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Jun had decided it best if he left for home the next morning to change clothes as opposed to showing up at band practice with Kohta in the same clothes he'd been wearing for two days straight. It looked bad enough already that both him -and- Kohta had missed the last two practices in a row, but surely they'd have attention drawn to them if they came in together to practice today. 

So, with a soft kiss to the cheek, then to the lips, and a tight embrace of affection, Jun exited Kohta's apartment and bounced his way downstairs into his car and left. 

Kohta leaned against the frame of the open door and sleepily watched his lover's departure down the small hallway. He and Jun had done pretty much everything -except- sleeping the past few days, and he regretting returning to the normal routine of practice at ungodly hours of the morning. 

With the regret, came a feeling of slight anxiety. Kohta shuddered inwardly when he thought of how things would go after his arrival at practice. Undoubtedly, he'd have his head bitten off by an infuriated brother, and, if he was 'lucky', he'd get a nice long lecture from Takeo on what 'being a part of the band' means. 

"This is gonna be fun..." Kohta said sarcastically, closing the door when Jun's footsteps were heard no more. He looked at the clock: 8AM. He still had another hour until practice started. There was nothing else for Kohta to do except sit around and watch TV--which he didn't want to do--so he decided he'd leave early in order to get a head start on his lecturing from Takeo, who usually arrived the earliest. Perhaps, if he was lucky, the lecturing would end before anyone else arrived, and his embarassment would be spared. 

*** 

Kirito awoke slowly to the soft sound of a heart beating beneath his ears. He became more alert after a few moments and decided that the sun was up from the way the inside of his eyelids glowed a warm red. Lifting his head slowly and cautiously, he opened his eyes to peer down at the body beneath him. Aiji. 

'Nani...?' In the early stages of his waking, it took Kirito awhile to remember what happend. Well, everyone's clothes were still on, so he must not have gotten drunk with Aiji last night. 'Think Kirito, think... oh, yeah...' He remembered he had fallen alseep comfortably in Aiji's arms last night after his emotional maelstrom. 

Poor Aiji. Kirito hoped he wouldn't be mad at him for being such a burden last night. He was so lucky to have a friend who was as good to him as Aiji was. Aiji was always there for him, no matter what. He could tell him his deepest secrets--secrets that he kept even from his own brother--and trust that Aiji would never tell another soul. 

He rested his head against the top of Aiji's chest again, feeling the warm cotton material closely against his cheek. There was one thing that Kirito couldn't tell Aiji. He could never tell him what happened between Jun and him. Jun, his best friend for so many years. There was too much shame in Kirito's mind over the incident, and he felt that Aiji would think less of him when he learned of what happened. His feelings for Aiji were so unique and speacial... he never wanted to lose his respect. 

Closing his eyes tightly to prevent any more tears from falling again, Kirito tried hard to push the memory of Jun's rejection to the back of his mind. Kirito remembered that today's practice would be held at 9 AM. He raised his head again and brought his arm up to check the time on his wrist watch which he'd forgotten to take off last night. It was 8:15, which meant that he and Aiji had about 30 minutes to get themselves ready. 

"Aiji-shyaaaan! Me wo akete!!" The vocalist cooed into Aiji's ear and shook his shoulders slightly in an attempt to wake him up. 

"Hnnn...?" The other man groaned and opened his eyes in a start to see the small charcoal-haired man lying on him. Kirito was peering into his eyes with a new look of contentment that had been lacking for quite some time. 'What the...' 

"Ohayou," Kirito smiled. "Hope I wasn't too heavy for you." 

Aiji chuckled and attempted to push Kirito from his lap, but failed miserably as he still wasn't awake enough yet to function properly. It's not like he minded having this man he adored so close to him, but at such an early hour, and with the goofy look on Kirito's face, it just felt too awkward . He just tilted his head back and gave out a sleep-filled yawn. 

"Nah... you weren't too heavy for me Kirito-chan! You just snored like Hell, that's all." 

"Oh come on! I did not!" 

"How would you know? You were asleep. -I- was the one who was forced to listen to it for half of the night!" 

Kirito tilted his head down and gave Aiji a mock-pouty look. Aiji couldn't help but be amazed at Kirito's new-found giddiness, and let out a long sigh. "You seem much better today." 

"I am. After all, I got to spend time with you, ne. You always make me feel more secure.." Kirito looked down and played with the the hem of Aiji's shirt bashfully. 

