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It had been the worst imaginable day for both Kohta and Jun. Not only had they revealed the truth of their relationship in the worst possible way to Kirito, but both of them had gotten the silent treatment from Takeo for the remainder of time they had stayed in the studio to pack up. Jun had tried to say goodbye to Takeo as he left, but Takeo's response was merely a shake of the head in disapproval. 

Well. That settled that. 

The one thing that Jun could be greatful for that day was that Kohta wasn't mad at him like Jun thought he would be. He went to Kohta's apartment after practice and cried intermittenly when Kohta was in a different room throughout the late evening. Jun couldn't push back the guilt for Kirito's feelings to the back of his mind. 

'Why did he have to see that? Why'd he have to see...us..?' Jun refused to let tears surface again for the sake of his lover. He couldn't even begin to imagine what Kohta was probably going through; crushing the heart of your brother who's always treated you with such care and love. 

Jun snuggled in a little closer to the bassist who sat next to him on the couch, and let out a deep sigh. He closed his eyes and thought back to a week prior when Kirito had come onto him. Jun felt like hitting himself with a blunt object for reacting like he did when Kirito had said that he loved him. Kirito didn't deserved to be slapped by merely telling Jun how he felt. If only Jun could have done things differently... 

Jun's train of thought was disrupted as the figure next to him stirred slightly. The other man looked down at Jun with tired eyes as he lifted a loving hand to caress guitarist's silky hair. Jun leaned into Kohta's hand affectionately, which borught a smile to the other man's lips. 

"It's been a long day, Jun." Kohta whispered softly. 

Jun bit his lip slightly and nodded his head in agreement to Kohta's statement. It -had- been a long day. Too long. 

Kohta pushed Jun away from himself slightly to allow his body to rise from the couch and stand up. The bassist adored his lover from the view above, as Jun sat curled up on the couch like an innocent child, staring up at Kohta curiously. Smiling affectionately at Jun, Kohta held out his hand and helped him up from his seat on the couch. 

Once Jun had risen to level with Kohta, he placed a loving kiss onto Kohta's tender lips. The kiss was short and sweet: simple, and the taste of Jun's saliva lingered on Kohta's lips when the kiss was broken. But it was all that was needed to bring that loving look back into Kohta's eyes. 

"Let's get some rest ne.." Kohta offered to the older man. 

Jun nodded, taking Kohta's hand in his own as he was led down the hall and into Kohta's bedroom. Yes, that very bedroom that they had been in not more than two days ago, engrossed in their own sessions passion. But tonight, however, it would be a place of rest. 

Jun peeled off his clothes and shed them to the floor, following Kohta's example, and crawled to what was now designated as "his" side of the bed. Kohta joined him not a few moments later and nestled close to the warm body waiting for him. 

Small hands rose up to the new body and and found their resting place on Kohta's slender back, and a dark-haired head nestled itself into Kohta's chest, just underneath his chin. Kohta's long arms wrapped themselves around Jun's bare shoulders and brought the man in closer with his embrace. 

The two closed their eyes in unison, each letting out a deep, tired sigh as their bodies had finally relexed. Jun listened closely to Kohta's soft breathing, and then to the steady rythm of Kohta's heart. The heart that beat harmonously with Jun's own. 

*** 

Most people in the city were wide awake the next morning by the time 9 o' clock rolled around, but there have always been exceptions to everything. In the musty bedroom of Kirito's apartment, where the scent of two warm bodies lingered heavily, one of the two bodies resting under a mishapen blanket was just now beggining to stir. 

As Aiji became more aware of his surrounds a few seconds later, his body felt the urge to stretch in order to relieve several sore muscles. In doing so, the figure which had been snugly held to his body the entire night was disturbed from his quiet state of sleep. 

Kirito awoke taking in a deep breath. His eyes opened quickly and saw Aiji's gaze fixed on him. Kirito smiled as memories of last night came back to him in an instant. Reaching up timidly, Kirito's hand softly stroked the side of Aiji's face, upon which he then placed a kiss with equal touch. 

