COLLABORATION

by Della Van Hise
(Writing as Alexis Fegan Black)

"l guess what I'm trying to say is that our relationshighihhave gotten a little too
comfortable,” Kirk managed, feeling like the proverbial Judiis his back turned and his head
slightly bowed. "We've been bonded for almost a y@pock, and we were lovers for six
months before that. And... well... | guess | was expget... miracle.” The word tasted bitter on
his tongue. He alwaysxpected miracles. It wasn't fair.

Spock assimilated the conversation which had led tbhaimg point, recalling that Kirk
had expressed a need to talk. It was, after all, whyhbhdychosen the remote forest regions of
Altair for their three-day leave. He struggled to rem@lm, his eyes fixed on the large picture
window through which the autumn-colored trees stretchedlimbs skyward.

"You are... dissatisfied with our physical relationshipg Vulcan surmised presently. It
had taken Kirk over an hour to come to that now-obvious point.

Kirk sighed heavily, his eyes closing as he stood in theecef the room feeling
positively miserable. "I'm not dissatisfied with y&pock," he said quietly, his hands tightening
in frustration. Then, forcing himself to turn and mieistcompanion's eyes, he tried not to let his
fear of hurting the Vulcan's feelings sway him from whakmew could become a serious
problem. "It's simply that we don't seem to havetaf time for one another," he tried.

Spock considered that, reading the anguish in Kirk's ¢lyegain in his voice. They had
been standing in the middle of the rented cabin's living fooraver an hour, carefully choosing
words as if they had only recently met. With that kremlge, he moved to sit on the plush L-
shaped sofa which faced the windows. Then, with a gemtile, he held out one hand to his
companion, slightly relieved when Kirk reluctantly accepted

"You're not... angry?" Kirk wondered, releasing the bréatth been holding as the firm
heat of Spock's hand drew him down to sit at the Vulcaheés si

Spock squeezed the human's hand gently, then slippedm@eand his companion's
back, urging him down until the golden head rested in hisAdgsently, he ran his fingers
through the silk-smooth hair, well aware of its soothifigch on the other man.



"There would be no purpose to anger, Jim," he murmuredalass going once more to
the thick forest which had begun to grow misty with¢bening of nightfall. "If there is a
problem, it has been my experience that it is morgyessvable with understanding than with
anger."

Kirk smiled very faintly. He felt completely safachsecure with Spock; and the
Vulcan's fingers running through his hair and gently massagingdiljs ®ok some of the
tension away. "l feel like a shit for even bringing, Spock," he said, meaning it. "l mean,
sex with you is more fulfilling than it's ever beertmanyoné'

Spock's brows narrowed slightly. Humans could be suphecise creatures. "But... you
are bored?" he inquired.

Face darkening, Kirk grew silent for a long moment, listgrio the call of a nightbird as
it settled into the thick branches of a tree just outthdecabin. ™Bored' is too strong a word for
what I'm feeling," he decided at last. Then, frustraiticneasing, he released the breath he'd
been holding with a sigh. "l dunno. Maybe I'm jusired."”

Spock continued stroking the other man's head, recallingxtireciating schedule the
Enterprisehad followed for the past six months. It had beetihvaad trying, though no moreso
than other times. "Is it that something is missing?asieed quietly.

Without thinking, Kirk said what had been on his subconsawind for over a month.
"Yeah," he breathed heavily. "What's missing is fegli

At that, Spock jolted internally, a moment of panieraking him. "You no longer...
love me?" he asked, forcing himself not to allow terroaagry reign.

Kirk sat up abruptly even as the Vulcan asked the quest®eyes widening as
realization struck him. Their eyes met and shakily hélb, no," he protested. "I mean, yes. |
mean, |_dacstill love you Spock," he managed at last, turning sidesvaaythe couch and curling
his right leg underneath him as he reached out to grigulean’'s shoulders firmly. "I love you
more than anything, more than I've ever loved anyone.patdsed, his own words coming back
to him. "I think what | mean is that | haven't beerifigemuch of anythindately."

Spock tried to accept the human's words, relying on thepegsent strength of their
bond to complete the assurance he couldn't quite reaah otellectual level alone. "I do not
understand," he said at last, experiencing a soul-deep inage¢quanpe with the complexities
of human emotions.

Sighing again, Kirk tried to put his feelings - or lack tleéreinto words. "It doesn't
have anything to do with uSpock," he explained, hoping it was an accurate staterfleguess
what I'm trying to say is that maybe I've gotten... welbmplacent.” His cheeks heated as he
understood what that meant. "I've got the galaxy at my fipgecommand of a starship, and
someone who cares more about me than | care abaetfityne added, squeezing the Vulcan's
shoulder to punctuate his words. "And... it isn't enoudie"hated himself.
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For a long time, Spock didn't reply. Then, very cdhgflie reached out to slip one hand
behind Kirk's head, drawing it down to his shoulder and placmgthier arm around the broad
back. At the very least, his intuition told him thia¢ thuman was being truthful: the problem
had little if anything to do with their personal relatibips

"Apathy?" he wondered.

Kirk blinked, once again gazing into the thick forest wishnitultitude of secrets. The
last rays of sun bleached color from the trees, lgatiam as muted shades of black and gray.
"Yeah," he conceded, feeling no spark of confirmationemotional twist of denial.

"Apathy'." He rolled the word off his tongue, tastingdesadly flavor.

"Do you know why?" Spock wondered.

Kirk thought about it for only a moment, then shook hsdhelt annoyed him to realize
that his problem was nothing more than a bad case of apddlaynmit,” he swore to himself,
"I've seen more, I've dormaore than most people in this galaxy ever drefimAnd... it's not

enough’

Spock's brows tightened. "You have a great curiosity,' simmpointed out. "And the
greater that curiosity, the greater the potential foetéom."

Kirk winced, not liking that word, but accepting its currplatce in his life. "Maybe
you're right,” he admitted quietly. Then, taking a desgatin, he smiled just a little. "Did you
know, Spock, that back on Earth - and probably on a feergtlanets as well - there are stories
being written about us?" He didn't wait for an answégot a letter from Peter last week, and
he was telling me about a couple of his college buddiesamhstudying Arts & Humanities at
the university near where | grew up. Anyway, he wenioosay that there are a lot things
being written about us

"I do not find that surprising, Jim," Spock offered. "ThedEptise's missions are of
historical importance. It is logical that they be dmeumted for future generations."

Kirk frowned. "That's not what | mean, Spock," harifled. "I'm not talking about
historians or scholars. I'm talking about fictibn

Spock's interest piqued. "Indeed," he commented. "For punpose?"”

Kirk shrugged. "Entertainment, | suppose."

"Did your nephew send transcripts of any of these es®i Spock inquired.

