?"

***

Shiyume went wide-eyed and blushed as Kokoro kissed
him. As she and Makoto went inside, his left hand
slowly lifted to his cheek. Did...did that really
happen? He hadn't felt this way since his
accident..since he had any friends...He smiled then,
and looked down to the Digimon curled around his cast.
Tsunekomon looked up at him and smirked. He could see
that Shiyume was different now. As if that kiss had
brought back all the emotion that Shiyume had lost
over the last few weeks.

The former child of envy, still smiling, began to walk
off. Tsunekomon chuckled. 
"This is your way of dealing with everything, isnt
it?"
"I...I just need a minute..."
"When Kokoro comes out of there, she'll be offended
you left."
"I'll call her later."
"If you wait till later, you'll never get her."
"G...get her?"
"Shiyume, love doesn't come around when you want it
to, you gotta take initiative."
"Love?! But I..I..."
"Aww, c'mon. You know you like her."
"N-no I don't.."
"Shiyume, you need to learn how to deal with women..."
"Like you'd know any better?"
The two of them laughed. Shiyume sighed, and walked
back torwards the hospital.
"I'm still not going in though."
"You're hopeless, Shiyume..."

***

Katai slowly walked down the hall away from Shougo's room. He smiled to 
himself as he remebered all he had gone through with all of the 
digi-destined. He was glad it was over, and then he wasn't. He was going to 
miss going on adventures with his friends. Not seeing them often was going 
to be odd, but Katai knew that he would see them again. He watched the other 
children and wondered what the future held for them. How would they change 
as the years went by? It was obvious that some of them were growing closer, 
and that the closeness was all about growing up and maturing. And they all 
had maturing to do.
As he moved into the lobby, Katai wondered if these events would be 
remebered in so much detail when they all got older. Cuemon looked up and 
squirmed a bit to get Katai's attention.
"Whatcha thinking?" the little digimon asked.
"Just thinking if we're all going to remember each other," Katai sighed.
"Of course you will," Cuemon smiled. "Saving the world is not something 
easily forgotten."
"Yeah," Katai said as he looked around the lobby at the other digi-destined 
as they entered and left. He waved at Makoto and Kokoro as they walked in.

***

As Hiroshi reached the ground floor of the Yoshiyama's apartment building,
his son was already a block away on his skates. He took a moment to catch
his breath before leaping into the family car and accelerating after Rai.
Before long he spotted Hiraishinmon running determinedly after his partner.
Hiroshi matched his speed, wound the window down and called out, "Hey, Hiro.
Want a lift?"
Hiraishinmon stumbled to a stop. "Oh! Yeah, thanks, Dad," he replied,
jogging over to the door that Hiroshi was opening for him.
"No problem," the man replied, with a wierd kind of bemused grin on his
face, as the digimon climbed into his car. Hiraishinmon briefly wondered
what he had said that was funny, then slapped the dashboard and pointed
ahead.
"Hurry! He's almost round the corner!" he declared. Still grinning,
Rai's father turned his eyes back to the road and sped after his son once
more.

Flash forward.

The Yoshiyama family car pulled up outside the hospital, and Rai leaped out.
He still had his skates on and the entire trip he had been jumping up and
down on the seat demanding to go faster. Hiroshi reflected that it was good
to see his son really enthused about something rather than calmly accepting
whatever came his way. Otherwise it would have been damned annoying.
Hiraishinmon climbed out of the car after Rai, who was already racing
towards the hospital. The boy briefly turned sideways and glided in a neat
circle around Shiyume, grinning like an idiot. He called a quick greeting -
"Hey, Shiyume!" - and skated on into the lobby behind Makoto and Kokoro.
"Hey guys!" he called, "I'm here!"

Freeze frame.
Flash forward.

