Part3

The sunlight danced across Jun's mussed bed and Kirito's sleeping form. The sun had been up for quite some time before Kirito finally opened his eyes, finding himself alone. It had to be the worst feeling in the world, even if he knew Jun was only a few steps away at any given moment. In fact, Jun was peeking into the doorway as Kirito sat up in bed, running a hand through his hair. 

"Ohayo." Jun greeted Kirito softly, moving almost soundlessly across the room to sit on the edge of his bed. Jun had already been up and showered, dressed in casual black jeans and a white long-sleeved shirt. Kirito reached up to rub at his eyes, smearing last night's eyeliner nicely. Jun snickered softly, reaching out to smooth Kirito's ruffled hair. 

"Did you sleep well?" Jun asked, his fingers playing across the top of Kirito's hand. Kirito nodded sleepily, taking a look around the room. Oh -yeah-...he had spent the night at Jun's. Oh -yeah-..he and Jun had fooled around last night. Oh -god-. 

"Is something...wrong Kirito-sama?" Jun asked, looking at Kirito with a rather timid expression, chewing on his lower lip. 

/please let him say no../ 

Kirito shook his head, sitting up completely and realizing he was nude. Well, this surely made for an uncomfortable situation. 

Jun forced a small smile and drew Kirito into a hug gently. All the feelings Kirito had experienced last night flooded back to him ten fold. Kirito's arms drew up and around Jun, holding him close again. Yes, this was -his- friend, -his- lover, his -angel-. Jun squeezed Kirito and let his head rest on Kirito's shoulder. 

There was a terrible silence between the two, as there always was between two people after a semi-drunken one-night stand. Where would they go from here? 

Kirito felt something gnaw at his insides as he recalled how innocent Jun had been, how gently Jun had touched him. He couldn't fathom just throwing whatever bond they had forged last night to the wind. It would be too cruel of him to do that to Jun. 

Slowly, Jun released Kirito from that embrace and sat upright again, looking him over. 

"You need a shower Kirito-sama." Jun noted, and he was right. There was a nod from Kirito as he stood up, taking a crumpled sheet from the bed and wrapping it around his narrow waist. Jun watched Kirito, a bit confused by the sheet. Afterall, they had been introduced to each other's bodies quite thoroughly last night. In any case, Kirito meandered into the bathroom, after initially letting himself into a closet. Jun stood up from the bed and wandered into another room, waiting for Kirito's return. 

Kirito stepped into the bathroom, the very clean and very blue rug that covered the expanse beneath the sink reached up to tickle his bare feet with its silky fibers. Kirito pulled part of the sheet up and away from his abdomen, letting it fall to the floor. For a long moment, his eyes observed his own reflection. 

"So -this- is beautiful..." Kirito reflected on Jun's words, his hands wandering up and down his own body, trying to simulate Jun's heavenly touch to no avail. He didn't think he was so "beautiful", in fact he rather hated himself for taking advantage of Jun's needs to satisfy his own desire for the exquisite guitarist. 

Shrugging himself of all thoughts, he stepped into the shower, his toes curling as they hit the cold porcelain beneath them. A hand was extended to the dial, and the water turned on. Within minutes, the entire room was bathed in clean smelling fog. 

Kirito sighed softly and reached for a bottle of shampoo, smelling it. The scent was probably the closest thing you could get to tasting the smell of flowers, if that made any sense. He exhaled heavily, remnants of the smell lingering in Kirito's nose. The smell was one of many that Jun sported on a daily basis, that odor that collectively struck you as both noxious and enchanting. Distinctly Jun. 

A relaxed, deep throated groan barely made it above the sounds of the rapidly falling water. Kirito let himself lean against a wall, closing his eyes as the water ran its course over his body and down the drain. 

Jun busied himself with straightening his already clean apartment while Kirito showered. A moment's glance persuaded him to give in to the nagging urge to rest for a bit. On impulse, Jun found himself moving to that door-side closet, removing Kirito's black blazer from it. The hanger was discarded but not carelessly, it was placed back on the rack with the others and the closet door was shut. 

Clutching the jacket in hand, he took a lazy seat on the couch, cradling the coat in his arms. For an absurd moment, Jun worried about wrinkling the expensive looking garment, but that thought was pushed from his mind. Instead, he sat up from the back of the couch and slid the coat on around him. Jun was bigger than Kirito, but not by much...he was just glad Kirito had a fondness for loose-fitting suit jackets. Jun spent some time hugging himself in that jacket obsessively before he simply dazed out, his gaze focusing on nothing in particular. 

It was after a good amount of time spent staring at nothing that he realized his craving for Kirito. After what they had shared, Jun felt that he could never again go a day without it. Kirito had shown Jun a side of him that he hadn't known about, a kind, gentle, loving side to that fierce exterior. 

