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Three days later, and Aiji seemed to be out of his funk. He was eating dinners with the group again, and going for drinks with them after a day in the studio, and acting normal. Jun noticed the difference. When they had a moment alone, after a magazine interview, he decided to try and question Aiji about how he was feeling.

"Hey, so what do think?" Jun asked, walking over to where Aiji sat on a railing with two steaming cups of coffee in his hands. Aiji took one of the paper cups. "Domo ... about the interview? It was good ... though I can't believe they asked about our underwear." Jun laughed. "Yeah, damn fangirls. So anyway ... how are you feeling? I mean, you seemed pretty down a few days ago."

"I told you, I'm fine. You worry about me too much, Jun." Aiji said, taking a sip from the cup of coffee. 

"I know ...," Jun said, fidgeting a little. "If you don't mind me asking ... what were you ... ya know ... depressed about?"

Aiji opened his mouth, ready to shake Jun off like he usually did. He looked at Jun. Jun looked back at him, his expression open. He was only trying to be helpful, Aiji knew, and for once he should be as honest to Jun as Jun was to him. They were best friends, after all. Aiji took a deep breath.

"I wasn't really depressed ... just kind of ... confused, I guess," he said, spinning the cup in his hands. 

Jun leaned closer to Aiji. "Really? What about?" Jun stopped himself, moving back to where he stood before. "Sorry ... I know you don't want to talk about it."

Aiji was a little saddened by that. Jun was so eager to be open with Aiji, and he was already expecting to be shot down. Have I been such a terrible friend? Aiji wondered. "No ... no, it's okay," Aiji said softly. Jun looked at him. "... It is?" he asked carefully. Aiji nodded, and smiled. "I was confused ... about my feelings. I guess being on tour got to me ... I'm sorry if I was so stand-offish ... I think I just needed a little time to myself."

"I understand," Jun said. "We all get like that sometimes."

Jun was silent for a moment, looking at Aiji searchingly. "Aiji?"

"Yeah?"

"Can I ask you something?"

Aiji looked back at him. Jun was being really careful with him for some reason. "Of course," he said.

Jun looked away, taking a deep breath, before looking back at Aiji and blurting out, "Were you confused because of Kirito?"

Aiji froze. Was he that obvious? Jun had picked up on it so easily ... did the rest of the gang know? ... Did Kirito know? Aiji didn't know what to say. He wanted to be honest with Jun, of all people, but this was huge. He had hid it even from himself, but now ...

Jun could see Aiji's fright, and his eyes softened. "It's okay, Aiji. I just kind of figured ... no one else has said anything about it."

Aiji looked down at the coffee cup in his hands. 

"How do you feel about him?" Jun asked quietly.

Aiji put the coffee cup on the ground before shaking his hands out and running them through his hair. "I don't know ... I just ... don't know. I've been trying so hard to deny it. I ..." He couldn't finish the sentence. He just shook his head.

Jun stepped closer. "So this is what was eating away at you? You like him?"

Aiji tried to find some excuse, but he couldn't. That was the truth, plain and simple. He liked Kirito. He nodded to Jun. 

"You've been pretty upbeat the past few days though ... did something ... happen?" Jun asked carefully. It took Aiji a second, but when he realized what Jun was hinting at, his eyes widened and he turned to the guitarist incredulously. "Nooo!" he said, his mouth a perfect O.

Jun couldn't help it; Aiji's expression was too comical. He laughed right in his face. Watching Jun laugh was infectious ... Aiji caved in and laughed too. Soon, they were laughing so hard that tears came to their eyes. 

Aiji wiped away at the moisture in the corners of his eyes. "I can't believe that you thought that ... that .."

"Don't even say it!" Jun said, chuckling. After they had calmed down a little, Jun smiled at Aiji, glad that the mood had lightened. "Sooo ... what were you happy about?"

Aiji tried to hide his smile, with little success. "It was ... the song, I think ..."

Jun clapped his hands together and gasped, as if he'd discovered something huge. "The one you two wrote together?! Oh my god, that makes so much sense! Why didn't I think of that!" 

"Well I was *hoping* it wasn't that obvious."

Jun smiled. "No wonder it's such a nice song."

Aiji stuck his tongue out.

"No, really! You two should write music together more often," Jun said, smirking. 

Aiji fake-scowled at his friend. "What the hell are *you* thinking?" 

Jun shook his head. "Nothing, nothing. Anyway, what are you going to do now?"

Aiji sighed and hopped off the railing he was sitting on. He picked up his coffee and began walking down the street. "Nothing."

"Nothing?!" Jun asked, running to catch up with the other guitarist. 

"Yup."

"But you can't do *nothing*!" Jun said, waving his arm in a big arc.

"What is there to do?" Aiji said. Jun didn't seem to realize it was rhetorical. 

"*Tell* him!" he said breathlessly. 

Aiji stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and stood face-to-face with Jun. "Are you nuts?! Tell him? Tell *Kirito*?!"

Jun grasped Aiji on both shoulders and stared him square in the eyes. "Yes! ... Tell him, Aiji ..."

Aiji refused to look at Jun. "I don't have a deathwish," he said, almost pouting. 

"What makes you think it'll turn out that bad?" Jun said, sounding so full of hope for Aiji's sake. Aiji sighed, and shook his head, finally looking Jun in the eyes. 

"Jun ... it won't work. It'd be best if I just kept this to myself ..."

"But-" Jun started, looking devastated. 

"No buts ... promise me Jun ... no one finds out about this." 

Jun's mouth slowly pressed into a line, and he nodded his head sadly. Aiji patted him on the shoulder. "Thank you," he said quietly. Then he turned and continued walking down the street. 

Jun felt so sad. How could his best friend just push his feelings of love away? He didn't want Aiji to deny himself a chance at happiness like that. If only he hadn't promised Aiji, he could've confronted Kirito about it. He knew ... he just *knew* that Kirito would take it well, somehow. Jun watched Aiji's back as he walked away. He had to make this work out ... somehow ...

