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Kohta chewed on the filter of his cigarette as he waited. He sat shotgun inside Kirito's car, waiting for the vocalist to drive him home after the day's work at the studio. 

Kohta sighed, leaning his head back as he breathed in the cool night air from the open window. He didn't know what was up with his brother these past few months. Sure, Kirito had always been his own brand of asshole, but never had Kohta seen him be such a tyrant. And as the weeks went on, he progressively got worse and worse. Growing up, Kohta had learned how to be around Kirito when he was in his moods without pushing the wrong buttons, but this time was totally different. 

Kohta rubbed his aching forehead. He was pretty sure he knew why Kirito was acting strange, but it sure didn't explain why Kirito continued to wreak havoc on everyone. 

Kohta was brought out of his thoughts when he heard footsteps on the pavement. He sat up in his seat as Kirito opened the driver's side door and climbed into the car, scowling as usual. He didn't even look at Kohta, but growled out, "There's no smoking in my damn car." 

Kohta kept smoking anyway, looking at his brother questioningly. "What's with you, anyway?" he asked Kirito. 

"What are you talking about," Kirito said, eyeing the cigarette that still dangled spitefully from Kohta's mouth. 

"I'm talking about why you're being such an asshole. You broke the music box didn't you?" 

Kirito's glare remained unfaltering. "I don't know what you're referring to." 

Kohta growled in frustration and finally threw the cigarette out the window before turning to his brother. "You know damn well! You broke Jun's music box because you're fucking jealous-" 

"*Jealous*?!" Kirito suddenly screamed at his brother, making Kohta jump back a little. "I'm *jealous*?! What's there to be jealous OF?! Why would I *bother* with some stupid, dinky little music box?! Why would I have *time* to *waste* on that kind of *shit*!! Why would I be JEALOUS?!?!" he continued to scream. 

Kohta looked at his brother sadly, calm despite Kirito's explosive outlash. 

"Because you're in love with Aiji." 

Kirito stopped screaming and gave Kohta the most murderous expression he'd ever seen. Kohta shrugged at it, but found himself looking away anyway. "I'm immune to your stupid glares already, so don't try to burn a hole into the side of my head. And yes. You're jealous." 

Kirito turned away angrily and started up the engine. "Get out of my car. You can walk your fat ass home." 

Kohta folded his arms in a rather childish gesture. "No! Not until you admit it! You're in love with Aiji, and you're jealous that Jun's close to him." 

"Get OUT!" Kirito yelled at Kohta, but he refused to budge. 

"All right. I'll get out," Kohta said calmly. Kirito breathed deeply, forcing himself to calm down. "But-" Kohta said. 

"You're in no position to ask anything of me-!" Kirito blurted out, but Kohta continued talking. 

"-But you have to tell me why, first." 

Kirito still looked royally pissed, but was slightly curious as to what his brother wanted to know. "Why what." 

"Why you gave up on Aiji." 

Kirito looked at him as if he were speaking a foreign language. Kohta exhaled, annoyed. "You're so eager to get Jun out of the way, but for what? You're the one that pushed Aiji away." 

"*He* ended it with *me*," Kirito ground out between his teeth, but Kohta just rolled his eyes, pulling out another cigarette. 

"Yeah, he told you to stop coming around for a fuck, big surprise there," Kohta mumbled as he moved to light the cigarette. There was silence for a few moments, filled only with the flicking of a lighter, before there was a jingling of keys as the engine cut. 

Kohta looked up to see Kirito sliding out of the car hurriedly and walking away. Kohta popped open his door and stood, almost dropping the cigarette in his rush. 

"Where the hell are you going?!" he yelled after his brother. There was no answer as Kirito stalked off into the night. Kohta sighed, looking down at the car. 

"How the hell am I going to get home?!" he muttered angrily. 

