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When Kohta awoke from his dream-filled sleep, sunlight was streaming richly through his blinds once again; and by the look of the daylight, it was definately not early in the morning. His body felt sticky with the film of moisture that had collected on his skin by the humidity of his room, and he felt a little too warm for comfort at the places where he held Jun close to his body with a loving embrace. 

Although he would love to stay in this horizontal position with Jun close to him for a few more hours, he decided he should get up rather than drown the poor man with his sweat. Carefully he removed his grip around Jun; being carefull not to wake him, and got up slowly from the bed, cursing Japan's humidity. 

Kohta gazed down at the sleeping form on his bed. Jun looked so innocent--almost angelic--to Kohta. It made Kohta regret waking up in the first place, but he knew there would be many more nights to come where he would have Jun in his arms as long as he wished. 

It took Kohta awhile, but he was finally able to take his eyes off Jun long enough to slip on a light-weight cotton yukata of white and grey design. Hot as it may be, he didn't feel like running around his apartment in the buff all morning. Before exiting his bedroom, he thoughtfully laid out another cotton yukata, in pale brown and navy blue color, on the bed beside his sleeping lover. 

Kohta walked dazily down the hall to his next destination: the kitchen. He hadn't had any dinner the night before, unless you count, well... let's not go there. But Kohta was hungry, dammit! And if it's one thing that Kohta can't stand, it's having an empty stomache. 

Kohta stared blankly at the contents of his cupboards, which happened to be a couple of year-old canned goods and Instant Meals. (Quite typical of the single male in his twenties.) Grumbling about needing to go to the grocery store, Kohta decided to settle with a small banana that was browning nicely on the counter. It was almost 11:00, so he'd have some lunch soon anyways. 

He was chewing nicely on the half-eaten, ripened banana, when his pleasant little brunch was oh-so-rudely disturbed by a soft knocking on the door. 'Why do these kids have to sell crap at such an hour?! Shouldn't they be in school??' Kohta griped sliently to himself as a treaded almost stubbornly to answer the door. He didn't really feel like putting up with whoever was on the other side, but he didn't want the unknown person to start up the incessant doorbell-ringing routine that would cause his precious Jun to wake. 

Without even bothering to see who it was first, Kohta opened the door and gave the person on the opposite side a look that could traumatize a 3-year-old for the rest of his life. However, Kohta found that his look was being reflected right back at him as an obviously-angry Takeo stood a few inches from the arch of the door with his arms crossed at his chest and his weight shifted to one leg. 

"Oh! Good morning, Takeo!" Kohta said in an innocent manner, while nearly choking on the peice of banana in his mouth. 

Without out even bothering to return the greeting, Takeo pushed his way past Kohta and entered the apartment. However angry Takeo might be at the moment, he still had the curtosy to remove his shoes (more like he ripped the shoes from his feet, threw them to the ground, and nearly hit one of Kohta's potted plants in the corner with his left shoe.) 

"Sit down!!" Takeo gestured for Kohta to sit his ass down on the living room couch, and, fearing for his life, Kohta gladly obeyed as he swallowed the last peice of his banana. 

Kohta nearly cowered on the cushion farthest from Takeo's standing point and looked up nervously, wondering just what the Hell he did to piss off the drummer -this- time. 

"So, are you -purposely- trying to make your brother have a nervous break-down??" For someone who looked as utterly pissed as Takeo, the question came out a lot softer than Kohta expected. 

Kohta had to think about that question awhile. His poor little brain just could -not- function properly less than an hour from the time he woke up. "Am I... what???" 

"You heard me, dammit. Now what the Hell made you think you're good enough to skip practice again??" 

"Practice..?? Oh... SHIT! I missed practice!!!" 

"Yeah, 'oh shit' is right! Do you have any idea what kinda of emotional crap your brother is going through right now? He's crying his eyes out because his own damned brother won't show up for practice. And don't -even- get me started on Jun. I'm gonna pay his no-show ass a visit after this." 

Kohta gulped audibly. He knew how much Kirito hated when he didn't show up, but he honestly didn't mean to skip out on practice this time. He just plain forgot. And Jun. What would Takeo do when he went to Jun's apartment to find no answer? 

"Well??" Takeo looked over at Kohta impatiently. "What's your excuse this time??" 