Rai eventually remembered to get all his friends' telephone numbers - or at
least, their family names - and diligently kept in touch. Even those who
weren't really interested got a phone call at least once a month, offering
unconditional friendship and support in whatever they were doing at the
time. The Crest of Trust clearly still had a great deal of influence over
his actions.
The years moved on. Hiraishinmon's urge to fight crime and protect the
innocent grew stronger over time. Often he would disappear at night, and
street criminals would be found tied up outside local police stations with
stunned expressions and hair standing on end. Toei district soon had one of
the lowest crime rates in Tokyo. Rai had his suspicions, but neither of
them spoke of it.
Rai's brother, Shinji, went to college and met a girl named Yuki. They
shared an interest in architecture, and after a series of short-term
relationships Shin eventually proposed. They married and in 2012 Yuki bore
a daughter, Akemi.
Rai kept up his interest in rollerblading, and developed his natural
talent. When he was old enough he started entering local championships. In
2017, at the age of 20, he won the grand prize in the Fourth Annual
All-Japan Extreme Freeblading Championships, and the following year made it
to the international finals. He was placed third.
Looking at his championship winnings, Rai decided that he was rich
enough to take some time off. He spent a couple of years playing Crazy Rich
Uncle to his niece. They got on well together; Akemi seemed to be one of
the few people who genuinely understood the way Rai's mind worked.
In 2022 Rai's father retired, passing the family business down to Shin.
Hiroshi and Rui lived happily ever after.
Rai tried a number of jobs, eventually settling down into writing a
popular column in a monthly sports magazine, "j-SPEED!". With his savings
and the small income from the magazine, he was able to make a modest living.
He had his friends, his family and money enough to live.
He was happy.


***

Akaru continued on his merry way through life, always trying his best and being as nice as he could to everybody. He never really lost contact with his friends, and did very well for himself, overcoming his shyness with the girls, and going on to be a very sucessful singer with a pop band. All of his actions where always guided by what he had experienced in the Digital World, and as always, he kept his core Compassion that was his best characterstic.

***

Urei quietly stepped out of Shougo's hospital room. A mixture of respecting 
Hitori's privacy and disbelief at seeing Shougo alive kept him from going 
back in again. He held onto one of the flowers he had brought, just in case. 
The boy straightend his clothing before turning towards the entrance of the 
hospital. As he passed by the front desk, he noticed Hotarubi sitting on a 
bench in the lobby. Urei slowed his pace, playing out several different 
scenarios in his head. Should he speak to her?
"What would it hurt," he thought,"I still haven't properly thanked her, or 
Hitori for that matter. Their forgiveness meant everything..."
Urei moved towards the bench, and Hotarubi.
"Child of Peace," he began,"I want to thank you, for forgiving me. I know it 
sounds kind of corny, but I've never had many friends, and you and Hitori and 
everyone letting me and Ikarimon join you after all the trouble we've caused 
meant alot to me..."
He held out the hand holding the flower, trembling.
"I'd like you to have this, as a gift, from one friend to another."

***

"I was just there, Makoto," said Hotarubi with a smile. "Shougo just woke 
up, and I thought it best to give him and Hitori their privacy."
She then turned to Urei with a smile and gently took the flower from his 
nervous hand.
"Thank you," she said with an encouraging smile. She looked down at her bag 
and pulled out a safety pin. Carefully, she pinned the flower to the 
shoulder strap of the bag, and then she looked up. "It's beautiful."
"Gosh, that took some guts," she thought as she looks away down at the 
hallway leading to Shougo's room. "If only I had that sort of courage 
to...I'll see him later..." She turned back to Urei and stood up.
"Well, I should get going," she said. "I'll see you later." She smiled and 
turns to the entrance of the hospital, walking outside. She took in a breath 
of fresh air and looked at the buildings around her. She smiled to herself 
and walked down the street back towards her apartment complex.

