	It was cold tonight.  Probably colder tonight than it had been all year.  The news reporter had said it would get more than twenty below.  He said it was the first time it had ever been this cold in history.


	Freak weather.


	The snow continued to fall in that soft airiness that poets write about.  It collected on the ground until it reached past a person's ankles.


	He had been waiting for them.  They said they would be right back.  That had been over three hours ago.


	It was starting to get dark but he remained sitting there.  In the past he would have given up after thirty minutes and gone home.  Everytime after he left the others said they had come back and he had already been gone.


	Like a fool, he had believed them.  He had believed every lie that ever passed their lips and entered his ears.


	Daisuke had stopped shivering twenty minutes ago.  The snow didn't melt when it landed on his cheek.  He could feel his heart slowing down.  He wasn't even going to try and revive it.


	This was his life.  A play that no one ever attended.  They never even picked up the program.  He was the only actor and he never knew his script.  Ever scene was different.  One after one the play became more complicated until it finally came crashing down.  The curtain has fallen.  He actor forgotten, never to speak again.


	It was dark now.  The sun had sought out his bed and allowed the waning moon to reveal herself.  As the sun dipped into his bed the frigid wind became relentless.


	Daisuke made no move to seek shelter.  It would do him no good.  His body had already given itself to nature.  Most would say he was dead inside.  No soul.  But his soul was still thriving in his body.  It was twisting and lurching, praying that the body that held it imprisioned would crack and fade.


	It was nearly three hours later when he barely felt something around his body.





	Ken looked down at the body in his arms.  He would have believed that the boy in his arms was dead if it weren't for those brown eyes that moved only slightly.  He was so cold, the snow would not melt on the bluish tint skin.


	Ken didn't know what brought him out into that god-awful weather.  A small part of his mind believed that it was beautiful.  Everything was frozen in place.  Never to changed or disappear.  He had headed towards the park wishing to see the fountain in its frozen form.  It had truly beem beautiful but something else caught his attention. 


	On one of the benches in the circle was a person.  It was covered with snow.  It could not have been a homeless person, they would have gone to the shelter.


	Cautiously Ken touched the person's shoulder.  When it didn't move Ken placed shaking fingers on the person's neck.  There was a faint vibration.  Then Ken lifted the person's head.


	He did not expect to see the face that tormented his dreams and thoughts.  He never believed that Daisuke was the person that was so close to death.  


	"Daisuke?" Ken called out.


	The froze boy did not even blink at the harshness of the voice.  He could not let him die like this.  He would not allowed Daisuke to die.  Carefully, Ken lifted Daisuke into his arms and headed towards his home.  In the digital world, Ken could take care of Daisuke properly.


	Daisuke was still as death the entire trip.  Ken  was sure his heart would stop if Daisuke's did.  Ken kicked the door open.  He didn't care if his parents were home or not.  Luckily, they were out of town to some thing or another.  Now that Daisuke's body had been closer to his he began to warm up some.  With cirrculation going a little, Daisuke began to shiver uncontolably.  But his precious cargo never whispered a word.


	Ken never paused as he lifted his D3 to his computer and was teleported to the digital world.  Wormmon met him on the other side in the contol room.


	"Master?  What?" Wormmon asked.


	"I need bath sent to my chambers.  Fill it with warm water.  Not hot.  I also want four buckets of hot water.  Close to scaulding," Ken ordered.


	Wormmon crawled to do his bidding.  Ken charged into his chambers and placed his burden on the hanging bed.  


	It was a massive bed that was suppended by four strong chains that came together as one at a certain point.  This way, the bed could rotate gently with very little trouble.  It had soft fuzzy blankets on it and was extremely comfortable.


	Comfort was one of the few things running through Ken's mind.  The most important thing was to get Daisuke warmed up.  The bath had arrived by the time Ken had stripped Daisuke of his clothing.  When Ken looked at the boy's face he saw those brown eyes staring at him.  There was so much confusion in them it nearly made Ken scream in anger.  But anger was not needed here.


	As if he were made of the most precious material in the universe, Ken slipped Daisuke into the tub.  Daisuke made a small noise but nothing more.  When Daisuke's shivers had lessened slightly, he poured one of the buckets of steaming water into the tub.  By the third bucket, Daisuke released a small sigh of pleasure.


	Ken's heart melted at the sound.  Daisuke was beautiful with his bronze skin glistening from the water.  Ken hadn't taken the time to observe Daisuke when he had been removing his clothes.  He was now though.


