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Aiji opened the door from the studio and scanned across the parking lot in search of Kirito. No sign of him anywhere. His car was still parked down at the end from this morning, but Kirito was no where in the parking lot to be seen. He was sure that Kirito couldn't have gotten far, especially in the heat of this time of the day, and with his wearing those vinyl pants Aiji appreciated so much. 

Aiji took up a slow jog over in the direction of Kirito's car, just to make sure he wasn't inside. Lo and behold, when he peered into the car, he spied a single body lying down in the back seat in a near-fetal position. 

Tapping lightly on the glass of the window to get Kirito's attention, Aiji mouthed the words "Open up" to Kirito from outside the car. Kirito's response to Aiji was simply new tears which fell softly over his cheeks from puffy eyes. Aiji gave Kirito a pleading look, but Kirito only closed his eyes as his arms began to shake from intermittent crying spells. 

"Have it your way. I'm not leaving until you let me in." Aiji turned around and leaned against the car, looking through his bag for his cigarettes. He knew that Kirito heard what he said. His car wasn't sound-proof to outside noises. 

Taking a long drag on his precious cigarette, Aiji began to put things together. One thing was for sure: Kohta had hurt his brother. He figured that somehow Kohta and Jun had hooked up recently. It's not like Aiji didn't notice their incessant gawking at eachother during the whole damned practice today. And it couldn't have been pure coincidence that they had both missed the last two practices. 

'This is all Jun's fault. Well, Jun and Kohta. How could someone do something like that to Kirito?' He was certain that both Kohta and Jun knew how Kirito felt about the latter man, and yet neither of them had the heart to break their relationship to him in more respectable manner. 

The cigarette was finished some five minutes later, and Aiji threw it the to ground to stomp it out with his tennis shoes. He turned around and peered into the back seat when he heard the click of the automatic doors being unlocked. 

Aiji was relieved that Kirito was not in a such a stubborned mood as he thought, and opened the door to sit down on an un-used portion of the back seat. When he slammed the door, Kirito flinched slightly, but then played it off by trying to look away from Aiji's sympathetic stare down at him. 

"What do you want, Aiji?" 

The other man kept his unremitting gaze on Kirito, and leaned over to smooth out Kirito's disheveled hair with his frail fingers. "I want to see if you're okay..." 

"I don't need your sympathy." There was a silence afterwards. Kirito was obviously not okay. How could anyone be, after what happened? 

Aiji sighed deeply, and rubbed Kirito's shoulder softly. "Let me drive you home, Kirito." 

Kirito tried to move away from Aiji's hand slightly, but failed as there was not really anywhere he could go. "I don't need your help, dammit! I don't need anyone. No one wants me anyways..." Kirito got up into a sitting position and leaned towards the window to sulk, trying to put as much space between him and Aiji as possible. 

"Please, Kirito... don't do this." 

"Don't do what?! Try to take care of my own damned problems? You know, I'm not helpless, Aiji!" 

"I never said you were..." Aiji said, taking a deep sigh. "But you're just not in any condition to drive." He motioned to Kirito's hands, which were still trembling slightly. "Give me the keys, Kirito." 

"No! Leave me the Hell alone!!" Kirito didn't mean to be so cold to his friend like that, honestly he didn't. He knew that he would do the same thing for Aiji, but he would just rather not have Aiji see him in such a vulnerable position. 

"No... I'm not going to leave you." Aiji could be stubborn, more so than Kirito. He looked down and began to fidget with his shirt hem, wondering whether Kirito would kick him out of the car by force or not. 

Kirito banged his head against the car window repeatedly on purpose. He knew how stubborned Aiji could be most of the time, and it was useless to try and get him to leave. What more could he do for the time being than contently try to give himself a concussion? Maybe then Aiji would leave him alone. 

"That's not going to work, Kirito." Aiji didn't even bother to look up at his friend. "You might as well stop." Kirito sighed and let the tears fall quietly down the side of his face. The new pain on the side of his head was giving his heart a small amount of relief, but he was considerably torn apart inside. 

Aiji positioned himself nearer to where Kirito was, and lied a comforting hand on his shoulder. "I'm still here because I care, Kirito." 

