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Chapter 2: The Lakeside Monster! Defeat Seadramon


“It was surreal! Unlike anything I've ever seen,” spoke the Dinohyumon, taking a swig from the glass of what looked like juice in his hands. The dinosaur-man Digimon looked like a muscular green human, on large cleaver on his back and another at his side. Two blade stuck out from his wrists, though his face looked more like a beak-less turtle than a dinosaur. It was his ankles that resembles more of the dinosaur-look.


“You sure you saw it right? There's no way it could've been him,” replied the Hookmon sitting across from him. As the name implied, he was a Digimon that resembles a pirate, a hook in his right had and pistol in his left.


“I'm tellin' ya it's true!” answered Dinohyumon. “The whole pack of Garurumon... wiped out by a single Digimon! It was unlike anything I had ever seen! Who else but Zeemon could be capable of such a feat?”


 Unaware that their conversation was being overheard -- though it was unlikely that they cared -- a lone figure from the corner of the bar lowered his glass from his lips. A silent gasp escaped him. Dinhyumon and Hookmon considered their conversation from  a few tables over.

“I doubt it was THAT Zeemon...” Hookmon said, raising his hook. “Even if he were still alive, why would he go out of his way to get involved in a territorial dispute between those two packs?” Hookmon brought the back of the hand holding his pistol to his face, contemplation taking hold of his mind. “Still... a Zeemon, eh? What does this mean for the state of the Digital World if another one has appeared?”

“IT'S HERE!!!” screamed a panicked voice that echoed into the pub from outside. The old western-style doors swung open; the night air outside was now enshrouded within a murky fog that blocked out even the light of the moon. Standing there was the samurai armor-clad Musyamon, only his sword looked like it had a huge bite taken out of it. The kanji on the blade was no longer legible. “It's here! Take cover, everyone!”

Following behind the Musyamon was a torrent of running water, flooding into the town and into the pub. While the Digimon inside were quick to jump to the ceiling to avoid it, the unfortunate samurai Digimon who had taken liberty to warn everyone was not so lucky. The water swelled over him, and as quickly as the water came in it started rushing back out. All those caught in the current were dragged out toward the lake on the edge of the town, consumed by the ravenous blue-scaled sea serpent that rose from the water with a mighty screech. Watching it all from the top of the pub, the figure who had previously been inside the pub could make out the shape of monster.

“That poor fool didn't know what he was up against,” came a low, but serious male voice from behind the figure.

“It was weak,” retorted the figure.

“Don't you think you're being a bit harsh, Rioma?” the voice replied. “He tried his best, and he may have saved--”

“I was talking about that attack,” interrupted the male figure. “I expected far more from Seadramon based on the reports, but it didn't destroy even a single building. I expected it to be much more capable.” The mist cleared with one final roar of the Seadramon, causing it to submerge and leave the townsfolk quaking in the fear the Digimon had sewn. The mist revealed that the figure was a human, likely no older than Zenon. His black hair obscured the side and back of his head due to its length, but stopped just short of his neck. Piercing blue orbs dotted his face, the only part of his head the hair didn't seem to cover completely. “No matter... I have a new target now~”

Rioma reached his the pocket of his blue jeans, pulling free a black-colored Digivice. One of the dots was steadily moving toward them. “I don't know who you are, but that Zeemon is mine.”



*
*
*
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*
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As the sun dawned upon the horizon, the Gargomon were still chanting and cheering Zeemon's name after a night of celebrating. Zenon rode upon the back of the leader, who at this point was honored just to have him riding on his back.

“You really are something, Zeemon!” he praised. “I didn't expect to run into the Garurumon, but I'm glad we did! Thanks to you, we no longer have to worry about them.”

“I don't know if that's really something to be happy about,” Zenon replied with a feigned smile, trying to hide a sigh. He remembered how he had told the Garurumon leader that they that the Gargomon were just escorting him and he didn't want to fight when they ambushed him. He didn't understand it himself, but when the Garurumon demanded that he either side them and destroy the Gargomon or be destroyed with them, he just lost it. He scanned the Gargomon's breath attack to access his Wind Mode again. He didn't know just how strong he was, but before they pack of Garurumon knew what had hit them, he had beaten them all.


“Maybe not you, but to us you're a hero, Zeemon!” another Gargomon cheered.

“It must run in the blood of all Zeemons!” giggled another. Hearing a Gargomon giggle was kind of creepy for some reason.

“You guys keep mentioning Zeemon,” Zenon noted. “What exactly is so special about being a Zeemon?”