	Ken had to admit.  Daisuke looked absolutly scrumptous.  He shook his head.  He was not suppose to be thinking like that.  He learned long ago that he would have to earn Daisuke's trust but he never was able to get close enough to him.  He was close enough now but, again, it was not the time for those thoughts.  Relucantly, Ken sought out those penetrating brown eyes that could hold the most aggitated person at bay.


	"What were you doing out so late?" Ken asked gently.


	Ken's eyes widened when he saw pain, anger, and trust in those beautiful eyes.  His lips moved but only a small squeak emerged.  His eyes widened and his hand automatically touched his throat.  He opened it again and another squeak came out.  Ken would have believed that was the sexiest noise Daisuke had ever made if Daisuke did not have such a terror filled expression.


	"What?" Ken asked concerned when tears filled Daisuke's eyes.


	Daisuke lunged at Ken and wrapped his arms tightly around him slight frame.  Ken was afraid for only a matter of seconds because his thunderstruck mind realized Daisuke was sobbing on his shoulder.


	They stayed that way for what seemed like hours.





	Daisuke felt the warm arms wrap around in where he laid on the soft bed.  He didn't know why Ken had save him but he was thankful someone cared.  Daisuke's hand touched his throat.  The cold had destroyed his vocal chords.  He would never be able to talk again.  The arms tightened around him.


	"Go to sleep, Dai.  You need to stay warm," Ken muttered into the back of his neck.


	Daisuke nodded and buried himself into the blankets, closer to Ken.  His eyes widened slightly when his rump wiggled against something rather hard.


	"I told you to go to sleep," Ken moaned.


	He was sleep!  Ken wasn't even conscous and he was still talking to Daisuke.  Daisuke gave up, feeling totally safe for the first time in a long time, and closed his eyes.





	The smell of hot, delious food swam through the air.  Ken opened his eyes and saw Wormmon trying to push a cart of steaming food into the room.  Ken looked down when he felt Daisuke shift against him.  The red-head buried his face against the area under Ken's chin.  A smile touch Ken's lips as he gazed at the naked boy laying next to him.  Of course the sheets and quilts covered much of his anatomy but Ken had seen what that honeyed flesh looked like.


	"Good morning, Master," Wormmon whispered softly so he would wake up Daisuke.  "I thought you and Daisuke would like something to eat."


	"Thank you, Wormmon.  Now would you go and fetched Chibimon for Daisuke?  I'm sure Daisuke will appreciate it," Ken nodded.


	"I'll be back soon," Wormmon scuttled away.


	Ken waited until the door had closed before he nudged Daisuke tenderly.  Tired amber eyes clacked open and a beautiful smiled gaced his face.  His lips moved wording, 'Good morning' but only a small squeak came out.  Pain cloud the amber orbs and Ken moved quickly to extinguish it.  He leaned over and rubbed his lips playfully over Daisuke's.  Daisuke's eyes widened before falling closed in pleasure.  Ken took the hint and deepen the kiss.  His hand crept up Daisuke's face and into the lusterous hair.  Then Ken pulled away playfully.


	"Are you hungry, Dai-chan?" he smiled.


	Daisuke stared at him a second, smiled, and nodded.  Ken picked Daisuke up and carried him over to a forrest green love seat that sat near the fire.  Skillfully dragging the cart with him he settle down on the love seat and held Daisuke in his lap.  Daisuke made no protest but instead leaned his head against Ken's shoulder.  Ken picked up a warm honey crosant and bit into it.  Then he held the remainder up to Daisuke's lips.  As Daisuke took the crosant he suckled Ken's fingertips.


	Thus how the remaineder of the meal went.  While Daisuke suckled Ken's fingers Ken would take tiny nips at Daisuke's neck and shoulder.  Soon the food was gone and the two simply sat there and comfortable silence.  The door opened as Ken was about to drift back to sleep.  Daisuke was already fast asleep on top of him and Ken did not have the heart to wake him.


	Much had happened since he discovered Daisuke in the snow.  Or maybe it was long before that when he had first laid eyes on the fiery leader.


	Wormmon entered the room with a meek Chibimon trailing behind him.  The moment the digimon saw his partner he scampered over to them quickly.  He didn't seem to mind that Daisuke was in the arms of the Digimon Emperor.  Chibimon jumped into the sleeping Daisuke's arms and promptly feel asleep.  Ken and Wormmon were completely taken back at Chibimon's reaction.  Wormmon hestitintly climbed on the love seat next to Ken.  For some reason Ken was not upset at his digimon.  He idally stratched Wormmon's head and was surprised to here a soft humming sound.





To be continued......