Kirk shook his head. "No, but he said he would if | wasrested.” He chuckled lightly.
"He told me about them, though, said some of them arell... downright_personal Despite

himself, his face darkened. "Sure, Nogura and a few oth&taidleet Command know about
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our bond, but it's not exactly common knowledge otherivigte paused, gathering his thoughts.
"Peter said that most of the stories are your aveaag@en-adventure yarns - you know, new
missions of the Enterprissnd stuff like that." He paused again. "Some of themwre...
personal. About you and me."

Spock's brows lifted. "Speculation into our privatedive

Kirk nodded. "That's what Peter said," he confirmedenT lieeling just a little better, he
grinned mischievously. But he sobered as another thoughkdtim. "Luckily, he's a pretty
open-minded kid."

"He is hardly a child now, Jim," Spock commented.wdss my understanding that he
has already completed two years of college."

Kirk shrugged again. "He's a kid," he countered knowingly.
"Why do you say that?"

"Because if he's nat kid," Kirk decided, "then that means that ¢etting old. And
since I'm_nofgetting any older, Peter's still a kid."

"lllogical,” Spock commented, nonetheless relievedidt'Klifted spirits. "At any rate, |
am curious as to what would prompt the writing of fictemmcerning our private lives, Jim," he
added, returning to the subject at hand.

Kirk thought about it for only a moment. "Boredom,"dexided. "Or maybe it's a way
for the writers to explore their own feelings. Alslaere are a lot of people back on Earth who
can'tdo what we take for granted -- either personally or gsimally. There are a lot of starry-
eyed kids who just won't be alile get into the Academy. Or even if they do, they g
make it through the training." It was a sad thoughtphathe acknowledged as true. Only 2%
of those entering the Academy ever made it to actarsisip duty. The rest either dropped out,
were assigned to ground posts, or placed in the ReséiMagbe those people write just for
their own entertainment," he considered, "or maybeheir imagination that keeps the dream
alive for those who wilmake it." He paused as another idea manifested. "htrbginteresting
to read a few of them," he said quietly.

"Why?" Spock wanted to know, slightly uncomfortable at phospect.

A light smile touched Kirk's lips as a fond memoryraed to him. "When | was a kid, |
used to read everything about the stars that | could géanmgs on -- didn't matter whether it
was fact or fiction. Sometimes | think it was thetibn that made me want to keep trying
though,"” he added. "All those stories about alien e&iions, the interaction of humans and
aliens...." His voice trailed off. "You know, Spocketfirst thing | ever heard about Vulcans
was in a work of fiction called WHEN LOGIC FAILS.dbn't recall the author's name, but |
must've read that book a dozen times when | was beti®and 17."
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One brow lifted. "I am not familiar with the wotkspock replied, almost grateful.

Kirk grinned. "It wasn't exactly a professionally pubdéidhbook,” he explained. "There
are a lot of small presses on Earth -- people who appeatmall audience with specific
interests."

"How did you come to be in possession of such a book?" Spgaked, intrigued
despite himself. Anything to do with Kirk's past was ifiagting to him.

Searching his memory, Kirk eventually came up with thevans "One of my cousins
had been visiting over the holidays," he recalled at [&She left the book on the table one
morning and... well... when she went back to get itadt tonveniently disappeared - into my
room, as | remember."

Spock blinked. "You stole your cousin's book?"

Kirk shrugged. "It wasn't exactly the kind of thing a ye@ar-old boy would have been
allowedto read," he explained defensively. "It was basically wnter's attempt to explore
the... er... pon farr." He wondered if he were ggtimover his head, then reminded himself that
this was Spock: the man to whom he'd sworn his soul addidiis secrets. "Anyway," he
hurried on before the Vulcan could interrupt, "it turneti to be a beautiful story about a man
named Sabin and the woman he had been betrothed to &vage'sHe sighed fondly. "It
wasn't the romantic angle that got to me - becalesbdbk wasn't written to be romantic at all.
It was the fact that these two characters were &isitrown together when Sabin went into his
first pon farr at around age 28. They didn't know edbkrpand they both had to rely on Vulcan
logic to save their lives."

Spock’s brows narrowed. "The female's life would Heaen in no danger,” he pointed
out reasonably.

Kirk frowned. "She didn't like Sabin," he explained.héllidn't want him."

Spock flinched, recalling his own disastrous pon farhWwiPring. "Continue," he urged
hesitantly.

"l can't remember all the details," Kirk said quietlyut'bdo remember that they had to
learn to like one another before they could... go to bed."

"Fiction does tend to take certain liberties,"” Spockmmemied. "During the pon farr, the
‘feelings' of the bonded couple hold little importanceve.does not play a role in such cases.”

Kirk nodded. "That was the point,"” he agreed. "In tbeyswhen Sabin finally took
T'Jiena, it was a very violent rape. But they weyaded fully during the act, and when it was
over, they had to learn to deal with what theylibde."

"Which was?" Spock inquired, trying not to squirm.
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"Nothing," Kirk replied, recalling the story in vivid detailBecause they were Vulcan,
they couldn't even hate each other, they couldn# Haeir bond dissolved without reason; so
they had to find things to like about each other."

"Why?"

Kirk smiled wistfully. "Because it wouldn't be very plaas living with someone you
barely knew, someone you didn't even aveut. Anyway," he added, "in the end, they
discovered that logic wasn't enough to hold them togeffieey had to learn to love. But more
than that, the author postulated the idea that Molstans learn to love after their first pon farr
with their bondmate. They just don't talkout it the way humans do - maybe not even with
each other." He paused briefly, mentally re-readingwdiéworn pages of his cousin's stolen
book. "The whole point was that love is a universakept - not just a Terran concept; because,
in the end, they both leave Vulcan on a Federatioen8eiVessel where they're serving with
several other couples of different races. Terrarsdorians. There's even a Romulan couple on
the ship on some cultural exchange program. Anyway, Sabif'dieda learn that they dove
one another, just as the other couples do. But bedaexgestVulcan, they never speak of it even
among themselves." He hesitated for a moment, therdaddidy: "They take their love to the
grave that way - in silence."

"Then... by human standards, the book does not haap@y ending,” Spock surmised.

Kirk frowned. "l never really thought of it that waye said after a moment's
contemplation. "To me, it was a representationnadléen lifestyle, and | guess | just sort of
accepted it for what it was."

"You are a unique individual,” Spock observed.

Another smile toyed with Kirk's lips, but quickly fadas he returned to the original
point. "Anyway," he said, his tone contemplative, '@mwe know, Sabin and T'Jiena could
have been real people at some time, maybe even sertt@author knew or knew about. The
writer wanted to tell their story - maybe for the sae®son that people write stories about us
Somehow, despite the deeply personal nature of thosesstKirk felt somehow flattered. "Oh,
maybe they weren't called by those names, and mayb&tren't even Vulcans."

