Part6

It had been just about two days and Kirito had heard absolutely nothing from Jun. The phone was never answered when he called, which was quite frequently. No one he knew had seen Jun, as far as they were letting on, and Kirito was starting to worry. 

He hadn't moved in a while, tonight was idle for him. Practices had been cancelled, due to the fact that no one wanted to go. So for now, Kirito lay across his sofa, staring blankly at the clock. Kirito's mind took him off into a pessimistic land of wonder. 

He pondered what Jun was doing, settling on the idea that whatever it was, Jun was no doubt having more fun without him being there. 

A quiet sigh passed Kirito's pouty lips as he pulled himself into an upright position. Deciding it was better to be yelled at in person, if that was the case, than be ignored. Slipping his coat and shoes on, Kirito left his apartment and headed for Jun's. 

Jun stirred. He wasn't even sure of where he was at the moment. All he could distinguish through his blurry gaze was the figure of -someone- approaching from down the hallway. 

He tried to move, terrified by the presence of the other, whom he couldn't recognize immediately. The fresh pain that shot through his body with even the vaguest muscle twitch rendered him still. Jun closed his eyes and curled his body up as much as he could without shrieking in agony, praying to whoever was listening. Jun began to tremble as the figure drew closer. 

Kirito's eyes went wide as he noted Jun's nude, bruised and trembling form curled up at the end of the hallway, in front of his apartment. 

"Oh my god.." Kirito whispered, more to himself than anyone else. Without much conscious thought, his legs carried him to Jun in what had been a stride turned full on run. Dropping to his knees beside Jun, Kirito took a moment to look over the entire scene. 

Jun was nude, but his clothes were tossed into a heap on his body carelessly. Jun's pallor skin was slick with sweat, dried blood and was marred by random clusters of fresh violet bruises. The most noticeable being the large bruises that adorned his jaw and the elongated marking that drew across the bridge of his nose, swelling Jun's left eye closed. 

Kirito was in complete shock, his jaw went slack and he almost blacked out as every new glance at Jun unveiled more markings, more pain inflicted on his angel. 

"Jun..what..what happened..?" Kirito asked, reaching out to brush a fingertip across an unmarked patch of cheek. Jun flinched almost violently and attempted to pull himself up and drag himself away from who he still considered the "strange figure". Things were distorted, and Jun didn't know which way was up. All Jun could recognize was the adrenaline coursing through his veins, and the need to get away from whoever was touching him. 

Jun had made it as far as a foot away, to curl up against the fold of structure where his doorway met the adjacent wall. He immediately burst into tears as Kirito closed that gap between them. 

"Get the hell away...!" Jun screamed, trying to cover and defend himself pathetically with one arm draped over his head. Kirito continued to stare at Jun, horrified. Against Jun's command, Kirito reached out to barely touch Jun's shoulder. 

"Jun, it's---" Kirito didn't finish, his statement was cut short by the stinging sensation of Jun's clenched fist being brought against his forearm. 

"Don't TOUCH ME!" Jun screamed again, delirious. By this time, he was swinging fists randomly, and one had come in contact with Kirito's other arm, successfully knocking the red rose he had brought for Jun across the hall. Kirito drew back, he could feel the warmth of tears start to collect at the corners of his eyes. 

"Jun, please..it's me, Kirito.." Kirito said quietly, his voice coming across as more of a whimpered plea for recognition. Jun, however, didn't stop flailing madly. Holding those tears at bay for the time being, Kirito attempted another bit of contact with Jun, only this time, he caught one of those wrists, holding it still. 

Flashing back to his wrists being bound together, not more than a few hours ago, Jun shrieked. Kirito let go of the wrist and moved to lean over and draw an arm around Jun's back, just under the shoulder blades. Jun continued to cry hysterically, his fists taking turns pounding into whatever part of Kirito was nearest. All the frustration, fear and anger Jun had felt during this night was coming back to him, and Kirito was the unlucky person who happened to be there. 

It wasn't long before Jun had tired himself out with all his merciless pounding on Kirito's poor body. After the pounding had ceased, Kirito spoke again. 

"Jun.." It was said very quietly, an attempt to get Jun to at least answer him in a sane manner. Kirito's voice had registered finally and in response Jun leaned up and threw his arms across Kirito's shoulders, linking his hands at the back of Kirito's neck, burying his face at the right side of Kirito's chest. 

Kirito shut his eyes tightly and wrapped both arms around Jun to help strengthen the embrace. Bowing his head, Kirito pressed his cheek against the side of Jun's head and a few tears slipped from his closed eyes. 

