Title: Incendiary Relations, part 3
Author: Kaye
Email: psychokirito@aol.com 
Pairing: Kohta x Jun, hinted Kirito x Jun 
Long into the night, Jun stirred slightly against the warm body which embraced him in the stillness. Jun had been awake for awhile now, and was still exhausted, but his mind was running a thousand miles an hour and allowed him no peace. Dazily his eyes wandered along the curves of Kohta's body which hid themselves slighty under the protective bedsheet, and eventually he rested his gaze on Kohta's calm, sleeping face. To Jun, Kohta looked as if he were having beautiful dreams. Of course, Jun viewed -anything- relating to Kohta as "beautiful." 

As Jun lie there in the dark of the late evening, he began to worry over matters that he couldn't bare to come to terms with. What if Kohta changed his mind about Jun and his current "arrangement" when he woke up in the morning? Would Kohta still remember the flood of emotions and pleasure he experienced with Jun? Would he still even care for Jun? Or was this only a spur-of-the-moment activity that would never happen between them again? 

As he worried more, Jun almost regretted coming over to Kohta's in the first place. Sure, it was just about the best experience he'd ever had in his entire lifetime, but that small chance that he just ruined the best friendship he has was lingering on his conscience heavily. 

Try as he might, Jun couldn't prevent the small sound that came from his throat as a quiet sob escaped him. Tears flowed from his heavy eyes quietly but steadily over the pale skin of his face. In an attempt to wash away the thoughts from his mind, Jun buried his tear-stained face into Kohta's slender chest, hiding from the fears which hung over his head. 

The new movement next to him caused Kohta to stir and come out of his peacefull sleep slowly. Somewhat disoriented, it took Kohta awhile to realize exactly where he was, but as soon as the memories of his recent afternoon adventure came back into mind, he peered down at the figure who had buried himself in his arms, and smiled to himself slightly as he noted how Jun tried to act as if he were still asleep. 

"Jun..." Kohta whispered softly to his lover. He knew Jun was awake, so he didn't raise his voice any more than was required. 

Jun's faced slowly peeked up from its hiding place against Kohta's body and his eyes looked straight into Kohta's. Jun was hoping that Kohta hadn't heard his quiet sobbing earlier, as he sure as Hell didn't want Kohta to dislike him anymore than he assumed he already did. Unable to look at Kohta any longer without letting tears fall from his eyes, Jun once again buried his face safely into its previous resting place. 

It didn't take a genious to figure out that something was bothering Jun by his current behavior--as well as the fact that the trail from his tears was highlighted nicely in the soft moonlight during the few seconds Kohta caught his gaze. Kohta's heart almost stopped in its place as the worst feeling in the world swept over him: fear. 'What if he's crying because of what we did...? What if he regrets it?' 

"Jun..." Kohta repeated the name again; this time louder and with a tight squeeze in his embrace around Jun's body. 

Jun tilted his head enough to peer at Kohta through his dark and messy hair, almost afraid of what Kohta would say next. 

The bassist released his hold on Jun to bring his hand up and sweep the mass of hair from Jun's face in order to get a good look at his expression. "What's wrong?" 

At this question, Jun's eyes merely fluttered down to the bedsheets as he tried once again to hide his face. Kohta prevented this however, as his hand found a firm, but not over-powering, hold on Jun's chin. "Please... tell me.." 

Jun remained silent for a while, desperately trying to hold back the tears that were soon to come. 'Why can't Kohta just leave me alone right now..?' He was in such a whirlpool of emotions, he didn't even know how to tell Kohta what was on his mind. 

It hurt Kohta, a lot, that the man who he cared about most was holding back on him. He couldn't remember the last time he felt this way about someone, and he was almost sure he had never felt like this before. He only wanted Jun to be happy, but to see him cry.. was heart-breaking for Kohta. 

"What's going to happen to us..." Jun started out in a soft, choked voice, "Tomorrow night... or next week... or next year...?" The pool of tears that had been welling up in Jun's eyes at the start of this question now poured amply down his cheeks. Jun didn't exactly know how to word his question with out saying it in flat out, but he hoped Kohta knew what he meant. 

Kohta was confused at first, staring down at his crying lover beside him. He had no idea what Jun could be talking about. As he was about to question Jun's fears, it clicked in him what the question meant. Would they be together--in eachother's arms again--after this day? 

"Jun.." Kohta released his grip on the guitarist to prop himself up on his side with one arm. "What happened tonight... is what I want every night, if it makes you happy. I care about you... so much. I want you to do what makes you happy.." And Kohta hoped that what -he- wanted to happen would be the same as what Jun wanted to happen. 

"You mean...?" 

"Let me put it this way: These feelings I have for you... they're genuine. Not even in my wildest dreams did I imagine I would have you as close to me as I did today.. and I don't want to live without that now. I want you Jun. I need you. I couldn't bare the thought of not spending another moment with you. And all you have to do is say it--say that you'll let me be with you." 