He didn't need to look to feel the eyes of all the Gargomon falling upon him as if he were crazy. Then again, nobody even knew there was a second Zeemon, though looking back it shouldn't have been a surprise. He was probably recently hatched.

“I'm guessing you're a young'un,” the leader finally said. “If you just hatched recently, then you probably don't remember what happened about a year ago.” He cleared his throat, but did not stop walking.

“Only a few years prior, a group of seven Digimon known at the Demon Lords ruled the land. The Twelve Royal Knights, Yggdrasil's elite, fought against them, resulting in a battle that threatened to rip apart the entire Digital World. The Demon Lords knew there would be no point in ruling the Digital World if none existed and backed off, and the Royal Knights knew they couldn't continue the battle either. There was a lasting ceasefire, but the Royal Knights knew they couldn't let the Demon Lords keep charge, especially when they were encroaching upon Lord Yggdrasil's keep. With no other option, the 13th member of the Royal Knights, Dorumon, called for three humans from the Real World. 

“Something about the power of humans allowed the Digimon to achieve new levels of power, using the same kind of gadget you hold now! The humans each found a partner Digimon, but the one who stood out the most... was Zeemon. While Dorumon led the Royal Knights into battle once more, Zeemon led the humans and the other two partners, and an army into battle from the rear. It was thanks to him that the Royal Knights were able to defeat the Demon Lords... but at the cost of his life.”

“Digimon are usually reborn after they die,” added another Gargomon. “That isn't to say they still aren't, but something happened after that battle. Some say it was a final curse set up by the Demon Lords, but whatever the reason, we Digimon lost the ability to perform a Digital Evolution, also known as Digivolution. And because of that, the eggs created from the Digimon who died can no longer hatch.”

All of these technical terms were lost on Zenon, but he listened in regardless. He was the one who had asked, and he knew they would be even more confused about him if he asked unnecessary questions, well... unnecessary to a Digimon. There was something he could ask though that related to the story, he just had to phrase it in a way that the Gargomon wouldn't be suspicious about.


“Hold on... You said earlier that I probably hatched recently, didn't you? How could I have just hatched if Digimon eggs can no longer do so?”

“He just told you, Zeemon,” the leader sighed. “He said those who died, can no longer be hatch; they can't be fully reborn. Even prior to now, it wasn't so uncommon that Digimon hatched into their In-Training or Rookie stages. The fact you don't know about all this if proof enough that you're both not the Zeemon that perished during that final battle, and that you weren't alive at the time. Even the youngest Digimon born shortly after that know the tale.” His head turned to face Zenon, a smile on his face. “So don't worry about it, Zeemon. You're a Zeemon, so power runs through your data! Even though you're just a Rookie, you defeated me and beat all those Garurumon.”

Zenon once again couldn't bring himself to point out how wrong they were about him. He wasn't born a Digimon, but he became one when he arrived in the Digital World. He just went with it and nodded, deciding he may as well enjoy the escort to the next town. It was nice having company, despite the earlier scuffles.

They had arrived at their destination a little over an hour later, Zenon sliding from the Gargomon's back as they dropped him off at the edge of the town. “You sure you don't want a few of us escorting you further? With the Garurumon out of the way, we can afford having a slightly smaller pack,” asked the leader of the Gargomon pack.

“Thanks, Gargomon, but you've done enough for me already,” Zenon replied. “I don't really know where I'm going, and I'd feel bad dragging your family members on such a journey. You have your own territory to look after.”

“You've done far more for us than we have you, but if you're sure, then this is where we part ways. If you ever need our help, don't hesitate to send word,” said the leader, smiling and bowing his head. His pack responded in turn, but only for a brief second. Letting their feet take over, the Gargomon turned and ran, disappearing beyond the horizon with one last howl of thanks. The howl attracted the attention of the Digimon currently residing in the town. Having just recovered from the damage caused by Seadramon, they all feared an attack, but were relieved to discover there was no imminent threat.

Even without the threat of an attack, a look of relief hardly decorated the faces of the Digimon that came to investigate the situation. Their faces didn't change, but it wasn't out of fear this time, but something else. Standing there, just on the edge of town, was a Zeemon. Zenon had expected such a reaction after what the Gargomon had told him, so he tried not to let it get the best of him. Humans acted much the same way when a celebrity walked in their midst. He pulled out his Digivice, only for his to droop in disappointment.

