	Daisuke held the blade gently in his hand.  This knife was the symbol of his release.  A release from the cruel words of his friends and family.  It would end his invisibility.  He had hidden his pain so well that it never slipped in front of any other being.  This knife would cut everything away.  It would destroy the pain.


	Worthless.


	Fate had played such a cruel trick on him.  It had shown what love was but never let him feel it.  Daisuke had never tasted true love being returned.  He never felt it from his parents or sister.  He knew infatuation.  He had this in the form of Hikari.  But it was just that, an infatuation.  There was nothing real there.  Not even friendship.


	Friends.  He had seen that too.  And that, too, was never given to him.  Well, it was in the form of his digimon.  Chibimon would survive without him.  His digimon was strong, not like him.


	No one would care.


	Daisuke looked around the alley.  There was no one around.  Daisuke had made sure that he had left all his things at home so if anyone had found him they wouldn't know who he was.  Most thought he was clueless.  That actually made Dausuke smile.  They would never believe me if I said that I was ranked right up there with Ken.  Ken.  Daisuke had almost hoped that he and Ken would become close friends.


	Daisuke's mind traveled to the digital emperor.  There was some times that Daisuke thought the raven haired boy looking at him.  Another thing that this knife will take away.  I realized over a month ago that I loved him.  I saw beneath it all.  I saw what was in his eyes.  Intelligence, power, glee, sadness, anger, longing.  Ken was like him.  Alone.


	Very carefully, Daisuke placed the blade over his vein.  He made sure that the blade was razor sharp.  Daisuke had study anatomy books to find the least painful yet the most lengthy way to take his life.


	In a quick motion, the deed was done.  He had barely felt the edge of the blade as it sliced through his skin.  He made quick of the other wrist and then settled himself against the alley wall.  For the first time in his life, Daisuke was at peace.  I won't cause you anymore grief, world.  You are better off without Daisuke.  





	Ken thought he had heard something.  That's impossible.  No one sane would be out at this time of night.  But then he heard it again.  It was coming from the alley he had just passed.  Ken looked down the darkened alley.  There was a dark lump humming gently into the wind.


	There is something familiar here.  Ken crept silently towards the person.  He froze when he saw who it was.  My beautiful Daisuke.  Something was wrong though.  As he got closer, he saw something dark on the ground around the boy.  It was black in the darkness of the night but Ken shuddered when he saw what it was.  Blood.


	Someone had dared harm my Daisuke!  Anger coiled in Ken's chest.  He bent down to lift the other boy into his arms when he saw Daisuke's wrist and the knife that rested next to the boy.  Oh, gods, he did this to himself.  Ken checked his Daisuke's pulse.  Amazingly enough, it was pretty strong.  That means he just did this.  Ken carried Daisuke to his home and into his room.  He opened the digital gate and then hurried into his bedroom in the digital world.  As gently as he could, he stripped Daisuke out of his bloodied clothes.  He carefully washed and bandaged the cuts on his wrists.


	Why would he do such a thing?  Doesn't he understand how precious he is?  He is everything that someone could want.  He is everything I want.  He is perfect in every way to my personality.  He is my equal.  He is strong and resourceful and absolutely beautiful.


	Ken bent over and placed a chaste kiss on his precious's lips.  They were so soft and warm.  Ken pulled the blanket higher and smoothed it over the sleeping body.  He was so engrossed with is quarry that he didn't hear Wormmon enter the room.


	"Master?" Wormmon whispered.


	"Yes?" not turning away from Daisuke.


	"I have some salve that will keep his cuts from getting infected," the digimon announced.


	Ken was temporarily stunned.  Why did I never notice the kindness in that voice?  I used to believe that that voice was weak now the strength in the voice touchs me.


	"Thank you, Wormmon," Ken whispered.


	He could tell that the little digimon was shocked by the softness of his voice.  Then he left and returned a few minutes with a jar of salve.  Ken lovingly unwrapped the bandages and soothed the solve into the gashes.


	"Is there anything else, master?" his digimon questioned.


	"Yes, from now on, I want you to call me Ken.  But not in front of the other digimon.  I also want you to go find Chibimon.  Tell him what happened but no one else.  I believe that Daisuke will need his little digimon friend when he wakes up," Ken ordered.


