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A thin hand sought sanctity in the rumpled bedsheets below those two lithe, pallor bodies. Jun's back arched as painted lips were lovingly trailed along the hollow of his abdomen. 

"Oh, Kirito..." It was whispered, breathlessly. 

Two slender hands ran upwards, caressing Jun's chest as the passionate kisses got progressively lower. It was sheer torture for Jun to feel Kirito's body pressed against his own. 

Jun's mouth gaped open and he gasped again, as if some unseen force had sucked the breath from him. Those sensuous lips, after the most torturously erotic length of time, had finally reached their destination. Jun's sienna eyes closed tightly as he felt himself drift into that euphoric daze. All he could hear was the beating of two hearts...and...an alarm clock? 

The annoying voice of a random morning DJ caused Jun to sit up in bed with a start. He didn't bother to quiet the disturbance, for he was in complete shock. Why on -earth- would -he- have such a dream? Starring his friend, and bandmate to boot. A clammy hand was raised to cover Jun's dry lips as he silently noticed his own arousal. 

"Chikuso.." Jun muttered, shaking his head and casting a shocking mix of vanilla and ebon hair into his eyes. He wouldn't...he couldn't....not -him-. 

Jun allowed himself a moment to calm down, so to speak, before he pulled himself from his bed and meandered into the shower. The hot water danced across Jun's body as he suddenly had an upsetting revelation. Rehearsal was in a few hours. A deep sigh escaped his lips as he tried to allow his discomfort to run with that water, right down the drain. 

The door to the studio was pushed open and the remaining four members of Pierrot offered assorted greetings to Jun as he entered the room. It seemed, at least to Jun, that Kirito's eyes lingered on him the longest. 

/Paranoia Jun...calm down/ He tried to assure himself as he smiled and nodded in a friendly fashion to his friends, keeping his gaze distant from Kirito. A seat was taken, somewhere near Takeo, and he leaned back against a random amp. 

"Konnichi'wa min'na-san." Jun broke and took a breath, giving a short wave. "Gomen nasai...I didn't mean to be late." Of course, Jun wasn't -really- late, but he had to say something to break that awful silence. What he got in return, were a few confused glances and some humoring chuckles. It was time to get to work, Jun had decided and he reached for his good ol' guitar, plucking at the strings idly. 

Kirito moved to his spot in front of the microphone, his gloved hands caressing the stand as he closed his eyes. Starting "Mad Sky", Aiji, Kohta, Takeo and Jun had all taken their respective places about the area and provided the background music for Kirito's haunting voice. Jun's eyes lifted upward in just enough time to catch Kirito handling that mic stand in such a manner that it -had- to be wrong. Even worse, Jun imagined, if only for a moment, that the he were in place of that stand. 

Jun's eyes were averted as quickly as they had been brought upon Kirito. Simply being in the room at the moment made Jun feel uneasy. Setting his guitar down, he stood up, not even bothering to unplug the thing from the amp. This, of course, sent a lovely distorted noise through the room and the song stopped immediately. All heads turned to see Jun wander out the door. 

"Nani..." Aiji interjected, a questioning glance to the other men in the room, as if he expected them to know what was going on. 

"Maybe he's ill." Kohta offered, being sure to unplug his bass before setting it back on its stand. A nod in unison, that seemed logical enough. 

Back to the small talk...no one really noticed as Kirito slipped out the door after Jun. 

A few feet down some hallway Jun was sitting against the wall, knees pulled to his chest, arms draped across his legs. He shook his head and sighed softly. 

/There's no reason to be this silly Jun../ He scolded himself mentally, /It was only a -dream-/ 

That's right. Tell yourself something enough times and you'll start to believe it. 

/Just a dream Jun, just a drea---/ 

"Jun..?" There was no mistaking that voice, it was distinctly Kirito. Jun's eyes shot open but he didn't raise his head to look at the other man, leaving Kirito to further believe that something was really wrong. 

Soft steps broke a momentary silence and within a few seconds, Kirito was crouched beside Jun, one hand reaching out to lay across his shoulder lazily. Jun's whole body tensed as if he'd just had the barrel of a gun pressed to his head. 

