“Heero, whatcha looking at?” Dou whispered in the darkness. He cringed at the slight echo it created and glanced up. Heero perked his ears up but kept his eyes on hands where something reflected the faint light. After tense minutes passed, Dou whispered softer then a floating feather landing.

Heero raised his eyes and, like a dove’s smallest father landing on a soft piece of grass, said, “Baka, don’t risk our position to them.”

“Yah yah yah.    