	"Yes, Ken," Wormmon nodded warmly and then left.


	The moment the door closed Ken felt very tired.  He stripped down to his underwear and climbed into bed with Daisuke.  As Ken fell asleep, he unconsciencely wrapped his arms around Daisuke.   It felt natural.  Just as natural, Daisuke snuggled deeper into Ken's hold.





	Why am I so warm?  Why do my wrist hurt?  I thought that in death there was no pain.  Slowly, Daisuke opened his eyes.  This isn't the alley.  He was staring into a fire place the was right in front of him.  Where am I?  Daisuke rolled over and came face to face with a sleeping Ken.


	Daisuke could do nothing more that stare at his exotic flower.  Daisuke could never figure out why he thought of Ken as a flower but he did.  Then Ken shifted and murmered, "my Daisuke."  Daisuke's heart did flips as he leaned closer to the other boy.  Gods, just give me this.  Slowly, Daisuke placed his lips to Ken's.


	So soft.  So delicious.  Daisuke moved a little closer to his flower.  His flower bloomed and came awake.  Daisuke was afraid of what Ken's reaction would be.  That fear was quickly extinguished when Ken began to kiss him back.  After a few minutes they both drew back.


	Daisuke gazed into those violet eyes that he so loved.  His trance was broken when he felt something wiggle against his leg.  He looked down and saw Veemon and Wormmon snuggled together.  Daisuke smiled softly at the two.  When he looked back at Ken he saw that his kind, caring eyes had some steel in them.


	"I'm not going to let anything hurt you anymore.  You will never hurt yourself in such a way again.  You are mine now.  I protect what is mine," Ken vowed.


	His words actually made Daisuke feel better.  He nodded and started to roll out of bed.  Ken's hand stopped.


	"I'm hungry," Daisuke reassured.  "And I have to use the restroom."


	Ken nodded and pointed at the bathroom.  When Daisuke came back Ken was already dressed in full emperor mode.  Daisuke looked Ken up and down.  Something is not right.


	"Ken?" Daisuked asked quietly as Ken handed him a pair of white pants and an under shirt.


	"Yes, Daisuke?" Ken smiled softly, running his fingers through the Daisuke's red hair.


	"When no one is around can you keep your hair down and leave the glasses off?" he asked hopefully.


	"Will you take off those goggles?" Ken asked just as hopefully.


	Daisuke happily nodded as he pulled the goggles off his head.  When Ken had his hair down, Daisuke lesurely ran his fingers up Ken's cheek and into that beautiful hair.  Ken's eyes glazed a little.


	"I have a feeling that we will find new emotions that neither of us have ever felt," Ken groaned.


	"We will learn them together and relish in each as they come," Daisuke aggreed.  "Now, I wish to thank you for bringing me Veemon."


	Ken's glazed eyes widened in surprise as Daisuke leaned in and proceeded to kiss the breathe right out of him.  When they were both shaking, Daisuke pulled away.


	"D'suke," Veemon squealed.  "are you feeling better?"


	Daisuke smiled at his energectic little digimon.  This little digimon was the first friend Daisuke ever had.  Now he had Ken.


	"Are you going to put on any shoes?" Ken asked in amusement.


	"To tell you the truth, I never liked shoes much," Daisuke confessed.





	It had been two weeks since Daisuke had disappeared and the digidestines were somewhat frantic.


	"What do you mean they didn't care?" Iori growled.


	"His parents don't know where he is.  They said they were sure he was fine," Takeru answered.


	"What kind of parents are they?" Hikari hissed.  "Their son has been gone for two weeks and they don't even try to find him."


	"Maybe he's in the digital world?" Yoeli suggested.


	"We had already planned to search there.  But then we are faced with another problem.  Chibimon has also disappeared," Takeru sighed.


	They made their way to Izzy's house in silence.  When they reached their destination, Iori whispered, "some friends we are."


	"What?" Hikari gasped.


	"I said some friends we are," the boy replied heavily.  "It took us over a week to realize he was missing."


	There was nothing the digidestines could say to that.





	Ken growled as he started at the computer screen.


	"Why isn't it working?" Ken muttered.


	Daisuke was sitting on the ground a few feet away teaching Wormmon and Veemon how to play chess.  Daisuke's giggle broke Ken out of his funk.