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

Jun waited patiently on the sidewalk, watching the cars drive by as he stood up against the wall of a building. Near him was the entrance to a bar, one that he visited fairly often, and the heavy sounds of voices and laughter floated out onto the street. Jun coughed, looking down to button up his coat a little to fight the cold night air. 

He had almost no warning as someone walked up to him and threw him up against the wall. His head slammed back against the hard bricks, and he yelped in pain, his vision blurred for a few seconds as he struggled to see his assailant. He felt someone press their forehead against his, their hot breath on his lips as they opened their mouth to speak. 

"What is it about you, I wonder ...?" came the malicious whisper. 

"Kirito!" Jun squealed. He gasped for air as the hands on the collar of his jacket pulled tighter. 

" ... that makes him so protective of you? Is it because you're so sweet, and innocent ...?" Kirito whispered, curling a gloved finger in Jun's dark hair, and trailing it down his cheek. "But I know better than that, Jun. You're just the same as me ... just as calculating, and plotting, and possessive ... you'd do anything to have him all to yourself. Wouldn't you ...?" Kirito said, the words dropping bitterly from his lips as he grasped Jun's chin in his hand. 

The tears began to form in Jun's frightened eyes, and his lips trembled as he spoke. "You broke it, didn't you? You're the one ...," Jun sobbed, a shiver running down his spine. Something in him snapped suddenly, and the tears spilled down his cheeks as he screamed at Kirito, his arms flailing against the body that held him. "You broke it! You broke it! How could you! You bastard, you don't deserve Aiji! Aiji's worth so much more, you bastard, you bastard-!!!" 

Jun continued to yell at the top of his lungs, his voice echoing on the city streets. Kirito growled and began shaking the hysterical guitarist roughly. "Shut up!! You little twerp, shut your fucking mouth!! I'll kill you, you little piece of-" 

In a flash of colors, Kirito was shoved off of Jun, and before he could turn his eyes on his attacker, he felt a fist crash into his jaw. The force of the explosive blow sent him flying into the wall, and hands roughly grabbed him by the collar and lifted him up, much like he held Jun only moments before. 

Kirito squeezed his eyes and blinked, willing them to see despite the dancing lights that blinded him. His jaw throbbed with excruciating pain, and he felt the anger boiling up inside him when he tasted blood on his lips. When he finally caught his breath, he looked at the face that loomed only inches from his own. 

Kirito's eyes widened in shock. "Aiji ..." 

Aiji was gasping for breath, but he still held Kirito tightly, his brown eyes burning into Kirito's with incredible rage. They were both silent for a few agonizing moments, before Aiji began to speak. 

"Why ...?" he asked, his voice still full of anger, but tinged with some unknown emotion that made Kirito's chest ache. "You son of a bitch, why? Why are you doing this?" Aiji asked. His arms began to tremble, and the tears began to brim in his eyes. Aiji shook his head and slammed Kirito against the wall again, making Kirito gasp. "WHY?! Tell me god dammit, you owe me a fucking answer!!!" 

Aiji began crying softly, and the grip on Kirito's collar weakened slowly. Kirito felt something inside him die as the tears fell from Aiji's eyes. A hand slowly came up to Aiji's cheek, wiping away a tear so gently that Aiji almost didn't feel it. 

"Because I can't let go," Kirito said in a shuddered whisper. 

Aiji shook his head, looking down at the floor as he released Kirito. 

"It's too late," he said sadly, and walked away from Kirito. Jun, who had been hiding off to the side, ran after Aiji as the other man continued to walk off. 

"Aiji!" Kirito called after him. Look back, Aiji, please, please look back, he prayed to himself, looking desperately after the guitarist. 

At the last minute, Aiji did look back. For a moment, they shared a glance that neither of them could understand, but that struck a core in both of them so powerfully that it took their breath away. The connection was lost when Aiji felt a tug on his sleeve. He looked down at a pleading Jun, before turning and quickly walking away. 

When Aiji had gone, Kirito dropped to his knees on the cold, hard pavement. 

This time it was his turn to cry. 

