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Aiji leaned his head against the window as the car rolled along the dirt road. It was a beautiful summer morning, the sun just rising in the pale sky. It's soft light touched the hundreds upon hundreds of sakura trees that lined the empty country road and the hills beyond. Aiji had never seen any place so beautiful, and yet, it only seemed to feed the emptiness he felt inside. He shut his eyes, and waited for the car to arrive at it's destination. It had been arranged for months that they would film their new video at a magnificent house in the countryside, and Aiji just couldn't bring himself to not show up. 

He looked at the sleeping figure of Jun, curled up on the seat next to him. It had been two days since their last practice, and since the last time 

Aiji had seen Kirito ... 

Aiji closed his eyes, fighting back the tears that threatened to come. 

Because I can't let go ... 

The car pulled up in front of a large house, that looked as if it remained untouched for ages, hidden here among the sea of sakura trees. Aiji softly shook Jun's shoulder, the other guitarist blinking his heavy lids as he woke from his sleep. 

They stepped from the car, and Aiji was struck by the sweet-scented air and the overwhelming tranquillity that captured the entire house. He inhaled deeply, tilting his face up towards the sky. "It's so beautiful ...," he heard Jun whisper quietly next to him, just as awe struck as Aiji was with the scenery. 

The camera men and other video staff were already there, busily moving inside and around the giant house, but their voices seemed muffled by the quiet sounds of nature. Jun patted Aiji on the arm. "You go inside, I'll take care of the guitars," Jun smiled, moving to the trunk of the car. "Besides, I can tell you can't wait to explore," he chuckled. Aiji smiled and nodded. He hoisted his bag onto his shoulder, and moved tentatively toward the door of the house. 

Once inside, he looked about him in wonder. It was absolutely gorgeous, completely decorated with English furniture, but the entire place seemed to have an invisible layer of dust over it. It looked frozen in time, and Aiji felt as if he had been pulled into a dream of times long ago. He settled his bag down carefully on the hardwood floors, walking slowly through what seemed to be a parlor, his boots making crisp sounds as he took careful steps. He couldn't resist the urge to touch things, running his thin fingers lightly over the cherry-red tables, the dusty cabinets, the rusting candelabras. He fell in love with the house immediately. 

He stepped into another room, this one smaller than the others. The crew were taking out the furniture and replacing it with parts of the set, Takeo's drums slowly forming in one corner piece by piece. Aiji was more distracted by the view from the large windows. The entire room was surrounded by windows, that showed the endless tide of gently blowing sakura trees, the radiant sunlight stained pink from the millions of blooming flowers. 

Aiji felt a gentle, perfumed breeze flow through the room, and he turned his head, following the source. Through a set of open doors, he saw the light shining in from outside, and it called to him quietly. 

He walked forward slowly, the only sounds reaching his ears the tapping of his boots and the quiet chirping of birds. For a moment, he was blinded by the bright sunlight streaming through the branches of the trees. He lifted his hand to cover his eyes as they adjusted to the brilliant daylight. When he took them away, he felt his breath leave him. 

There, against the carved railings of the deck, was Kirito. He stood with his back to Aiji, the gentle sakura petals falling softly around him. Slowly, Kirito turned towards Aiji, his warm brown eyes full of sadness. Aij i felt that image burning into the back of his mind. This was the real Kirito, the Kirito that was meant to be seen. The Kirito that *he* saw deep inside his heart. 

Kirito looked away, turning back towards the scenery before them. There was complete silence, just the quiet birds singing as the breeze flowed through the trees. Neither of them moved, nor spoke. Aiji didn't know what to do ... all he knew was that his heart ached just being there, in that moment. 

"Aiji ...," came the soft whisper. 

Aiji stirred, almost missing the quiet words. "...Yes?" 

Kirito hesitated for a long moment. 

"Do you ... hate me?" 

There was silence. 

Kirito bowed his head. "Sometimes ... I hate myself." 

There was so much sadness in Kirito's voice, and it struck Aiji deeply. 

Aiji gave a shuddered whisper. "I don't hate you ... I could never hate you." 

"Why ...? Why would you say that, after all the things I've done?" Kirito asked, genuinely confused by Aiji's words. Aiji shook his head, though the gesture was not seen by Kirito. "That's just the way love works, I guess." 

Kirito's hands gripped the railing tightly as Aiji's words sank in. "I don't deserve your love." 

There was silence again, as Aiji struggled to find the words to say. He had waited a long time to stand face to face with Kirito. After what had happened that night, when he had fought with Kirito, he thought that he'd be angry with the vocalist the next time he saw him, that he'd never want to see Kirito's face again. But he knew he was wrong. Deep down inside, he knew it. And now here he was, standing with the man who'd brought so much pain and suffering into his life ... and yet, the anger wouldn't come. They stood there for a long moment, just feeling one anothers pr 

esence, before Kirito's soft whispers reached Aiji's ear once again. 

"You know ... I told myself, a long time ago ... that I'd never fall in love. Love was for the weak," he spoke, his voice sounding strangely subdued. Aiji listened carefully, saying nothing. 

"When you told me you loved me ... it made me angry ... that you could be so weak." Kirito laughed sadly. "I didn't want to admit to myself that I was in love with you. I guess that's why I treated you the way that I did. To prove to myself that it wasn't love I felt for you ... that I didn't need you." 

