part 1: chapter 1





	Daisuke remained huddle huddled against the alley wall long after thay had left him. His voice was broken from all the screaming he had done and his body was stiffen from lack of movement. Why hadn't anyone heard him? Why didn't anyone come to help him? Why didn't anyone care?  


**Flashback** 


	His mom had ordered him out of the house to go buy eggs for tomorrow's breakfast. He hadn't uttered a singal word as he slammed his feet into his shoes, picked up his wallet, and stomped out the door. He was still angry at his family for not showing up to his soccer game that morning. In all thruth, none of the other showed up except for Ken and that was because he was on the other team. And of course they lost again but that wasn't the point. The main objective of the game was to have fun and he had gone that. The rest of his teammates didn't share his idea about the game and showed their disapproval and bitterness by calling him degrading names like fag and queer. 


	Daisuke shook his head. Yes, he was homosexual but only two people knew about that and they had sworn not to tell no penalty of death. Daisuke had just passed one of the alleys between his house and the market when several pairs of hands dragged him into the black alley. 


	"Hey!" he shouted, struggling against the hands that restrained him. 


	Air was forcefully pulled from his body as a knee, or it could have been a fist, slammed into his stomach. 


	"Now, you wouldn't be trying to get away from us, would you, Angel?" a voice laughed harshly. 


	"Let go of me! Someone! Anyone help me!" Daisuke screamed. 


	"No one can hear you, Angel. It's only us," that voice smirked. 


	Daisuke couldn't see any of them. The alley was too dark and then he felt something slide over his eyes. My goggles. But why are they putting it over my head? Then they shoved a cloth between his eyes and his goggles completely blinding him. Daisuke continued to struggle and was repaid with another hit to the stomach. This blow made him fall to his knees gasping for air. 


	"Awe," that voice sneered. "Is our little Angel hurt? Well, we'll make that all better, won't we?" 


	Daisuke felt one of the guys take his wrist and hold down on the filthy concrete. Some sharp pieces of glass cut into Daisuke's palms, wrists, and arms. 


	"Please, let me go, please, no. Stop!" Daisuke screamed as he felt another set of hands fumble with the zipper to his shorts. 


	No, gods, don't let them do this to me. 


	"Not, yet, Angel. The party's just starting," that voice said from behind him. 


	Daisuke's high scream filled the alley as he felt one of them shove deeply inside him. The pain only grew worse as the boy pulled roughly in and out. As the pain grew Daisuke's strength faded. Please, no. The plea was even weak inside his mind. I can't stop this. Why can't you just leave me alone? Please stop. The body behind his slammed three sharp time and then Daisuke faintly felt something explode in his body. The person behind him yanked out cruely but another took his place. Again Daisuke screamed as the other entered him. Daisuke's felt a hot breathe on his cheek and flinched. 


	"You deserve everything we give you and I bet you don't even know why, do you? It's because that is who you are, Angel. You're a whore. You were made to be fucked. You were made to be violated, to be nothing except a whore," he laughed. 


	No, that's not true. I am not a whore. I am not made for this. You did this to me. Please. Stop. Please. 


 **End of Flashback**  


	Daisuke could not move. He did not know how many times they raped him or how long it went on. He didn't care anymore. All he wanted to do was curl up and die. He remembered everything. He was cursed with awareness through the entire ordeal. He was aware of every groan, every grunt, every thrust, every word that they uttered.  When they had finished destroying him they beat him up. At least one of them had the decency to pull his pants up. Daisuke just sat there. The sky was lighter than it was before but there was no color to the world. Why hasn't anyone come looking for me? Where are they? Daisuke tried to stand up but crumbled under his weight. He tried again but fell down once more.


	 "What the hell?" a raspy voice questioned. 


	Then Daisuke heard footsteps coming closer to him. Daisuke tried to curl up. They're back! Please, no, please....leave me alone. He felt a shadow cover his body and his mental pleas continued. 


	"Hey, kid? Are you okay?" the voice asked frightenedly. 


	Please, just leave. You've hurt me enough. Don't you understand? You've done enough. No more! The voice formed into an hand, reached out, and touched his shoulder. Daisuke could not feel the comfort in the touch and cringed back in fear. Please, no. The hand jerk away. 


	"Gods, hold on, kid. I'll get you to the hospital," the voice announced, picking Daisuke's shaking body up. 


	Daisuke opened his mouth to scream but no sound came out. No, no one hears the screams. No one heard my pleas for help. No one hears so why speak? Daisuke did not have the strength to fight back. They fight was taken from him that night. Many things were taken from him, his virginity, his strength, his pride, his confidence, and a piece of his soul. Nobody would want him now. How could anyone want a whore like you, Angel? 


	"Hold on, kid. We're almost there," Daisuke felt a gust of cold air hit his torn body. 


	Why does he care? Why can't he just leave me alone?


	 "I need some help!" the old man shouted. 


	The voices transformed into figures of shadows and those shadows focussed into people. He felt himself being placed on a soft gurney. He saw the lights move as he was rolled down the corridors of the beige hospital. He flinched when the doctor leaned over him to check his body. It doesn't matter anymore.  


	"You're going to be okay. No one's going to hurt you anymore. You're safe," he heard the nurse reassure him. 


	Daisuke knew she spoke the truth so he allowed them to work on him without a fight. The soreness in his body began to ease slightly and he could finally feel slumber coming. No, if I go asleep they'll come back. He felt a slight prick in his arm and slumber fought with more strength. No, I don't want to sleep. I have to stay awake. With soothing words streaming in his ear could do nothing but surrender once more to the darkness. Before blackness took him Daisuke wondered one thing. I wonder if Ken-chan can love me now. 





To be continued.....