"Jun-sama...what's wrong?" Kirito asked quietly, his thumb moving just barely over the man's shoulder. Jun, still tense, decided that Kirito was at least entitled to get an answer. 

"..I'm feeling.....ill." It was hesitant, mumbled, and completely false. Jun just wished Kirito would stop touching him. Much to Jun's chagrin, Kirito merely frowned and that hand moved to rub at Jun's neck for a moment. 

"Gomen nasai. Go home, you need your rest." Kirito suggested, genuinely concerned. Jun nodded, worming his way out from under Kirito's grasp and standing up, making quite sure to stay a few feet away from the vocalist. Kirito quirked a brow, Jun was acting rather strange..and it didn't take a genius to notice that his odd behavior was only around Kirito. "Jun..." he started, watching the man curiously. "Is that -all-? You seem rather distant today..." 

Jun sighed softly, funny how your actions seem more obvious the harder you try to act inconspicuous. 

"Yeah...just..sick." The fake response was accompanied by a hurried nod. Jun turned to face the doorway, and the parking lot outside that door. "I'll...see you around Kirito. Tell the others bye for me." And that was it, Jun started off down the hallway. 

"Jun, don't forget our concert tomorrow night." Kirito reminded the nervous guitarist, watching him as he hurried down the hall. There was an acknowledging half-wave from Jun as the door was pushed open. Sure, Jun had -heard- Kirito's reminder, he just didn't want to think about that at the moment. Soon thereafter, Kirito was left to stand in the hallway alone, wondering just what he'd done this time. 

A few hours after he'd been directed to go home, Jun pushed open the door to his apartment and stepped inside, sighing mostly with disgust. He knew he didn't have to act that way around Kirito, after all, "yume dake.." as he'd told himself plenty of times between this morning and the current hour of 6pm. His keys were carelessly tossed aside and his shoes kicked against the wall. Maybe he really should get some rest. 

Jun had barely enough time drop onto his sofa before there was a knock on the door. 

/great.../ Jun thought to himself, remaining idle on the sofa for a moment, silent. He hoped to god it wasn't Kirito, he'd had enough mental torture today. A second knock rang through the quiet apartment and Jun took a deep breath. He'd hardly noticed that his leg had begun to twitch, his foot thumping against the side of the couch. Jun stared blankly at the door, barely noticeable in the darkness. 

There was a silence, then a third knock. He might as well open it, it seemed as if the person on the other side of that door was persistent. After another moment of hesitation, he managed to persuade himself to open that door. 

"Hey Jun." A subtle greeting, Kohta offered a smile as he swung his car keys around on one finger. Jun smiled, quite relieved. 

"Hi." A quick check to see if there was anyone else in the hallway with Kohta. "Come on in." Jun offered, stepping to the side and motioning to the living room. Kohta obliged, stepping into Jun's apartment, kicking his own shoes off and nudging them against the wall. "Have a seat. Would you like some tea?" Jun asked quietly, trying to sound as normal as possible. Kohta moved to the sofa, dropping onto an end cushion and nodded some. 

"Sure, that'd be nice." Kohta answered, leaning against some pillows. Funny, Jun didn't seem to be sick at all. 

Jun made his way into the kitchen, flicking a light switch to illuminate the room, succeeding in temporarily blinding himself in the process. It took a little while, but he eventually made his way back into the living room, tray in hand. The tray was set on the coffee table that was not a foot away from the sofa and Jun dropped onto a cushion at the other end of the couch. 

"So, Jun...feeling better?" Kohta asked, leaning to grasp his cup of tea. Jun looked at Kohta blankly for a moment, good thing it was dark...he'd forgotten about his excuse earlier. 

"Um..hai. Small case of...food poisoning I guess." Jun replied, snickering nervously and rubbing at the back of his neck. His eyes moved to that lonely teacup on the table. Yes, tea..that would be good. You can't talk with a cup stuffed in your face. 

Kohta nodded, his mind wandering. 

/Sick my ass.../ 

Another sip of his tea and he set the cup down, turning a little bit to better face Jun. He paused for a moment before speaking again. 