Aiji returned the kiss with one of his own, placed on more forcefully onto Kirito's lips, and parting those same lips with a warm, moist tongue. Kirito moaned from within his throat, greatly satisfied by this type of affection for which he had been craving so long. 

The kiss broke, and the two lovers looked deeply into eachother's eyes, theirs fingers leaving trails across the other's chest and back. Words were not used for the moments which followed, for none came to either man's mind that could describe the emotions that were felt. 

When these affectionate moments had passed, Kirito, in an attempt to wake up fully, tried to sit up. No sooner had his body bent to a sitting position than a sharp, shooting, and incredibly familiar pain from Kirito's lower body shot up through his spine, stopping any further movent. Kirito winced noticably and let out a soft cry as he flopped back down to a horizontal position on the bed. 

"Daijoubu ka?" Aiji questioned, with a general concern in his eyes. 

"Un," Kirito nodded in reply, "daijoubu yo." It had been a long time since Kirito's body had gone through the same type of endurance as it had last night. He was definately out of touch. 

Aiji understood Kirito's discomfort, as he had experienced it himself a time or two before. He decided it would be best right now if Kirito rested, so he sat beside Kirito on the bed and ran his hand through Kirito's black mass of hair. Kirito was greatful to have Aiji by his side, and closed his eyes as he let out a sigh. Not long after that, Kirito had fallen back to sleep. 

With nothing more to do, Aiji got up from his position next to Kirito on the bed, and took a moment to stare down at his soul mate. Aiji was swept over with the most undescribably joyous feelings as he reminded himself how lucky he was to finally have Kirito as his friend -and- lover. An adoring smile crossed over his face. Yes, he was lucky indeed. 

Well, what to do now? Aiji thought that a shower would be a very good idea. Now that he was a little more... familiar with Kirito and his apartment, he felt nothing was wrong with him using Kirito's shower. 

So out the bedroom and down the narrow hall he went to Kirito's bathroom. And yes, Aiji was still nude. Aiji turned on the warm water and stepped onto the cold, blue shower tiles. The chill that swept through his body made him immediately regret leaving behind Kirito's warm body. However, he was feeling sticky with sweat from the night before, and needed to be refreshed. 

Aiji gasped as the warm water flowed softly over his entire body. He shivered from the mixed sensations of warm and cold on the separate parts on his body, and brought his crossed arms up to his chest in an attempt to control his shivering. Aiji let the warm water pass over his body for a few minutes longer until he had completely warmed up. 

His arms were now put back to use, and he reached down for the half-used soap bar lying in the corner of the shower stall. Aiji passed the soap over his skin slowly, allowing a small lather to be left in its trail. Aiji closed his eyes and tilted his head back slightly, imagining the parts of Kirito's body that this same soap bar had passed over so many times before. 

Eyes still closed, Aiji moned despite himself as his hands reached lower and lower down the frame of his body, at last reaching an erection that had started to form. Aiji's hand dropped the soap bar as it found something new to grip on to, something much more important. He leaned back against the cold shower wall for support and gasped as his skin came in to contact with it. Nonetheless, Aiji's greedy hand began to run itself playfully across the length of his erection. God, how he missed Kirito's body. 

Aiji was so overcome by the sensations his quickening hand was giving him, that he didn't even hear the patter of soft-falling footsteps of another body as it entered the shower stall. Only when a frail hand was placed over his own, did Aiji take notice of the the man who had joined him. 

"Kirito..." Aiji whispered softly as his eyes shot down to the floor. How embarassed he felt, having Kirito see what he was doing. 

Kirito removed Aiji's hand from its perch and replaced it with his own. He traced his index finger lightly across Aiji's length, causing it to harden slightly. "Did you really miss me that much?" 

The tone in Kirito's voice made Aiji's joints seem to turn into liquid, and the motions of this foreign hand weren't helping. Aiji let of a soft moan, which echoed nicely in the acoustic walls of the bathroom, as Kirito tightened his grip around Aiji's cock. Amazingly, Aiji managed to group a phrase of words together in his lustful state of mind. "Kirito... aren't you... in pain?" 