***

Zorui walked slowly away from the hospital room. Kitsunemon stuck his nose out from under the flap of the boy's backpack. The rest of the digimon's upper body soon followed. He rested his paws on Zorui's shoulder.
"Well...That's that huh? "
Zorui passed through the lobby ,"...yeah...I guess so..."
Kistunemon smiled ,"Well then... now what?"
Zorui didn't answer as he swung open the hospital doors and walked outside. He was thinking.
Kitsunemon continued, not noticing his friend's silence ,"What does the future hold for us now hmmmm?"
Up ahead, Zorui could see Hotarubi walking in the same direction as they were headed. Looking down, he quickened his pace. 
After a few moments, Zorui spoke up ,"What does the future hold?" By now they had almost cought up with the girl ," You know Kitsunemon....I have absolutely no idea." Zorui smiled ," And you know what else? I couldn't care less. Don't you think we should be thinking about what's happening now rather than worrying about what might or might not happen sometime later?"
Kitsunemon laughed, mostly because of Zorui's smile than anything else ," Hmmm Maybe...maybe."
They were now right behind Hotarubi. Zorui looked back at the ground and began to walk even faster. Soon they passed her.
"You know Zorui...I would have though you would allready have discovered this, but even if YOU can't see her, it doesn't mean that she can't see you."
Zorui rolled his eyes.
"Hmph," Kitsunemon spun around in the backpack to face Hotarubi waving his paw in the air," Hey! We'll be seeing you around! BOTH of us!"
"Gak! What do you think you're doing!!?!" Zorui hissed.
Kitsunemon turned back around, resting his paws back on the boy's shoulder, "Aw come on Zorui. Having a few friends won't kill you will it?"
"...maybe..."
"Oh please. You don't believe that."
"...maybe I do."
"Zorui..."
"..."
"...you're blushing."
"shut up."

***

"Hey, Rai! See you, Hotarubi." Makoto waved as his friends came and went. 
The news that Shougo was awake from his coma was awesome news, but the boy 
knew better than to go see for himself while Shougo and Hitori were alone. 
They probably had a lot to catch up on.

Instead, he looked to Urei and smiled. "Urei, my friend, I wanted to thank 
you too. For accepting our friendship when you did and letting go of your 
bitter past. None of this could have been possible without your help. From 
all of the digidestined, thank you, and the same goes for Ikarimon."

Tekimon smiled from his position in Makoto's arms. "Thanks, Ikarimon." he 
said in unison.

Makoto chuckled slightly as people continued to pass by them in the lobby. 
"Well, I guess all we have to look forward to now is bigger and better 
things, huh? I hope you guys have the best of luck, if you're planning to go 
on your own seperate way."

***

'It's over..' 

Kokoro turned from the lobby hearing that Hitori would wish for some privacy. Time was puzzling thing, for some it could move lighting for others this moment must have seemed little an impossible horizon. She gave Makoto a hug and told him that she would seem him later, dinnertime was coming around and her sister would have to let her in now. 

As she walked out of the lobby back into the light she noticed Shiyume hadn't left. She smiled softly not knowing exactly what to say. For now she left things unspoken minus a dinner invention spoken for her through the mouth of her digimon. From where the brunet was standing the future held some beautiful possibilities. 

***

It took him another several weeks after that to gain back his ability to 
even walk. Step by step, Hitori and her parents were there helping him. 
Hitoris mother took to Shougo immediately. Each day she made a meal for 
Hitori to bring to him on her visits. Like the old Shougo, he grew 
frustrated easily with the gradual process it took to recover. Eventually he 
was able to walk with the help of a cane and soon, he was out of the 
hospital, and it was clear to Hitori that there was something different. 
When she had first met him, he seemed to take offence to almost everything 
and she knew that he hated the world, yet now, he loved life and cherished 
each minute he spent with her.
Hitoris parents insisted on him staying in their spare bedroom until he was 
back on his feet, and knowing he would be near to Hitori, he stayed without 
question.
Each morning, he rose early, and walked Hitori to school. Although with the 
cane, it took them almost an hour each day, but neither of them seemed to 
care.

"Hitori-chan..." He spoke up on one of their walks to her school.
"Hai?" She answered, keeping her hand in his as she looked up at him.
"I love you." He smiled, squeezing her hand. She sighed happily and leaned 
him as they walked.
Myotismon, like Metarumon and Kiramon returned to the Digital World soon 
after everything was over. Yet she would hear from him and the others often.
They had helped get her life on track and helped her find her true voice in 
the world.

As time went on, the months passed to years and Shougo fully recovered. He 
got his life back on track and enrolled at the University of Tokyo. After 
graduating and within a few years, he rose up as one of Tokyo's top 
novelists. Hitori, once she completely school, she enrolled at Obirin 
University where she pursued a degree in music and rose up to performance 
and became a voice heard throughout Japan.
They were married in 2012 and in 2013, Hitori gave birth to a daughter, Yui.

Hitori and Sen kept in touch. Sen became a prized computer scientist in the 
government who still enjoyed to hack into government files for fun.

