Part7

Aiji hummed a quiet tune to himself as his heavy, freshly sober (almost) footfalls echoed across the hallway of Jun's apartment building. His humming, however, was cut absurdly short by his breath whistling over the rim of the beer bottle he'd just pressed to his dry lips. 

"The criminal always returns to the scene of the crime..." Aiji mused to himself, stopping for a moment for another swill of liver rot approximately two doors down from Jun's apartment. He had returned for the sake of scaring the hell out of Jun once more, as if the events of the past night hadn't traumatized the pitiful guitarist enough. 

The thought of Jun's misery brought a wide, cruel smile to Aiji's lips. After all, "Jun deserved it. The little bastard...a nice hospital stay ought to teach the fuck not to go after other people's lovers." Or so Aiji thought. Aiji decided against movement; persuaded to lean against the wall by the light buzzing sensation newly formed seemingly right behind his eyes. Jun's apartment was only two doors down, after all...he had all night. 

Inside the apartment, Kirito was rummaging through Jun's bedroom closet, picking out clothing that wouldn't be too restricting. 

A shirt or two was tossed over onto the nearby bed along with a loose pair of trousers. Kirito had already collected socks and assorted undergarments, which were also tossed onto that bed, awaiting the folding process. 

Kirito turned his attentions to the other assorted inanimate objects in the room. He needed to bring something from Jun's home with him, to help comfort the violated guitarist. He decided on a picture of Jun's family, which he'd plucked from a night stand, and a worn stuffed animal that Jun had proudly proclaimed his favorite bear from childhood. The poor thing had one eye and half of its arm was falling off, but it meant something to Jun, so it would make the trip. 

Kirito gave a glance around the room, as if to make sure that he'd miss nothing. He set to folding those clothes, deciding optimistically that Jun wouldn't be in the hospital for too long, and would need nothing else. The clothes, folded neatly, were placed in a small plastic bag, hospital issue, that Kirito had brought with him. The bear and the picture were set on top, carefully. 

A soft sigh passed Kirito's lips as his eyes fell upon a picture of Jun and himself, set on a desk under a mirror opposite Jun's bed. They were arm in arm, and grinning like fools. After a concert, no doubt. Kirito forced his eyes from this picture and snatched the bag up, carrying himself out of Jun's bedroom and towards the front door. 

By this time, Aiji had persuaded himself to move again, noting that further torment would prove difficult if he didn't stop swigging on that beer of his. So it was disposed of, and Aiji had made it down to Jun's apartment door. As Aiji raised his hand to knock, Kirito opened the door with the plastic bag in hand. 

"Kirito...!" Aiji exclaimed in a delayed fashion, eyes widening a bit. He hadn't expected to see -him- here at such odd hours. Kirito, it seemed, was just as surprised to see Aiji. 

"Ne Aiji...what are you doing here?" Kirito asked rather flatly, shutting the door behind him as he stepped into the hallway, pushing Aiji aside. 

Aiji furrowed his brow and stared at Kirito blankly, that drunken mind of his working slowly, but surely. 

"What's the bag for?" Aiji questioned, completely ignoring Kirito's question and barely catching the hospital name that was printed upon it. Kirito held the bag to his side, almost protectively and just shrugged. 

"None of your business." It was as simple as that. 

Aiji almost growled despite himself, and kept a vigilant stare on Kirito, even as he moved to start off down the hallway. 

"Where are you going?" Aiji asked, keeping a pace or two behind Kirito. 

Kirito, annoyed, glanced over his shoulder but continued to walk with a slightly hurried pace down the hall and towards the staircase. 

"Also, none of your business Aiji. I've got things to do." Kirito gave a final dismissing wave, never stopping that steady stride towards the exit. 

Aiji just screamed in frustration. 

"You would -think- that if someone raped your goddamn boyfriend, you wouldn't want him anymore. But that's where you're going no doubt, ne? To the hospital to be with your little whore." Aiji stomped a foot on the ground and stopped in the center of the hall, staring down the corridor at Kirito, who had also stopped dead in his tracks. 

Kirito stared off into the immediate distance in thought. There was no way Aiji could have known that. He hadn't even notified his -brother- yet. Slowly, Kirito turned around, narrowing his eyes as he looked down the hall at Aiji. 

"What...did you say?" Kirito asked calmly, quietly. 

Aiji wasn't stupid enough to repeat himself. He'd caught his slip of the tongue and immediately turned his head to look off in pseudo innocence, in a "who, me?" manner. 

Kirito let the bag containing Jun's belongings slip out of his hand slowly, until it was nestled against the wall, on the floor. 

"Answer me, Aiji. -What- did you just say?" Kirito asked again, a little more urgently. Aiji glanced up, and just then, he felt an incorrigible air wash over him. He had nothing to lose, he'd decided, Kirito already hated him, and he'd had his way with Jun. Why not fill Kirito in? 

"I said...That's where you're going, ne? To the hospital..." Aiji started. 

"...to be with my little whore." Kirito finished Aiji's statement for him and just glared at the other man. "Now how would you know -that-, Aiji? How would you know that Jun was in the hospital and that someone -raped- him?" Kirito's voice had started to get progressively louder as his cool composure slowly started to melt away. Kirito started to take a few steps down the hall, closing the already small gap between them. 

Aiji started to fidget. Damn it all, why did he have to have that beer? He wanted to run right then and there, and he thought about it as he glanced at the slowly approaching vocalist. 