If Aiji's eyes had not've closed a moment before his words were spoken, he would have been able to see the smirk that that crossed Kirito's lips. A small chuckle escaped from his smirk, as he answered Aiji's question. "Only when I bend over..." 

Kirito's tongue creeped out from a pair of smiling lips and traced patterns across the skin of Aiji's neck. Aiji gasped and thrust his hips forwards, trying to get the attention focused back to where it was needed. Kirito refused to let Aiji be in control this time, and let go of his grasp on the other man's arousel. Instead, he raised both hands up to the face of the man in front of him, and took a strong hold on on either sides of Aiji's jaw. 

Aiji anticipated Kirito's next move, hoping it would lead to some sexual satisfaction. The next thing he felt, however, was Kirito's vicious little teeth taking a strong hold on Aiji's delicate lower lip. Aiji cried out in pain when the distinct metallic taste of blood began to wash over his tongue. Kirito's hold clamped down even stronger, causing Aiji to cry out louder. If it weren't for the running water of the shower, Kirito might have seen the tears that were falling from Aiji's eyes. 

"Kirito.. please... " But before Aiji could let out another word, the pain had stoped. Kirito let go of his hold on Aiji's lip and began licking up the blood slowly with his long, warm tongue. Aiji let out a load moan as he took in the pleasure of Kirito's loving yet erotic gestures. That same tongue soon made its way into Aiji's mouth, and searched every inch within. 

Things couldn't have been more pleasuring at that moment until the pain of Aiji's throbbing erection began to nag at him. Aiji squirmed, to try to hint his discomfort to Kirito, but Kirito wouldn't budge. Finally, Aiji broke from Kirito's deep kiss and turned his head to the side, away from Kirito. 

So Kirito had played enough. He could take a hint. "Gomen ne.. koi," he said quitely, lowering his lips to lie a gentle kiss upon Aiji's collar bone. Aiji's quivered and cried out as Kirito's feather-light touch once again graced its way along Aiji's most sensative organ. 

It was enough playing around for the time being. Kirito felt that Aiji had experienced enough discomfort, and decided to let his lover have his way. Slowly, his hand griped more tightly around Aiji's erection, and his strokes became more forceful, giving Aiji the pleasure he had been begging for. 

Long, slender arms drew up around Kirito's form and held him close, increasing the pleasing sensation that rushed through the guitarist's body. Kirito's tongue continued to mark its way along Aiji's neck and collar bone, stopping every now and then to suck on the sweet skin beneath it and leave a red mark. 

"Oh god... Kirito.." Aiji's back arched and his body tensed as he felt his release coming. Kirito bit softly onto Aiji's neck, teasing the flesh with his tongue, and massaging his thumb softly over the tip of Aiji's erection to aid him in his pleasure. 

Not but a few short moments later, the walls of the small bathroom echoed with the lust of Aiji's cry as he expoded onto Kirito's hand and down the drain. Aiji immediately pulled Kirito towards him until their bodies touched completely, and planted a soft kiss onto Kirito's forehead. 

Kirito winced slightly at the pain that shot through his body from the sudden jolt, but it wasn't enough for Aiji to take notice. He simply looked up and admired the pleasure on his lover's face. "I love you, Aiji.. so much. I can never tell it to you enough... I.." Kirito had to swallow the knot in his throat before he was able to go on any further. "I.. don't know how I could go on without you... I'm truly lucky." 

Aiji's heart fluttered with Kirito's confessions, and he took it upon himself to shut off the water, which has done more than enough for him. "I love you too, Kirito... and If I knew the words that could describe how I felt, then I would tell you." 

Kirito squeezed Aiji tightly before letting go of his koi and grabbing a towel from the rack just outside the shower stall. He playfully wrapped Aiji up in the warmth of the blue terrycloth and slowly led him from the bathroom back to the bedroom, leaning on Aiji for support the whole way. 