Hitori often wondered if her daughter would have the oppurtunity to have the 
adventures in life that she did. Yet she couldn't tell the future and only 
time would tell.


***

"Think nothing of it Makoto. Nothing of it..."
Urei smiled, then slowly walked to the door. He untied Ikarimon when he got 
outside, and they began to walk to the nearest station. Ikarimon looked up at 
his companion.
"I just saw Hotarubi leave here." The canine said casually.
"Really..."
"I saw one of the flowers you brought on her backpack."
"How about that..."
Ikarimon smiled.
"Did I miss something while I was out here?"
"No."
"Urei? Come on..."
"No."
Ikarimon sighed and shook his head, and for some reason began to think of 
everything that had happened. He remembered first meeting Urei all that time 
ago, when Akumamon was still his "father." He remembered when he first fought 
the Children of the Light as Yagarumon. He remembered when they turned from 
that path, and tried to bring about the Greater Good. Everything they had 
gone through; every moment, every fight, every victory, every defeat, all of 
it. He wondered why it all came back to him now, but it didn't really matter. 
All of that was in the past, and now Ikarimon could live out the rest of his 
days as a normal dog living with his boy...well, an almost normal dog...
- - - -
Urei sat quietly on the subway. He too had been thinking. About Akumamon, 
about the Greater Good, about...his new friends. He continuously reminded 
himself to look them up when he got home. Home; something else popped into 
Urei's head. He had to explain the talking velvet dog with horns to his 
mother. "I wonder how that will go?" he said to himself. "Maybe it won't go 
SO bad..."
But there were things that were more important than that to him. Perhaps he 
would call Hitori first, to see how Shougo was doing, and to let her now how 
happy he was for him. Then maybe Makoto or Rai, for a guy's night. They could 
all hang around and play video games, or maybe something outside. There was 
plenty to do now that they didn't have to worry about saving the world. He 
would have to talk to Reikou and Takashima. Everyone deserves a second 
chance...Urei chuckled at the irony of that thought. Then, after all that was 
done, maybe he would try to talk to Hotarubi. Who knows how that would turn 
out. But for now, he would just enjoy the ride home. He could think about his 
future whenever he wanted to. After all, that's what makes the present so 
much better.

***

Katai walked through the doors of the hospital and onto the street. Quickly 
lacing up his roller blades, he started home. He quickly caught up to and 
passed Hotarubi, throwing a quick wave before continuing on. He waved again 
as he flew by Zorui, and then turned down the street. As he made his way 
home, he looked at the city, the world, as though it was all new to him.
"It's really wonderful isn't it, Cuemon," he said.
"What do you mean?" the digimon asked as he peeked out of Katai's bag.
"This," Katai paused to spin a quick circle. "Everything. It's funny how it 
wasn't until it was all destroyed that I truly began to appreciate it."
"Does this mean you're going to get out more?" Cuemon laughed.
Katai laughed with the little digimon. "Yeah. But this doesn't mean anything 
has changed. I'm still who I used to be."
"Only all grown up."
Katai stopped at an intersection and looked at the digimon. "I guess so," he 
smiled.


***

Well, so maybe things didn't work out exactly the way I had planned. In the 
end, we didn't change the world. But we can't allow ourselves to give up on 
that, right?

Shortly after the defeat of Akumamon, things returned to normal. We had to 
say goodbye to our friends from the digital world, but it was ok. I was 
just glad to have met Terranoob. Had I not, God only knows where my life 
would have gone. I'd probably still be as angry, depressed and immature as 
I was back then. But all of that's changed now.

So, what's become of me, eh? Well, it took a while, and a lot of work, but 
yeah, I'm all grown up now. All I've ever wanted to do was to protect the 
future, and the ppl I cared for. So, as soon as I got out of high school, I 
applied for a position as an officer of the law. I was quickly accepted as 
over the last few years I'd become quite involved in sports, specifically, 
basketball (yeah, I know I was a short kid, but it's amazing the difference 
a few years makes). Our team even managed to win the district title a few 
times. But anyway, nowadays I'm working with the organized crime division 
of the force, kinda ironic, isn't it? Considering my background, that's 
probably the last place I ever expected to end up, but I think my father 
would have been proud.

