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Kirito came outside later that day, looking for Aiji. He adjusted his gloves as he looked around, finally dressed for the video shoot. The crew was already inside, almost done fixing up the set, and Kirito had just finished yelling at them for nearly screwing up the job, as usual. Asking Kohta and Takeo had proved fruitless, but at least Jun had a clue as to where the missing guitarist could be. Kirito sighed, looking around him and not seeing a damn thing. 

"Kirito!" he heard called. He spun around and saw Aiji out by the sakura trees, waving at Kirito with one arm and with a bundle tucked under the other. Kirito moved closer to the railing. "What are you doing, we start shooting in 15 minutes," he informed Aiji. 

Aiji lifted up the bundle, which Kirito realized was a thick, rolled up blanket. "I was going on a little picnic .... wanna come?" he said, smiling. Kirito couldn't help but smile. 

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

"Where the heck are we going?" "I found this really nice spot. We're almost there." 

"Slow down, for god's sake, I can't walk in these shoes!" 

"Stop complaining! All right ... here we are." 

Aiji smiled as he pulled Kirito along by the hand into a small, circular grove made by the surrounding sakura trees. He couldn't help but laugh at the look of wonder on Kirito's face as he stopped and made a little turn, looking around him. "Wow ... it's really ...," Kirito whispered. 

"Isn't it?" Aiji asked, before coming up to Kirito and wrapping his arms around the other man's waist. Kirito smiled and brought his lips to Aiji's, kissing him gently before giving a soft chuckle. 

"I can't help but notice that you didn't bring any food on this little picnic," Kirito said, smirking at the taller man. "I brought everything I wanted," Aiji laughed, before bringing his lips back to Kirito's. The kiss dragged on wonderfully, growing in intensity as the two lost themselves in the moment. 

Kirito's arms tightened around Aiji. He'd missed him so much, missed touching him and being this close to him. Aiji, too, was overwhelmed by how much he'd wanted this and been denied it for so long. Now that it was there again, however, he wanted to take full advantage of it. His hand ran up Kirito's chest, gripping blindly onto the collar of his suit as the kiss continued to get deeper and deeper. 

When they finally broke the kiss, for lack of air, they breathed heavily onto one anothers lips for a moment before moving. Kirito smiled, releasing Aiji slowly and backing up, as if to reassure the dazed guitarist that it was only for a moment. He reached down and picked up the rolled-up blanket, throwing it out forcefully and settling it on the soft grass. He turned around, laughing. "Always prepared, ne Aiji?" 

Aiji smiled and threw his arms over Kirito's shoulders. "You don't know the half of it," he said teasingly before kissing the vocalist once again. This time he wasted no time, and began fumbling with the buttons of Kirito's blazer. Kirito pulled off his gloves and allowed Aiji to tug the jacket down his arms and discard it on the grass somewhere. Kirito busied himself by tugging on the hem of Aiji's shirt, before sliding his hands underneath and running them over the warm skin he found there. He massaged the skin softly before pulling the material over Aiji's head. Aiji groaned softly, leaning in towards Kirito's body as he loosened his tie. He smiled. "Let's get comfortable, ne?" he said, wrapping Kirito's tie around his hand a pulling the vocalist down onto the blanket. 

They continued undressing each other on the blanket, Aiji sitting up on his knees as he leaned over Kirito, roughly yanking on the buttons of Kirito's shirt until it opened. He leaned in and began kissing a trail down Kirito's neck as he pulled off the shirt and tie. Kirito sighed, his hand tangling in Aiji's soft hair as the guitarist focused his attention on one of Kirito's pink nipples. Aiji continued making a hot trail down Kirito's body, his lips lingering around the vocalist's navel as his hands came up and began unbuckling Kirito's pants. Kirito leaned back a bit and held his breath, waiting anxiously for Aiji to continue his little trail. Aiji pushed the cloth away carefully, smiling up at Kirito before he leaned down and pressed his lips to Kirito's erection. 

Kirito moaned softly, his eyes slowly closing as Aiji's lips left fluttering kisses around his cock, his fingers wrapping gently around the shaft. Slowly, Aiji wrapped his lips around the head, his tongue lapping teasingly at Kirito's slit before he suckled gently. 

Kirito's moans grew in volume as Aiji's mouth began working him harder, his head bobbing up and down. Before long, Kirito felt himself nearing the edge, and with an amount of difficulty, he pushed Aiji off him, savoring the feel of Aiji's lips as he pulled out of his mouth. 