The other man looked up at Aiji, but turned his head away quickly before the tears quickened their pace. The look in Aiji's eyes was so comforting that it hurt to look at them. For a second, Kirito wondered what it would be like to have an even closer relationship with Aiji. 'But we're just friends...' 

Not wanting to think of anything even remotely close to 'love' at the moment, Kirito shook the thought from his mind and reluctantly took the keys from his pocket and set them into Aiji's lap. The inisde of the car was getting to an uncomfortable temperature, and all he wanted to do was curl up in some deep, dark hole and cry. 

"Thankyou, Kirito" Aiji whispered, tucking a section of Kirito's hair behind his ears gently. He would stay with Kirito as long as it took until he felt better. Kirito had been hurt badly by the ones he cared most about, and Aiji swore to himself that he would never let his friend feel this kind of pain again. 

*** 

Aiji had gotten Kirito home, and somehow managed to get him into the elevator and into his apartment. The feeling of de ja vu swept over Aiji when he saw how Kirito was sitting once again on the same cushion as last night, staring blankly at the wall. Yet this time, Aiji figured out what had been bugging Kirito. Jun. Always Jun. Why did Jun have to break his heart like that? Was Jun honestly that malicious on purpose? 

Aiji still didn't know everthing that went on, but he gathered enough information in between Kirito's rambling and sobs during the car ride to know that Jun and Kohta had been doing something behind one of the closed doors at the studio that caused Kirito so much torment. 

Kirito turned his gaze to Aiji and looked at him with sad, swollen eyes as Aiji lowered his body and sat down next to him. Why was Aiji being so nice to him? No one loved him. He was worthless. Rejected. 

"Aiji... why.." but before Kirito could finish, he burst out into another storm of tears that had been waiting for their escape. Aiji protectively wrapped one arm around Kirito's shoulders and pulled him in close for a protective embrace, while running his free hand through Kirito's soft, charcoal hair. 

"It's alright, Kirito..." Aiji closed his eyes and tried to hold back tears of his own. Never in all the years he knew Kirito had he ever seen him like this. Ever since he had fallen in love with his friend so long ago, he wanted nothing more than to protect him and make sure he was happy. But he felt that he had failed miserably when he saw Kirito like this. 

Kirito choked back a few sobs and buried his face in Aiji's chest. "It's not alright, Aiji! Nothing is alright... I'm tired of being hurt and alone all the time." 

The taller man sighed and wraped his other arm around Kirito to tighten the embrace. He lowered his head down and softly pressed his lips in a kiss atop Kirito's head, taking in the redolence of Kirito's silky hair. "You're not alone, Kirito..." 

Aiji had the subconscious awareness that he might be taking advantage of Kirito's vulnerability at the moment. He didn't want to do that, but he felt that it was now or never to tell Kirito that he was, indeed, not alone. 

Kirito looked up at Aiji with silent tears clouding his eyes. "I have no one to love.. and no one would even love me back if I did love them. I don't even think I know how to love. I -am- alone, Aiji." 

Aiji closed his eyes tightly a moment and braced himself for what he was about to tell Kirito. He didn't want to ruin years of a close friendship by a few, simple words, but it was time that Kirito knew how Aiji really felt about him. Openining his eyes again, Aiji looked deeply into Kirito's, anticipating any reaction that would come. "No, Kirito. -I- love you..." 

Breath was caught in his throat and his heart skipped a beat when Kirito heard those words from Aiji. Never had he imagined that Aiji felt so much for him; he had only wished it. All the acting on stage for the public made him curious as to what it would be like if similar things happened in private. But now... 

"You... love me?" Kirito wanted to make damn sure he hadn't imagined what Aiji said to him. 'Oh, please say you do...' 

Aiji nodded and brought a soft hand up to cares Kirito's cheek. Kirito responded by turning his head to the side to place a kiss gently onto Aiji's fingers. He wanted Aiji's affection badly; he needed it. He felt he was lucky to have found a man who finally loved him. But to have Aiji who had been his closest friend for so long be that man, was more than enough to make Kirito's tears cease. 