Anyhow, I got married not long ago, and things are working out great. We're 
expecting our first child soon, and I wonder if I'm really ready to be a 
parent. Well, whatever the case, the future is still undecided. It's our 
world, now, and we have to do whatever it takes to ensure the future for our 
children. Maybe we can't change the world all at once, but through our 
children, our goals and dreams will live on forever.

***

Hotarubi laughed at Kitsunemon a little. She stopped in her tracks for a 
moment, thinking, pondering, questioning.
"Should I...no...what do I have to lose...I mean he does go to school with me 
and lives in the same apartment complex...and...he doesn't seem that bad..." 
she thought as she watched the boy walk away.
"Hotarubi...you know you -" started Kinomon before Hotarubi clamped the 
little digimon's beak shut.
"Quiet, or he'll hear you!" said Hotarubi softly as she let go of Kinomon's 
mouth.
"Just go talk to him...who knows...he might like you too," replied Kinomon. 
Hotarubi paused in thought for a moment and then jogged to catch up with 
Zorui.
"Hey," she said cheerfully. "Want to go see a movie or something?" She 
smiled a little as she stood in front of Zorui. "After all - we can be 
friends, right?" She shrugged a little as she held her hand out for him. 
"Come on - it's this way." She motioned towards a cross street.

***

Makoto waved to Urei and Kokoro as they left. "We'll keep in touch with the 
digivices, okay? I'll see you guys later. Goodbye."

He paused for a moment, left alone in the lobby of the hospital once more, 
faceless sihouettes passing him by. Goodbye was such an harsh word to use, 
he knew he would see the others again. But slowly, one by one, it seemed 
they were all moving on ahead. Makoto smiled to himself. They had all 
deserved it. Akumamon had wanted a perfect world through twisted insanity 
and mindless destruction, but now that he was gone, perfection didn't matter 
anymore. It was the future that mattered, and the people who lived in it. 
And he, along with his friends, were the children that had ensured a better 
future for everyone, and would ensure a better future for the next 
generations for years to come.

"Tekimon?" Makoto asked.

"Hmm?" the In-Training digimon answered.

"Now that it's all over, you're not thinking of returning to the digital 
world, are you?"

"Why do I have to? You still have your digivice. We can cross over there 
whenever we want to help the digimon on the other side. And besides, what 
would you say to Mabui?"

Makoto laughed, walking out of the lobby and down the street. "You know, 
Tekimon, I think everything is going to be just fine."

---

The sun continued to shine as Makoto arrived home. It was the end of the day 
and everyone was home from either school or work. As soon as Makoto got his 
foot through the door, Tekimon bounded in towards the kitchen. "Look out 
food, I'm starvin'!" he hollered, disappearing around the corner.

"Makoto!" Mabui called. She came running out from the dining room and had 
her small arms wrapped around Makoto's waist in an embrace faster than he 
could think. "You're home!"

The boy closed his eyes for a moment, and put an arm around his sister's 
head to pull her closer. "Mabui, how many times do I have to tell you? I'm 
okay, I'll always be coming home. Everything's fine now."

"But the dream..." she started. "I had a bad dream that you were saying 
goodbye and never coming back."

Makoto suddenly remembered, he had communicated to his sister in her dream 
when he was killed by Akumamon, but back then he was sure he wasn't coming 
back. But now he was alive again, choosing heaven's bliss for another chance 
at living in his world with his friends. Everything glittered to him, 
everything shone and was breathing with newfound life. "It was just a bad 
dream, it's not going to hurt you. I promise, I'll never ever leave you ever 
again... ever. Okay?"

She looked up with teary innocent eyes. "Promise?"

Makoto gave her a warm affectionate smile, and another hug. "I promise."

---

As for Makoto? Well, he did move on to bigger and better things. But he 
never left his friends behind, in fact he even got around to getting 
everyone's phone numbers just so it wouldn't look too weird everytime he 
kept calling up on his digivice. He checked in regularly with everyone and 
kept tabs on what they were doing, in turn telling them what was happening 
in his life. His travels to the digital world grew less frequent as the work 
load got heavier, but he kept his promise to the digimon that he would never 
forget about them and their troubles.