Aiji's eyes softened as he listened to those words, but he waited for Kirito to continue. 

"I guess ... in the end ... I was the weak one." Kirito whispered. Aiji heard a sob escape him, and he realized that Kirito was crying. He took a tentative step forward, wishing to do something for Kirito. 

"No, don't come closer. I need to say this to you," Kirito said. Aiji waited. 

"Aiji ... I've never felt this way before ... about anyone. I just ... want you to know that no matter what happens ... I'll always love you ... even if you stop loving me. And I ... I know I can't ask you to forgive me, but ... but ..." The tears began flowing freely from Kirito's eyes, and this time, Aiji didn't hesitate. He rushed towards Kirito and turned him until they faced each other, and his hands came up to touch Kirito's cheeks. 

"Shhh, you don't need to say anymore," Aiji said, smiling sadly as he wiped the tears that streaked the vocalist's face. Kirito couldn't meet Aiji's eyes, he just kept looking away. "I'm sorry ...," he said shamefully. 

"For what?" Aiji asked. 

"I can't stop crying," Kirito replied, wiping angrily at his tears. 

Aiji laughed sadly. "I know. I've cried every night for the past six weeks. It never stops hurting ... does it?" 

Kirito shook his head. "I don't understand Aiji ... how can you still...?" Kirito looked down, ashamed of himself, but Aiji tilted his chin up gently. "Love you ...?" he whispered. Kirito gave the slightest nod. 

"I saw something inside of you, Kirito ... that I guess no one else ever did. You were hurting inside ... and a part of me thought that I could heal that pain, by loving you." Aiji laughed. "It's stupid, isn't it ...?" 

Kirito shook his head, his breath heavy against Aiji's cheek. "You did heal me, Aiji." Aiji smiled, and brought his lips forward slowly until they touched Kirito's. Kirito gasped at the gentle touch, returning Aiji's kiss almost desperately, his arms coming up to wrap tightly around Aiji's waist. 

"Hey, Aij-" Jun said, wandering out of the house. He clapped his hand over his mouth when he saw the two men kissing on the deck. The two went on, not having noticed Jun's entrance, so Jun backed out slowly, careful not to make a sound. He took one look back, smiling sadly, before returning inside the house. 

The kiss broke finally, as they both gasped for air, looking into each other's eyes. The tears continued to fall down Kirito's cheeks, and Aiji again brought a hand up to wipe them away. Kirito leaned his cheek into Aiji's hand, seeking the warmth and tenderness of that touch. Aiji leaned in and kissed Kirito on the cheek. "I'll say it once more, Kirito," he whispered against the salty, tear-stained skin. 

"Aishiteru." 

Kirito let a sob escape his throat as he fell to his knees in front of Aiji. He buried his head against Aiji's waist, his arms wrapping fiercely around the other man and holding him close. 

"I love you too," he cried softly. 

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

Jun came back a little later, and found Aiji walking slowly around the deck, a cherry blossom spinning slowly in his long fingers. He walked up to him quietly, noticing the tiny smile on Aiji's lips. 

"Hey," he said softly, moving to lean on the railing near Aiji. 

"Hey," Aiji said back, resting his elbows on the rail and looking out at the scenery. 

"Where's Kirito?" Jun asked, watching Aiji's expression carefully. 

"He went to get cleaned up," Aiji responded. They were quiet for a moment, both watching the trees sway in the morning air. Jun exhaled softly. "I guess the two of you worked something out?" he asked carefully. 

Aiji nodded, his eyes on the flower in his hands. "Yes, I think we've worked out ... something," he said, smiling. 

Jun turned towards him. He took a deep breath, struggling for a moment with the difficult words. "Aiji ... I know ... it's different now, but I still want you to be careful. I don't want you to get hurt again," Jun said, a genuine look of concern in his eyes. 

"I understand, Jun. But you don't have to worry about me this time. It isn't just our relationship I've come to terms with ... I think, after that night we fought, I've finally come to terms with myself. And that was what was missing a long time ago." 

Jun nodded slightly, though he knew he couldn't fully understand what Aiji felt. He smiled sweetly then, and leaned towards Aiji. 

Aiji nearly jumped when he felt Jun's soft lips brush against his own. The kiss only lasted a moment, and when Jun pulled away, he smiled sadly at Aiji, his hand coming up to brush the strands of hair away from Aiji's eyes. 

"You know ... that night, when we went out drinking ... when I told you I loved you ... I didn't mean it as a friend," Jun whispered quietly. Aiji was completely shocked, not able to utter anything more than a shaky, "Jun ...". 

Jun shook his head, his fingers touching Aiji's lips and silencing them. "You don't have to say anything, I understand," Jun said with just a touch of sadness. "I just want you to know ... that I'll always be here for you, no matter what ... okay?" 

Aiji nodded numbly. 

Jun smiled. "Good. Ganbatte, then, Aiji-kun ..." 

And with that, Jun turned slowly and walked back into the house. Aiji watched him go, speechless. He looked down at the flower in his hand, the fragile petals blowing gently in the wind. 

He closed his hands over the flower carefully, and smiled. 