"If such were the case, what would be the point okthey?" Spock inquired.

Kirk shrugged. "Maybe the only point was something théewneeded to work out for
himself... or herself." He smiled faintly as anottievught manifested. "Or maybe the point was
to inspire somebody."

"To do what?"

"l dunno," Kirk confessed. "To go to the stars, maybeto@nink about love as a

universal concept rather than as some feeling we humaarstoftto believe wéold the patent
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for."

Spock considered that. "I can accept the concepttait he decided aloud, "so long
as it remains fiction. However, when living individual® written about in a speculative
manner, it is possible to confuse fantasy with reality."

Kirk grinned again. "You're worried about somebody speagain our love life, aren't
you?" he stated as a question.

Twin brows shot up and hid beneath black bangs which wereed of a trim. "Such
'stories' could be a source of embarrassment shoyldaténto the hands of Starfleet
Command," he replied, mentally cringing at the thouglstoohe desk-bound admiral reading the
alleged details of his personal relationship with his captain

An admonishing frown was Kirk's initial response. "Noguoald probably love it," he
thought realistically. "Hell, he's always going ouha way to point out what 'heroes' we are to
the public. To his way of thinking, the more glorified we aypthe better his Public Relations
Department looks. And the better the P.R. looks, theh8tarfleet looks--."

"You are attempting to convince me that our relationshipldvbe accepted as 'normal’
by the population as a whole," Spock interrupted.

Kirk met the other man's eyes quizzically. "Why shoulti?' he asked. But he didn't
wait for a response. "Spock," he murmured, "the pedpleyglanet often spend their entire
livesin search of love. And though there are still a femlated pockets of prejudice back on
Earth, the general attitude is one of terrible romgntic It doesn't matter that you're Vulcan and
I'm human."

"Or that we are both male?" Spock wondered, having sticeith history thoroughly.
Though homosexual relationships had been common, evemdd) on Vulcan, they had been
met with fear and often violence in Earth’s histo8uch attitudes, Spock acknowledged, did not
change with a single generation or even several ggops.

Kirk sighed softly. It wasn't anything he hadn't consider&Ve're talking about a very
vocal minority, Spock," he said. "Only a fool would tinis back on love judtecause it
happened to be someone of the same gender. Those sagifeols who spout religion as an
argument against homosexuality, the same fools whotasaaslave a black man just because he
was black.”" He shook his head softly. "Back in the 20th@gnthey were called bigots or
rednecks and, luckily, they're a dying breed."

Spock contemplated that in momentary silence, theadiht the conversation back to the
point at hand. "You seem untroubled by the fact thatestsuch as you have described are
possibly an invasion of privacy," he stated, more forstie of discussion than anything else.

"How canthey be?" Kirk replied. "The people who write them dknttw us. And from
what | understand, the stories are usually very postiee.. well... loving." He shrugged,
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wondering why he was trying to defend something he'd neverwégde even felt a nedd
defend it. "l guess it's important to me that people kaweething to dream about," he offered
presently. "And if we can inspire someone to havekimal of a dream, | don't see any harm."

Spock sighed softly. "I suppose it is not common fell-known figures to become the
object of idle speculation," he conceded.

A smile touched Kirk's lips. "lt's the price one pé&ysglory, Mister Spock," he said
with mock-arrogance. The Vulcan's arms were warm atwrs@around him, and though he
hadn't realized it, the sense of apathy he'd been feedth¢ebsened to a considerable degree.

"What type of stories arthese, Jim?" Spock wondered, attempting to gain a better
understanding of an admittedly surprising discovery.

Kirk shrugged. "The only thing Peter said was that sontkemh are love stories about
you and me - stories which tend to put us in all typestoétions.”

"Such as?"

Kirk felt his cheeks heat just a little. "I dunno,"4$ed, trying to shrug it off. Then, as a
stray idea started to form, he snuggled deeper into tlaWe embrace. "l guess some people
are curious about how waight handle the pon farr, for example; or whatraight be like if
we'd been born in Pre-Reform Vulcan."

"Much like A CONNECTICUT YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S CORT," Spock
presumed.

Kirk's brows narrowed. "Huh?"

Stroking the human's back fondly, Spock extrapolatedwd¥é of fiction from your
own 20th Century,"” he explained. "It seemed to be ampttt® place a contemporary character
in a non-contemporary setting in order to explore ffferénces between one century and
another." He paused. "Interesting, but hardly productive."

Kirk frowned disapprovingly. "Not everything neealpurpose, Spock," he pointed out.
"Some things are just... well... fio read.”

Spock allowed a faint smile to manifest for Kirk's bé&nefYou enjoy the attention these
stories generate," he stated.

Kirk's mouth opened to protest, but he closed it abrupttg@sruth hit him. "Maybe,"
he conceded at last. "But | also think that anythirad might inspire someone to go to the stars,
or inspire someone to do anythiggod, has its place."”

Spock didn't attempt to argue, realizing that the humansimaere in his repeated
statement. The giant star Altair had long since satjihg the room bathed in soft light which
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was filtered into the living room through wooden slats digdi from the kitchen. A multitude
of soft shadows played on the floor and walls, acecebyethe gently rushing wind which toyed
with chimes hung near the window.

"What bothers me," Kirk said impulsively, pulling Spocklb&e reality, "is that | don't
think anyone who hasn't beenspace can ever really understand the boredosnat'
something that can be captured on paper."”

A quizzical expression took up residence on Spock's anfgalures. Once more, their
conversation was back at its beginnings. "Please iexpke urged tenderly.

Leaning his head against Spock’s shoulder, Kirk's eyssd:lo’'I'm not sure | can," he
said truthfully. "It's like what we were talking abaarlier - the apathy problem."” He paused,
wondering if he should even bring it up again. Then, degidiwas too late, he sighed heavily.
"When | was a kid, all the stories | read were aboaiettcitemenbf space exploration: the
mysteries, the pull of the stars, the love affalosi@ the way, the ‘wonder of it all'." He smiled
wistfully. "And sure, that's all a part of it. Butetthing we spend the most time doing - even on
a mission - is waiting He let out a gentle breath. "I just wonder if @tyry can capture that...
or why anyone should even want to try."

Spock pondered Kirk's words in thoughtful silence foegy long time, listening to the
gentle tinkle of chimes in the wind. A few drops of rpattered against the window pane,
creating a sense of coziness in the room. In thdamingf that rain, the Vulcan felt himself being
lulled toward one possible solution.

"Is it conceivable," he began, "that the problem yoleH@een experiencing could be
attributed to the fact that our personal life is seldepasated from our professional lives?"

Kirk's brows narrowed. "What do you mean?"

