part 2: chapter 4





	Ken knew he wasn't asleep.  It was his breathing that gave him away.  It was ragged and seemed somewhat forced as if he were trying to fake slumber.  Ken was much better at faking sleep.  He felt Daisuke leave his arms.  Relunctantly, Ken noted.  He kept his eyes shut until he could no longer feel the heat radiating from Daisuke's body.  When he heard the door open and click shut his eyes opened carefully.  Daisuke was no longer in the room.  Ken was about to follow him when Daisuke re-entered the room silently locking the door behind him.  He carried a cup of water and a bottle of asprin.  Where are the pills he's suppose to be taking?  He watched as Daisuke popped the cap and swallowed two of the little yellow pills quickly.  He drank deeply from the cup until all its precious liquid was gone.  When he was finished he gingerly placed the cup in the nightstand.  Ken made sure that it looked like he was fast asleep so Daisuke would see him spying.


	Daisuke turned his head towards Ken.  It was as if he was searching for something.  After a few minutes, Daisuke turned away and stripped out of his shirt.  It took all of Ken's will-power not to gasp out in horror.  Daisuke back was riddled with scars and the remains of bruises.  While it was a grotesque sight Ken was was mesmerized by Daisuke simple but graceful movements.  Daisuke carefully placed his shirt in the hamper inside his closet.


	With that small task complete, Ken watched as the scarred boy walked over to his desk and picked up a silver MP3 player.  Soft music could be heard as Daisuke put the plugs into his ears.  Finally, he turned to the wall with the angels on it.


	Dipping a thick paint brush into some brown and mixing it with some red, Daisuke began to fill in the lines creating the fallen angel's hair.  His movements were smooth and graceful.  When he was finishing with the black angel he began to color the angels surrounding it.  Long, purple hair; messy blonde hair; straight brown hair; sort brown hair.  Stroke after stroke Ken could see the features of the digidestines come to life.  When they were completed, he moved to the final, outcasted angel.  Straight, black/purple hair and amythes eyes.  Me.  He's painting me seperate from the others.  It was a second later that he noticed the look of anguish on the picture's face.  I'm crying for him.  He sees the pain I feel when I see the way he is now. 


	Daisuke cleaned the brushes off and took off the headphones.  He walked over to the bed and climbed on top of Ken.  Ken's breathing sped up a little as Daisuke's face neared his.  In seconds Daisuke's hot mouth was on top of his, his tongue surging inside.  Ken ran his fingers through Daisuke tangled hair.  The kiss lasted forever but never long enough.  They broke apart with a tiny gasp.  Daisuke buried his face against Ken neck, kissing it slightly.


	"It's a beautiful picture, my Dai.  You have the eye of a great artist," Ken whispered.


	Suddenly, Daisuke's face was hovering above his once more.  This time Daisuke face showed his pleasure to the compliment.  He gave Ken a peck before resuming his position in Ken's arms.


	"I love you, Dai.  I'm sorry for not telling you before.  I was so afraid.... of everything," Ken cried softly.


	Daisuke's arms tightened around him slightly.  Ken felt Daisuke's breathing even out as he fell asleep.  Ken allowed his eyes to close and let sleep sweep over him.





End of Part 2.....


to be continued......