“It's gone...” he mumbled, noticing that the signal had disappeared. It hadn't moved like the other blip, just vanished. “It was here a couple hours ago. I'm sure of it! Is this thing broken?” He flicked at the screen, but when that failed to produce results, he wondered if any of the Digimon in the town could help him. There were Digimon eyeballing him right now.

“Excuse me, could any of you help me with something?”

It was the moment he spoke to them that they realized their eyes weren't deceiving them. There really was a Zeemon right there. All at once they began the small group of Digimon that had come to check things out began swarming around him, echoing the name Zeemon over and over again.

“Er... sorry. I only needed help with a question if I wasn't clear,” he told all of them.

“Oh thank Lord Yggdrasil, Zeemon you have to help us!” pleaded one of the younger Digimon, a helmet-wearing turtle-like Digimon known as Kamemon.

“Help you?” Zenon blinked. “Help you with what?”

“Hey, hey! Clear out, guys! Can't you see you're not giving him any space?” announced an almost hyper male voice. A line parted among the crowd of Digimon as a cat-like Digimon less than half the size of Zenon stepped forward on two legs. Zenon's Digivice already out in the open, he wound up scanning the Digimon with the camera on the back of it. A profile popped up on the Digivice:

Mikemon 
Stage: Champion 
Type: Beast
Attribute: Data 
A very intelligent Digimon, it is usually calm and docile, but when it comes to battle it makes sport of the enemy with its nimble movements, and fights using its specialty martial arts. 

Special Attacks: Nikukyuu Punch, Neko Claw




“Mikemon?” Zenon wondered.

“I'll explain the situation to him,” Mikemon declared. “You all get back to reinforcing the the town.” The crowd dispersed on command, when Zenon noticed something odd about Mikemon that was different from the profile. It wasn't the tiger-like pattern of his fur, but the fact that the claws on his left paw were broken. Mikemon noticed that Zenon was looking at his claws. 


“Oh. This... Yeah... Come with me, Zeemon, I'll explain everything.” Mikemon led Zenon toward the pub and ordered a drink for both of them on his tab. Mikemon was very quick to the point. Zenon felt obligated to hear the Digimon out, though he didn't understand why himself. “You see, Zeemon, during the last rain event, the lake and connecting river flooded pretty bad. Somehow, a Seadramon managed to make its way up the river. The river is usually pretty shallow, so when the flooding subsided, Seadramon had no way to get back to the ocean. Unfortunately, it's caused trouble for all of us here.” Mikemon pulled out his claws, once again revealing the broken set on his left paw.

“Seadramon?” Zenon thought, pulling out his Digivice. Though he hadn't scanned it, yet, he was able to pull up some information based on the name.

Seadramon
Stage: Champion 
Type: Sea Animal
Attribute: Data 
It uses its long serpentine body to wreathe itself around enemies that are coming to attack, and constricts it until the enemy suffocates. 

Special Attacks: Ice Blast, Ice Winder, Water Breath



“Seadramon is a Champion-level Digimon,” Zenon noted. “Can it really cause so much damage?”

“I'm sure you've noticed, but even a Rookie can defeat a Champion with ease if it's strong enough,” Mikemon replied with a soft smile. “It must have been in lots of battles while it was still in the Net Ocean; its scaly hide was tough enough to break my claws. That Seadramon is tougher than most, and though the river is shallow, the lake is deep enough that it has the advantage. Nobody strong enough to actually do battle with it can get close to it thanks to that.”

“And you think I can?”

“It's not a matter of what I think. Rumor that you defeated an entire pack of Garurumon traveled fast. If it's true, then I KNOW that you can do it. You can defeat Seadramon.” Mikemon's eyes widened into the cutest kitty face Zenon had ever seen. It was the kind of face cats made that drew upon the guilt of anybody would deny them a request. “Of course, you don't have to do it. You don't know us and don't owe us anything. I'm sure we'll find somebody strong enough to deal with it eventually.”

Zenon smiled and shook his head. He may not have understood why he came to the Digital World, but if he was really as strong as the Digimon believed him to be, the least he could do is help out. Zeemon was a famous hero. It'd be wrong to besmirch the name.

“No, I'll help. Don't worry about it,” Zenon promised, his smiling growing wider. “So quit it with the big eye routine, okay?”

Mikemon giggled, a grin spreading across his muzzle. “Thank you, Zeemon!”

To prevent another gathering of Digimon, Mikemon offered Zenon refuge at his home until Seadramon's next appearance. Seadramon didn't show up every night, usually only when it was hungry, but its appearance was foreshadowed by a heavy mist it used to hide its appearance.