Kohta searched and searched his mind for a satisfactory answer, but came up with nothing and lowered his gaze to the floor in shame. 

Of course, Kohta didn't really need to say anything to Takeo in explaination at all. For Jun had woken up by now from the voices in the other room, and seeing that Kohta was no longer embracing him as before, he assumed Kohta had gone off in the other room to watch some television. Jun noted the yukata which was laid out nicely for him, and hugged it tightly to his chest before wrapping it around his slender body. 

Jun groggily made his way down the hallway in his foreign surroundings. He wished Kohta had stayed with him... he was still so sleepy. At last, he narrowed down Kohta's location to the living room, and strided in to see his Kohta sitting on the couch (and apparently -not- seeing Takeo in the entrance way). 

"Ohayou... Kohta-chan! I was wondering where you escaped to!" Jun said in a cute, loving voice. 

The blood felt as if it had drained from Kohta's head completely as he returned Jun's greeting with a look that could only be decribed as that of someone who had seen a ghost. "Jun..." 

"So glad you could join us, Jun." Said a third voice. 

The guitarist knew that voice, and spun around to verify. Sure enough, there was Takeo, standing in entrance way, giving Jun a not-so-friendly expression. 

"Well, Kohta. It looks like you didn't have to answer that question after all. This explains it. It explains it perfectly." Takeo said with an tone of disgust. "I feel sorry for the both of you when you have to look into Kirito's eyes again." 

Takeo swung around and was about to leave, but was stopped by a firm grasp on his shoulder that wouldn't let him leave. 

"Onegai.." Jun pleaded, "Don't tell anyone about this.. I beg you, Takeo! You're one of my best friends.. please don't do this to Kohta and me." 

"Do you honestly think that I should cut you some slack after all the shit you -alone- have put Kirito through these past few weeks?" Takeo turned around to look Jun coldy in the eyes. 

Jun could feel his cheeks begin to burn as the tears started to gather at the corners of his eyes. "Takeo... PLEASE! Don't do this! It would only make things worse than they are already..." 

Takeo couldn't help but feel sorry for Jun. He never really was one to disobey anyone's wishes when it had to do with the band, and he couldn't deny the wish of this man who was clinging to him with tears on his eyes. 

"Okay. I'll keep my mouth shut about it this time. But I'm warning you; unless you intend for Kirito to go on a rampage, I suggest you two had better show up to practice tomorrow morning." Takeo's words were a relief to both Kohta and Jun, and with that, Takeo exited and shut the door quietly behind him. 

Jun sighed loudly in relief and sunk down to a sitting position on the floor, pulling his knees up and burying his face in the soft cotton material of his adorning garment. 

The other man got up from his position of the couch and walked over to Jun quietly. Carefull not to fall over in his drowsy state, Kohta sat down beside Jun and wrapped his arms around him in an attempt to comfort the distraught man. 

Jun looked up at his lover and brushed a few strands of hair from his forehead. "What are we gonna do...? Kirito is going to kill us.." Jun sighed and leaned over to rest his head on Kohta's shoulder. 

"Everything will be better soon, Jun." 

"I hope you're right, Kohta-chan..." 

'Me too, Jun.' Kohta thought to himself. No matter how much he imagined Kirito would be forgiving for the practice no-shows, he was sure Kirito would never forgive him for taking the one man Kirito loved from his grasp. Jun. *** 

It had been a long day for Aiji. Really long. His head was pounding from what he considered the worst headache in the world, and he knew that his eyelids were screaming to be shut. It was 11 at night now, and he began longing for his warm, comfy bed at home where he could get some of his much-needed sleep. 

Aiji had been at Kirito's house since he drove him home from the band practice which had never happened. He had managed to stop Kirito's uncontrollable crying within an hour of when Takeo had left, but he hadn't gotten Kirito to a more chipper state of mind. Throughout the day, Kirito had stayed on the same cushion of the leather couch that decorated his living room nicely, save the times he got up to go to the bathroom or wander aimlessly around the apartment for non-existant things. 

Aiji hated seeing his friend like this. He knew how stressed Kirito got when they had released their last album, but he'd never seen him quite as emotionally unbalanced as this before. Perhaps the recent no-shows at practice had just been the straw that broke the camel's back to Kirito, but Aiji had a hunch that there was something more to Kirito's behavior. He'd been like this since the last time the whole band had showed up for practice. 

