Part4

Kirito busied himself for about fifteen minutes, combing his hair and staring at his reflection in the black framed mirror before him. Most of the time had been spent in his dismal white bathroom. 

There was a knock at the door and Kirito's bare feet took him first across the tiled linoleum bathroom floor, then across the plush brown carpet and finally to the door. Knowing who it was, he unlatched the series of locks; a deadbolt and your general doorknob lock, and swung the door open. Aiji entered Kirito's apartment without invitation. He didn't need it really, they'd spent plenty of time at each other's houses. 

Ducking behind Kirito, Aiji went straight for the dinner table, pulling out a chair and having a seat. Kirito shut the door and locked it again, then followed Aiji, taking a seat opposite him. 

"Kirito, I'm sorry." Aiji apologized, switching chairs to one closer to Kirito. Kirito nodded, shifting in that cushioned seat as Aiji sat down next to him. 

"You already said that Aiji. Apology accepted." Kirito said flatly, looking to the violet haired guitarist. Aiji lowered his head some and reached out to touch the top of Kirito's hand. "Aiji" Kirito started, pulling his hand away a few inches. "I thought we agreed that our relationship was void. Remember, it wouldn't be good for the band." Kirito stated, watching Aiji closely. Aiji looked up into Kirito's eyes and furrowed his brow, pouting. 

/wouldn't be good for the band and fucking Jun -is-?/ Aiji thought bitterly, he forced a pseudo innocent expression, hiding his anger. 

"But we still.. on stage we're so close Kirito. Don't you miss that?" Aiji asked, reaching out again to grasp Kirito's hand more firmly, letting his thumb brush the top of it. "Don't you miss holding me?" Aiji continued, trying his best to be persuasive. Kirito let his hand be held, but didn't move to return the gesture. A small groan escaped Kirito's lips as he let the back of his head hit the high-backed chair. 

"Aiji, of course I miss that. But we can't anymore." Kirito muttered, closing his eyes. He wouldn't tack on the "I have Jun now, and I don't want or -need- you anymore" that screamed out in his head. 

Aiji took this opportunity to stand and move closer to Kirito, leaning down to press his lips to Kirito's exposed neck. Kirito shuddered visibly and opened his eyes, immediately tilting his head back downward. 

"Don't Aiji." Kirito almost commanded, but the words came out softer than he'd meant them to. More like a warning. Aiji pulled himself into Kirito's lap, letting his hands run across Kirito's shoulders. 

"Shh Kirito, I just want one more time with you. If we can't have a relationship, I mean." Aiji whispered, bringing both of his hands up to cup Kirito's cheeks with a bit of force. He hoped the latter was more plausible, and he hoped to convince Kirito that their relationship -could- work. 

Kirito rolled his eyes, letting his gaze rest on some horrible landscape painting he'd gotten a few birthdays ago. Hung on the wall to humor relatives, it sat crooked upon white plaster. 

Aiji pulled Kirito's face down towards his and pressed a rough kiss to his lips. Clenching Kirito's lower lip between his teeth, he pulled on it for a moment. Kirito closed his eyes again, he -had- missed Aiji but no, there was Jun now. Kirito let himself detach from the situation, reminiscing as Aiji continued to kiss him. 

His mind wandered back to that night when he'd told Aiji it was over between them. How Aiji had screamed at him, beating fists into his chest for a while before just finally crumpling to his knees in the middle of the studio, in tears. Kirito didn't want to do it, he thought he might have even loved Aiji back then. But around that time Pierrot had started to take off, finally signing to a major label and Kirito thought that a relationship at that time would stifle his work. 

Aiji didn't understand, no matter how many times Kirito tried to explain it. He was bitter, not saying a word to Kirito at practices, at concerts, in every day life. Until Kirito had agreed to at least embrace him on stage. He knew that a public display of affection would catch Aiji's interest, after all, thousands of people would see them. So he let Aiji play with him on stage from that day forward. Now, almost a year later, the "play" had gotten a bit out of hand. Pseudo blow jobs, sloppy kissing...perhaps he was leading Aiji on. 

Kirito had been so deep in thought that he hadn't noticed that Aiji's hands had started to remove his shirt, and he was currently placing kisses about Kirito's collarbone. Kirito snapped out of his daze, grasping Aiji by the shoulders. 

"Aiji, we can't." Kirito said, half heartedly. Aiji seemed unconcerned with Kirito's protest and continued an assault of kisses, maneuvering his body to the side so he could graze Kirito's nipple with his tongue. Kirito shivered and leaned back in his chair, his eyes watching Aiji. This took him back, to the times when they had layed in bed, playing with each other's bodies until they passed out, exhausted. 

"Aiji" Kirito whispered, letting his emotions get the best of him for the time being. Aiji smiled and brought his trail of kisses up Kirito's neck, and to his lips once more. Aiji's tongue licked at Kirito's lips, forcing itself inside Kirito's mouth. Kirito's lips parted willingly and he brought his arms up, around Aiji's back. Aiji's hands rubbed at Kirito's sides, the kiss deepening rapidly, elated that Kirito seemed to be giving into his desires. 