“You said it only shows up when it's hungry, Mikemon?” pondered Zenon. “Well then, I think we should rouse its appetite.”

Mikemon had explained how every time a Digimon was tasked with trying to confront it, they waited by the lakeside until the mist appeared. It was Zenon's observation based on the story that it was a bad idea, since Seadramon was said to have the advantage due to the deepness of the water. If they wanted to confront Seadramon, they'd have to force it to appear under their own terms.

Nobody was foolish enough to go out on the lake or tread the water while Seadramon was lurking about. They'd be viewed as an easy meal. When night rolled in, both Mikemon and Zeemon borrowed a boat to head outfor the middle of the lake. “You didn't have to come with me,” Zenon told his new friend.

“Hey, I asked you to do this!” Mikemon reminded the human-turned-Digimon. “I should as least come with you. With you and I working together, we might just be able to beat Seadramon.”

Zenon readied his Digivice and stood up in the boat as an eerie silence took over. Only a few ripples were created by the moving boat, and there wasn't even any wind to produce waves or noise. It was just them, the boat, the water, and Seadramon. Both Mikemon and Zenon used their larger ears to listen closely, trying to locate the slightest sound out place.

“So you really think it'll show?” asked Mikemon.

As cliché as it seemed, a thick mist began to surround them. Even Zenon thought the timing was just too coincidental for his taste. He clenched his Digivice tighter, unsure if what he was thinking about doing would even work. It worked when he scanned the Gargomon's wind attack... twice.


“Well... here goes nothing!” he told himself. “Data Scan!” Zenon slid his Digivice across the surface of the water without directly touching it. The water seemed to fizzle unnaturally, a string of 0s and 1s being drawn out from it. The number string “0101011101000001010101000100010101010010” began to swirl around Zenon's Digimon body. His fur turned a darker blue, only to thicken entirely to the point it made it smooth to the touch. Though it was fur, to the touch it was like rubbing against scales. The code wrapped around his body further, spurting out finds where his Wind Moke had wings, in addition to a long fin trailing down his spine from the top of his head to the tips of his tail. Finally, his tail flattened and spread out, producing a mermaid-like tail. “Water Mode activate!”

Zeemon Water Mode
Stage: Rookie 
Type: Beast
Attribute: Data
Bio: Harnessing the power of water, Zeemon becomes the fastest creature in all of the Net Ocean. Zeemon can use the density of its fur to regulate its speed. Its Water Pulse creates a shockwave that nothing within its range stands a chance of survival.

Special Attacks: Water Jet, Water Pulse, Pulse Bomb



“Whoa!” gasped Mikemon, amazed and honored to be able to witness the power of Zeemon first-hand.

Zenon dove into the lake water, holding his breath at first. He didn't know if he could breathe underwater, and just acted on the suspicion that he couldn't. While the misty fog made it difficult to see your own hand in front of your face, under the water it was crystal clear. Zenon's ears picked up the sound of the circling serpent, turning his attention to face the massive beast. His mouth hung agasp at the sight, forgetting that he didn't know if he could breathe the water. Though his mind wasn't focusing on it, it was the same as breathing normal oxygen to him. He could breathe underwater!

Seadramon's eyes pierced through what looked like a yellow serpentine mask, narrowing on Zenon. The aquatic beast didn't know why a Digimon had so foolishly jumped into the water, but it cared not for such things. It charged at Zenon, barreling toward him. It was fast, but true to Zeemon's profile, he was faster. Zenon pulled to the side, Seadramon's body just barely whizzing past him.

The sea serpent was agitated that Zenon had managed to avoid it so easily, thinking itself faster than anything underwater. It opened its mouth wide as a bale of ice gathered, releasing a stream of icy breath in Zenon's direction. Because he didn't know what his new form could do, Zenon had to rely on his instincts to fight for him. He thought that he shouldn't have been able to, but he fought as if he if he knew what to do all along. He threw his right arm forward, punching the water in front of him.

“Water Pulse!”

Visible rings of heavier water emerged from the point of impact in the form of rings. Zenon's punch had broken the water, causing the energy to spread out toward the direction in which Zenon had thrown his fist. The rings of condensed water pushed against the stream of ice upon making contact, cracking the ice in the same manner and disrupting the flow of it. Seadramon closed its mouth and swam to the side, avoiding the oncoming attack. Above the water, Mikemon observed how the lake water had turned violent, erupting all around him as if several geysers had gone off simultaneously.