	"You can't do that," Daisuke chuckled.  Then he lifted his head and smiled at Ken.  "In the first line of that command, change the 7 to a 3 and the K to an L."


	Ken felt like humoring his precious so he changed the number and letter.  To his utter amazement the black ring he had been making remained stable.  When he looked back at Daisuke he was putting Veemon in checkmate and showing him how he had done it.  My precious is brillant.  Absolutely brillant.  Those fools never gave him a chance to prove it. 


	Ken had learned much about his Daisuke and vice-versa.  Ken learned about how his sister Jun had sworn that his parents had rejected him the moment he was born but were forced to keep him.  He saw how Daisuke saw himself all his life.  Ken flinched every  time his precious had said the he had felt unloved, alone, afraid, hurt, and invisible.  The digidestined had been the cause of some of the hurt.  They never trusted his judgement and mocked him both behind his back and right in his face. 


	"Would you like to play, Ken-chan?" his precious requested.


	"After dinner, precious," Ken smiled.


	He felt Daisuke stand up and walk to the side of the chair Ken sat in.  He perched himself on the arm of th chair and stroked Ken's hair.  It seemed to be a habit his precious liked.  Ken liked it too.  Ken's hand found its way to Daisuke's thigh and massaged it lovingly.  Ken knew Daisuke liked it when he touched him.  A kiss here, a caress there.  Ken had been patient and was waiting for the moment Daisuke would allow him to touch him more deeply.


	"I have a surprise for you," Ken groaned.


	"So do I.  Two actually," Daisuke purred.


	Ken held his hand up and to silver and black wrist bands appeared.  They had beautiful montage of designs on it: Cletic, Japanese, Chinese, and even Daisuke's consillation.  The insides were layered with soft satin and velvet.  It had taken him all day yesterday to make them.


	"They're gorgeous, love," Daisuke whispered in awe.


	"I made them so you can hide the scars of your hurt," Ken replied softly.


	Daisuke slid them on gently and he heard a little click when he had them in place.  Ken was warmed by the small smile that was present on Daisuke's lips.  Daisuke plastered little kisses all over his face and whispered huskily in his ear.


	"Do you want one of your surprises?" he purred.


	"Yes, please," Ken grinned.


	To hear the digital emperor say the word please would be have been something akin to shocking.  But with Daisuke one could hear the emerpor whisper such words.


	"I love you," Daisuke growled, crushing Ken's lips to his own.


	Ken's hear lept into his throat.  My precious loves me.  I love him too.  Funny, I never really knew all these good emotions until I met my Daisuke.  Ken kissed him back furiously.  The hand that hand massaged his precious's thigh crept into that beautiful red hair.  Ken didn't know how Daisuke had ended up strattling his lap but he wasn't going to curse his good luck.  One of Daisuke's hands was buried in Ken's hair, holding him in place.  Both Ken's and Daisuke's free hands were touching each other hungrily.  


	Daisuke was rubbing urgently against Ken.  Like the snap of a whip Ken contol broke.  He deftly picked up Daisuke and carried him into the bedroom.  Precious's legs were wrapped around Ken's waist tightly.  Ken kicked the door shut and fell onto the bed, still in his deep kiss with his precious love.  Daisuke arched against him as he ran his palms roughly up Daisuke's back.  Ken's kisses trailed down Daisuke's cheek to his throat at the as time he snapped his fingers.  Their clothes disappeared in the blink of an eye.  Now their hot skin was nestled against each other.  He heard Daisuke hiss in pleasure.


	"That was a dirty trick," Daisuke groaned lovingly.


	"Just wait," Ken chuckled and proceeded to kiss every inch of Daisuke glorious body.


	Then he paid special attention to Daisuke's straining erection.  Ken was so hungry for his precious treat.  Daisuke nearly screamed as Ken took him into his mouth.


	"Oh, flower," earning a good pull for using his enderment.


	Ken had once told him what that enderment did to him.  He said it drove him mad with hunger every time Daisuke uttered it.


	Then, Ken was entering him so gently that Daisuke never thought there could be any pain in this act.  Slowly, carefully, Ken thrust into his precious.  He had never felt such bliss in his life.  Never had he felt as complete as he did at that moment.  Just as he believed that he was proven wrong.


