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It was raining again. 

Jun sighed. It had been raining for the past two weeks, and the gloomy weather only seemed to further strain the atmosphere that the five band members were feeling. Jun clutched the bag of groceries in his hands tighter, his palms sweaty. He'd been a nervous wreck these two weeks, and he knew exactly what the cause of it was. 

Aiji. 

Jun forced himself to breath evenly. He hadn't gotten any sleep the past few days. He would just stay up ... and worry. Worry about his best friend. He knew Aiji didn't want him to get involved, but he couldn't help it. It had gone too far, and Jun just couldn't let this go on anymore. And that's why he was here, on Aiji's doorstep with a bag of groceries in his hand. 

Jun sighed painfully. "Oh Aiji ..." 

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

Two weeks ago. 

Jun had heard that Aiji had finally arrived for the photo shoot. Takeo and Kohta had pointed him toward the dressing room, and he had made his way over, just planning on mock-scolding Aiji for his lateness. Jun had been in such a good mood, and he knew Aiji would be too. They were best friends after all, and good moods always spread. 

Jun got to the dressing room and turned the handle. The door didn't budge. He frowned, jiggling the handle a little and trying to get in. It was locked tight. That's strange, he thought to himself. They never locked these doors. 

He heard a noise on the other side of the door, and wondered what could be going on. He pressed his ear against the door, listening carefully. More muffled noises, but he couldn't tell what it was. 

Suddenly, the door flew open, and Jun stumbled backward. Kirito was glaring at him in the doorway. 

Jun flushed with embarrassment, caught in the act of eaves dropping. 

Kirito didn't say a word, but gave him the deadliest glare as he pushed past the guitarist. Jun automatically shrank away from the vocalist. He was watching Kirito's back as he walked away when he heard another noise in the dressing room. He poked his way inside, curious. 

Jun's eyes widened at what he saw. The room was a complete mess. There were broken bottles on the floor, and the heavy waft of perfume filled the air. But that was nothing compared to when he saw Aiji. 

Aiji was getting dressed, silently fixing his ruffled clothing. There were tears falling down his cheeks, but he made no sign of noticing it; he just continued getting dressed, as if he weren't crying at all. 

Jun gasped, coming up to Aiji. "Aiji ...! What happened?! Wha-" 

"Nothing," Aiji said flatly. He didn't look at Jun, just kept buttoning his shirt. 

Jun was in disbelief. He grabbed Aiji's arms and tried to force Aiji to look at him. "Aiji, please! Tell me what happened! Why are you crying?? Are you hurt Aiji?" Jun stopped when he saw a smear of lipstick on Aiji's lips, and across his cheek. Jun's mind did a double take. "Did Ki- ... did he ...?" 

"Don't touch me!!" Aiji exploded, shoving Jun away from him. 

Jun shook his head slowly, "Aiji ..." 

"This has nothing to do with you, so just mind your own fucking business!!" Aiji screamed. He wrapped his arms around himself, the tears running fresh out his eyes again. 

Jun was on the verge of crying himself. He reached for Aiji again, but Aiji flinched away from his touch. "Just leave me alone ...," he pleaded to Jun between his ragged breaths. 

Jun covered his mouth with his hands, suddenly feeling nauseous. He stumbled away from Aiji, and ran out of the room. 

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

Jun stared at the closed door in front of him. They hadn't spoken since then. Aiji refused to speak to any of them, and Kirito was just as evasive. Jun couldn't stand it anymore. He knew that they were still ... involved. Jun winced. He didn't know what to call it. Yes, they were sleeping together, he was almost sure of it. But how could that be? 

How could Aiji let it continue, when it was so obviously tearing him apart? He would show up for practice like a corpse, his eyes puffy and bloodshot, not saying a word for the many hours they were together. Then he would leave just as silently as he came, sometimes on his own, sometimes with Kirito. Jun didn't understand it. But he was going to. He demanded to know. 

It *is* my business Aiji, he thought to himself. I won't let you do this to yourself anymore ... 

He raised his fist and knocked loudly on Aiji's door. 

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

Aiji lay on his bed, staring up at the ceiling. He felt dead, numb. There were no thoughts running through his mind. Just the deafening silence. He didn't hear the knocking on his door. Nor did he hear the key turning in the lock as someone let themself into his apartment. He did know that someone was there, though. Standing outside the doorway of his bedroom. He didn't have to hear anymore. He *felt* it. He closed his eyes and turned his head, waiting for Kirito to come for him again. Instead, he felt a weight settle on the edge of his bed. He waited still, the darkness of his room the only comfort for him now. 