Aiji leaned in to kiss Kirito tenderly on the lips, hesitating at first, but then proceeding as he felt Kirito's cold, frail hand caress the side of his chest. He savoured the the short moment in his heart until Kirito pulled away from him suddenly. Aiji looked up at Kirito, afraid that he had done the wrong thing, but Kirito simply smiled back at him lovingly. 

Kirito wanted to get in a more comfortable positon, so he released himself from Aiji's warm embrace and pushed him against the back of the couch so that he could straddle his lap. Kirito pressed his body close to Aiji's, and returned the kiss Aiji had given him with even more strength. Aiji's lips parted within a few moments, and Kirito's tongue instinctively found its way inside Aiji's mouth. 

A soft moan escaped from Aiji's throat as his body was overcome by lust for Kirito. He had waited so long for Kirito to be this close to him, and the sensations he was feeling all over his body were a thousand times better than anything he had ever fantasized. He couldn't get enough of Kirito's affection, and felt certain that his body would spontaneously combust if Kirito kept on pressing against certain parts of his anatomy like he was doing. 

After a few long, breathless moments, Kirito once again parted his lips from Aiji's and opened his eyes slowly to look at the form below him. Aiji stared back up at him with lust clouding his eyes, and licked his lips to taste the remainder of Kirito's saliva that lingered. 

"Aiji..." Kirito whispered bringing a small, cold hand up to Aiji's jaw, "I need you... badly." 

Aiji's arms rose around Kirito and his curious hands felt along the smaller man's back. Kirito's form felt so good under Aiji's hands, and with every new inch explored, it made Aiji crave for it more and more. 

Eventually, Aiji's hands found there way under Kirito's shirt and discovered Kirito's soft, heated skin. Those hands got greedy and found their way underneath the smooth material of Kirito's vinyl pants in the back. Aiji's hands went as far as the tight waistline of the pants would let them go, and truly enjoyed thier exploration of Kirito's skin. 

Aiji's tongue peeked from his lips charily and he tasted the the sweet skin along Kirito's jaw. And oh, how good he tasted to Aiji. Kirito moaned softly despite himself, and leaned his head back as he felt Aiji's lips trailing faint kisses down the length of his neck, stopping at his collar bone. 

Kirito needed to feel Aiji closer to him, and pressed his lower body strongly to Aiji's. The feeling of Aiji's body so close to his was almost unbearably wonderful that his cheeks began to feel flush with heated blood rising to his skin. 

Both of them knew that Kirito's living room couch was not the proper place for activities such as this. Kirito was the first to come to his senses, and rose slowly from Aiji's embraced and stood in front of Aiji on the floor. Kirito held out his hand to help the guitarist up, a hand which Aiji eagerly took. Aiji gave Kirito's hand a tight squeeze, and followed closely behind him as he was led into Kirito's bedroom. 

-----(Deb writing begins) 

The two barely had time to cross the threshold before they collapsed in a heap together upon Kirito's nearby bed. In the blur of the moment, as Aiji had positioned himself straddled across Kirito's lap, he began to remove Kirito's clothing with a surprising ease. Kirito was still, save for his hands, which had started to rub at Aiji's arms gently. His eyes were focused on the guitarist, so concentrated on the task at hand. 

"Aiji..." Kirito started, still staring up at Aiji with an unwavering gaze. Aiji looked down, and leaned forward ever-so slightly to kiss Kirito's beautiful lips once again. That was all Kirito wanted, really. 

The kiss didn't last for very long, as Aiji had moved to sit beside Kirito, rather than upon him. Aiji took a moment to stretch a bit, crossing his arms over his chest to pull his shirt up and over his head. With that said and done, Aiji concentrated on getting those adorable, yet horridly inconvenient pants off Kirito's body. 

Kirito lifted his hips obediently, making it far easier for Aiji to pull the now unfastened vinyl contraptions off of Kirito's body. As each inch was pulled down, Aiji started to snicker softly. 

"No underwear Kirito..naughty boy." Aiji commented, pulling the pants in question up and over the growing erection that lay underneath. 

Kirito almost flushed in response to Aiji's statement of the obvious, but his flush grew a little brighter and more obvious as Aiji's fingertips brushed the shaft of his arousal almost gently. A soft gasp passed Kirito's lips as shortly thereafter, Aiji's fingertips were replaced deftly with his lips. 