	"I love you, flower," Daisuke half growned, half screamed as he came.


	Ken followed in suit a few strokes later.  "I love you, too, precious."





	"We've been all over the place and we can't find either of them," Hakari fretted.


	"Maybe we're looking in the wrong places," Takeru muttered.


	"We should set up camp and keep looking tomorrow," Patomon advised.


	Everyone agreed and started to make camp.





	Ken smiled as he looked at the screen.  Daisuke was right.  Having their fortress in the air was a stroke a genius.  Daisuke had told him that he did not wish to return to the cold world he had come from.  Ken had spent hours worshipping him and promising that he would never leave or hurt him.


	That was something that angered Ken slightly.  He wasn't anger a Daisuke.  He could never be angry as his precious.  Ken was furious at the people who had reduced his Daisuke's esteem with their petty comments and attitudes.


	Ken turned when he heard Daisuke's soft treads.  He wearing a pair of light blue pants and a light blue tank top.  Of course he was bear footed and was wearing his wrist bands.


	"Good afternoon, flower," Daisuke smiled softly as he neared.


	Gods, what that name does to me.  He knows what it does.  


	"Good afternoon, precious.  What do you have planned for today?" Ken chuckled.


	Ken could tell that Daisuke was getting frustrated that he had to stay in the fortress while the digidestines were in the digital world.  Ken had tried to keep him entertained by teaching him Judo.  His Daisuke was an excellent pupil.


	"Can I go to the beach with Veemon and Wormmon while you go torture them, please?" Daisuke asked sweetly.


	That was another thing Ken loved about his precious, he allowed him to continue on with his quest.  He even helped a little.  Ken had promised that he would not make Daisuke fight his friends.  Somehow, Ken got the feeling that Daisuke already knew this.


	"We'll go tomorrow," Ken smiled.  "Today, you can go to the other world and see a movie.  I know you've been wanting to go."


	Daisuke rushed into his arms and kissed Ken passionately.  Before Ken could carry him into the bedroom Daisuke kissed his nose and sprinted to fetch the digimon.





	Daisuke had enjoyed the movie.  After, the digimon convinced him to go to the park and get some ice cream.  As they sat on the edge of the fountain licking their ice cream Daisuke heard a sharp intake of breath.  The he saw Taichi and Yamato standing in front of him.  Daisuke didn't say a word.  He could tell by their faces that they were furious with him.


	"Where have you been?  Everyone was frantic when you disappeared," Tai hissed.


	Yamato said nothing but he gripped Daisuke's arm in one tight grip and picked up the two digimon in the other.


	Now, Daisuke was frantic.  He's hurting me.  Please stop.  Yamato dragged him to Izzy's and pushed him harshly on the bed.  Izzy just glared at him.  Both Veemon and Wormmon climbed on his lap.  Veemon stroked his arm soothingly.


	In a matter of minutes, all the digidestines were in the room.  All of them were glaring at him.  Daisuke just closed his eyes and pictured his flower waiting for him at home.  With his eyes shut he didn't see Takeru's fist coming closer.  He felt it though.  The moment that fist touched his cheek, all the good feelings were drowned by the bad.


	Veemon growled and slashed his claws at Takeru.  The blonde looked startled when the little blue digimon did this.


	"You didn't care that we were worried about you, did you," Hikari whispered.


	"A false worry I assure you," Daisuke said coldly.


	"You are such a bastard," Takeru growled.


	Pain and more pain washed over Daisuke.  He bowed his head a little and sniffled.  He had not cried in years and he never wished to again.  Veemon looked up at the down turned face.


	"D'suke?" Veemon whsipered.


	The little digimon had never seen him cry.  Not even when he had tried to kill himself.  Wormmon also looked at him.  His big eyes were frightened and concerned.  Could the little digimon see the knife sliding across his skin?  Daisuke began to shake in sadness and pain.


	He bravely lifted his head and stared at the digidestined.  They now stared at him in pity.  Pity was like another knife slicing at his limbs.  With each stare more of Daisuke's blood flowed.  I need my flower.  Ken.  Gods, Ken.  Help me!  Daisuke closed his eyes to help fight it.  No, I will not let you conquer me again.  I have something to live for now.


	His little Veemon jumped off his lap and slashed at the digidestines again.  "Leave him alone.  You've already hurt him enough."