He couldn't really remember the last time that he and Aiji had really been able to bond as friends like this, but nothing compared to falling asleep on him last night. He felt so complete and whole when Aiji held him tightly to his body. Perhaps it had just been too long since anyone had ever embraced Kirito with so much affection, that it filled the hole in his heart temporarily with what he needed. He was beggining to feel a new way towards the guitarist--almost as if his feelings had changed over night--but he was sure that this strange feeling he had for Aiji was more than just friendship. 

He was somewhat embarassed about how he was feeling at the moment, and turned his head to the side to avoid eye-contact with Aiji. For although he rarely ever displayed it to the media world, Kirito did actually experience human emotion once in awhile. "Hmm... I should probably get off you now so that we can go to practice ne." 

"That would be a good idea, wouldn't it?" The guitarist replied. 

Kirito rolled his eyes at Aiji's tone and got up from his comfortable resting-place on his band mate. Noticing that neither him nor Aiji had showered or changed their clothes he asked if Aiji would like to shower and change before they left. He had a clean pair of Aiji's clothes in his dresser from the time he had to bring that drunken and vomit-covered man to his house to stay for the night, as Aiji was in no condition to drive himself home. 

"Yeah, maybe I should. You drooled on me last night, anyhow." Well, Aiji sure was a smartass in the morning. 

Kirito mumbled some inaudible phrases under his breath to Aiji, and led him to the bedroom to set out the pair of Aiji's clothes. He wished at that moment that he would have atleast made the bed, or even cleaned the floor a little so that Aiji wouldn't have to risk his health by walking on it. 

He showed Aiji the neccesities of the bathroom: shampoo, soap, towels, ect.. and even started the water for him like a true gentleman! He stood for a moment, as if not knowing what to do next, or perhaps forgetting where he was, and just stared at the man in front of him with an unreadable look in his eyes. 

"Ehto... Kirito-san.. are you planning to join me?" Aiji felt quite awkward with Kirito standing there, and shifted his weight to the other foot. Sure, he wouldn't mind Kirito joining him in a nice, warm, and preferable long shower, but the way that Kirito stared at him worried him a bit. 

A faint blush ran over Kirito's face and he coughed nervously. "Ah, gomen! I'm still tired... don't know what I'm doing!" The vocalist continued a few futile rants before bowing and excusing himself from the bathroom, all the while blushing immensely. 

Kirito closed the bathroom door behind him and leaned against it. 'What the Hell is wrong with me!' He lowered his head in embarassment and proceded to the kitchen to prepare a meal for him and his bandmate. 'Hazukashikatta...' 

*** 

It was about thirty minutes past the hour now, and Kohta was slowly pulling in to the studio lot. It was early, but, as usual, Takeo's car was already in its same old spot. Sometimes he wondered if that man had a life. Kohta got out of his car after he parked, slamming the door behind him. He leaned back against the vehicle and took in a deep breath. It wasn't that he dreaded facing Takeo or his brother that day, but he felt such a foreboding air around him, that made his anxiety build up like mad. 

'Oh well' Kohta just shrugged it off and proceded in to the studio. Passing through the doors and down a hallway or two, he finally found the room where Takeo was setting up. 

"Morning, Kohta!" Takeo chirped without even looking up from his drum set. By the tone of Takeo's voice, Kohta could breath a sigh of relief. Apparently, Takeo was over being furious with his truent bandmate. 

Kohta strided over to the area where Takeo was setting up, and set his equipment up on the floor as well. He could hear Takeo next to him clear his throat, and stop what he was doing. Kohta, too, stopped what he was doing as he felt Takeo's eyes fixated on his body. Kohta turned slowly to looked up at the man next to him. "Something you want, Takeo?" 

There was a short pause, with Takeo's eyes still looking in to Kohta's. "Do you have any idea how much your new... activities... are going to hurt your brother?" 

"What are you talking about? He only had a small crush on Jun!" 

"No... he didn't." Takeo said softly as he got up and went into the adjacent room. 

The bassist sat on the floor for a moment think over Takeo's words before he got up and went after him. Walking into the room, he saw that Takeo was sitting on management's idea of a 'good, quality couch' taking a drink from his water bottle. 

Kohta riduculed the couch a moment in his mind, then resided on the cushion next to Takeo. "Neh.. Takeo.. what do you mean he didn't have a crush on Jun?" 

"I meant exactly that. He didn't have a crush on Jun." 

A look of puzzlement swept over Kohta's face and he scrutinized the other man's, looking for an answer. "But--" 

"He didn't have a crush on him. He was in love with him, Kohta." 