Jun spent a moment wondering how things might be different between them when Kirito stepped out of the shower. Would he be embraced lovingly in Kirito's arms? Would they utilize that bond they'd formed to build a stronger friendship? Perhaps a relationship? Or least favored, would Kirito shy away and simply treat Jun like another member of the band..? 

Jun prayed to whoever was listening that it wasn't the latter. Jun was still in that state of semi-awareness, only to be snapped awake by the sound of the bathroom door opening. Quickly removing Kirito's jacket, he folded it up as if his intentions were to set it out for him in the first place. 

Kirito stepped from the steaming bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist. His black hair was matted down, his face clean of makeup. Jun's eyes wandered their way to Kirito's form, finding that he looked quite like someone you'd read about in a romance novel. Or he imagined that's what women read about, anyhow. Jun's lips twitched into a smile as he continued to eye Kirito. 

"...can I borrow some clothes?" Kirito asked, flipping the corner of his towel some as it to accentuate the fact that he had nothing to wear. 

Jun nodded and stood up, moving past Kirito into his bedroom, which was still in a state of disarray. He opened his closet door and leafed through the contents, settling on some loose black pants and a random black shirt. The garments were handed to Kirito and the vocalist disappeared into the bathroom again. 

Jun turned to look at his bed for a moment, it was messy, a product of love..no, momentary lust. He decided that he would leave the bedroom that way until Kirito left. 

Kirito wandered back out of the bathroom a few minutes after he had returned to it. This time, his visage was a little more..refined, not to mention clothed. He slipped away from the humid bathroom and down the hall to the living room, where he took a seat on the couch next to Jun. Kirito crossed his legs uncomfortably. Wearing other people's clothing was always a new experience. 

Jun leaned over to reach across his coffee table, idly fingerting some random publication. Both of them knew they had to talk about what happened between them, but neither of them found any joy to be had in starting that conversation. 

"Kirito..." Jun started quietly, well, someone had to do it. Kirito looked over at Jun, a quiet "hmm?" was uttered in response. "Are we...going anywhere?" Okay, so that wasn't the clearest way to convey what Jun was pondering. Kirito arched a brow and tilted his head to a slight angle. 

"Going somewhere as in...out of the apartment?" Kirito asked, he knew damn well what Jun was talking about, he just didn't quite know how to respond yet. Jun shook his head. 

"No Kirito. Are -we- going anywhere?" the word "we" had quite a bit of stress put on it. Jun peered at Kirito demurely, his hands fidgeting in his lap. Kirito averted his eyes for a moment in thought. 

"Well Jun, it all depends." Kirito answered finally, looking back at the other man. That wasn't exactly the answer Jun had wanted to hear. Jun wasn't exactly expecting Kirito to express his eternal love for him, but he certainly didn't want to hear "that depends". Jun held his breath for a moment, then released it silently. 

"Depends on what?" 

"On you." 

Jun blinked slowly. On him? Why would it depend on him? He began to squirm nervously in his seat. 

"What do you mean by that?" Jun asked, watching Kirito intensely. Kirito lifted and dropped one shoulder in a tiny shrug. 

"I mean exactly what I said Jun." Kirito's fleeting attention span was turned to focus on Jun's face. "Do -you- want this to go somewhere?" he paused for a moment, licking his dry lips. "I mean...you already know how I feel about you." Jun furrowed his brow, scooting closer to Kirito just slightly, his lips pursed in thought. 

"No, Kirito..I don't." Hell, even if he -did-, Jun wanted to hear it from Kirito's own lips. Kirito sighed softly, now he was going to -have- to explain himself. Something he never was too talented at. Jun's lips twitched, threatening to form a smile as he noted Kirito's uncomfortable shifting. Kirito let out a long, melodramatic sigh before he hesitantly began to explain. 

"I've had feelings for you since the day we first met." he began, his eyes averting to the shiny, polished surface of the table beside the sofa. "You always had this quality that I wanted. This certain aura of...I guess you'd call it purity. Not to mention," Kirito's gaze lifted for just a moment to take an adoring look at Jun. "you're the cutest thing I've ever seen." he finished with a chuckle. Jun's cheeks took on an almost instant rosey hue. 

"Kirito..." Jun was so easily flattered it seemed. Daring to scoot across that other half of the cushion between them, Jun nudged himself onto Kirito's lap. Draping his arms around his shoulders, slender hands were linked at the back of Kirito's neck. Kirito smiled sweetly, that smile quickly fading as Jun's lips pressed to his own. Out of reflex, Kirito's arms held Jun tight. 

The kiss that Jun had started was also broken by him. Adjusting his position some, he nuzzled his face against the soft skin of Kirito's neck, his head tilted so that his lips nestled just barely against Kirito's jaw. Another kiss was placed at the said place, and Jun sighed dreamily. 