	"Vee..." Daisuke tried to stop him.


	"Do you like it?  Do you like destroying him?  How strong do you think he is?" Veemon continued.


	"I want to go home," Wormmon whispered.


	How slow of me.  I could have avoided this.  Ken and I have already figured this out.


	"Vee, come on," Daisuke pleaded.


	The little blue digimon gave one fire glare at the others then took Daisuke's hand.


	"You're not going anyway," Tai announced.


	"Beg to differ," Daisuke muttered.  "Transport."


	Daisuke felt the light surround him and he entered the digital world.  He legs gave out on him and he fell to the ground.  He felt warm arms wrap around and finally felt the good.





	Ken stared at his precious that he just tucked into their bed.  He kissed Daisuke's lips and stroked his cheek tenderly.  Something had happened.  Vee is pratically radiating anger.  He left Wormmon to watch over Daisuke and picked up Veemon.  In the control room he put Veemon down and waited.


	"They hurt him again.  We were sitting at the fountain eating ice cream when Taichi and Yamato found us.  Yamato grabbed D'suke's arm really hard, picked us up and dragged us to Izzy's.  Everyone got there and they were glaring at him.  The Takeru hit him.  I slashed at him and he backed away.  I felt something hit my head and when I looked up, D'suke was trying so hard not to cry.  I started yelling at them and.... I guess he just wasn't think, like the pain was too much....D'suke forgot that he could transport here without a computer.  When Wormmon said he wanted to go home, D'suke snapped out of it." the outrage still reamained in the digimon's voice but it also had a sad note to it.


	Ken was in a very high state of rage.  How dare they!  How dare they do this to my precious!  Ken heard the bedroom door open and saw Wormmon crawl towards them.


	"He says he can't sleep without you there," Wormmon announced.


	Revenge will have ot wait.  He needs me now.  Ken entered the bedroom and undressed quickly,  He slid in behind Daisuke and wrapped his arms tightly around him.


	"I love you," he whispered.


	There was a desprate note to his words.


	"I love you, too," Ken vowed over and over again.


	Dasuke found sleep and peace at Ken's frevent words.  Ken watched his precious sleep.





	Everyone stared at where Daisuke had been sitting with a mixture of amazement and anger.


	"Damn," Tai muttered.


	"At least we know he's in the digital world," Izzy remarked dryly.


	"We go back and find him," Takeru growled.


	Yolei was standing there silently as they made a plan.  She remembered what the little blue digimon had shouted and how Daisuke had nearly turned into himself.  Did we do that?  Did we cause that pain?


	"Yolei, are you listening?" Hakari questioned.


	"Did you look at him?" Yolei blurted out.


	"What?  Of course we did," Iori quickly informed her.


	"No did you look at him.  He was in so much pain he was nearly curled into himself," Yolei proclaimed.


	"I will not feel sorry after what he put us through," Takeru snapped.


	"How about after what we did to him?" Yolei whispered softly.





	It was hard to convince Daisuke to come to the beach with him.  But he had finally done it.  They had swam around a little bit and had a little picnic under the shade of a hude rock.  Daisuke had not take the wrist bands off.  His precious knew that they would not get wet.  Ken had cast a protective barrier around them the entire time even though Daisuke did not know about it.  Now they laid on a huge white blanket basking in the sun.  Both boys had left their shirts off and Ken had left his shoes with their shirts.  They were laying in a kind of crooked "T" formation.  Daisuke's head was resting on Ken's chest and he was laying on his side facing Ken.  His precious had fallen asleep.  Ken placed his arms to where it rested comfortablly on Daisuke's shoulder.  Veemon was napping against Daisuke's legs and Wormmon was dozing on Ken's stomach.


	Ken was about to doze off too when he heard the sand crunch about twenty feet from them.  When he looked towards the noise he saw the blonde boy who had dared to strike his precious.  Ken glanced down to make sure Daisuke was asleep.  Carefully, Ken nudged Veemon awake.  Vemon's eyes narrowed whe he saw Takeru.


	"I'm going to put Daisuke to bed and then I will return.  Make sure the boy doesn't disappear," Ken requested.


	Veemon nodded curtly but did not take his eyes off Takeru.





