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The crowd roared in the darkness of the concert hall. For minutes, there was no light, no sound; just the continuous chants of the fans, packed tightly into the hot, crowded room. Then suddenly, an explosion of noise and color. At first indistinguishable, then the clear howling of an electric guitar, followed by the smashing on a drum set. 

The crowd went even more wild, arms thrust in the air as they screamed. Through the smoke, the figures on stage became visible. They pounded the rhythm through their instruments, swaying roughly with the music. Then, appearing from no where, another figure joined them. Another wild cry erupted from the audience at his entrance. They watched him walk forward on the stage. They stared, mesmerized by the glowing video screens, as the figure parted his full red lips and began to sing ....

Aiji heard Kirito's sultry tenor cut through the blaring noise. He was always amazed by the sheer power of Kirito's voice, how no matter how hard Aiji rocked the ESP 001, Kirito could manage to overtake it. He remembered when he used to be a vocalist. He didn't think his voice was anywhere near as powerful as Kirito's. He smirked. The current situation seemed much more agreeable for the both of them. 

He looked now to where the vocalist leaned on a teleprompter, his arm stretched toward the jumping audience. They practically melted in his gaze. The fans completely worship him, Aiji thought to himself. He smiled. He could understand why. Kirito was one of those people that could be just ... hypnotizing. It was so easy to fall in love with someone that alluring and mysterious. Aiji re-thought that for a second. Not that *I'm* in love with him, he assured himself. I'm not gay ...

Aiji didn't seem to realize the daze he was in. When Kirito turned to see Aiji staring at him, a tiny smile on his face, he gave a mischievous smirk. He slowly walked across the stage towards the guitarist, his eyes burning right into Aiji's the entire time. 

What ... what is he doing? Aiji thought to himself. Oh, he was used to Kirito playing with both he and Jun on stage, riling up the crowd with a flashy kiss, but this was more unnerving. It's like he read my mind, Aiji thought. 

Kirito had made his way up to Aiji. He slowly ran a hand up Aiji's bare arm as he sang the lyrics, his dark, liquid eyes still locked on Aiji's. Aiji almost screwed up his riff, his arm tingling where Kirito touched him. Kirito didn't seem to notice. His hand continued it's path, moving up to tickle Aiji's neck. At this point, Aiji was trying his best not to look into Kirito's eyes. He didn't know why he couldn't, only that if he did, he'd probably turn into jelly in Kirito's arms. No! What am I talking about?! He thought to himself. This is Kirito! A friend, a coworker, a *man*! I am not. Gay! 

Kirito finished his lyrics and moved closer to Aiji, his body almost touching Aiji's guitar. Slowly, he dipped his head toward Aiji's neck. 

Oh my GOD, is he licking my neck?! 

Aiji tried hard to just keep playing his guitar, but the warm, wet circles Kirito was making with his tongue on the sensitive skin of Aiji's neck was almost too much. He could feel Kirito's lips smile against his neck when he tensed up. He heard Kirito whisper, away from the microphone. "Shinkeishitsu na ... ne, Aiji?"

Before Aiji could do or say anything, Kirito moved up to catch the other man's lips in a forceful kiss. Aiji could feel his heart thumping in his chest. They had done this before on stage a number of times, but this time ... this time, it felt different. Kirito's tongue ran slowly across his lips, pushing between them. At first Aiji was hesitant in reciprocating. He was *never* hesitant when it came to those kinds of stage theatrics. He couldn't stop thinking that maybe this time, Kirito was kissing him for *real*. 

No ... no, he wouldn't do that would he? He wouldn't really want to kiss me ... this is just for the crowd ... right? 

When he felt Kirito's hand pushing the back of his neck, encouraging him to deepen the kiss, Aiji didn't think twice. He opened his mouth to Kirito, his own tongue dancing against Kirito's. 

It felt ... incredible. He couldn't remember any kiss feeling so wonderful; in fact, he couldn't remember *any* kiss before this one. It was as if this was his very first, here with Kirito. The deafening screams of the audience were completely drowned out by the pounding in his ears. 

It seemed to last a lifetime. When they finally separated, both were breathing heavily. Aiji felt light-headed, and he stared into Kirito's beautiful eyes, made even more vibrant by their kiss. He felt his resolve completely crumble. 

I'm not gay ... am I?

Kirito smiled. "Don't forget to play your guitar, Aiji."

Aiji's draw dropped. He clumsily strained to catch up with the riff, realizing that he had not been playing ever since their lips touched. 

Kirito released Aiji and moved off as he started the next verse. Aiji sighed. This was going to be a long concert.

******************

"I'm exhausted!" Jun complained, dragging his bag behind him like a dead weight. "You've been saying that for the past hour, give it up!" Kohta said, his aggravation clear in his voice. "But I'm tired," Jun said even more dramatically. "And I'm tired of hearing you say that!" Kohta retorted.

"Ladies, ladies, give it a break! We're almost done here, can't we end the night with some peace and quiet?" Takeo said, ever the mediator. Both Jun and Kohta scowled, but said nothing more. 

They made their way to the van and began dumping their bags in the back. 

"Damn, Jun, what the hell do you have in your bag! You almost crushed my hand!"

"It's clothes! I didn't want to be sweaty, like you. It's only considerate, you know, when we have to ride in the van with your funk ..."

"Teme-!"

"Would you please! Stop!" Takeo said angrily, sitting between the two. Aiji crawled in after him and sat down without saying a word. Jun and Kohta were too busy to notice, but Takeo was more observant. He eyed him carefully, wondering at the difference in the guitarist's behavior. 

"Oi, Aiji," Takeo said. 

Aiji didn't reply. He seemed to be staring outside the van. Takeo tried to figure out what he was looking at, but the only thing he could see was Kirito, talking to one of the techies. "Ne, Aiji," he repeated.

Kohta threw a piece of garbage over the seat. "YO, AIJI!"

The paper ball hit him right in the forehead, but the guitarist barely flinched. "Ow, what?"

"Daijobuka?" Takeo asked, "I usually have to sedate you along with these two."

Aiji shook his head. "Yeah, I'm alright. Just really ... tired." Takeo nodded, but he didn't look thoroughly convinced. The side door opened and Kirito climbed in, taking one last drag on his cigarette before throwing it outside. "Iku," he said to the driver.

"What did they say?" Jun asked. 

"They said it'd take a few days to get the equipment back to the studio." Kirito replied.

"Guess that means we won't be recording tomorrow," Takeo sighed.

"Good! I wanted the day off!" Kohta said, stretching in his seat. 

"What makes you think you're getting the day off?" Kirito said, in his usual, even tone.

"You're kidding, right? No way I'm recording without the Silver ... besides! We deserve a break! We've been touring for eight straight weeks now."

Kirito turned his head to look at Kohta. He had that look on his face. Takeo and Jun turned their heads in opposite directions. Here they go again.

"One. Day. Then you record with or without it."

Kohta waited until his brother turned around again. Then he scowled. "We'll see," he mumbled.

Aiji heard all of it through a fog. He shook his head and stared through the window at the city lights as they drove. Everything about tonight was so unclear ... no, that's not true, he thought to himself. There was one thing I could never forget. That damn kiss. God, I can almost still feel ... him ...

Aiji's eyes flickered toward the front of the car. He could only see Kirito's outline, his ruffled black hair. He turned away again. Damn, what's happening to me?

Kirito's eyes flickered toward the rearview mirror. He caught Aiji looking towards him, and looking away. He'd never seen that expression on Aiji's face before. Kirito turned his eyes away from the mirror and back to the road.