"I want to know, Aiji," came the tiny whisper in the otherwise silent room. 

Aiji's eyes snapped open, but he didn't move from where he lay. "Jun ..." 

"I want to know," he said loudly this time, with more force. Aiji could hear the falter in Jun's voice. He was really upset. It didn't matter any more though, not now. 

"There's nothing to know." Aiji said, his voice dry and hoarse from the crying. There was constant crying ... every day, and every night ... 

"Like hell, Aiji!! Why do you even try to lie to me?! You need to tell me what's happening, Aiji, I deserve to know!!" Jun was nearly yelling now. Aiji had never heard Jun speak this way. He'd never seen Jun so angry and so upset. Somewhere inside, he felt that familiar ache, but it was only drowned out by the numbness. Everything was taken by the numbness eventually. Aiji's dry lips moved on their own, without him even thinking. "It doesn't matter anymore ... not anymore, Jun ... nothing ... matters ..." 

Jun launched himself onto the bed and began shaking Aiji roughly by the shoulders. 

"You son of a bitch, how can you say that?! How can you say that to me?! Can't you think about me for even just a second?! I have been worried *sick* about you, Aiji!! I don't know what you think you're doing with Kirito, but it's *killing* you Aiji!! Look at me!! I won't let you do this to yourself!! God damn you!!" Jun yelled, finally bursting into tears. He let go of Aiji and sank back on his heels, his face in his hands, and he cried. 

Aiji felt it like a stab in the chest. Jun was worried about him, Jun was crying because Aiji had pushed him away, because something terrible was happening and Jun had no idea what. Aiji sat up and watched as Jun continued to cry on his bed. Aiji didn't know what to do, so he did the only thing he could think of. He pushed the hair away from Jun's face and whispered, "I'm sorry." 

Jun pulled the hands away from his face, the tears still streaming down his cheeks. 

"Just tell me Aiji ... please ... I didn't mind before, but this time is different. I'm so worried about you ... please, just tell me what's happening ... what's going on between you and Kirito?" Aiji cringed when he heard Kirito's name. He turned away from Jun. "I ... he ..." 

Aiji couldn't find the words. It hurt too much. 

"You're sleeping with him?" Jun asked. 

"Yes," Aiji whispered. 

"But why ...? Why is it making you this way? I thought you loved him," Jun said quietly. 

This time, it was Aiji's turn to break down and cry. The tears just exploded out of his eyes as his body was wracked with tremors. The second he did, Jun wrapped his arms tightly around Aiji and pulled him close. "I do," Aiji said, grasping desperately to Jun. "I do love him! I love him so much, but he ... he doesn't love me, Jun. But he ... and I can't say no ... I can't say no to him. I'd give him anything if it meant he would be with me for just a little longer. Oh god, it hurts so much," he choked out, burying himself against Jun's chest. 

Jun held him tightly, stroking his back gently as Aiji cried himself out. This had been eating away at Aiji, no, at both of them, for the past two weeks, and it was finally time to let it all out. Jun took a deep breath. It was time to do something about it. 

"Aiji ... I know you love him ... but look at what this is doing to you. It hurts me to see you like this. And not just me, Takeo and Kohta are worried about you too. We've never seen you like this, Aiji. It's not who you are. Please ... for us ... for yourself ... break this off." 

Aiji let out a strangled cry. "I can't! I can't, Jun! I can't be without him-" 

"Yes you can," Jun reassured him, speaking softly into Aiji's ear. "You don't need him, Aiji. He's hurting you, can't you see that? You have to." 

Jun waited to hear what Aiji had to say, but Aiji was silent. Jun was glad. It meant he was at least thinking about it. Aiji's crying had quieted, and his breathing was slowing down ever so slightly. Jun continued to stroke his hair and his back, rocking him gently like a child. He heard Aiji whisper against his chest. 

"I'm sorry, Jun." 

Jun shook his head, his arms squeezing Aiji tighter. "I'm sorry too, Aiji ... I feel like it's partly my fault ... for telling you to go to him ..." 

"No ... no, it's not your fault Jun ... I'm the one who kept this going ..." 