	The moment the digital emperor was gone, Takeru yelled for his friends.  What is he doing with Ken?  Veemon was snarling at him, ready to pounce.  Takeru heard the others behind him but did not let his guard fall.  The little blue digimon did not look pleased with any of them.  A few minutes later the digital emperor returned in full evil mode with Wormmon by his side.


	"Well, well, well.  What have we here?" Ken sneered.


	"What have you done to him?" Takeru growled.


	"Absolutely nothing," the emperor replied.  "But you have."


	"What are you two talking about?" Yolei questioned.


	"He has Daisuke!" Takeru replied frantically.


	The digidestines turned their shocked and angry eyes to Veemon.  The little digimon never said a word as it digivolved to Flamedramon.  Takeru felt a surge of fear.  I don't see a black ring.  Why is he acting like this?


	"Flamedramon?" Hawkmon questioned.


	"This is fair warning.  Leave," Flamedramon growled.


	"What?  What's wrong with you?  Why are you acting like this?" Gatoman asked.  Then she turned her feline eyes to the silent emperor.  "This is your fault."


	Silence stretched between them.


	"No, it is yours," Flamedramon responded.


	"What?" Hikari whispered.


	"You acted like his friends but you never were.  You mocked him, ridiculed, and doubted him.  You plunged knife after knife into his already bleeding souls without a care," Flamedramon announced.


	"Traitor," Takeru proclaimed.


	"Not to what matters," Ken smiled.


	Fine, they want to fight!  Takeru signalled the other to digivolve.  So there they stood.  Takeru was the first to react.


	"Pegasusmon get Flamedramon!" Takeru asked.





	Dausuke opened his eyes and found himself in bed.  Something's wrong.  He quickly sat up and began his search for Ken.  Where is he?  In the control room, Daisuke sat down and turned on the moniters.  His heart froze in his chest as he saw the battle taking place.  No, Ken, Flamedramon, Wormmon!  He watched as Ken took a hit from Nepharamon.  He said I wouldn't have to fight them and he didn't.  He's trying to beat him without my help.  But I can't survive without him.  Daisuke began to type furiously on the computer.  He had been working on several black rings of his own.  There were suppose to be a birthday present for Ken.


	When he was finally done he pressed enter.  All to the digidestines' digimon stopped in mid-attack.  With that complete he transported to the beach a little ways from the battle.  Slowly he began his walk.  No acts of revenge entered his mind.  You may think that crazy but Daisuke had no urge to harm anyone.


	He watched as Flamedramon turned back into Chibimon and looked around confused.  The digidestines were also looking aroung in confusion.


	"What's going on?" Iori shouted.


	"I froze them.  Don't worry.  They'll be alright," Daisuke murmered, walking closer to Ken.


	Daisuke concentrated on his flower.  He had a bruise on his cheek along with some scratches.  Daisuke held his hand out and silently begged Ken to take it.  He did with a tiny smile on his face.


	"What are you doing Daisuke?" Yolei breathed.


	"Helping," Daisuke answered checking Ken face.  "You'll live."


	Ken only nodded.


	"What the hell is going on?" Takeru snapped.


	"Nothing.  This battle is over," Daisuke commanded, snapping his fingers.


	The digidestines' digimon turned back into their training stage.


	"How did you do that?" Hikari gasped.


	"That is none of your concern.  The battle is finished," Daisuke replied, picking up Chibimon.


	"But, D'suke...." Chibimon whimpered.


	"No,  not over this.  This battle been over for weeks now. There is no need to continue it," he whispered putting Chibimon down.


	Daisuke walked over to the helpless digimon and checked there wounds.  No one stopped him him until he came to Takeru's digimon.  It backed away not letting him touch it.


	"Stop it," Daisuke ordered.  "You're hurt."


	"Stay away from me.  You are not the Daisuke I know," it snapped.


	Daisuke barely flinched at the rejection.  It was right.  He wasn't the same Daisuke.


	"The little digimon has the right of it," Ken whispered.  "You have grown up much, Daisuke."


	Daisuke walked next to Ken as they headed down the beach away from the others.


	"Wait!" Yolei shouted.


	Daisuke heard Ken sigh as they turned back around.  The purple-haired girl was jogging towards them, everyone close on her heals.


	"What is it now?" Ken growled, touching Daisuke's hand briefly.








To be continued.....


