Part8

Kirito groaned, turning the key in the ignition and silencing the motor of his car before sitting idle for a moment or two. 

"I can't believe Aiji..." Kirito reminisced aloud, the anger still very much alive in his veins. 

A great sigh heaved from the depths of Kirito's chest as he tried to push this recent confrontation to the back of his mind. He reached across the shift and grasped the bag that contained Jun's belongings as he opened the driver's side door and stepped from his car. 

His footfalls fell heavily across the pavement, eventually the linoleum tiles as Kirito entered the hospital. He made no motion to acknowledge the receptionist as he trudged to the elevator, and to the 3rd floor of the hospital, where Jun had been taken. 

He tapped lightly on the door marked with a sakura-decorated placard reading "304" and waited for a reponse. The dark-haired doctor answered, only opening the door enough for Kirito to view his face. 

"Mr. Murata?" The doctor asked, pushing wire framed spectacles up the bridge of his nose. 

Kirito arched a brow, lifting a hand to push at the door lightly. The doctor gave him no leeway and instead opened the door only enough for him to slip out. Kirito stepped back politely, allowing the physician some room to stand comfortably. 

"Hai...what's the problem?" Kirito asked, folding his arms across his chest as he looked at the blue-eyed doctor. The doctor coughed, clearing his throat. 

"The patient..." The doctor paused, glancing at his clipboard stuffed with carelessly scribbled upon papers. "Jun.?? Another pause. Kirito could feel his heart start to palpitate. 

"Jun?安hat about Jun? Is he alright?" Kirito asked, his tone of voice becoming more urgent by the moment. 

The doctor raised his eyes, to gaze directly at Kirito. Something he harbored in them made Kirito want to cringe in fear. 

"Mr. Murata...Jun died shortly before you returned. I'm sorry." The doctor immediately lowered his gaze, pretending to study his clipboard. 

Kirito's jaw went slack and his eyes got considerably wider as he simply stared at the doctor for a moment in shock. 

"What?! How...what happened? Are you sure you didn't get patients confused?" Kirito was rambling, almost incoherently. The doctor reached out to put a hand on Kirito's shoulder. 

"Sir, we don't do that." The doctor assured Kirito before moving onto the question he had been asked. 

"He had a??" the physician paused for a moment to glance back at the clipboard he clutched. "Considerable swelling in the brain due to severe head injuries. The time of death was 3:24 this morning. I'm sorry. I never like to tell people this sort of news." The doctor paused once more, to push his glasses upward with an index finger. 

"He asked before he lost consciousness, that you be in charge of his arrangements." The doctor kept his hand in place, watching Kirito closely. In this line of work, the doctor could never be sure how the recipient of such news would react. 

All Kirito could do was lower his head in disbelief. 

"Can I see him...?" it was asked quietly, his voice near trembling. He had to see to believe. 

The doctor nodded promptly and whispered "of course" before he turned to open the door and allow Kirito entrance. 

Jun lay still on the bed that occupied a good portion of this small, sterile room. They hadn't yet pulled the sheet over the poor man's face, and the incandescent bulbs in the nearby lighting fixtures amplified the bruises and lacerations that Kirito had really only glimpsed earlier. Kirito made his way silently to the bedside. All needles, wires and tubes that had previously adorned Jun's arms and chest were gone. 

"Oh Jun..." Kirito whispered, bringing his fingertips upward to graze the skin of a cheek that had not yet gone frigid. He hadn't noticed the tears that had started to cascade freely down his own cheeks as he gazed down at Jun's lifeless body. The doctor stood in the nearby doorway, bowing his head. 

"Why you...why did you have to leave me so suddenly??" Kirito was again asking questions to the still air, his fingertips finding their way through the bangs that lay haphazardly across Jun's forehead, spilling onto his cheeks. 

After a moment of such caresses, Kirito's composure collapsed and he dropped to his knees in a fit of crying. Blinded by tears, Kirito reached up and grasped one of Jun's limp hands, caressing the cooling flesh in his own and lavishing kisses upon the knuckles. He attempted speech again, only to have his voice falter and crack into a loud sob. 

For a long moment, Kirito simply kneeled beside the bed, pressing Jun's hand to his cheek that was still overrun by tears. He could hear the click of the doctor's dress shoes as he approached. 

"Mr. Murata...I'm sorry." The doctor felt like he couldn't console Kirito enough. This always happened...and no matter how many times the doctor relayed such news, it never got any easier. 

"He wasn't in any pain, was he?" Kirito asked finally, his eyes closing tightly in an attempt to stop the flow of tears. The doctor shook his head, not like Kirito would notice. 

"No, thankfully. We had him on morphine to relieve the pain?在ut his body just couldn't cope with the wounds that were inflicted upon it." The doctor replied, taking a step away from Kirito. 

Kirito nodded, his eyes still closed, Jun's hand still pressed to his cheek. 

"We did the best we could." The doctor added, before retreating to the doorway once again. 

"I understand...thank you." Kirito replied, taking a deep breath and bringing himself back to his feet. He brought his tear-clouded gaze upon Jun once more. 

"Jun...I know you can hear me.." Kirito started, trying with all his will to stifle the sobs that wanted to rise and be heard. "Wherever you are...know that I love you...and that I won't--" Kirito's sobs had their way, and one broke loose, causing his voice to falter again. Choking back the tears, Kirito closed his eyes and took another deep breath. 

"?再nd that I won't ever forget you. You'll always be in my heart, Jun....forever..." Kirito had to look away for a moment...it was so hard to say... 

"Goodbye." 

Looking upon Jun one more time, he leaned to press a kiss to Jun's lips, one that lingered sweetly. His fingertips grazed Jun's cheek as he began to sob against Jun's lips. 

He forced himself away from Jun and turned his back, not daring another look. He preferred to remember the guitarist as he was when he was in his arms...idly plucking at the strings of his guitar...any other way but this. 

The doctor moved from his perch, allowing Kirito room to leave before he moved towards the bed and pulled the white sheet over Jun's body completely. 

With his head bowed, Kirito walked from the room without another word. 

"mou nakanaide kitto mata aeru kara... 

todoku basho no nai futari no negai wa
adokenai kioku de ikitsuzukeru
kimi ni watasenakatta saigo no tegami wa
kono mune ni himeta mama de tsurete yuku yo"

"Don't cry yet, for surely we'll meet again 

Our wish will never be fulfilled. 
It could only live inside our innocent memory.
I'll keep this last letter that couldn't give to you inside my chest. 
And leave it together with me." 

~Last Letter~ (which, happens to be my favorite :B ..go figure.) 

Owari. 