Aiji was silent again for a moment, then whispered again. "You know ... I thought that ... maybe if I stayed with him ... if I gave him everything he wanted ... he'd realize that he was wrong ... he would learn ... to love me." 

Jun shut his eyes. He felt his friend's pain. "I know Aiji ... but you see now, don't you? You can't make someone love you." 

Aiji sniffled, clutching Jun closer. "I know ..." 

"Then ... you'll ...?" 

Aiji nodded. 

"...Owaru." 

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

Aiji lay in his bed again. It was so quiet, so peaceful, and yet he felt his body couldn't rest. He just stared at the moon outside his window, listening to the soft pattering of the rain. 

Jun had offered to spend the night on the couch, and keep Aiji company. Aiji had refused, insisting he just needed some time alone, to get some rest. It was a terrible lie. He would never get rest now, after what they had talked about. He only wanted Jun out of the apartment, because he knew Kirito would come. He always did, on the nights they were both alone, he'd let himself into Aiji's apartment, and crawl softly onto Aiji's bed, and wake Aiji with a searing kiss if Aiji had fallen asleep. The only word he'd say was Aiji's name, and that's all he'd need to say. 

Aiji was drifting off when he felt someone else's presence in the room. "Kirito ...," 

he whispered. He wondered if Kirito could hear the pain in his voice the way he could hear it. If Kirito did, he'd never said anything. The pain had been there since that day two weeks before. 

He felt the weight on his bed, heard the soft breaths as Kirito made his way toward where Aiji lay. Kirito straddled his hips, leaning down slowly until their lips touched. 

"Aiji," he whispered, before laying kisses on Aiji's face, on his cheek, and down to his neck. 

Aiji tensed beneath Kirito, his hands balling into fists against the bed sheets. He was trying to say something, anything, but the words wouldn't form. They seemed to melt away with the softness of Kirito's kisses. "Kirito, I ... " 

Kirito smiled, his lips making a lazy trail across Aiji's collar bone. He inched his way down Aiji's body, pushing the sheets away only a little bit at a time. Each time, a little more flesh was revealed, and he'd take his time kissing it, before moving further down. 

Aiji strained against it, but he wasn't able to move, wasn't able to stop Kirito from doing what he was. "Kirito, please ..." 

Kirito had reached Aiji's navel, and he dipped his tongue in playfully. Aiji's skin was burning from the contact, but his mind was screaming against it. "Don't ...," he tried to plead, the words escaping him. 

Kirito smiled as he pushed the sheets down just a little bit more, his lips resting on the bone of Aiji's hip. "Don't what, Aiji?" he whispered against Aiji's skin. His hands slowly slipped under the sheets, and gradually pushed Aiji's legs apart. 

Aiji couldn't breath, but when he felt Kirito about to move his lips lower, he finally found the words. 

"Stop it! I can't do this Kirito," he said, jumping away from Kirito's touch. 

Kirito was stunned, his mouth ajar. "What do you mean?" 

Aiji sat up slightly, pulling the sheets ups again self-consciously. "I mean ... I can't do this anymore ... please ... just ... leave me alone." He pulled his knees up and wrapped his arms around himself, hiding his face from Kirito. The tears were coming to his eyes again, and he couldn't bare to let Kirito see him this way. 

"Please," he begged under his breath, so softly that Kirito nearly missed it. "Please, just leave ..." 

Kirito didn't say a word. He took one long last look at Aiji before crawling off the bed. When he heard Aiji's soft sobbing, he turned around, ready to say something, but he stopped. He turned and left Aiji there without another look back. 

Aiji lay back in bed, not believing what he had just done. How had he managed to turn Kirito away? All the times before, Aiji had known how much it was hurting him, to be with someone who didn't love him, but he'd convinced himself that it didn't matter; as long as he had Kirito there beside him, it didn't matter if he returned his love or not. But now ... now it was really over. He felt the pain inside his heart more than ever. 

He sighed heavily. He still felt Kirito's soft kisses, his whole body warmed by the traces they left behind. When Kirito touched him, he could always pretend that Kirito actually loved him, that he wanted him forever, and that he'd still be there when Aiji woke up. Slowly, Aiji's hand traced the pattern that only moments before was made by Kirito's lips. Before, he could pretend ... 

His hand slowly trailed down beneath the sheets, and Aiji's eyes squeezed shut, the tears forced out of them. He couldn't pretend now. 

He had never felt so empty in his entire life. 

