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"Mmmm, what a nice day ..."

Aiji leaned back on the park bench, staring up at the clear sky through his dark sunglasses. He felt Jun shift on the bench next to him. "Yeah, it's great isn't it? I can't remember the last one like it."

"Sure, it was two weeks ago, when we played at Zepp Fukouka," Aiji murmured, not even thinking about it. He was too busy staring at the sky.

Jun laughed. "Only you would remember it that way, Aiji." 

"I guess I just learned to appreciate days like this. They don't come that often."

Jun murmured in agreement. They were silent for a long moment, Aiji still leaning back on the bench, and Jun watching the other people in the park.

"So ... are you coming to dinner tonight?" Jun asked quietly, as if not to ruin the peaceful atmosphere. 

"Probably not ... I'll just eat at home."

Jun figured he would say that. Whenever Aiji needed time to himself, which wasn't very often at all, he tended to eat alone. Jun wasn't sure yet why Aiji felt the need to be alone, but he was trying his best to figure it out. Jun always considered Aiji to be one of his closest friends, maybe even the closest, even though Aiji never talked about when he was feeling depressed. He always listened to Jun when he was down, though, and comforted him. Jun would always be grateful for those times. And that's why he wanted to help Aiji when he needed it.

"Okay then ... but don't forget to eat, alright? I know how you fall asleep without eating dinner. I'll call you when I get home, ok?" Jun said, standing from the bench and stretching his limbs a little. Aiji nodded, not moving from his position. Jun sighed. "Okay then .. Ja."

Aiji closed his eyes, feeling the sun's warmth on his closed lids. He knew Jun was just concerned about him, but he never felt comfortable enough to share his feelings. Especially now, Aiji thought to himself. What is wrong with me? I keep thinking about ... about ...

... Kirito ...

But why? He's just a friend. And we've kissed before ... how many times, I can't even remember. Why do I feel so confused all of a sudden? Why do I feel so ... so ...

Aiji jumped up from the bench suddenly, forcing himself to take a walk. No, I can't think about how I feel ... I can't afford to let myself feel ...

Feel what? Feel for Kirito?

No! Stop it! Aiji nearly broke into a run for his apartment. He needed a distraction, and fast.

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

Five hours in front of the TV, and Aiji was finally starting to forget about everything. He had almost skipped out on dinner again, but he remembered how upset Jun would get if he found out, and so he pigged out on cake and ice cream. So it wasn't a *real* dinner, at least it was something to fill his stomach. 

He had gone back to lying lifelessly on his couch, used plates and empty ice cream containers next to him, when the doorbell rang. He frowned, contemplating ignoring it all together. 

It rang again, and his hand tightened around the remote. It was probably Jun, coming to check up on him, or maybe Takeo, who did the same from time to time. He'd just tell them he was asleep and hadn't heard the door.

A third time, and Aiji caved in. He sighed, throwing the remote on the couch as he got up to get the door. He was only half dressed in a tank top and boxers, but he wasn't expecting company. It was an excuse for them not to stay very long.

Finally trudging up to the door, he opened it ... and stared, dumbfound.

Kirito stared back.

Aiji was frozen in place. What was Kirito doing here? He'd never thought the vocalist would just show up on his doorstep like this; any of the other guys, maybe, but not Kirito. And Aiji had taken the day, hiding out in his living room like a hermit, just so he could *not* think about Kirito.

And yet there he was, dressed in a fitted black suit that he looked *incredible* in ... while Aiji stood in his rumpled underwear.

"Are you going to let me in, or what?" 

Aiji tried to say something, but nothing came out. Instead he just moved aside as Kirito stepped through the doorway. Kirito kicked off his shoes and moved into Aiji's living room, looking at the ice cream cartons, the cake box, the pillow and blanket left on the couch in front of the television, which sat playing some nameless gameshow. 

"Making use of your day off, I see," Kirito said, as sarcastic as ever.

"I wasn't expecting company," Aiji said rather weakly. He began gathering the garbage and moving them into the kitchen. 

"I figured. So why didn't you come to dinner?" he asked, still eyeing the contents of Aiji's living room. After dumping the empty containers in the trash, Aiji came back into the room and tried to tidy up the pillows and blanket. "Didn't feel like going out, that's all."

"So you stayed home and ate cake and ice cream instead ..."

Aiji was starting to feel anxious with Kirito questioning him. "Was there something you needed to talk about?" he asked, sounding a little more annoyed than he really was.

Kirito almost smiled, but kept it back. "Jun was worried about you."

"Yeah?"

"And he wanted to come check up on you."

"Yeah?"

"I came instead."

Aiji actually stopped cleaning for a minute, holding onto the blanket he was in the process of folding. "What for?"

Kirito shrugged. "We won't be doing a lot of recording tomorrow. I figure we can work on some new songs. Bring your other guitar." He was referring to the guitar Aiji always kept at home. He knew it was the one Aiji liked writing music with. Aiji opened his mouth to say something, then closed it again. 

Kirito stopped to look at a small picture frame, one of the five of them from a few years before. Aiji couldn't help but stare at how perfect Kirito's features were. He looked unreal in the dim light of the living room, the soft bluish light from the television set giving his skin a faint glow. Aiji felt his chest tighten, and he hugged the folded blanket in his arms. Why do I feel like this when I'm around him? I've never had these kinds of feelings for another man before ... or even for a woman. God, Kirito, what are you doing to me?

Kirito looked up, and his eyes met with Aiji's. They didn't say anything for a moment. Aiji wondered if he knew, if Kirito knew exactly what Aiji was feeling at that moment. The almost blank expression on Kirito's face made it seem that way. As if he knew ... and didn't care. Aiji felt the pain in his chest even more. He forced himself to look away. "Was ... was that all?"

Kirito didn't answer for a moment. Then finally he stirred. "Yes ... that's it. I'll see you tomorrow then."

Aiji nodded. Kirito turned around and walked himself to the door. When he had slipped his shoes on, he turned and took one last look at Aiji, before walking out the door. 

When he was gone, Aiji collapsed on the couch again. 