"Oo.." Kirito managed to squeak out as Aiji's tongue peered out, tasting the flesh his lips had previously kissed. 

Aiji had re-positioned himself to more of a laying state, one arm was propping himself up, his free hand was stroking Kirito's thigh as those lips of his started to suckle gently on the head of Kirito's cock. Aiji certainly wasn't wasting any time, and before long, Aiji had taken Kirito in, inch by inch, until the whole of Kirito's erection was snugly positioned halfway down Aiji's throat. 

"Oh Aiji..." Kirito moaned beautifully, his idle hands starting to paw at the bedsheets underneath him. He'd imagined this so many times when he was alone...fantasized even. But his fantasies were nothing compared to this very real scenario. The reality was by far the better of the two. 

If Aiji could smile, he would have as he lifted his head for a moment, leaving Kirito's teased cock to waver in the air for a moment. The hand that had been previously stroking at the smooth, all too pale skin of Kirito's thighs was raised to Aiji's lips, and the first two fingers were lavished with a nice coating of saliva. All this had gone unnoticed by Kirito, who was whimpering for the time being, hoping that Aiji would soon return his attentions to the lollipop that needed attention. Kirito's hopes weren't destroyed, and sure enough, Aiji returned to the lovely suckling he'd interrupted. 

Amidst the quite lovely moans Kirito was letting loose, there was a sharp intake of breath as those fingers Aiji had lubricated were slid between Kirito's legs, and pushed gently into his body. 

Kirito writhed a bit, almost in complete extasy as he felt both the warm confines of Aiji's mouth; suckling feverishly on his cock, and those two fingers, stroking his insides and widening him just slightly in the process. 

In a relatively short amount of time, Kirito let something just short of a war cry escape his throat, his back arching as his body was thoroughly rocked with the waves of ecstasy that always accompany a good orgasm. 

Aiji raised his head and licked his lips, pulling his fingers out of Kirito's body. He rolled over, onto his back beside Kirito, so he could remove those pants which were growing more and more restricting by the moment. Kirito, meanwhile, was still trying to catch his breath. Once Aiji was good and naked, he sat up on his knees and spread Kirito's legs a bit, wide enough to wedge his slender body between them. 

"Lift your hips hun.." Aiji requested softly, his hands rubbing at Kirito's thighs. Kirito obliged, tilting his head to give Aiji a curious look as he did so. Aiji simply offered a smile in return before he leaned down, pressing his chest to the matress, folding his arms underneath the lower part of Kirito's back to keep his hips suspended. 

It was then that the breath that Kirito had fought so hard to catch was once again stolen from him. Kirito's eyes went wide as he felt the smooth, warm muscle that was Aiji's tongue enter his body in a single, prompt push. 

"Oh god.." Kirito whispered, his body had begun to tremble slightly with these new sensations he was feeling. Aiji seemed oblivious, letting his tongue lap at the tender skin between Kirito's buttocks and further inside Kirito's shaking body. 

Kirito did give a moan despite himself, feeling almost weakened by the constant probing of Aiji's tongue. In fact, he was almost disappointed when Aiji drew himself backwards, pulling his arms out from under Kirito to allow himself to sit back on his heels. 

As Kirito was panting again, he opened his eyes, turning his attentions to Aiji, who was just smiling at Kirito almost adoringly. Aiji was so terribly happy to hear those moans, even the cries that Kirito murmured. It would appear, Aiji thought, that he'd more than successfully cleared Jun from Kirito's thoughts completely. 

Kirito returned the smile he'd been given and sat up as Aiji beckoned for him to do. Immediately, he wrapped his arms around Aiji's body in an embrace. Aiji returned this embrace without hesitation, but the nagging sensation of his impatient erection wasn't letting up. 

"Ne, Kirito...turn around please.." Aiji asked politely, taking a moment to nuzzle at Kirito's neck as if to assure him that what exactly was about to happen to the poor vocalist's posterior would be a-okay. Kirito gave a nod and did as was instructed, sitting back on his heels as Aiji was currently doing, his back to Aiji. 