"Ne.. Kirito!" Aiji felt the need to bring his bandmate out of a stupor. The poor thing, he'd been blankly watching the same informercial for the past 45 minutes now. 

Kirito turned his gaze slowly towards the owner of the voice. "Yeah..?" His tone was so soft and full of sorrow, that it almost depressed Aiji to hear. 

"I'm sure they'll show up for practice tomorrow, ne..." It was a stupid subject for Aiji to bring up again, but being the social butterfly that Aiji was, he brought up the first topic that came to mind. 

There was a short silence after Aiji's spoken words. Kirito, lowering his head, solemnly stared at his sock-adorned feet on the floor. "How do you know? Everyone hates me...that's why no one shows up anymore..." 

Although no sound was made, the tears seemed to have found their way to Kirito's dark, charcoal eyes once again as they now flowed freely. Perhaps Kirito made no sound because he just didn't care enough anymore. For him, the world had ended last week when he came onto Jun at practice, and when Jun had rejected him; coldly and bitterly rejected him. The memory was singed deeply into a pattern on Kirito's mind fresh as if it had happened only a few hours prior to his current scene in the living room. 

Reminiscing on Jun's reaction to the kiss that Kirito had placed lightly on his cheek, and with so much tenderness and emotion, Kirito's heart began to ache more than it had at the initial occurance. He had opened up to Jun, shown him how much he truly cared for him, but Jun rejected his feelings... rejected him. He even had the nerve to run out on him as if Kirito had done something terrible. The flood of memories brought an unbearable weight to the vocalist's heart, and he allowed himself to let out a sob full of the pain he was feeling. 

Aiji took this opportunity to reposition himself closer to Kirito on the couch. He felt such a deep sympathy for his friend, and quickly took the smaller man in his arms. Kirito clinged to Aiji's embrace almost needingly, which was startling at first, as Kirito was known to be the least affectionate one of the group. 

"Kirito... no one hates you." Aiji's voice was barely above a whisper, but the vocalist, upon hearing it, responded with a light squeeze to Aiji's slender form. 

So many words came to Aiji's mind. For so long, he had wanted to tell Kirito how much he truly cared for him... how much he wanted to be with him... how much he wanted to love him.... The only thing that stopped him was that he knew how Kirito felt about Jun. Atleast, it was what Aiji assumed that Kirito felt about Jun. 

Aiji sighed softly at his own greif, and rested his head gently atop Kirito's as he leaned back against the couch, taking Kirito with him, in a more comfortable position. The vocalist's hair felt so smoothe against Aiji's cheek. 

Aiji closed his eyes and tightened his embrace on the body he was holding. His eyelids beckoned him to fall asleep, tantalizing him with the promises of sweet, peacefull dreams. He couldn't help but imagine that Kirito was -his- to hold, and his alone. He knew that he could treat Kirito with love, respect, and everything that he could ever need. But there was still Jun. Aiji knew that Kirito wanted Jun... not him... not ever him. If only he knew the truth how Jun had rejected Kirito... 

The silky, soot-colored hair of the head beneath Aiji's cheek was calling out to him. Aiji was too tired to think logically, and so mabye that's why he raised his hand to run it through Kirito's hair like he did, but it was so soft.. so angelic.. and so soothing. How could he resist? 

As Aiji ran his hand through Kirito's hair, Kirito felt the a foreign sense of security in Aiji's arms. For a moment, the weight he had carried on his chest for so long was lessening, and he now felt the familiar sense of belonging. Yet he, too, began to feel the his eyelids being lured with the desire to sleep, and the desire to recover from all the crying. 

Here, in Aiji's arms, Kirito felt safe. His crying had stopped completely, and Kirito was listening to the slow, steady breathing of Aiji's chest. He could tell by the rythm at which it beat, that poor Aiji had fallen asleep. He couldn't blame him, they'd both had such a long day. 

Kirito shifted around a bit in Aiji's embrace so as to be situated more comfortably. Much against his wishes, his eyelids fluttered closed softly. He was tired... so tired. Numerous memories flashed inside his closed eyes, but he payed little attention to them. He was content for now, here in Aiji's embrace. Emotions came over Kirito to which he couldn't place a name, and before long, he had joined Aiji in his quiet slumber. 