"Jun, I know you're not sick." Kohta studied Jun's expression closely, it was a little easier to see now since the kitchen light had been left on. "..and I also saw how you were watching my brother." 

Jun froze, that cup seemed to be glued to his lips and he wanted it that way. 

/Oh god.../ 

A nervous laugh escaped Jun's lips, whistling over the teacup and he set it down, squirming visibly in his seat. 

"What? Oh..yeah, he's got an interesting way of performing when he sings, ne?" Another nervous chuckle. Jun was making this -too- easy for Kohta. 

Kohta shook his head, his hands playing idly with a corner of a pillow. 

"Jun, what's up...I mean, really." It was said with some general degree of concern. "Kirito sent me over here, you know. He was wondering just why you've been acting so damn strange today." 

Jun sighed softly, that vision of Kirito and that -damned- mic stand flashing through his mind for a second. 

"I won't say anything..." Kohta assured Jun, knowing full well that it was something major. It had to be, nothing caused Jun that much discomfort. 

Jun sat in silence, but not still. He was fidgeting and looking anywhere but at Kohta's knowing gaze. Well, maybe Kohta didn't -quite- know what was going on in that mess of a head of his, but he had some idea...Jun was sure of that. It was going to take some brass to tell Kohta what he'd dreamed about. 

"Don't worry about it Jun, you can tell me." Kohta confirmed, setting a hand on Jun's shoulder. Jun didn't flinch, didn't so much as tighten up. He knew Kohta was a friend, and a -straight- one at that. See, everyone knew Kirito was gay, they just never thought his affections would be directed towards any of them. Of course, Kohta was safe...but Jun had this sinking feeling in his stomach every time Kirito so much as -looked- at him. He could see that different kind of gleam in Kirito's eyes.. 

A hand was raised to swat some hair from his eyes, and Jun smiled at Kohta softly. 

"Arigatou. Well..." Of course, there was some hesitation. "I had this dream Kohta, a different sort of...dream." Jun began, averting his eyes as if a crush on someone was a sin. Kohta nodded, he didn't need to hear any more. It was like, when you got a hard-on in class because your teacher was cute. You didn't want to look at her for a while, because you were embarrassed..well, sorta like that. There was a bit of silence. 

"Hm..sou ka." Kohta said with another nod after a while. "Jun, you know he likes you. But his friendship with you is important. He wouldn't hurt you, ever." Kohta said with conviction, reaching to take another sip of that rapidly cooling tea. Jun slumped in his seat, only managing to stare at his own teacup. 

"But Kohta..." Jun started, quietly. "I'm not...well, at least I didn't think..I just...argh." Jun took a bit of a glance at Kohta, watching him as he sipped at that tea. Everything about Kohta seemed to remind him of Kirito. The messy way they styled their hair, those eyes...that mouth. A shiver ran up Jun's spine and he looked away again. 

Kohta nodded sagely, despite the fact that he'd never had a dream of another man. A smile was offered and he took a glance at the clock. 

"You need some time to think. We've got that concert tomorrow, and I don't think anyone wants you to be a nervous wreck. Get some sleep Jun." Kohta recommended, starting to rise from his seat. Jun's leaned across the couch and grasped Kohta's wrist lightly. 

"You won't tell him, will you?" Jun asked in a timid voice. Kohta had assured him earlier, but he knew that siblings often betray things like that for the sake of informing each other. 

Kohta smiled and shook his head, Jun looked so innocent. 

"Of course not Jun. Get some sleep." Kohta said as a final pledge, moving to the door. "Oyasumi nasai." 

" 'Yasumi..." Jun replied, sprawling across the couch and drawing one arm across his eyes. Kohta shook his head and smirked, letting himself out. 

It always baffled the members of Pierrot, seeing just how many people showed up to watch them play. It was something of an incredible rush to hear them singing your songs, swaying to your music. Of course, the members of Pierrot ate it up completely. 

They were already three songs into their set, this had to be one of the best concerts they'd ever played. The crowd's energy was amazing tonight. The stage lights went out, leaving the entire place drenched in darkness before blue streams of light began to circulate around. "Keyword", Kirito's favorite song, for his own reasons. The synthisized beginning melody started up and the crowd roared. Kirito and Aiji exchanged a glance for a moment, letting wry smiles cross their lips. 