"Kirito, I love you..." It was whispered and the 'you' was dragged out as if Jun had caught himself blurting something he shouldn't have. Too late. Kirito's eyes widened a bit, and he remained almost as still as death. Jun peered up at Kirito from his resting spot, he almost looked frightened of Kirito's expression. 

Kirito felt his heart leap and he attempted to turn his head, forgetting that Jun's face was nuzzled at his neck. Moving just enough to look directly at Jun, Kirito's fingertips tilted Jun's chin upward a little. Jun brought a submissive gaze up to meet Kirito's slowly. 

"...what?" Kirito said, in disbelief. He'd heard him alright, but he wanted to make sure he wasn't halucinating. Jun's lower lip trembled, Kirito had made that question a little more harsh sounding than he'd meant it. Bowing his head again, Jun repeated himself even more quietly than the original revelation had been said. 

"I said I love you Kirito." 

Yep, Kirito was sure of what he'd heard this time. He didn't quite know -what- to be feeling at the moment. Part of him was elated, the man he'd longed for was admitting a love for him, -him-. But there was a nagging voice somewhere in the back of Kirito's mind, telling him that Jun's 'love' was only a product of what had happened between them. Either way, Kirito couldn't help but smile. However, doubt shone in those chocolate eyes. Jun, unprovoked, settled back into his previous position and began to convey his reasoning for the unexpected blurb. 

"Last night, you made me feel like I was wanted Kirito..." Jun began, his voice just a whispering breath that fluttered past the sensitive skin of Kirito's neck. "the way you touched me...no one had treated me with that kind of love before...that kind of respect. You didn't force me to do anything, and I -know- you're thinking you did." Jun snuck a glance up at Kirito. "I experienced emotions I'd never felt before. And now, I'm afraid I can't live without them....without you." Jun breathed in deeply, finishing. 

"Oh Jun..." Kirito said, completely astonished. The only thing that came to Kirito's mind was to kiss Jun again, deeply. Jun's lips parted obligingly, his tongue timidly peeking out to play with Kirito's. The blissful moment was broken abruptly, much to their collective chagrin, by a knock at the door. 

Jun pulled from the kiss and stared at the door for a moment, hoping whoever it was would leave. Another knock disturbed the silence in the room and Jun sighed heavily, rising from the couch to wander to the door. God help them if it was a salesman on the other side. The door was opened slowly and Aiji stood in the hallway, hand raised to knock again. 

"Hi..." he trailed off, his gaze catching Kirito on the couch. "...guys." 

Aiji had a way of making that plural sound down right evil. 

"Should I...be leaving?" the latter of what Aiji had asked was tacked on as he took another glance at Kirito, behind Jun on the couch. Kirito seemed completely indifferent to the situation. Jun shook his head, always trying to be polite as possible, he stepped aside and motioned Aiji in. 

"Stay a while Aiji." Jun almost insisted. Aiji nodded and gave a quick bow before stepping into Jun's apartment, lingering by the frame of the door lazily. 

"Ohayo." Aiji greeted Kirito quietly, glancing between Jun and Kirito. Was Kirito wearing Jun's -clothes-? Strumming a few fingers across violet hair, Aiji finally resigned to the couch, sitting opposite Kirito. Jun joined the pair, sitting between them...ironically enough. Kirito seemed to coil into the corner of the couch, away from the two. 

/Why...did he have to come here -now-?/ Kirito thought to himself as he adjusted his position. He knew that Aiji was going to be suspicious of the two. And he knew of Aiji's problems with jealousy. Every show, Kirito played with Aiji, not Jun. And Aiji wouldn't like the fact that Kirito had decided to play with Jun too, offstage. Jun derailed Kirito's train of thought with a question. 

"So, what brings you over here Aiji?" 

/yeah, what -exactly- prompted you to use your impecable timing and come over -now-?/ Kirito thought dryly. 

Aiji shrugged slightly, smiling politely. 

"I just wanted to see if you wanted to do something later on in the week. Since our tour's over and all." A sideglance cast to Kirito. "I didn't realize you might have company." Jun chuckled nervously and watched Kirito out of his peripheral vision. 

"Oh, hai. I'd like to go out Aiji." Jun confirmed, smiling like a fool to try and ease the tension in the room. Kirito winced visibly at Jun's remark, "go out" wasn't exactly the best phrase to be used since they had been on the verge of officially starting a relationship themselves not fifteen minutes before Aiji had intruded. Aiji nodded dramatically, offering a sly smile of his own. Kirito huffed almost silently, crossing his arms over his chest. 

"Demo...some tea, Aiji?" Jun offered, standing slowly. A nod from Aiji and Jun was off into the kitchen. Aiji took this opportunity to kick Kirito's dangling foot. 