"Jun, tell me what happened.." Kirito managed to ask, choking it through the tears that he wouldn't allow to fall freely. Jun said nothing, made almost no sound, save for the soft sound of his breathing against Kirito's chest. 

Kirito wouldn't ask again, he figured that Jun would tell him when he was ready to. For the time being, Kirito just held onto his angel while he sobbed against his chest. After a moment, Jun raised his head to peer pathetically through one eye, up at Kirito. 

"Kirito...it hurts..." Jun whimpered softly, his cheeks streaked with tears. 

Kirito looked down at Jun and turned his head as if he were too repulsed by the visage before him to look at Jun steadily. 

"Jun please...let me take you to the hospital." Kirito offered, forcing himself to look at Jun once more. 

Jun nodded languidly, closing his eyes and leaning almost like dead weight against Kirito's supportive arms. Kirito's pulse quickened with adrenaline and he repositioned himself so that he could slide an arm beneath Jun's knees. As Kirito attempted to lift Jun from the ground for the first time, Jun cried out and pulled himself closer to Kirito's hunched over form. 

"Kirito...it hurts..!" Jun repeated a little more urgently, weakly holding himself to the vocalist's body. 

"I know, Jun...but just let me lift you..you'll be alright, I promise." Kirito assured Jun as he slowly lifted the guitarist off the ground. 

Jun yelped softly as Kirito settled Jun across his outstretched arms a little more comfortably. Crying silently, Jun tried to keep his arms linked around Kirito's neck as Kirito moved slowly down the hallway and towards the steps that led down to the parking lot. 

"Jun, please stay with me.." Kirito urged, leaning across the console between the two front seats of his car to nudge Jun's shoudler with his fist gently. Jun's one good eye opened slowly, just barely above a slit before he started to slip into unconsciousness again. 

"Jun, please.." Kirito begged, trying his best to keep his eyes both on the road, and on Jun as simultaniously as possible. 

The spedometer in his car read 75mph (kilometers, I know..but I can't convert! :B) and there was undoubetly a red light or two that Kirito had passed through without a second glance. If it weren't for the raging sound of the horn of an oncoming vehicle, Kirito wouldn't have taken his eyes off of Jun, who had again closed his eyes and gone almost limp. 

"JUN!" Kirito screamed frantically, reaching over with one hand again to shake Jun's shoulder. Thankfully, Jun's eyes opened. 

A cough wrenched its way from Jun's chest and he lolled his bruised face to the side to look at Kirito almost blankly. 

"Kiri...I'm not going to...die am I?" Jun asked, in a state of semi-delirium due to his injuries. Kirito's eyes went wide and he could feel the sensation of tears threatening to brim at the corners of his eyes. 

"No, Jun. No." Kirito said in a matter-of-fact tone as he stopped, surprisingly, at a red light. Taking this opportunity to get a full glance at his broken angel, Kirito bit his lip to stop it from trembling. "Just keep your eyes open Jun...stay with me. I won't let you go this easily." Kirito said softly after his teeth had mercifully released his lower lip. 

Jun did the remarkable; he smiled. 

"Oh Kirito..." Jun started, his face taking on a serene expression. Reaching up, Jun grasped Kirito's outreached hand in his own and brought it towards his parched lips. A gentle kiss was placed upon Kirito's knuckles as Jun closed his eyes again. Kirito could feel Jun's grip weakening..."I love you so much...you're the best thing that's ever..." Jun paused, feeling a shockwave of pain surge through his body randomly and he winced, a few tears slipping past his eyes that were clenched shut so tightly. Jun swallowed hard and took a deep breath before completeing his statement. "...the best thing that's ever happened to me." There, it was finished. The statement struck Kirito with such force that the vocalist was reduced to tears in record time. 

"Jun..." was all Kirito managed to say before his breath caught in his throat, forming a sob. Neither of them had noticed that the light they were sitting at had turned from red, to green, to yellow, and finally red again. 

Jun smiled again, barely grazing the top of Kirito's hand with a swollen cheek. By this time, Kirito's tears were falling freely, and the sobs that shook his chest violently came in regular intervals. 

Jun spoke again. 

"Kirito..if I...if I don't make it...feed my cats, ne?" And a soft chuckle escaped the tightness of Jun's throat as he offered a half-assed smile. Kirito almost wailed as he dropped his head, reaching over to hold onto Jun's hand with both of his. 