Kirito started on the lyrics, moving his hands in repeated motions, willing the crowd to follow. And they did, quite readily...not just some of them, but -all- of them. Kirito watched them smugly, pleased with himself for having so much influence on so many people. 

The song progressed, on to that guitar solo that Aiji performed. Just before Aiji started on the solo, he worked his way on over to Kirito, his back to the other man. Slithering down his body with a stripper's ease, Aiji tilted his head upward, ready to play out that scene they -always- performed. Kirito grinned to himself and tilted his head downward, brushing his lips across Aiji's for a moment before the two engaged in a rather sloppy kiss. The crowd roared, they seemed to like that even more than the actual song. 

Jun, however, didn't like that quite as much as the crowd seemed to. His cocoa eyes weren't paying a scrap of attention to his guitar, they were glued to his bandmates and their shared kiss. He felt something well up inside of him...Jun's eyes were averted and he clamped his poor lower lip between clenched ivories. 

/It's just for show, shock value Jun. You never see them doing any of that when they're -not- on stage, do you? No/ Jun was trying to assure himself that Kirito and Aiji had no real feelings for each other, and at the same time, trying to convince himself that he wasn't jealous. 

The moment was over and the song continued, as it always did. Kohta hadn't watched the actual kiss, he never did like seeing his brother kiss other men. He had, however, been watching Jun, taking note of his expressions. 

/Poor guy.../ Kohta thought to himself. Yes, this was going to be a long night for Jun. 

The lights faded again, and the tiki torches were lit for "Nonai Morphine", another indies classic. After all, the show must go on... 

Filing backstage, the exhausted members of Pierrot made their way down a random hallway and into the room they'd been in before the show began. The sounds of the crowd in the arena could still be heard, cheering for more. They'd played three encores, what more did they want? Hopefully, the house lights would go up soon and the masses would realize it was finally over. 

There was nothing special about the room, it was a mid-sized area, rather empty. Plain white walls, a cheap, hotel-quality landscape spotting the bleak plaster every so often. There were a few well worn couches, a window or two, and one way in or out. About the only exciting thing in there was some left-over, rotting deli dishes. 

Pierrot collectively took a seat on the couches, Kirito, Kohta and Takeo taking one, Aiji sprawling lazily across another. Jun opted for a random metal folding chair. There was some idle chit-chat, shows like this one was what got them out of bed in the morning. 

"Great show guys!" Pierrot's manager exclaimed quite cheesily as he stepped inside, making the rounds to give each member that "go team!" pat on the back. All the members were grinning, except for Jun, who couldn't seem to bring his eyes to meet anything but the floor. 

"The crowd was so electric tonight!" Takeo announced happily, drumming on his thighs. The rest of the band nodded in agreement. It was time to celebrate. 

"Who's up for a few drinks?" Aiji asked, pushing some purple hair from his eyes to look at the other men. A gigantic "Me!" was blurted from Takeo, Kirito and Kohta as they all stood up, giving each other hugs. Being in a band wasn't too much different than being on a football team...Jun was the last to rise, he didn't want to be a "party pooper". 

"Kids.." Their manager laughed softly, shaking his head before making a none-too dramatic exit. 

Aiji, Takeo, Kohta and Kirito all moved over to Jun to give him his celebratory hugs. Takeo and Aiji embraced Jun for a second or so, just a light, friendly hug. Kohta made damn sure to get to Jun before Kirito did, and as he embraced Jun, he leaned to whisper in his ear. 

"Tell him Jun, tell him before it eats you up inside." 

And that was all, the embraced released as Kohta left the room to join Aiji and Takeo in the hallway. Jun stood still for a moment, letting Kohta's whispered advice echo in his head for a moment. Kohta was right, Jun knew...but it was going to be so difficult. Besides, he had to think about how he was going to go about hugging Kirito, who was standing there, smiling softly at Jun. 

Kirito's arms were extended and he took a few steps towards Jun. Jun could feel the butterflies rising in his stomach and he cursed them. It wasn't like this was the first hug he'd ever gotten from Kirito. It would appear that what they say was right, the more time you spend with someone, the fonder you get... 