"I...I read...the hospital name on the bag..." Aiji stammered, beginning to realize just what kind of a hole he'd dug himself into. "And I figured...hey..." Aiji's voice just kind of trailed off as Kirito stopped right in front of him, staring into his eyes with an accusing glare. Aiji reluctantly matched Kirito's glare with his own apprehensive look, through purple strands of hair. 

"You little fuck." Kirito said simply, his eyes not wavering in their intensity. "I can't believe you could be capable of something like this..." Aiji didn't answer, but for some ridiculous reason, he felt the need to stand up for himself. 

"He took you from me." Aiji's reply came out a little smaller and a little more meekly than he'd liked, but it would do. 

Kirito, it seemed, just lost all composure and grabbed Aiji by the shoulders roughly, turning him abruptly to slam Aiji's slender body into the wall closest to them. Aiji let out a startled cry and his hands instinctively shot upward to latch onto Kirito's upper arms. 

"He did -not- take me from you, Aiji...you -pushed- me away." Kirito said, a little too calmly for the wild look of rage in his eyes. 

Aiji froze as he stared up at Kirito. 

"I'm sorry...I'm sorry!" Aiji had sunken to the level where you start to beg and plead. Not that it would do him any good. "I was...I was drunk! It was all the heat of the mome---" Aiji's rambling was cut short by the loud crack of Kirito's open palm across his cheek, the sound echoed through the hallway and silenced Aiji. 

Aiji's head snapped to the side with the force of the blow, and he could feel the unfamiliar sensation of tears beginning to well in the corners of his eyes as he turned his head and stared up at Kirito. His hand reached up instinctively to cover the bit of flesh that had been stung by Kirito's open palm, the area already seething with pain, red...the skin rising. He still could not bring himself to say a word, especially not with Kirito's icy glare unwavering. 

"Sorry just isn't enough, Aiji." Kirito said smoothly, in an eerily calm manner. Aiji was as still as death, staring up at Kirito like a doe would before a hunter grants it passage to the other side. 

"How...-could- you, Aiji? How...could you fucking do what you did...to a living human being?" Kirito asked, turning his head a fraction of a degree as he felt his own enraged tears fall down his cheeks silently. Kirito could only imagine what Aiji had lived; Jun's tears, his pleas, his struggle. The thoughts fueled the fire in his soul, and Kirito slammed Aiji against that wall once more, his hands lingering on Aiji's shoulders. 

Aiji cried out a second time, his head had hit the wall with a fair amount of force, and his vision blurred for a moment. It was now or never, he decided, that he needed to at least try and pass for apologetic. 

"Kirito, I'm sorry. I know..." Aiji's pathetic apology was cut short by the cracking of his own voice. "..that I did something horrible..." He swallowed the knot that had formed in his throat. "..but I...I can't take it back now.." Aiji finished quietly, content with the amount of pseudo-repent he'd put into that apology. 

However, Aiji started to quake with fear as Kirito leveled his gaze upon the shaken guitarist once again. Aiji could see Kirito's lip trembling as he stared at Aiji. The guitarist was sure he'd never seen such a look of murderous intent before in his life. 

It was then that Kirito did the unexpected, he screamed. 

It wasn't a quiet kind of scream either, it was a full on banshee wail, accompanied by Kirito's hands finding their way in a violent manner, to Aiji's neck. Kirito clamped a palm firmly over Aiji's wind pipe, squeezing as tight as he could manage. 

"You bastard! You're not the -least- bit sorry!" Kirito screamed as he started to shake Aiji's tense body rapidly, his hands keeping that tight hold on the guitarist's slender neck. 

Aiji tried to make a few sounds, but they were caught up in his gasps for air as his eyes went wide. 

"Do you think I'm fucking stupid?! I can see it in your eyes!!" Kirito continued to scream, closing his eyes tightly as the tears trickled downward. His face was marred by pain, twisted by a sudden psychosis. 

Aiji gasped, his hands fumbling upward to claw at Kirito's tightly clamped hands, trying in vain to loosen the grip. His wide, frightened eyes were pleading silently with Kirito. It was truly a shame Kirito couldn't see Aiji's expression. 

The moments passed at an agonizing pace for Aiji, though they were merely seconds, as Kirito continued to shake him, his body rapidly going numb and limp as he was further deprived of oxygen. Kirito was silent except for his audible sobs for Jun's misfortune, for his own stupidity...until a final jolt sent Aiji back into the wall once more. Kirito dropped his hands and covered his face. 

Aiji dropped to his knees immediately, holding his throat as if to try and stabilize his windpipe manually after such an assault. He gasped for breath, staring at the floor as he hunched over, coughing out the first unhindered breaths. 

"Aiji...I never want to see you again. Do you hear me?" Kirito's voice was soft, broken, muffled behind his hand. "I never want to hear from you, hear of you...and if you ever show your face around me again, I will kill you. Is that understood?" Kirito had dropped his hands from his face, letting them fall limply to his side as he looked at the pitiful man huddled on the floor, without sympathy. 

Aiji raised his head to look up at Kirito, shocked despite having every reason not to be. There was something unnerving about the way Kirito smiled at Aiji. Perhaps it was the fact that Kirito was smiling at all. 

It was then that Kirito turned on his heel, moving down the hall to collect the things he'd set down before the scuffle. 

"Goodbye Aiji." Kirito said, not turning even a fraction of an inch, before he started off further down the hall and to the staircase. Aiji could only watch as Kirito stepped out of his view, and out of his life forever. For the first time in Aiji's life, he felt completely vulnerable and utterly alone. 

Aiji continued to watch, continued to listen, until the echoing of Kirito's footfalls ceased to reach his hearing range with the closing of the front door of the building. 