"Don't say that Jun...don't say that. I'll get you to the hospital..you'll be fine." Kirito said with conviction, turning his attentions back to the street light reluctantly. It was green. 

"You'll be fine.." Kirito repeated. 

Taking his hands from Jun hesitantly, Kirito gripped the wheel and floored the accelerator of the car, causing the tires to spin out underneath them as the vehicle was once again put into motion at near breakneck speeds. The hospital was maybe another mile away, but it seemed the longest mile either of them had ever known... 

The parking job Kirito had done as they reached the hospital was haphazard at best. Throwing the emergency brake into action, Kirito almost flew out the driver's side door but was remarkably careful not to slam it as he rounded the vehicle to open the passenger's side. 

Kirito nearly flung his coat off his shoulders and opened the passenger door. Leaning down, the coat was wrapped around Jun's slender body to protect him from the cold as Kirito draped one arm across Jun's back. 

"Hold onto me Jun..." Kirito instructed. 

Jun raised his arms languidly to drape them around Kirito's neck, he groaned as Kirito began to lift him out of the vehicle. 

"Kirito, don't let me go..." Jun pleaded softly, clasping his hands together as best he could at the base of Kirito's neck. Kirito closed his eyes tightly, trying not to let the situation sink in again. He knew he would be reduced to tears again. 

"I won't Jun...ever." Kirito assured him, extending his other arm underneath the folds of Jun's knees to further lift the guitarist out of the car. Jun wasn't a feather-weight, but you'd be amazed what adrenaline does to a person. 

Raising a foot to side kick the door closed, Kirito clutched Jun to his body as he made his way up towards the entrance of the emergency room. 

The electric glass doors slid open noiselessly and Kirito was immediately hit with the searing white, sterile appearance of the hospital, and the smell of anti-bacterial chemicals. He wrinkled his nose. 

Standing almost as still as a manequin, Kirito looked around in a daze as medical personnel rushed to aid the new patrons. 

"Please help him." Kirito pleaded, his voice sounding hoarse and weak. His arms trembled under Jun's weight as the medical team rushed for a gurney for Jun. 

Thankfully, the medical team needed not look any further than an adjacent hallway, where a gurney was found and rushed towards where Kirito stood in the reception area. 

Leaning, to lower Jun onto the starch-white medical bed as the nurses had instructed frantically, Kirito found that he couldn't let Jun go as much as he tried to will himself to do so. 

Jun's eyes were open, well, one was anyway...and his gaze seemed to burn into Kirito's soul as they shared this exchange. For a moment, all time seemed to stand still and Kirito could sense everything around him fading so that all that remained was Jun, and Jun only. There were no words, only this gaze that seemed to say everything and nothing all at the same time. 

Upon taking in his lover's visage in this ultra-violet light, Kirito could feel the tears falling from his eyes again. He felt that he had never seen anything so horrendous in his life as the sight of Jun so weak, so bruised..but still so innocent. 

Leaning downward just enough to close the small gap between their bodies, Kirito kissed Jun's lips softly, lovingly. Jun, who hadn't removed his arms from around Kirito's neck, returned this kiss with as much strength as he could muster. The kiss itself seemed to last a whole new eternity before Kirito finally broke away slowly. 

The tears that fell from Kirito's eyes dropped onto Jun's chest with soft, silent splashes, forming small, glittering rivers that cascaded down the soft vanilla flesh. Jun pouted and mouthed his last words to Kirito. 

"Don't cry, my love." 

Kirito closed his eyes, Jun was so fragile, so weak..yet so strong. It broke Kirito's heart to realize that Jun was the one urging -him- to be strong. 

Kirito remained completely motionless, Jun withdrew his arms from around Kirito's neck, grazing his fingertips across a moistened cheek. The now wet fingertips were brought to Jun's lips. 

Opening his eyes again, Kirito's concentration was rudely broken by the urging voice of a nearby nurse. 

"Sir, Sir!! Please! We must get him to the examination room!" 

Kirito turned his attention from Jun, pulling away for what seemed a split second. And in that second, the medical team had wheeled the battered guitarist away. 

Kirito turned, blinking away the last remains of his daze. Only the image of a lingering doctor occupied his field of vision. The doctor approached Kirito, and a hand was extended to lay upon Kirito's shoulder. 

"Go pack some of his belongings. This shouldn't take long." The dark-haired doctor advised, offering Kirito a sympathetic smile. Kirito nodded and reluctantly turned on heel, heading back out the sliding glass doors. 