Before Jun knew it, Kirito had wrapped his arms around him without warning. Jun's own arms were slow to move, but they were eventually drawn up and around Kirito. Jun closed his eyes, holding Kirito to him, savoring the warmth of the other man's body against his own. Kirito blinked some, half expecting this embrace to be as short and uneventful as the others had been, but he wasn't going to complain. Jun tilted his head, subconsciously laying it on Kirito's shoulder, his nose picking up that faint, wonderful scent...a flowery cologne and sweat. Kirito stood still for a moment as Jun began to nuzzle at Kirito's neck, his gloved hands began rubbing at Jun's back slightly. 

/What on earth.../ Kirito wondered to himself, he'd always liked Jun, but much to his dismay, Jun had never liked him back. Until now? 

Catching himself, Jun cleared his throat and his head was pulled right back up, his embrace loosening. He could feel his heart pounding away at his breastbone. 

"Kirito..I'm.." Jun's nice little interjection was interrupted by Kirito's lips. A muffled gasp of surprise was also stifled; Jun froze like a deer caught in headlights. One begloved hand was raised to caress Jun's cheek gently, Kirito was hoping with all his heart that this wasn't a bad idea. 

Jun felt a tingle run up his spine and he marveled at how soft Kirito's lips were, just like he'd imagined...he felt himself relax some, his embrace renewed. Regretfully, Kirito broke the kiss within a few moments. The others were surely wondering just what was going on. There was an awkward moment of silence shared by the two as they simply looked at each other. 

Kohta, who had peeked in before the kiss was broken, smiled to himself and ducked back into the hallway so he wasn't noticed. He didn't especially like to think about the fact that his older brother, his -role model- was gay, but if it made the two happy, Kohta was all for it. He paced his actions, allowing the two time to let each other go before he peeked his head back in. 

"Are you two ready?" Kohta inquired with pseudo-innocence, smiling like he was oblivious. Jun and Kirito nodded in unison and Kirito strolled across the room to join his brother. 

Jun lingered behind, his fingertips rising to his lips. He hadn't let that instance sink into his mind yet. Kohta had already set off down the hall to meet his bandmates, who had become rather rowdy. Kirito waited patiently for Jun, watching him in an attempt to discern whether he was going to scream, cry or even move at all. Thankfully, Jun didn't scream, in fact, he smiled as he made his way over towards the door, slipping past Kirito to join the rest of them. Inwardly, Kirito was jumping for joy. 

Finally, the five of them had congregated near the exit, taking turns to duck into the changing room and slip into some more casual attire. Not too long after, the band collectively wandered off to the nearest bar. 

The unsuspecting patrons of a local pub glanced up curiously, in their half-drunken stupor as Kirito pushed the door open, stepping inside followed by the rest. Soon, people too afraid to sit near the bunch vacated the bar and drinks were ordered. 

"Did you see that babe in the first row Jun? She looked like she was about to rip her clothes off for us." Aiji said, snickering as he nudged Jun in the side. Jun grasped his drink tightly, not wanting the expensive drink to spill and let out a faint humoring chuckle. 

"Yeah..." A quick glance at Kirito was stolen. Jun couldn't have cared less about that woman in the front row. Let her rip her clothes off, it wasn't like he'd be looking at her anyway. Takeo's lower lip jutted out a bit and he frowned. 

"Boy did I notice her." Kohta offered, snickering in that hormonal way, offering the others a knowing wink. 

"I never get to see things like that." Takeo whimpered, crossing his arms. 

"Oh quiet drummer boy." Aiji responded, slamming another shot of whiskey. He ordered another, grinning smugly as the alcohol hit his empty stomach hard. 

The bartender must have thought he was serving a party of twenty with the way Aiji drank. And by the fifth drink, Aiji let his head hit the countertop. Kohta laughed, poking Aiji with a nearby pretzel. Takeo was too amused with swirling his drink around in its cup, Jun was doodling random things on a napkin and Kirito was watching Jun over the top of the only drink he'd had so far. Jun glanced up and flushed madly, Kirito seemed to be paying an awful lot of attention to him at the moment. Aiji's head was lifted and in a drunken stupor he glanced at Kirito, then to Jun. 