Aiji rubbed at Kirito's back, trying to push him forward as inconspicuously as possible while doing so. Kirito got the point, he wasn't stupid...and before they both knew it, Kirito was on his hands and knees, however reluctantly. 

Aiji felt as if he just might spontaniously combust at any moment if he didn't position himself quickly. So no time was wasted, as Aiji's hands moved up to caress Kirito's hips before taking a firm grasp upon them. 

Kirito lowered his head, biting his lip and grasping at those sheets below him almost for dear life as he recieved that initial thrust that he was close to dreading. It wasn't like he didn't -want- to feel Aiji inside of him..he just wasn't as in practice as he'd like to be. 

Aiji paused for a moment, leaning to kiss Kirito's lower back as the small whimper the vocalist emitted reached his ears. 

"Shh.." Aiji prompted, lavishing another kiss to Kirito's slightly arched spine. The affection was short-lived, however, as Aiji's hips began that slow motion, thrusting himself in and out of Kirito with a small moan to emphasize. 

Kirito had started to grit his teeth...'why can't he just fuck me hard and get it over with?' He wondered to himself, anything would be better than dragging this out longer. 

As if reading Kirito's thoughts, Aiji began to pace himself faster, easing into a steady speed. Kirito let a tiny groan slip through his gritted teeth in harmony with another soft moan from Aiji. 

Just when Kirito had thought this had gotten better, it had outdone itself as Aiji removed one hand from its perch on one of Kirito's smooth hips. Kirito gasped and sighed out a soft moan as Aiji's fingers wrapped themselves around the erection that Kirito had formed once again. Keeping in rhythm with the thrusting of his hips, Aiji further used that curious hand to simultaniously stroke Kirito's cock and push Kirito's body back against his own. 

A few moments had passed and Kirito found himself in utter bliss, almost melting under the pressure of the double stimulation he was being granted by Aiji. His elbows started to shake from propping his weight up and eventually they gave, causing his chest to hit the matress below them. 

"Oh God..A-i-ji.." Kirito stuttered out softly as he clutched the sheets, closing his eyes as Aiji's thrusts had taken a more urgent tone. 

Just because Kirito wasn't on his -hands- and knees anymore, didn't mean that Aiji would grant Kirito's body any mercy. The stroking motion of his hand had paced itself quicker as well, causing Kirito to gasp and pant as Aiji groaned softly, making these last few thrusts long and forceful and being sure to push himself as deep inside Kirito as was physically possible. 

Kirito shuddered under the force of these jolts and cried out suddenly when he came for the second time, the orgasmic feeling resonating from his insides outward. Aiji followed soon thereafter, arching his back and holding Kirito's body to his own as something just short of a ecstatic wail forced itself from his throat. 

All was still. Aiji had trembled for a moment after he had let loose inside of Kirito, his eyes closed and his head tossed back as he enjoyed the waves of pleasure that surged throughout him. Kirito had pressed his cheek to the cool sheets below him, finding the temperature of the fabric soothing to his heated, clammy face. 

Aiji was the first one to really move, starting pull himself out of Kirito slowly before Kirito pressed his hips back. "Aiji...please....stay..." Kirito's request was short, broken and panted out but Aiji got the message and made no further movement. Kirito felt some sort of security in this off-beat embrace of flesh and he wanted it to linger.."for just a while longer." 

Aiji obliged, but as the exhaustion started to settle upon him, he was forced to pull back and away from Kirito before he moved to lay beside the vocalist, who had colapsed, his cheek still pressed to the sheets. 

"Kirito...aishiteru." Aiji offered this reminder softly, almost wistfully as he pulled a nearby blanket up and over the vocalist, wrapping his arms around the man as well. 

Kirito opened his eyes, his heart palpitating gently against his breastbone as Aiji's words took his emotions to the level he always desired, but could never get to with Jun. With a half-lidded gaze, Kirito smiled sweetly to Aiji. Jun was the farthest thing from Kirito's mind as he curled closer to his new lover. 

"Boku mo..." Kirito responded, that smile lingering on his usually pouty lips as he closed his eyes again, nuzzling against Aiji's collarbone. 

Aiji closed his eyes and joined Kirito in this blissful rest, smiling at the new sense of completion that now warmed his heart. ----(end of Deb's writing) 