By these words, Kohta lowered his head down and fixed his gaze on the floor. The room had fallen silent until Kohta once again brought words to the air. "How do you know that he... loved him?" 

A long, dawn-out sigh passed Takeo's lips as he began to tell Kohta all he knew. He told the way he saw how unhappy Kirito was when Jun wasn't around, the music sheets he had found in the garbage can with "Jun" scribbled all over them in Kirito's hand-writing, and lastly, the incident that had happened a few practices ago. 

Kirito didn't know about it, but Takeo knew that Kirito had confessed his love to Jun. It was after the last practice that the entire band had showed up to had ended, and Aiji and Kohta had already left. Takeo had excused himself for a minute to use the bathroom, and had left Jun alone in the room with Kirito. Big mistake. 

He couldn't make out most of the whispered words from the other room, but he could hear Kirito's voice loud and clear when it had said "I love you" a few moments later. And he could hear the nerve-shattering slap to the face that Jun gave Kirito in reply, followed by the sound of running footsteps and the slam of a door. When he peered down the hall, he saw Kirito crouched down in the far corner of the room, sobbing quietly to himself. Deciding not to add to Kirito's pain or embarassment, Takeo had slipped out the back exit to leave Kirito to his own. 

"Oh.. God...I never even knew he felt so much for him... and to go through that pain... " Kohta raised his hands up over his face and rested his elbows on his knees as he sat, thinking over the incidents Takeo described. "How am I going to explain--" 

"Don't." 

"What do you mean? Do you honestly think I can hide this relationship from my own brother? He can figure anything out about me!" 

"What I mean, is don't explain it. There is no explaination as to why two people fall in love with eachother. It just happens. He should understand." 

"No, Takeo! He'll hate me! He's looked after me and taken care of me practically all my life! And to repay him thanks, I've taken away the only thing he's loved..." 

Takeo reached out his arm to place a hand on Kohta's shoulder. "You're wrong Kohta. He still has Aiji." 

Kohta looked up quickly at Takeo's hand, and then at Takeo. 'What the Hell is he talking about...' For a minute, Kohta swore he had misheard Takeo. "What about Aiji?" 

The sound of the door opening, followed by voices down the hall, killed any further discussion between the two men. Takeo got up and followed Kohta into the other room and greeted the new arrivals: Kirito--with Aiji close behind him tugging at the back of his shirt hem. 

"Ohayou! Onee-chan!" Kohta said as he greeted his brother with a small hug. 

"This is a treat, isn't it? My delinquent brother--showing up for practice!" Kirito smiled as he gave a fake punch to Kohta's stomache. 

Kohta blushed and greeted Aiji as well, finding it strange that he had come at the same time as Kirito, after what Takeo had just said to him. 

"Neh... Is Jun here yet?" Kirito questioned as his eyes wandered hopefully down the hall. 

A shake from the head symbolizing a "No" from Takeo was all it took for Kirito's spirits to deflate noticably. Kohta could see the lack of excitement in Kirito's eyes, and noticed how his brother's gait had changed as he walked over to the corner to set his stuff down. 

"Don't worry, Kirito. Jun promised to come today. Things just got in the way yesterday morning." Takeo said as he shot a stern glance over to Kohta--a glance that Aiji accidently noticed. 

No later had Takeo spoken than the door opened, and Jun came into the room in a somewhat shy manner, grinning foolishly as he saw that four sets of eyes were all focused on him. "Uhh...Hi!" 

"Huh. Must be a miracle. Jun showed up!" Aiji said almost coldly, taking his eyes away from the other guitarist, and leaving Jun feeling rather unwelcomed. 

"Well, Let's start practice, ne?" Kirito offered. The other four member agreed in unison, and proceded into another room where practice was to begin. 

Although Kirito was relieved that every member had showed up to practice today, he couldn't shake the dreaded feeling that he was carrying of guaranteed disaster. He only knew half of what that day held for him. 

*** 

Practice went fine that day, save Kirito's few outbursts at random members hitting the wrong chords. Jun spent most of the time licking his lips thoughtlessly while stealing glances over at Kohta, and Kohta spent most of his time staring at Jun. As for Aiji, he spent most of his time staring at Kirito's rear end, which was nicely clad in a semi-tight black vinyl material. And oh, how the chords from Aiji's guitar would lose themselves when Aiji's imagination would wander. 