"Oh..don't start getting all lovey on me now Kirito." Aiji slurred, his eyes half lidded. Jun's eyes widened and Kirito quirked a brow, his gaze moving to Aiji. Thanks to the guitarist's comment, everyone in the band was now staring back and forth between Jun and Kirito. 

"Tch, Aiji...you're just jealous." Kirito said in retort. Aiji flushed, standing up and immediately changing the subject. 

"Where's the damn karaoke machine?" Aiji asked, irritated. Lo and behold, on a tiny stage in the corner, sat a lonely karaoke machine. Grabbing Kohta by the shoulder and nearly pulling him off his stool, Aiji dragged the bassist across the room and onto the stage, fully intending on making Kirito suffer through a horrible, drunken rendition of some random Ayumi Hamasaki song. 

And horrible it was. Kirito shuddered as Aiji's voice rang out through the room on a poor quality microphone. Takeo grinned stupidly, dashing across the room to sit in a chair closer to the stage. Kirito hadn't really noticed that Jun had slipped a few seats closer, right next to him, in fact. 

"He's a horrible singer when he's drunk, ne?" Jun asked quietly, sienna eyes fixated on Kirito's profile. A simple nod was what Jun got in response as Kirito quietly sipped on his drink. Earlier events had made things difficult for Kirito to carry a conversation with Jun. He still wasn't sure if what he did was the right thing. 

Kirito's eyes wandered about the bar, taking note of the silly bastards that were too drunk to care how wretched Aiji sounded over that ear-piercing squeal of the mic. Kohta muttered some of the words along with the drunken guitarist, trying his best to read the lyrics as they splayed across the small television in front of them. Not once did Kirito see Kohta join in the 'fun' without being smacked in the side by Aiji. A small smirk escaped Kirito's lips, this was entertaining. 

Jun sighed softly, his own eyes wandering to that horrible performance on that cramped stage. They lingered there for just a short moment before they were drawn almost magnetically back to Kirito, who was still watching Aiji. Jun felt his heart sink. 

/It was just the moment I guess.../ He reflected wordlessly, a few hazed memories of the kiss he and Kirito had shared earlier flooding his mind temporarily. Another resigning sigh and he leaned his back against the uncomfortable edge of the bar countertop. 

Maybe Aiji was better for Kirito. No, Jun wouldn't give up that easily. He'd overcome his fears and apprehensions about his dream and realized just how he felt about Kirito. If nothing else, he considered Kirito to be absolutely beautiful. 

Jun's eyes looked away from Aiji, with no degree of difficulty, and settled back on Kirito. He wished that he could trail his fingertips down his cheek, let them linger on his jaw...but a kiss to those beautiful lips was what he desired most. Jun's gaze wandered down the vocalist's body, he'd never noticed just how lovely Kirito looked in those suits of his. Jun's gaze was raised to look at Kirito again, and much to his surprise, Kirito was looking back. Jun's cheeks flushed madly. 

"Good thing that song's over, huh?" Jun stammered, averting his attention to the stage like he'd been staring there for the whole time. Kirito shook his head and chuckled, bringing two fingertips up to graze Jun's jawline. 

Jun looked back at Kirito for a moment, Kirito's attention fleeing to the stage, where he noted Kohta dragging Aiji away by way of a strong grasp on the waist of his pants. 

"I'm taking him home." Kohta announced to Jun and Kirito as he dragged Aiji towards the door. They had, after all, taken only two cars. Takeo jumped from his seat and dashed over to Kohta. 

"Let me help you." Takeo offered as he grabbed one of Aiji's arms, slinging it over his shoulder. Aiji could do nothing but mutter incoherently as he was dragged off to the parking lot. 

"Well.." Kirito started, turning on his stool to face Jun "looks like we've been ditched. I might as well take you home too." Kirito stood and stretched his thin body, catlike. Jun nodded absently, standing from his seat as well. Kirito popped his neck and reached for his car keys, wandering towards the door with Jun in his wake. 