Spock sought words to explain. Despite the fact tlegtd been together for almost two
years, it was still sometimes difficult to speak so opeitheir relationship. But he forced
himself to make that sacrifice, understanding full wdlht was at stake. "When we are on the
Enterpris¢' he began, "we share the same duty shift for the parstwe spend most of our off-
duty time together; and we sleep together in the evening."

Kirk considered that. "I don't consider that a probl&pock," he said, meaning it. "If
you're trying to put forth the idea that absence mékeseart grow fonder, it's not true in this
case - at least not as far as I'm concerned. |dantto be apart from you!"

Spock stroked the other man's back in gentle reassurddoedo | wish to be separated
from you, Jim," he murmured tenderly. "My point, howeweas that perhaps there is no clear
line of delineation between our off-duty hours and our on-tatys. Even when we are not on
active duty, we are still the captain and first offioéthe_Enterprisé

Kirk forced himself to think about it realistically deétgphis instinct to deny it. In the
9



end, he could only shake his head. "If that,ishe said, "I don't see anything that can be done
about it."

Spock’s brows lifted. An idea crossed his mind which reseeely tempted to ignore.
And yet, feeling Kirk's restlessness and dissatisfadhoough their bond was sufficient
motivation for him to reconsider. "Are you inclined ® fmore satisfied with your professional
life when your personal life is gratifying?"

At that, Kirk felt himself flush. "Spock," he protestéitis not that I'm not satisfiedith
you! | ant"

Grateful for that reassurance, the Vulcan strokel'«ivack fondly. "I know, Jim," he
murmured. "That was not the purpose of my question.”" Idsgoh then asked again: "Are you
generally more content as a whalben you are content as a rflan

That question, Kirk thought, was almost worse. He ctmsaswer it before it got any
deeper. "Yeah... | guess so," he said, trying to dredge uflicpezdents. "l think it's human
nature. When you're in love, everything else seems t@hh too." He shook his head, then
rephrased. "But it's more than just love, Spock. Iralove with you - so much that it scares
me sometimes. It's just that I'm starting to wond&miftaking you for granted. I'm starting to
wonder if our love-making has become just another partiofiaily routine.” He didn't want to
say it, but realized it was something he couldn't deny@myelr.

Spock analyzed the statement quietly. "Then we musasor to alter that routine," he
surmised.

Kirk sighed heavily. "How?" he asked rhetorically. "Li®@u said, we're stihe
captain and first officer no matter whae do."

Spock's features tightened as an answer formed in his rilad.necessarily,” he
ventured.

Something in the Vulcan's tone caused Kirk to stiffencugin not in a negative way.
Rather, it was the kind of emotional excitement whafhhis blood singing. "What are you
getting at?" he wanted to know.

"Imagination,” Spock said very softly, his own facethgpas the idea took form and
shape in what had previously been a void of confusionit i4fpossible for a writer to avoid
dealing with less interesting matters, it should cergdiel possible for us to do so as well."

"But Spock!" Kirk practically howled. "I'm not disintested in you!"

Spock calmed his mate with a gentle shushing sound. "hreceneed to keep
repeating that, Jim," he assured the other man. "I ddmdit your commitment nor your sexual
interest in me. Indeed, the fact that we make love appetely 35.9 percent motban the
average couple is an indicator that neither of uddsdsnterest in the other.”
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Kirk tried to accept that, terrified of ever hurting $k's feelings. "I'm still not sure | see
what you're getting at," he said, returning to the origiaent.

Very gently, Spock let his hand come to rest on thedidkark's face, making his
intentions clearer with a touch. "In the mind, we @né/ who we are, Jim," he explained. "In
the mind, there need not be the 'baggage’, if you wibuofprofessional lives. If we wish, we
can be king or pawn, master or slave, even man and mahyamu choose."

Kirk's face heated, his throat going suddenly dry. "Falsy®?" he gulped. "Are you
suggesting that we... er... fantasize together?" mhedalownright incestuous, but somehow
compelling.

Spock tried not to let his own Vulcan inhibitions sway .hifithere would be no harm in
it," he pointed out. "And if it would make you happy, dwd have no objections.”

For once, Kirk found himself without words for severahuates. The rain was coming
down more steadily, hypnotizing him as it ran in rivulgdsvn the clear pane of the window.
His heart pounded and, ridiculously, he felt like a virgmilnerable, scared, inexperienced.

"Shit, Spock," he said at last, "maybe I'm just a prbdée] never thought I'd need
fantasize with you. You amay fantasies. You have been since long before warbe lovers."

Deeply gratified, Spock bent to touch his lips to theablgirk's head. "Then there
should be no problem," he pointed out. "Since | will olgly be with you in these fantasies,
we will still be together - but in circumstances ottiemn those which are a part of our daily
routine."

Kirk took a deep breath and dared to ask: "Such as?"

Becoming more relaxed with the conversation, Spoadk lneh closer. "The possibilities
are limitless," he replied, rubbing Kirk's back in a motirch was as soothing to himself as it
was to the human. "We have, after all, the emtingsical universe from which to choose -- as
well as a completely untapped universe within our own minds."

Kirk caught himself actually thinking about it on a conasitevel. It wasn't an easy
thing to do, for in one corner of his mind, he couldn't cojle the fact that even Spock and the
Enterpriseand the stars weren't enough. "l feel like I'm cogygiou into doing something you
may not want to do," he said quietly.

"Jim, you forget that mental stimulation is as vitah Vulcan as it is to humans," Spock
returned. "I had not considered it previously, but sincengue mentioned it, our sexual life has
indeed become a part of our routine on_the Enterptisthat continues, we run the risk of losing
the uniqueness which brought us together initially."

Kirk frowned. It wasn't something he'd considered bef6vghat do you mean?" he
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repeated.

"Simply that we should not allow our personal ancduaékves to become so entangled in
our professional careers that one cannot exist witlheubther.”" He paused briefly, collecting
his thoughts. "In short, we cannot depend on remaini&garfleet indefinitely; and if we have
come to accept our personal time oa$ysecondary to our careers, it is possible that wddwo
not know how to function without both."

It was, Kirk conceded, an unnerving possibility. More thweat, tthe intricacies of
psychological potentials were boggling to his mind. Anthdue to admit that Spock's idea was a
novel one - one which had intriguing personal points akasgdractical reasons.

What surprised him was when his stomach clenched in swddieipation. It occurred to
him that he hadn't had thagaction for almost a year and, encouraged, he proppedlhupson
one elbow with a mischievous grin. "So what do we de?asked impulsively. "Write out a
script or something?"

Spock gave a disapproving glance of response. "Throughelik all we need do is
arrive at a mutually agreeable situation. Our minds welate the setting and any necessary
background information, and we will, essentially, bespamted into our fantasies - much like a
vid-scanner has the ability to reveal dreams and allovtmreeexperience them."