Kirito took a moment to catch his breath before he sat up, nuzzling Aiji's neck before he whispered into his ear. "Lay back," he said, pushing Aiji's shoulders until the guitarist was down on his back. Kirito leaned down and kissed Aiji's lips for a moment, smiling down at him before moving his attentions lower. He unbuttoned Aiji's shorts, pushing them down and letting Aiji kick them off before climbing on top of Aiji. 

Aiji got the hint, and he smiled, leaning up to capture Kirito's cock once more as he felt Kirito do the same to him. Kirito's tongue licked playfully at his head, lips wrapping around his length briefly before pulling away again. Aiji lifted his hips up, straining for more contact, and Kirito obliged him, taking Aiji into his mouth completely. 

It was the most indescribable feeling Aiji had ever experienced. The harder he sucked on Kirito's length, the harder he was suckled by Kirito's delicious mouth. He felt connected to his lover in that moment, and his hands came up to grip firmly to Kirito's hips. 

Soon enough, the clearing was filled with their muffled screams. Aiji's back arched painfully beneath Kirito's body, his hips bucking as he came into Kirito's mouth. Kirito felt Aiji tremble beneath him, before the length in his nursed quivered, and the warm, sticky substance filled his mouth. The sensations brought him over the edge as well, thrusting forcefully into Aiji's mouth as he too, let loose inside his lover's mouth. He waited until Aiji had finished swallowing before collapsing weakly beside him. 

Aiji laughed softly, sitting up and turning himself until he faced Kirito, laying his head down on Kirito's chest. He closed his eyes, contented, as he listened to Kirito's racing heart slow, the rising and falling of his chest returning once again to a normal rate. 

There was a pleasant silence for a long moment, the quiet chirping of the birds filling the clearing with a tranquil song. Kirito sighed deeply. "We should be getting back," he whispered. Aiji smiled. "We should. I wonder if they're looking for us," he said, chuckling. Kirito looked at his watch. "Probably. The shoot should've started awhile ago." 

"Oh well, it's not our problem," Aiji murmured sarcastically. 

They didn't move for a few minutes, both unwilling to part with their time alone together. Finally, Aiji sat up slowly, stretching his arms out with a catlike grace. Kirito sat up on his knees, watching his lover with a smile on his face. Aiji looked back at him, wondering at the mischievous expression on Kirito's face. "What?" he asked, smirking. 

Kirito took Aiji's wrist in his hand and pulled the other man into his lap, tilting his head up to kiss Aiji's lips hotly. His hands trailed heatedly down Aiji's back before stroking Aiji's hips suggestively. Aiji sighed against Kirito's lips. "I thought you said we had to go?" he teased, laughing playfully. 

Kirito smiled. "I lied." 

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

Somewhere, in an otherwise peaceful house, a scream of frustration broke through the balmy air. 

"Where the fuck are they?!?! This fucking cube of fucking ice is fucking melting!!!" 

"AAAAARRRRRGGHH!!!!" 

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

Epilogue: 

Jun adjusted his guitar on his back carefully as he walked through the rooms. Everything had been cleared out, all their equipment packed and shipped off. Now it was time to say good-bye to the beautiful house that they'd all gotten so attached to. Jun smiled sweetly as he took one long, last look outside the windows, spinning slowly in the circular room before sighing and walking out of the room. He checked every room, peeking inside shyly and trying his best to memorize each and every inch of the house. 

He stepped into one last room, the white curtains flowing gently in the breeze from the open window. Jun moved to the window, breathing in deeply before shutting the window tightly, his fingers tracing the window pane before he moved to leave. 

Something caught the corner of Jun's eye, and he stopped suddenly, turning toward a large table that sat quietly in the middle of the room. Jun gasped, recognizing the sight immediately, but not believing his eyes. 

He moved tentatively towards the table, a pale hand reaching for the object carefully. When his fingers brushed the cold metal, he nearly sobbed, as if finally realizing that it was real, and not a dream. He couldn't understand how it was here, whole and perfect, the way it was before. 

A tiny tear streamed down his cheek as he slowly lifted the top, stopping to listen. Then he smiled, readjusting his guitar before walking out of the house. 

In the silence of the forgotten house, the music box played it's tiny song. 