Arching his back, Aiji let one hand slide down Kirito's chest, his fingers working on Kirito's pants blindly until the button had been unlatched and the zipper had been pulled down. Slipping his hand into Kirito's pants with some difficulty, Aiji wrapped his fingers around the erection he found there, smiling some against the kiss. Kirito moaned against the kiss, losing himself almost completely as Aiji began to stroke him gently, preoccupying him with his tongue. 

Aiji's mind cheered. It was working. Soon, his Kirito would be -his- again and Jun would be out of the picture. 

Kirito pulled his mouth from Aiji's entrancing kiss, tilting his head back, his breathing somewhat heavy. 

"Aiji..we..can't.." Kirito started again, staring at the ceiling as Aiji got off of Kirito's lap, pushing his chair back and falling to his knees in front of Kirito. Aiji's hands moved to fold Kirito's pants down a bit more, to provide adequate room. His lips moved to press a kiss to the head of Kirito's cock. Aiji knew how he liked that. Kirito moaned audibly, shutting his eyes tightly. 

"Aiji..don't..oh..god" was all Kirito could manage to say as his length was taken into Aiji's mouth. His hand raised, fingers entangling themselves in Aiji's soft violet hair. His hips moved forward a bit as Aiji suckled gently, Aiji's own hands reaching up to grab at Kirito's sides. Kirito's tongue peeked out to moisten his lips as he opened his eyes to stare off into a void. Aiji began sucking harder, his tongue massaging the head of Kirito's throbbing erection. Kirito's lips again yielded to a moan and he bit hard on his lower lip. 

/what are you -doing-?!/ Kirito's mind screamed, trying to break through that euphoric daze. Kirito didn't seem to listen until it had become too late. 

Kirito cried out, arching his back in that chair, his eyes shutting tightly again. Aiji smiled inwardly as Kirito's cum flowed into his ready mouth. Making sure to swallow every drop of the sticky substance, he raised his head and licked his lips, staring up at Kirito wryly. 

"And you wanted me to stop." Aiji said teasingly. 

After the euphoria faded, Kirito's hand raised to cover his eyes. Words simply couldn't explain how disgusted he felt in himself, and Aiji, for that matter. 

/Look what you've done now, Kirito. You're not worth Jun's time..whore./ That familiar, degrading voice in Kirito's head told him loud and clear. 

Those slender fingers separated some, and Kirito found himself staring at that painting again. "Get out." It wasn't a suggestion, or a comment, it was a -demand-. Kirito knew damn well that if Aiji stayed, he'd just end up digging himself a bigger hole. He was already knee deep in one as it stands. Aiji blinked slowly, fingering idly at Kirito's wrist. 

"Nani..?" Aiji asked, he thought he was getting somewhere. Kirito sighed softly and pushed Aiji off his lap, standing and pulling his pants back up quickly. 

"I said, get -out-." Kirito hated repeating himself. Motioning to the door, he finally managed to look at Aiji, surprising anger flickered in those dark eyes. It was mostly anger directed at himself. 

Aiji's eyes narrowed after getting over the shock of being pushed away. Standing up in haste, he closed the space between Kirito and himself with a nice, hard slap to the face. 

"You fucking bastard." Aiji hissed, glaring at Kirito. "After all I've done for you, after all we've been through, you discard me just like that!?" Aiji could feel the tears starting to brim at the lower curve of his eyes, a sensation he wasn't too familiar with. "It's because of -him-, isn't it?! -Isn't- IT?!" Aiji screamed, shoving Kirito against the wall. Kirito let himself be shoved and he made no motion to move at all, despite the anger that was starting to boil the blood in his veins. He did, however, convince himself to speak in a calm tone. 

"Aiji, the neighbors are going to hear you." it was a true comment, Aiji was being too loud for this time of night. Aiji let himself laugh, psychotically, as his head lowered. Those tears had begun to fall to the carpet below them and Aiji tried his best to blink them away. Kirito averted his gaze, not bothering to reach up and touch his stinging cheek. 

"My heart.." Aiji began, quietly. "is fucking broken..-you- broke it, Kirito. And all you care about is the goddamn neighbors hearing me yell?" Aiji's voice had gotten noticeably louder by the end of his question. Kirito was silently staring at the floor, he didn't know what to say. Aiji laughed again, it was a laugh tinged with hurt, broken by an unexpected sob. 

"You know what, Kirito? I hate you. I fucking hate you." another sob shattered Aiji's confession, ending it there as Aiji stalked to the door. He couldn't help but look over at Kirito again. All he'd ever wanted, was for things to be the way they had been some time ago. He wanted Kirito to love him again, to hold him..to make love to him. However, things would obviously never be that way again. Kirito didn't so much as glance upward, instead, he vacated the room, hoping Aiji would just leave. 

A sadistic smile crossed Aiji's lips, despite the wrenching pain in his heart. He had remembered his plans with Jun. Those plans were harmless before, but this night's events altered that greatly. Aiji continued to smile to himself, the tears still streaming down his face, as he let himself out of Kirito's apartment. 