Kirk blinked. "In other words, if we decided, for exampteput ourselves back in the
time of Pre-Reform Vulcan, we'd actually believe were there?"

Spock inclined his head in agreement. "We wdnddhere, in a manner of speaking -
just as a person experiencing a dream is an active partian his dream. The difference is that
our bodies will be as much a part of this 'dream' as oodsnii

Kirk pondered that at length. "Well, as long as wetdake a long hike in our fantasy
and walk our real bodies off a cliff, | suppose thag®ad selling point."

Spock smiled faintly. "Where would you like to go?" he ingdi

Kirk's mouth opened, then closed again. "Now?" he gulpddulously. Somehow,
he'd created his own safe fantasy by telling himself & afbjust idle speculation.

Spock's brows lifted. "We amdone," he pointed out. "And we have come here for rest
and recreation. In our case, | believe the recreatitbhead naturally to the rest.”

An admonishing grimace silenced the Vulcan. "I'm not nafchwriter, Spock,” he
warned.

"You don't have to be," the Vulcan countered. "Omednitiate the meld, you will not
even_knowthat any of this exists. We will, in essence, createh moment wherever we go just
as we create each moment in our conscious reality."
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For some reason, that type of abandon appealed to Kidte than he might have cared
to admit. "What if... what if we wanted to experiendest-time situation?" he wondered,
stomach clenching again. "Does the fact that we'radrovers make that impossible? And...
while we're at it, am | completely perverse for easking?"

Spock smiled openly, bending to brush his lips to his bonagd'srforehead. "You have
always been perverse, Jim," he reminded the humand fanthe fact that we are already lovers
does not preclude the possibility you have suggested.” ike=gathen added softly: "I, too,
have considered what it might have been like to meetyder different circumstances; thus
your suggestion seems... quite fascinating."”

Feeling just a little more relaxed, Kirk lifted his headking silently to be kissed. When
Spock complied, he knew he would do anything to maintaisgbkeial magic which had always
flowed like electricity between them. If that megsthporarily divorcing himself from his own
past, from Starfleet or even from the Enterprise/ould be a willing compromise. It would also
be a very healthy diversion, he suspected.

As their lips finally parted, Kirk was breathless, hisepright with anticipation as he
took the Vulcan's hand and reverently kissed each fingertyom. "Where would yolike to
go?" he asked seductively, playfully.

Spock considered that in momentary silence. "So dsngam with you, | have no
preference.”

Kirk frowned again, mock-seriously. "C'mon, Spock," he urgéthu've already
admitted that you've thought about what it might be ifikee'd met under other circumstances."

A long brow lifted. Spock squirmed internally for a mewh "I am not certain the
circumstances | have imagined would be entirely... abteéayou," he returned evasively.

Impulsively, Kirk bit the hand which rested on the siflais face, lifting his eyes to find
a startled expression residing on the Vulcan's feattifasything that brings us together would
be agreeable to m&pock," he pointed out. Then, recognizing at least pénedesitation, he
added: "Look, if you don't want to tefle about it... then just surprise me."

Through the bond, Spock sensed Kirk's sincerity -thachuman's building desire. For
himself, he'd considered a multitudepossibilities under which they mighaive met had things
been different in their lives. And though it wasn't &adji he found such speculation enjoyable,
stimulating.

"Very well," he murmured at last, gathering his couragera him like a protective
shield. Then, with a slightly chagrinned smile, he addd@die next time we do this, however,
Yyou must surprise mé

Kirk grinned, feeling good about himself and about this neacton. "Like two writers
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collaborating on a story, eh, Spock?" he teased warhivlgu write the first chapter... and I'll
write the next." He could live with that. At leakat way, they'd be equally guilty of bringing
their previously only-imagined fantasies into some semblamceality.

Spock nodded his agreement, drawing the human into his dimes, bending to leave a
lingering kiss on his companion's lips, he placed his hantdeside of Kirk's face and allowed
their minds to flow together.

The library of infinite possibilities opened.

(0

The Academy campus was green, Jim Kirk observed,isgdl a leisurely pace toward
the public transporter station located in a nearby buildéigd yet, despite the clean fresh scent
of Spring which lingered in the San Francisco air, ttepfaticularly uneasy.

A light drizzle of rain sprayed across his face, but decely noticed until he absent-
mindedly ran his fingers through his hair. Curls. Looddegocurls which tightened in the rain,
leaving him with that 'pretty-boy' look which hadn't hurtashvancing his early career. Still, he
didn't have to like it.

As he approached the low-lying building and slipped quicklyubh the doors, he tossed
the heavy load of books and computer tapes into a vacainasd took a moment to consider
where he was going in such a hurry. Throughout the daypbkeh unable to concentrate, found
his mind wandering toward far-flung stars and the gentle giua starship's engines rather than
addressing the more immediate issues - such as passighbgashi Maru test for which he
was scheduled the following week.

Sighing heavily, he looked around the room and found it sggpe@lulated with students
in transit to or from classes. Then, chancing a glandées own workload which he'd dropped in
the adjacent chair, he found himself staring at the Eapgdia of Physics Terms which sat
ominously atop the stack of intended studies for thaiege

The uneasiness returned.

Spock of Vulcan was perhaps the best teacher at theéefty; and though Kirk had little
use for the intricacies of physics and calculus, he biadimit a definite respect for the man who
taught those classes. Or, he amended, the man whtaibgisk them. When he'd arrived for
class that afternoon, a new professor had stood in Spuakes, dutifully informing the students
that their former teacher had taken an indefinite ledabsence.

It seemed... incongruous. The completely logical pkysiofessor had seemed to enjoy
his work. And, Kirk recalled, Spock had often taken his ow to assist students in need of
extra help, had even left an open invitation for studentsstbhim at his nearby home should a
need to do so ever arise.
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Kirk suspected most of the cadets were too terrified efnilysterious Vulcan to ever
consider it. But for himself, he'd been in the positioneddingthe extra help on more than one
occasion. And, though he wouldn't have believed it at-fisfter hearing the typical stay-away-
from-Vulcan jokes - he'd found Spock's hospitality to lmesingracious. The Vulcan seemed to
enjoy teaching; and after the first couple of times, 8pgwad actually invited him back for what
he'd referred to as 'a more lengthy discussion of phgsiepplied to the command of a starship’'.

Now, irrationally, Kirk found himself feeling guilty ove¢he fact that he'd never managed
to find enough time to drop in on his mysterious professostch a discussion.