Things didn't seem to be a happy ending for Makoto at first. For a start he 
wasn't sure what he would do in life. But then he met a girl in school 
called Ren'ai, and things hit off between them very quickly. After setting a 
firm foundation of friendship, Makoto actually became scared about telling 
Ren'ai about his deeper feelings he had towards her, wanting to tell her but 
afraid she wouldn't feel the same in return. After a few months of agonising 
and with the support of his friends, he finally expressed his feelings of 
love for her.

---

"Ren'ai!" Makoto called out. He was 17 now in 2011, and was almost on his 
way to graduating. He had spotted Ren'ai at her locker after school and knew 
it was the right time to talk to her, since everybody else had left to go 
home.

"Makoto-san, hai." she smiled at him, exchanging books out of her locker and 
brushing back her blodish-brunette hair. "How are you?"

"I'm, uh, fine." he answered. "Listen... I need to talk to you for a minute. 
If you're not busy or late getting home or something..."

"No, I'm not. What is it?" she questioned him, staring at him with those 
lovely blue eyes of hers.

Makoto felt paralyzed in that moment. He couldn't do this. He was terrified. 
No, he thought, do it now. It's better to get this over with while you have 
the chance. At least the pain of knowing that she doesn't love you will be 
better to deal with than the pain of not knowing at all, he told himself.

"I... uh... well..." He could feel she was hanging onto every word he said, 
which made him more tense. A crimson blush covered his face. "Ren'ai, I... 
this is so hard to say. I hope you can understand... more than just friends, 
I really, really like you."

Ren'ai seemed to be shocked, looking down at the floor. Makoto did the same. 
An awkward silence filled the empty hallway. He knew it. He had blown it. 
She didn't feel the same, and he had ruined their friendship over eight 
little words, and...

He felt a hand in his, a smaller hand that was soft and gentle, and he 
looked up. She smiled at him. "... Sorry about that, I wasn't sure for a 
moment how I felt about you at first. But yes, I know now that I feel the 
same about you too."

Makoto skipped a heart-beat. "Really? Seriously?"

Ren'ai giggled a little. "Yes."

There was a futher silence that followed. But it was a deep and meaningful 
silence as they both looked at each other, with her hand still in his. 
Nothing needed to be said. And then, finally -

"Let me walk you home." Makoto said.

---

Makoto graduated with Ren'ai and together they shared a their new love 
together. Makoto had finally decided that his career would dedicate his life 
further to helping people as he did with the digimon in the digital world 
and his previous adventure. He would become a firefighter. After all, all 
that experience putting out the fires in the Tokyo Tower seemed to pay off.

Makoto and Ren'ai got married in 2012 and in the following year after, 
Ren'ai bore a son. They named him Tenkei Tasukeru, meaning 'Heaven's 
blessing'. At nights when the baby would wake them up, Makoto would take him 
out of his crib and rock him gently back to sleep as he looked out from the 
veranda of their apartment home. He would look out on the glowing landscape 
of the city and think to himself. Not only that he was the luckiest guy in 
the world to have his wife and child, but he would remember the times he had 
as a child on his adventure. He would protect his new family at any cost if 
the darkness ever rose again, just as he knew his friends would, and most of 
all he would teach his son the lessons he learned to keep the shadows at bay 
- generosity is a gift, but having love returned from friends and family for 
a happy ending, after what he had chosen not to give up and what he had 
given to all, that was the absolute miricle.


***

Shiyume happily accepted Koinumon's dinner invite.
Shiyume really started to enjoy Kokoro's company. He
would even say hi to everyone at school now, whereas
he had avoided them before. He passed the pro exam and
became one of the highest-rated Igo pros in Japan, and
made quite a lot of money. He still yearned for
swimming, but he didn't let that stop him from
reaching his dreams. Eventually, he married Kokoro and
they had two children. At last, Shiyume was at peace..