"Kiri-sama...-what- are you doing over here?" Aiji inquired, narrowing his eyes a bit. Kirito looked over slowly, that kick hurt dammit. 

"I spent the night." that explained itself. Aiji's eyes widened as he stared at Kirito, he could piece the rest together. 

"You didn't..." Aiji started. 

"No, we didn't." Kirito finished. 

Aiji shook his head and reached across the couch to tug at the sleeve of -Jun's- shirt. 

"Then why are you sporting Jun's clothing, hmm?" Aiji's voice had suddenly turned cold. Not only was Kirito apparently fucking their friend and bandmate behind his back, but he was also lying to him. Kirito shrugged some, forcefully yanking his arm away from Aiji's grasp. 

"I had no clothes to wear. You've shared my clothes plenty of times Aiji, don't give me that." Kirito muttered in response, eyeing Aiji from his place tucked away in the corner of the couch. Persistant, Aiji scooted ever closer to Kirito, pinning him against the arm of the couch. Leaning forward, Aiji brought his lips a fraction of an inch from Kirito's ear. 

"I -will- give you that. I shared your clothes because we were FUCKING each other." Aiji spat, pulling himself back to look Kirito in the eyes. Kirito, of course, averted his eyes to the nearest object that wasn't Aiji. 

"Aiji, please...Jun's in the other goddamn room. You don't think he can hear you?" Kirito tried not to scream those words. Aiji scoffed, his gaze unwavering. 

"I don't care if he hears me Kirito. I want to know what you're doing with -him-." Suddenly, Jun wasn't a person anymore, merely a pronoun. "You and I...-We- had something Kirito. Why did you drop me for that...school boy." Aiji asked, his expression fading into anguish. 

"Aiji...listen to yourself.." Kirito urged, shaking his head. Aiji continued to stare at Kirito, his bottom lip beginning to tremble. 

"Is it because he's fresh meat for you Kirito? Is that why? Or is it because he's so goddamn sweet and innocent? You don't want this trash anymore...now that you've got your new little doll to play with. Is that -right- Kirito?" Aiji accused, turning to look away. Kirito sighed heavily, closing his eyes. 

"Aiji...stop. Please, stop." Kirito begged, opening his eyes again to peek over his shoulder at Jun. Still busy making tea, Jun seemed oblivious. Kirito hoped that the whistling tea pot or flowing water from the faucet had drained this lovely conversation out. "Don't jump to conclusions." Kirito added, knowing full well that there weren't really any radical conclusions for Aiji to jump to. They -had- fooled around and Kirito had enjoyed himself. He wasn't about to say that to Aiji though. As if on cue, Jun returned to the living room, holding a tray dressed with a teapot and three cups. 

"The tea's done." The obvious was stated in a shaky voice. Jun wasn't so sure he wanted to be around Aiji tonight anymore. 

Sitting down, the tray was placed neatly on the table before the three of them. Each grabbed his own cup and Jun poured the tea equally with shaky hands. Kirito wanted so much to reach out and hold those hands, embrace Jun until he'd stopped shaking. A look from Aiji cast all that from his mind almost immediately. 

There was a long, seemingly endless silence between the three of them before Aiji broke it, setting his cup down. 

"I've just remembered I have something to do. I'll call you later Jun. Thanks for the tea." He announced, standing quickly and moving to the door. Jun looked up from his teacup, half surprised, half relieved. Kirito's gaze remained on that green liquid in his cup. 

"Alright, matane." Jun said with a nod as Aiji let himself out, careful not to slam the door behind him. 

Jun turned to look at Kirito, setting his cup down as well. His expression wrenched at Kirito's heart like nothing else had before. And so began the discussion that neither of them wanted to have. 

The phone rang at the dismal hour of midnight and Kirito leaned across the table he'd been sitting at to pick it up, successfully knocking his drink over in the process. 

"Moshi Mos-shit." Kirito answered quietly. Aiji's voice came in through the receiver of the black cordless phone, sounding just as bored as Kirito did. 

"Kirito?" Aiji asked, as if someone else was expected to pick up Kirito's phone. 

"Hai." Kirito answered as he scooted away from the cherry varnished dinner table to get some paper towels from his kitchen. 

"It's Aiji. I'm sorry for my outburst earlier. Do you want to go somewhere and talk?" Aiji offered. Kirito rolled his eyes and wiped up the spilled liquid. 

"Sure. Just come over, we'll figure something out, ne?" Kirito answered hesitantly, throwing the spent paper towels into a nearby trashcan. 

"Hai. Matane." Aiji finished, a small beep followed and then the dial tone. Kirito sighed and clicked his phone off, taking a seat in the high-backed chair he'd been in before Aiji called. Raking a hand through his messy ebony hair, Kirito stood up to move into his bathroom to clean himself up. 