Frowning, he glanced at his personal chronometer, dhéime stack of books and disks
which stared up at him from the adjacent seat. If heedato remain at the top of his class,
simple math informed him that he had a minimum of 6 siowork to complete that evening.
And if he wanted to remain at the peak of his youthful idemice, he reminded himself that he'd
also promised to call Ruth once that work-load was caexple

Still, the uneasiness continued to gnaw at some dista@d of his intuition, leaving him
to wonder if his feelings were simply hurt. It occurredhim that, over the years, Spock of
Vulcan had undoubtedly taught thousands of studentswvadeno different, he told himself. His
grades were no better, and perhaps not as good acrdssatttkas any potential valedictorian in
the Command Section; thus it made little sense that theigshieacher should have taken his
valuable time to indulge in something as meaninglessyasgsgoodbye to one student.

With that thought as an excuse, Kirk gathered his booksligkd, wishing he'd had the
foresight to grab a backpack. Then, stepping up totitesporter, he programmed the
coordinates which would take him to his apartment, tryinggtore the sense of hurt which
teased through the peripheral layers of consciousness.

The red digital read-out blinked up at him. The books walleybheavy, demanding.
Ruth would be waiting with her typical 'reward' at the efithe day.

Abruptly, almost without conscious volition, his fingernnghed the cancel button,
returning the board to its 'Ready' status. Then, gethie burden of homework aside for a
moment, he dug into the pocket of his jeans, withdrew Risgmal transporter-coordinates
directory, and quickly found the desired entry.

In moments, books back in his arms, he materializedpoblic square less than a block
from his professor's apartment. Perhaps with good jidic, he felt like a compulsive idiot...
or like a schoolboy looking for some kind of acknowledgatrfrom a favored teacher.

He wondered idly if he'd also developed a schoolboy'$icrus

(0

The meditation stone had worn thin.
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Kneeling before the mantle of the fireplace, Spocledaato the orange flames which
licked hungrily at the sacrificial logs. In his hantlitched absently between the thumb and third
finger, he toyed with the meditation stone which had laegift from some long-forgotten
student years before. Though normally cool, the smamth now held heat: the heat of his
body, perhaps even the heat of his mind.

In an effort to quell the approaching flames, he force@hige concentration into that
stone, attempting to force the sickness from his baytire anonymity of the rock itself.

A stone should not burn, he told himself. It washeitoxygen nor fuel nor spark. It
should not burn.

Nor, he thought, should he.

With T'Pring’s death on Vulcan almost a year befoeeshoulchave been freed from the
time of mating. But now, light-years from home anthwio one to return home fdne accepted
that his hybrid nature was unpredictable in that manner also.

The fires had come quickly this time, with little warg and no apparent stimulus. With
his only other previous pon farr, the catalyst had been obsvid'Pring's infidelity during his
absence had triggered the chemical responses in his Bwdy. on Earth, with their minds
linked only by a fragile thread, he had known, had been dbaek to Vulcan by his body's
demands and his mind's rebellion.

And in the Arena of Challenge, he'd taken Stonn's lié@ting to tradition and in the
accepted manner of combat. There was no shame id, itagically, there should have been no
guilt. At the time, there hadn't been. And yet,rdfie had taken T'Pring to his bed chamber and
subconsciously punished her for her infidelity, the guitt returned to haunt him. It had
eventually driven him away from Vulcan forever, backh® Academy, where his students had
little interest in his sordid past, and didn't seem imdnthat his estranged wife had recently
taken her own life, naming him as the reason.

If anything, it made them more attentive; they listertedisusly, as if trying to
comprehend the nature of all Vulcans simply by studying hivinat surprised him somewhat
was that he didn't mind their curiosity. Rather, i@t amused him; and over the years, he'd
learned how to develop a rapport with his students. Titeyticourse, complain about his
more-than-average assignments; but in the end, thdyisetlasses with statistically more
knowledge than the students of other professors. AndS3patk acknowledged, was his sole
reason for teaching.

Finding his mind a little more at ease, he glanced athitenometer which sat atop the
fireplace mantle. It informed him that his afternoopp@intment” would soon arrive.

His face darkened with shame. Yet he accepted that thrleircumstances, his
alternatives were severely limited. And when onéhefdther faculty professors had discreetly
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suggested that his life might be worth more than his tfighe hadn't bothered to deny his
condition nor to justify the suggestion with a response.

He had done the only thing he could do which mggwve his own life with a minimum of
disgrace and rumor: he'd called the number left on Isis g a student - a student who had
quite obviously taken his classes for personal reasdhsrrthan for professional requirements.

Soon, if that student arrived, he would begin to teade enore.

His lesson would be on the physical properties of fire.

(0

It was less than a minute later when the door chimedsaljrawing Spock from his
unsuccessful meditation. As he went to answer itdmsidered making some convenient
excuse, passing his call off as a practical joke by sbirgparty. In an atmosphere such as the
Academy, it would certainly be possible.

And yet, as he opened the door, his resistance less&hedamiliar face gazing up at
him was slightly round, with soft planes and bright grblere eyes. Blondish curls framed the
delicate features, the hair slightly damp from thadyedrizzle which was so common in San
Francisco.

Stepping back from the door, Spock inclined his head in gggddath relieved and sorry
to see that his summons had worked. It was not the typaudfon he would have sought, and
far from the type of lover he would have preferred undeh siicumstances. Still, with his
body demanding release, he reminded himself that his minadivilauk to be content to wait for
a more suitable bondmate. With T'Pring, he'd provenmséif that he didn't require affection
or even tenderness for mating.

"It's good to see you again, Mister Spock," the soitessaid, calling him back to reality.
"Though I must admit I'm a little surprised that you keptrmgnber."

Spock barely heard. It had been a mistake. He kneBuit knowing it wouldn't change
it now. "Please come in, Ms. McGuire," he said dypiiosing the door as she stepped further
into the room. Then, noting her obvious nervousnessjdeda "May | offer you something to
drink?"

The young woman nodded quietly, smiling with a soft warnitfes, thank you. Brandy
would be nice."

One brow lifted. She obviously did not know him wéllregret that | have no brandy,
Ms.--." He stopped himself there. "Ruth," he correct®nsidering the pending intimacy of the
circumstances. And, he told himself, she obviously knew stieyd been invited here. Rumors
on campus had it that she was quite popular with thetfa¢chbugh she allegedly had a
preference for some of the more aggressive upperclassineave herb teas, mineral water, or
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a variety of juices," he added, disliking the necedsitymall talk and social amenities. "Do
you have a preference?"

Ruth nodded, slipping gracefully into a plush chair whicmeat the fireplace and
placing her small bag on the table. "Mineral water @dod fine," she murmured.

As Spock turned toward the kitchen to pour the wéteccurred to him that he was not
particularly nervous. Rather, he found himself feelingentisconnected from reality that he
could ever recall. His body cried out for releasé,hyg mind remained distant, almost weary.