***

Zorui blinked dumbly at Hotarubi's question.
"Er...Now?" He looked down at his watch trying to come up with an excuse as quickly as he could. "Well you see I-"
"Zorui!" Kitsunemon hissed quietly in the boy's ear. Zorui looked at the digimon who looked back with a forceful glare. He looked back to Hotarubi.
"I...um I...sure. Thanks.Uh...a movie would be...um nice." He tried to smile but he wasn't quite sure if he managed it. Zorui looked away quickly, down to the girl's outstretched hand. He stared at it for a moment. What did she want him to do? Quickly he reached out, took her hand, shook it, and then shoved his hand back into his pocket.
"Ummm well...let's go then right?" He began walking in the direction indicated by Hotarubi.
"Zorui..."
"What?"
"...You're blushing again"
"shut up!"

***

Hotarubi giggled a little and then shook her head. She could tell, and she 
swore he could tell too. She turned to catch up with Zorui.
"Come on," she said as she pushed him towards the theater. "We don't want to 
miss it entirely, do we?"
"Uh...yeah..." replied Zorui hesistantly as he flushed a bright red.
"You okay?" asked Hotarubi. "If you want to go home, you could go if you 
want. I'd understand."
"Uh..."
"No," hissed Kitsunemon into Zorui's ear. "You are so not going home. If 
you do, I'll -"
"I'll stay," replied Zorui. Slowly, he spread a little smile, and Hotarubi 
smiled back.
"Zorui's got a -" started Kitsunemon softly.
"Shut up," interrupted Zorui as he shoved the fox digimon into his backpack.

~*~

For the next four years, Hotarubi and Zorui grew to become very good friends. 
Both grew up a lot over the years, helping and supporting each other all 
along the way. They always seemed to have classes together, and living in 
the same apartment complex helped. Then came the day Zorui graduated from 
Tokyo International Senior High School in 2009. Hotarubi attended the 
ceremony, and when it was over, she tried to find him but couldn't. Worried, 
she wandered through the crowds trying to find him, and she suddenly felt two 
hand grab her shoulders. She turned around suddenly to face Zorui with a 
smile. She wrapped two arms around his neck to give him a huge.
"Congratulations," she said.
"Thank you," he replied as she let go. "The tree." Those two words had 
become a code for their favorite place on the school's campus. Slowly, they 
headed over to their favorite tree, and the two stood facing each other in 
its shade.
"Ready for college?" asked Hotarubi.
"Yeah. I'm going into art."
"That great." She smiled her usual encouraging smile. "I'm sure you'll have 
a wonderful time - just don't be afraid of trying something new." She 
paused. "You've grown up a lot over the past three years."
"Thanks." The looked at each other for another silent moment. "But, I am 
scared to do one thing." He stared at the mortarboard in his hands, which 
shook nervously.
"Don't be." She put her hands into her back pockets.
"Yeah..." They stood silently for another moment.
"Well, I should get going." Hotarubi started to turn away, but Zorui caught 
her by the arm gently.
"No, don't go...I think I love you...no, I love you." Hotarubi immediately 
turned around, speechless, surprised and happy all at the same time. "You've 
helped me a lot since we first met, and...and..." Hotarubi suddenly took 
Zorui's face into her hands and let her lips meet his, stopping him from 
saying anything else. Slowly, she stepped back, and they simply stared at 
each other.

~*~

Zorui went onto college, and Hotarubi joined him the next year, entering with 
sophomore status. Zorui proposed to her in 2011, and they married the next 
year. They both graduated in 2013: Zorui majored in art, and Hotarubi went 
into biochemistry. Later that year, Hotarubi gave birth to fraternal twins: 
one girl and one boy named Tetsuko and Kazuo, respectively.
Zorui became a professional artist known throughout Tokyo and did most of his 
work at home. He sells his paintings at a local gallery in downtown Tokyo. 
A couple of years after having Tetsuko and Kazuo, Hotarubi got a masters 
degree in biochemistry, and because she had loved her high school so much, 
she went back as a science teacher. Kinomon and Kitsunemon stuck around to 
help Hotarubi and Zorui with the kids.

~*~

"Eee! Funny!" exclaimed a little Kazuo as he pulled on Kitsunemon's ear. 
Kitsunemon struggled to hide a cringe from the little boy. A little Tetsuko 
had two short arms wrapped tightly around Kinomon and set the digimon down at 
a small table, set with miniature plates and cups. Zorui stood behind 
Hotarubi with his arms wrapped around her, and the two looked on at their 
children in a happy silence.