As the day progressed, it seemed to Jun almost as if Kirito had forgotten last week. His attitude was as it had been before, and he seemed to be back to his normal, cheery self. Poor Jun. He couldn't see how badly Kirito was crying inside, nor could he see through the facade Kirito put on for the sake of the band. 

"Ok, min'na! I think that's good enough for today." Kirito announced eight hours after they had started. The whole band hadn't been together since the last three practices, and Kirito was bound to have them make up for it! 

Kohta set down his bass lazily and and walked zombie-like into the adjacent room to flop face-down on to the couch. He was enjoying himself quite nicely--eyes closed--lying there so peacefully. The sound of the door shutting softly, and footsteps aproaching stirred Kohta from his state of half-sleep slightly, but he continued to ignore his surroundings, determinded to catch up on some much-needed rest. 

Only when Kohta felt a weight set down on his lower back did he decide it was futile to try and sleep in the studio. He opened his eyes and peered over his shoulder to see a toothy-grinned Jun looking down at him. "Ehhh.. Jun, what are you doing??" 

Jun only snickered and got up from the bassist to lean against the wall facing Kohta. "I missed you ne..." 

By this time, Takeo and Aiji had rushed to the vending machine as quickly as their feet would take them when Kirito, who was in the other room packing up his things, announced the end of practice for that day. With a shut door, Jun didn't worry about any disturbances for awhile. 

The brown-haired guitarist sighed heavily and turned his gaze to the water-stained carpet beneath his feet. Taking the sigh as a hint, Kohta got up from his comfortable resting place and strode over to where his lover was perched against wall. He raised a tired hand up to Jun's cheek, tilting his face up to the perfect angle at which he could place a soft kiss on Jun's lips. 

Jun's eyes fluttered to a close, and he brought his arms up caress Kohta's slender back underneath his shirt. "Kohta..." 

Kirito at last had gathered all his belongings together in the room, and was ready to go back to his apartment to bury himself in a book he had picked up the the other day. Seeing Kohta's bass on the floor reminded Kirito that he had a question to ask his little brother, and he wanted to make sure that he did it now before he forgot when he got home. 

He exited into the hallway and saw the door closed to the next room. 'Heh... That Kohta... he tries to nap in the weirdest places.' Kirito walked over to the door and held up his hand to knock, but decided against it. 'If he's asleep already, then there's really no use in knocking, eh Kirito?' 

Kirito opened the door slowly and quietly to peer in, only to be less than a foot from the faces of two lip-locked lovers. It took Kirito a few moments to register the messeges his eyes were sending to his brain, but when it finally hit him, it hit him hard. Kirito knew for a fact that he could feel his spirit break in one instant like fragile glass; the shards falling downwards and stabbing him maliciously in the heart. His broken spirit was swept away in a whirlpool of sudden sickness and misery, as was the blood from his wounded heart. "Jun..." 

Jun nearly choked on Kohta's tongue inside his mouth when he realized that there were now more than two people in the room. At the same time, Jun and Kohta turned with the expression of a deer caught in headlights to the direction of the voice. Kirito. 

"Kirito.. Oh, God... it's not what it looks like!" Kohta managed to choke out, pushing himself away from Jun. 

Kirito burned holes into Kohta with painful eyes. He turned his head to Jun's direction and looked at him in an almost pleading way. "Is this.." Kirito stammered, trying desperately to hold back the tears. "Is -this- why ... why you don't want me Jun? Because of... of Kohta... oh.. God.. my own damn brother!" 

The final words brought a flood of tears to Kirito's eyes that he could no longer hold back. Maybe he just gave up on trying. Not wanting to give himself any further embarassment, Kirito ran from the room and down the hall, nearly knocking over Aiji and Takeo in his path. 

"Shit! Wait, Kirito!" Kohta ran after his brother, catching up to him within a few seconds before he reached the exit, and grabbed him by the arm. Kirito swung around, with a look full of pain and anger. 

"Take your fucking hands off me, Kohta!" It was the first thing that escaped through the mass of tears and came from Kirito's trembling lips. Kirito knocked Kohta's grasp from him with a suprising force, and spun around to run out of the building. 

Aiji looked the opposite direction down the hall and found a pale-faced Jun leaning solemnly against the door frame with arms crossed against his chest and face turned towards the floor. He then looked curiously over at Kohta, who was as pale as a corpse. Without any further thought to the matter, Aiji ran out the door in pursuit of Kirito, hoping to stop him before he reached the car and caused any harm to himself. 