He poured the drinks quickly, then returned to the livowm, handed one to what logic
labeled as his ‘whore’, then sat down in an adjadexit. Across the distance, their eyes met;
but before he could think of some appropriate place to beginrheaningless conversation, the
door chime sounded once again.

Brows narrowing quizzically, he glanced toward thentleachronometer. No guests
were expected, and with news of his indefinite leawenigabeen announced at the Academy, it
seemed unlikely that either faculty or students wouldrapt his privacy.

He sighed inwardly, excused himself, and stood to andwettdor. What surprised him
was that the image on the vid-cam monitor revealed bhis current students. A brow lifted
and, instead of ignoring the summons or using the intetocsand the young man away, he
opened the door and stood gazing down at one of the masisprg young cadets at the
Academy.

lllogically - almost embarrassingly - he was sdreyhad other plans for the evening.
Kirk was young, vitally alive, intriguing; and one day, Sp&okw, he would make an excellent
starship commander.

His blood sang. His heart raced. He stepped away fre mdbr.

"Please," he said, his voice lowering into what le®gaized as a shamefully seductive
tone. "Come in."

(0

Kirk stood dumbfounded in the rain for only a moment longear some reason he
couldn't immediately identify, his stomach clenchedeagdwed up at his mysterious teacher, his
mouth opening just a little as he sought some explanttidmns unscheduled visit.

As he stepped into the living room, however, his attewias immediately diverted from
the possibility of offering an explanation to the nsttgso demand one of his own. There,
wearing the dress she had worn on their first date,awgarland of tiny purple flowers fixed in
her hair, was the woman who had sworn herself onhyrto

His jaw dropped and, staring back and forth between thefwhem, he blinked. "R-
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Ruth?"

Face darkening, the woman glanced away, seemed to pletqack course of action,
then reached for her bag and stood up with a deceptive. stAictually, Jim, | was just on my
way over to your place,"” she said, her voice more tdr@enormal. "l just stopped by here to
deliver some transcripts from that expedition on Aldabdo Professor Spock." She smiled that
deceptive smile of hers. "I got off work a little eatlghe added much too quickly.
"Ambassador Shiliv was called to a meeting, and asked meiverddle transcripts myself."

Kirk's brows lifted. He saw that reaction mirro@dthe Vulcan's face. And, abruptly,
he found himself growing weary of Ruth's lies. It woultbe'tthe first time she'd "just dropped
by" on a member of the faculty; and regardless of lebnfgs for the woman, he knew he'd been
making excuses for her too long already.

Still, he felt awkward, uncomfortable... uninvited. He dhbis head, negating her words
with a gesture of his hand. "You don't have to explaiihR he said, his tone more clipped
than he'd intended. "I should have called first,” he addeding his attention to his respected
professor. "Please forgive me for the intrusion, $ie'added, then turned toward the door with
as much dignity as he could muster.

Spock’s brows lifted as he turned first to Ruth, theKitk. Without thinking, he placed
one hand on the young cadet's shoulder, stopping him juselde reached the door.

"Please... wait," he requested, his brows tightenigdtdji as their eyes met. He looked
once more to Ruth. "l was not aware that the twaoofwere acquaintances,” he commented,
quickly releasing Kirk's shoulder as he realized th&blain telepathic shields were at a pathetic
low.

Ruth stared at the floor, then shifted weight from o to the other. Kirk squirmed
also, re-adjusting the load of books and disks which wexeariously balanced in his arms.

"We've been... friends for a long time," Ruth saidhst.|

Internally, Kirk rebelled. It almost seemed she wgisg to deny their relationship. He
didn't pursue it, seeing the writing on the wall. Ind{de turned his attention to his teacher
once more. "I've interrupted your afternoon," he sayihd to remember his manners. "l really
should go."

But once again, Spock found himself unable to permit tbhegaonan to leave. Instead,
he frowned as his attention shifted momentarily to Rathre caught himself wondering why
he'd invited her to his apartment to begin with. A monoémtnger attributable to his advancing
condition caused his jaw to tighten. He could easigsdhe hurt and confusion which
emanated from Kirk and, feeling unnecessarily protecteesdarched his mind for alternatives.

"Perhaps you should both go," he suggested presently. "Olyigos have much to...
discuss."
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At that, Kirk's lips pressed tightly together. Hisrstincked with Ruth's. In her eyes, he
read fear, embarrassment, even contempt. Unconsgitiessquared his shoulders, never
breaking the stare. "Actually,” he said, more to hantto his professor, "I don't think there's
anythingwe need to talk about.”

Ruth looked away, then abruptly slipped past him, stoppindongtenough to open the
door. "I'll call you next week, Jim," she murmured, afigng to play the innocent, wounded
party with a flourish. Then, lifting her eyes to Spasike added: "I hope you'll find the
transcripts helpful, Professor."

Before Spock or Kirk could even think to stop her, sippetl through the door, leaving
the room drenched in a suddenly thick silence and the schat perfume.

For a split second, Kirk felt himself lean toward the déalt his natural curiosity and
compassion threaten to chase him into the rain adter But as he glanced briefly at the other
man standing with a perplexed expression in the centeeabom, he felt himself waver.

Spock’s brows lifted curiously as he studied the humanderong why he had chosen
this particular afternoon for a visit. His own awkwarskevith the situation left him
momentarily speechless.

It was Kirk who eventually broke the stiliness. "ér... guess | picked a bad time," he
offered lamely, torn between his supposed love for Ruthhancurrent anger with her. "Maybe
| should go, too."

Spock didn't argue. Suddenly, the awkwardness settled within'tigs," he said very
quietly. "Perhaps that would be... best."

Kirk nodded, fighting the urge to kick himself for dropping in uitied. He started
toward the door, reached for the knob, then turned imm@hjsback to the Vulcan. "Have you...
known Ruth long?" he asked with an inner sigh.

Eyes closing for a moment, Spock shook his head auntdg. "She was a student of
mine several semesters ago," he explained. Then, mé&tkis gaze, he tried to offer his
honesty. "l was not aware that you knew her."

A wistful, almost embittered smile touched Kirk's lig$.guess | didn't," he said,
meaning it. He turned again to leave, but once more hisstyrovertook him. "Weréhere
any transcripts?" he asked.

The question stung, and Spock flinched inwardly. Despatdattt that it was an
indirectly personal question, he forced himself to resporitiftily. "No," he said very quietly.
"There were not."

At that, Kirk nodded in silent confirmation to himsekaching once again for the door
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knob.
"Please... wait," Spock said, surprising even himself g abrupt request.

Kirk found it a hard request to obey, but even moredatilfito ignore. His throat was
tight with emotion. For some insane reason, he'd occrd himself that Ruth would be different
with him. He'd known she had a "past”, but in his quessdare sort of personal fulfillment,
he'd told himself that it wouldn't - couldr'matter.

