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Jun wandered through the studio, humming happily to himself. In his hand he clutched the handle of a small shopping bag, which he swung back and forth as he practically skipped down the hall. He couldn't wait to find Aiji. He couldn't forget how much fun the two of them had when they went drinking together, so that day he had decided to give something to Aiji. He'd found something perfect in an antique store window, and he just *knew* Aiji would love it as much as he did. 

Jun rounded a corner and came up to one of the closed rooms, knowing that Aiji was inside with Kirito finishing up their new song. Jun could feel his heart thumping in his chest with excitement, and without so much as a knock, he flung the door of the room open and gave the two men a beaming smile. 

"Aiji!!! I've been looking for you! There's something I want to-" 

"Do you *mind*?!" Kirito said angrily, cutting the guitarist's speech short. Kirito and Aiji were seated across from each other, Aiji having stopped playing the guitar in his lap when Jun interrupted. 

"Eh, I-" Jun stumbled out, visibly shrinking away from the angry vocalist. Aiji watched on with wide eyes, speechless. He'd seen Kirito angry before, but he'd never seen him lash out at anyone verbally, especially someone as mild-mannered as Jun. 

Kirito cut off Jun once again. "Can't you see we're busy here?! God *DAMN*, Jun!!" 

Jun's face fell, and he bowed his head. "Go ... gomen," he managed, before backing out and shutting the door softly. 

Kirito let out an angry sigh after Jun had gone, and turned back to Aiji. He couldn't read the expression on Aiji's face. "What?" 

Aiji looked down at his guitar. "You didn't have to do that," he said uncertainly. He wasn't in the practice of telling Kirito he disapproved, but he felt the need to stand up for Jun. 

Kirito looked at the face Aiji was making as he plucked at his guitar. He pressed his lips together, a strange feeling in his chest. Aiji wouldn't make that face if it was anyone but Jun. He stood from his seat suddenly, the chair screeching against the floor. 

The sound made Aiji jump a little, and he looked up at Kirito. "Maybe I did," Kirito mumbled as he left the room. 

Aiji watched Kirito go, confused. What did he mean by that? 

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

Kirito stalked down the hall, making his way to one of the other rooms that the band used frequently. He found the door to it slightly ajar, and he was about to step into the room, his hand on the door handle, when he heard voices inside. 

"I don't understand why he blew up at me like that ..." 

Kirito's grip on the handle tightened, and he pulled the door closed a little more, only leaving it open a crack so he could hear the conversation without being seen. He heard someone popping open a soda can. 

"Hey, don't sweat it, you know how he gets when he's writing music," Kohta said, before taking a long swig of his drink. 

"I guess ...," Jun murmured. 

"So what's in the bag?" Kohta asked, pointing toward the little shopping bag Jun still held. 

"Oh, this!" Jun said excitedly, bringing the bag up for Kohta to see. "I thought I'd get Aiji a present! Want to see it?" he asked. Kohta raised his eyebrows. "A present, huh? Yeah sure, let's see it." 

Jun smiled and pulled a little box out of the bag. He opened it up and very carefully pulled out the contents of the box. He held it up in the palms of his hands. "Isn't it beautiful?" he asked quietly, as if in awe of the precious gift in his hands. In his palms sat a small silver music box, with intricate carvings all along the outside. It sat on tiny legs, and had a key in the shape of a rose poking out of the back. 

Kohta whistled and poke a finger towards it, hesitating to touch it. Jun laughed and lifted the lid of the music box. A soft song immediately filled the room for a few moments. Everyone, even Kirito, held their breath as the lovely song played in the suddenly silent room. It ended abruptly when Jun clapped the lid closed again. "Isn't it great? Aiji's going to love it!" 

"It looks expensive," Kohta commented. He smirked and crossed his arms at Jun. "So what did Aiji do to deserve a gift like this?" 

"Nothing!" Jun frowned, his cheeks turning pink. "He's my friend, was it so wrong to think of him?" 

"It's the -way- you're thinking of him that worries me," Kohta teased. 

Jun made an exasperated noise as he put the present back in the box. "Very funny," he said sarcastically. 

Kohta laughed and patted Jun on the shoulder. "I'm sure he'll love it." 

Jun gave a tiny smile. "Thanks." 

Kirito backed away from the door, a dark expression on his face. He'd heard enough. 

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

It was later that day. Aiji and Takeo sat on a couch, talking casually about one thing or another, as Takeo spun his drumsticks in his hands. Kirito sat at a table, drinking a cup of coffee as he looked over the day's newspaper. It was the calm atmosphere the band usually had after a day of working in the studio. The calm was quickly shattered when the door to the room was thrown open suddenly, slamming against the wall with a loud bang. Aiji and Takeo jumped at the explosive noise, but Kirito didn't even look up. 

A frantic looking Jun stood in the doorway. He seemed as if on the verge of tears, and he stood for a moment struggling to catch his breath before he managed to speak, his voice rattled. "The ... the ... music box ...!!" he managed to say, before bursting into tears. 

Aiji immediately jumped from his seat and ran to the other guitarist. "Jun! Are you all right?? What's wrong?! What's the matter?!" he said in a rush of words, grasping at Jun's arms. Jun threw himself into Aiji's arms, curling against the other man's chest. "I ... I ... the music box ... I left it ... but when I came back ... it was ... broken ... on the floor! I don't know how it happened! I swear, I put it back in the box, Aiji, I swear!!" Jun sobbed. 

Aiji was confused, but he wrapped Jun in his arms, trying to reassure him gently by whispering into his ear. 

Takeo watched the scene in utter disbelief. He looked over to Kirito with wide eyes. 

Kirito hadn't looked up from his newspaper. He calmly sipped his coffee as he turned another page.

