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***** 

An irratatingly warm light shone across the single body which was sprawled haphazardly across the bedsheets. Strands of deep brown hair lie matted with moisture around the edge of this sleepy form's face. The bedroom was pretty much silent, mind the quiet rustling of bed sheets now being caused by the slowly-waking figure. 

Jun's eyes darted open as he squinted to discern the time on the alarm clock: 10:30 in the morning. "Shit.. Not again!!" Jun cursed as he realized he was late for practice. Two hours late. He made a mental note to himself to buy a new alarm clock as he reluctantly crawled out of bed . "And why the Hell is it so hot in here?!" The question was directed more towards the clothes on the floor than to the air conditioning which had probably blown a fuse. Again. Damn this heat wave... 

Nearly tripping over the phone cord and uttering more inaudible profanity as he stepped on a fallen wall tack, the guitarist finally made his way to the bathroom to start his morning shower. Looking in the mirror, he wondered to himself why he didn't wake up earlier on his own. "Maybe I just needed the rest..." Jun said as he noticed the bags under his eyes. Preparing to release a new album was no easy job for a band, and now with the tour coming, the members of Pierrot were averaging 4-5 hours of sleep per night. If they were lucky, that is. 

'Oh well,' he thought with a grin on his face as he waited for the shower to warm up. 'It was only a practice..' The grin slowly faded when he stepped in the shower as he began to think of how Kirito would react to today's abscence. After all, this was the second practice in a row which Jun had missed. 'It's not like I do this everytime... I'm just a little more stressed now, that's all.' Jun thought to himself. However, he had a feeling that neither Kirito nor the other band members were going to go easy on him this time. 

*** 

"Well, I guess I owe them an apology ne.." Jun said to himself as he picked up the phone. He decided to call Kirito first, just to get it over with. Jun sighed deeply as the line rang for the third time. 'He probably knows it me... that's why he won't answer...' Jun thought. He was about to give up and call someone else, when he heard the other line pick up. 

"Moshi moshi?" 

"Hi.. Kirito. It's Jun. I--" 

"Forget about it. Kohta didn't show up for practice either. Lousy brother... We all went home early. Not much you can do with only three members present.." 

"Oh.. ok. Sorry though, I just overslept because the alarm didn't go off..." 

"Really Jun, it's -not- a problem," the vocalist said in a somewhat exasperated tone. "Just make sure to come next time." 

"Hai.." 

"Please excuse me Jun, I'm busy and can't really talk right now." 

There was a short silence between the two, broken by Jun who apologized once more and hung up. Jun looked in dismay at the phone receiver. 'Things just aren't the same, are they, Kirito?' he thought. Ever since Kirito had come onto him in private a few practices ago, Jun could barely look him in the eyes... let alone have a normal conversation with him. Why did it have to be -him-? Why couldn't Kirito show feelings for someone -else-? 

Well, Kirito seemed to be handling his rejection from Jun well. Atleast, he acted like he was okay with it. Kirito was always so hard for Jun to understand, even though he'd known him for so many years. There was something in that blank expression he wore so often, that made him such a mystery. One could ponder hours over what Kirito was thinking at any given moment... but not Jun. No, Jun had a different man running through his mind. 

Jun let out a deep sigh as he twirled his finger through the phone cord. "This day is really turning to crap.." he said outload. Leaving the twisted cord to unravel itself, Jun sat himself down heavily onto the couch, closed his eyes, and sunk his face into his hands. He sat a long while in the same frustrated position, moving only to lift his head and dazily look around his room at the items which appeared to have errupted from his closet. Jun certainly wasn't the tidiest person in the world. 

With nothing else to do, Jun decided to call Kohta and inquire why he, too, had missed the day's practice. Jun's heart beat began to quicken as he dialed the last two digits of the bassist's number. He hoped to God that his voice wouldn't give off any hint nervousness when he spoke. 

The phone rang. Once, twice, thrice... Jun didn't know how much more of this waiting he could endure. It seemed like an eternity. 

"..H-hello??" The person on the other end of the line finally picked up. 

"Hi, Kohta. It's Jun... is something wrong?" 

"Uh.. no, nothing. Why?" To Jun, Kohta seemed either bored out of his mind, or partially braindead. 

"No reason... I was just curious. Kirito told me you missed practice. I did, too... again." 

"Ah, okay. Yeah.. I was feeling sick this morning, so I decided to give myself a break and continue sleeping." Here Kohta paused a moment to cough. "I'm fine now though, really." 

Jun grinned to himself. "You don't sound so sure of your last statement, if you ask me!" 

"Well, I -didn't- ask you. But I suppose that I'm not completely over this bug yet.." 

"Sou ka.." An idea clicked in Jun's subconcious mind. "Ne.. why don't you let me come over and take care of you? I could make you a remedy for that cough. You shouldn't have to be there all alone while your sick, either. Besides... It's not like I have anything to do today since there's no practice. And--" 

Kohta cut off Jun before he had any more time to continue. "Ok. As long as it gets you to stop rambling, come on over." 

Jun all but sprinted out his apartment door and downstairs to his car after the phone conversation with Kohta came to an end. Finally, Jun would be able to spend some time with his bleach-haired bandmate. So many schemes and ideas raced through Jun's whirring little mind that he almost forgot to put the car in reverse before he backed out of the lot. "Baka!" Jun chirped at his own reflection in the rear view mirror. 

Jun studied his features in the mirror and wondered just how Kohta saw him. Jun had been denying his feelings for bassist for quite some time, but soon came to realize that denile was only torturing him more. He decided, perhaps not today, that he would show Kohta his new feelings towards him. Only thing was, he was afraid of the likely rejection, and the loss of his precious freindship with Kohta that would result from the it. 