Zenon made his move, swimming directly at Seadramon's body. Seadramon turned it head, only to smacked upside it by the force of Zenon's body darting past it. Zenon pushed his hands forward and forced his dragonish body back toward Seadramon, slamming into it once again. As Seadramon recoiled from the attack and shook its body, Zenon used Zeemon's Water Mode ability to alter the the density of his fur and increase the speed of his attacks. He began zigzagging all across the water, holding his fist out to land a series of solid punches across Seadramon's body and head.

“Mikemon wasn't kidding about its body, it's like punching a tractor tire!” Zenon groaned, noticing that his knuckles were throbbing after every hit. He has was starting to give out from the barrage of punches, and Seadramon didn't look like it was ready to give up anytime soon. Zenon pulled back, increasing the density of his fur to its maximum thickness and peak hydrodynamic form. “Once more!”

Seadramon finally recovered from the stinging sensation of Zenon's attacks, eyes filled with malice and rage. It wasn't just a matter of Zenon escaping its attack; it's pride was at stake! Seadramon could see Zenon preparing for one final head-on attack and decided to meet the challenge. This clash would once and for all prove who was the more skilled underwater fighter. The two charged toward the other at full speed!

The game of chicken ended as Zenon finally relaxed his fur, slowing to a complete stop just short of impact. Rearing his leg back, Zenon delivered a powerful kick to Seadramon's skull as the sea serpent came charging at him full speed. Zenon howled out in pain as his shin made contact, grinding his teeth together as he used the force to hurl Seadramon up and out of the water, high into the air. The boat carrying Mikemon was thrown back as Seadramon was launched sky high, leaving the feline Digimon stunned.

“N-No way!” he gasped, mouth hanging ajar.

Seadramon's body went into a tumbling spin as Zenon propelled his body out of the water after it. Seadramon managed to stop its body from spinning long enough to fill its mouth with ice once more, but Zenon wasn't going to give it the chance to attack. “Pulse Bomb!” he howled, flinging a ball of concentrated water directly toward Seadramon. The attack came faster than Seadramon could charge its attack, and made impact directly below Seadramon's neck. The water bomb exploded, releasing a pillar of water that knocked all the breath out the serpent and sent Seadramon flying far, far away.

“He... did it!” Mikemon gasped once more before letting out a cheer. “He did it! He really it!”

With Seadramon gone, the fog was lifted. Digimon began emerging from their homes and other buildings, curious as to why the mist had subsided without the usual torrent of water. Zenon fell from the sky on the boat, wincing as the collision forced the boat to sway.

“Zeemon, you did it!” congratulated Mikemon. “I didn't see the whole fight, but you were amazing up there!”

“Urg... Thanks,” grunted Zenon in response, gripping his leg. “You weren't kidding about Seadramon's hide. It feels like I shattered my leg back there.”

Mikemon's ears dropped. All that talk earlier about providing help, and all he did was watch from the sidelines and let Zenon get hurt. “Let me see!” called the cat-like Digimon, rushing to Zenon's side. Zenon's body reverted to his base Zeemon form, the Water Mode appearance seemingly evaporating around him. Mikemon placed his paw against Zenon's leg, feeling over it gently. As a skilled fighter himself, Mikemon was used to examining injuries received during a fight. 

“It doesn't look too bad,” he heaved gently. “Looks like you just bruised it. You'll be fine if you ease off it for a day. You can stay at my place.” Mikemon smiled to Zenon, giving his leg a soothing rub. “You're something else, Zeemon. You and I have got to train together sometime!”

Zenon chuckled softly. “Heh... Sure, Mikemon.”

Unbeknownst to the two Digimon, even through the fog, Rioma had seen the whole thing. He stood atop the pub's roof once more as the moonlight shone down from directly behind him. This time, another figure could be seen standing behind the human. It was a tall, fox-like Digimon, dark grey fur coating his entire body. Two small, purple-colored commas were seen on each leg. His body was built like a sleek and agile fighter, but his left eye was covered with a red lens. His right arm was bionic, and the top of his long, slender tail was covered with a sheet of metal.

“And you're sure that's not the Zeemon who fought alongside you?” inquired Rioma.

“I'm positive, Rioma. I told you already that he's dead,” the fox-like Digimon assured him.

“Well then...” Rioma's words trailed off as a broad grin spread across his face. His blue jacket flung open, revealing the black shirt underneath as a sudden breeze kicked up. He wasn't sure why Zeemon had a Digivice, but as far as Rioma knew, there was only one other human in the Digital World with a Digivice. “I've decided! Get ready, TechRenamon! We've just found my new partner.”