Jun's eyes looked deep into the other man's, and this time lacking the fear in them. What Kohta said to him, was better than life itself, in Jun's opinion. "Kohta.. you don't know how... good that made me feel inside." The tears ceased their falling and Jun crawled over a few inches towards Kohta, wanting to be as close to him as possible. "I need you too, Kohta." 

With that, Kohta resumed his embrace on Jun, this time holding him even closer than before--if that was even possible. He looked passionately into his lover's eyes and planted a small, innocent kiss upon his forhead, uttering the words Jun longed to hear: "I love you.." 

Jun smiled in spite of himself and gave Kohta's body a slight squeeze at those words. Finally, some one loved him. Someone really, truly loved him. Jun's eyelids were heavy with exhaustion and relief all in the same, but before he and the bassist dozed off for another few hours, he simply looked up towards his new love and said, "I love you, too..." 

*** 

Kirito sat there in the cold metal chair of the dismal room with a look on his face that would scare Satan himself. He hadn't moved positions or changed his expression since about 9 o'clock AM. And it was 10:30 now. Kirito was upset, and had been bitching at everyone and everything from the early hours of this morning. 

Takeo and Aiji had decided that it was safer for them to retire to the other room--out of Kirito's sight. They didn't feel like bothering with Kirito's mood at the moment, and they preferred not becoming victims of his endless, ranting rage like they had at the last band practice. 

"Maybe we should go in and check on him." Takeo said to Aiji as he stared at Kirito through the partially opened door. "He's hasn't moved since the last time I looked... he might have died for all I know!" 

Of course, Takeo's latter comment wansn't to be taken seriously, but both he and Aiji looked at eachother and agreed silently that they should atleast go in and -talk- to Kirito. 

Aiji couldn't help but feel sorry for Kirito as he walked in the room and saw Kirito with the look of murder on his face. Kirito always tried so hard to make his band the best, and though he overreacted sometimes, it was understandable that he was furious about his brother and Jun's newest no-show for practice: this being Kohta's second, and Jun's third. 

Takeo followed closely behind Aiji, almost hiding behing the slender man with his quiet footsteps. He didn't want Kirito to suddenly snap and go berserk on the both of them, so he took a seat next to Aiji on the beat-up vintage couch that their management had so -thoughtfully- purchased for the band last year, and sat, waiting and hoping for Kirito to snap out of his stupor. 

"Ne... Kirito," Aiji was brave, very brave, in Takeo's little mind for daring to start up conversation. 

Kirito gritted his teeth, and turned his view to the two men who had decided to disturb him. His words said nothing, but his looks said it all. Kirito was pissed. Utterly, and royally pissed. 

Aiji gulped loudly. Perhaps he and Takeo should have stayed in the other room where it was safe. 

Kirito's gaze remained on Aiji's face, and quite frankly, Aiji was beggining to feel a little uneasy, and he shifted around a bit on the couch next to Takeo. The look in Kirito's eyes was terrifying. How rare it was that anyone could read Kirito's emotions, but when the occaision happened, one would wish they -couldn't- have read it. 

After what seemed like aeons, Kirito finally let go of his death-look on Aiji and sank his gaze towards the floor. Neither Aiji nor Takeo could see it at first, but tears started to well up in the corners of Kirito's eyes. Only when a soft sob escaped from his lips and his body shook slightly, did the other two realize what was going on. 

Takeo looked over at Aiji with a look of astonishment on his face. Was their stoic band-leader actually... crying? 

Aiji returned Takeo's look of astonishment, and got up from the couch to squat down beside the metal chair which Kirito currently occupied. Aiji looked up at Kirito with sympathy and placed his hand comfortingly on Kirito's shoulder. Kirito's tears increased at this action until he finally moved his hands up to cover his face in shame. 

The sobbing had ceased quite some time later, and Kirito removed his hands to look Aiji blankly in the eyes. That look of anger which had been there before was no loner present. In fact, Kirito's charcoal-colored eyes had resumed their usual blank expression. "What gave me the idea... to think I could handle this band? Was I stupid or something?" 

Aiji didn't know what to say in return to comfort the dark-haired vocalist, and perhaps saying nothing was better for a time like this. He simply sat up on his knees and pulled Kirito close to him for an embrace. As he cooed silent, soothing words to his friend, he could feel Kirito's body begin to shake as the crying resumed once again. 

Takeo sat at the couch watching his friends blanky. Although Takeo looked as if he was off in his own little world, he was carefully taking in the events that he just witnessed. He couldn't remember the last time he had seen Kirito so distraught, and didn't recall seeing him cry before either. He damned Kohta and Jun for causing this latest burden to Kirito, and decided he would go pay Kohta, who was Kirito's own brother, a little visit as he slipped out of the room unnoticed. 