He stopped with his hand on the knob, his back to theaviul¢l don't want to intrude,"
he said quietly.

Spock shook his head, realizing only in retrospect tivktwasn't looking at him.
Impulsively, he stepped to the side until the human lookechdpreet his eyes. "I presume you
came here for a reason, Mister Kirk," he pointed outvdiild, of course, understand if you
wished to follow Ms. McGuire to talk, however."

Kirk's brows tightened. His eyes closed as hispiessed together and his hand dropped
from the door knob. "Like | said before," he replietiddn't think Ruth and | have anything
else to say to each other - at least not right noevddded. It also occurred to him that he didn't
wantto be with Ruth anymore than he wanted to be alonelodked up at last, meeting the
pained dark eyes.

For a moment, he put his own problems aside, realihaigthe situation must be every
bit as uncomfortable for the Vulcan as it was for hifasélheard that you're taking an
indefinite leave," he said quietly, not wanting to pry, l&ble to completely squelch his natural
curiosity. He shrugged, trying to portray an air of confidenchalance he was far from
feeling. "I know it's none of my business really, bug.everything... all right?"

Spock’s brows lifted as his cheeks heated. For aesmgfiant, he had the feeling that this
perceptive human could see right through him, through heglé&aof normalcy, through his pose
of utter dignity. He considered giving the customary respaedling Kirk that all was well.

And yet, as he thought about it in a fraction of as€l¢ he realized it would never be accepted.
And, he also realized that he could use a friend. They dmild.

The fire would simply have to wait.

He sighed in a most unVulcan manner, then looked upmnce. "Those books must be
heavy," he commented. "I would be honored if you would lpemtdown and stay for dinner,
Mister Kirk."

Kirk frowned, his jaw dropping just a little. His storhadenched again. There was
something in the Vulcan's demeanor, something in the cingpalira which wouldn't allow
him to refuse. There were also practical reasonstéying, he reminded himself, not the least
of which was that he didn't want to create hard feelbega/een himself and his most favored
teacher. What had happened with Ruth wasn't Spock'stauigminded himself. It was hers.
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And maybe his own for being so youthfully blind.

Impulsively, he nodded, offering a smile as he depositearim-load of books onto a
nook-shelf by the door. "I'd be happy to stay, Profesbéerdecided at last.

Spock nodded absently. "Very well," he said, gratefutlfie company. He turned
toward the kitchen, aware of Kirk's footsteps follogui "Please, though,” he added, "remember
that | am no longer a professor. My name is Spock."

Kirk blinked. It wasn't the response he'd expected, gesdlfi-spoken tone was anything
but admonishing. Rather, it was almost pleading. A fromased his forehead once more as he
stared at the other man's retreating back. "All rigie,agreed quietly. "On one condition."

"Which is?" Spock inquired, stopping at the long bar ar¢lhdrkitchen and meeting the
bright green-gold eyes.

Kirk shrugged with a grin as he felt himself beginning toxel& hat youremember
you're not a professor.” He paused, watching the sldnteas lift. "My name is Jim."

Spock’s lips curved up just a little. "I shall remembat.thJim* he agreed. Then,
finding himself infinitely more comfortable with the tman, he set about preparing a small but
elegant meal. In the back of the refrigerator, he fauhdttle of wine which had been there
since the day he'd moved into the apartment. The exutfaxailty members had presented it to
him at his reception when he'd first signed on as dé&satith the Academy: a house warming
present, they'd called it.

Until that moment, his house had never seemed warm.

Now, suddenly, it radiated with heat.

(0

Pushing his plate aside, Kirk leaned back in the chair, fhatenazed to find Spock such
a delightful conversationalist. Throughout the dinrfesteamed vegetables, rice and assorted
cheeses, they had talked on a variety of subjectsr nece venturing near the topic of physics.
Now, with three glasses of the expensive wine unddodiisKirk found himself growing
bolder.

"You didn't eat much,” he commented, indicating the ¥u'E plate.

Spock glanced down. The wine had taken its toll on simell, loosening the normal
Vulcan restraints. "I have not been particularlydmyrof late,” he explained, finding Kirk's
presence a welcomed one. The human was quick-wittedigant and pleasant - a nice
contrast to the nervous students who sat in his clasgrantically trembled at his admittedly
intimidating countenance. He took another sip of the winding it actually pleasant. "Are
you still hungry?" he inquired, side-stepping just alitt!There is more, if you wish."
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Kirk shook his head with a smile. "I've eaten moregbt than | have in weeks," he said.
"The cafeteria food isn't exactly identifiable, and hitlaisually take the time to cook at my
place, so...."

Spock nodded, feeling somewhat dizzy. "Would you caré to the living room?" he
asked, grateful for the temporary reprieve his body haehgiim. With Kirk, he was
remarkably relaxed, at ease. It was as if the humagrqtenj a calming effect which cooled even
the fires of pon farr.

At that question, Kirk glanced nervously at the chrortemen the kitchen counter. "I
really should be going,” he said politely. "I'm sure yauéhbetter things to do than entertain
me" He smiled graciously, rising from the chair. "l wanit want to over-stay my welcome, so
to speak.”

Spock’s brows lifted at the curious expression as he dindohg himself pleasantly
dizzy, as much from the effects of the alcohol asmfthe chemical imbalances in his body. "In
all honesty, Jim," he said very quietly, "I have enjotlad immensely. | do, however,
understand that you undoubtedly have other commitments.”

For a moment, Kirk was sorry their time together eading. He glanced guiltily toward
the stack of books he'd left by the front door. And gsthe thought about it, he turned back to
the Vulcan. "You willbe returning to the classroom, won't you?" he asked phgsent

Spock flinched inwardly, rolling the wine glass betwaenfingers as he went from the
kitchen back into the living room, once again aware idf'& footsteps following behind him.
"l... do not know," he said at last, very softly andhwas much honesty as he could manage.

Kirk's eyes widened, then narrowed. An inexplicablen®ot of panic whispered
through his mind. He stood looking at the Vulcan's back fon@time and, quite suddenly,
comprehension flooded through him like a rushing river. Hdie face pale, then forced
himself to remember that this man was his friend nowd, Auaite obviously, he was a friend
with a rather severe problem.

"Shit...," he said to himself. Then, damning himselftfer word which often slipped out,
he sighed heavily. "You... invited Ruth here to... heign'dyou?" he asked.

Startled by the question, Spock turned to meet the othe@s mges. His mouth opened,
then closed again. Then, seeing no need to deny it, he noaidlsd "Yes," he confessed. "It
seemed, at the time, a logical alternative."

Kirk swallowed, his stomach clenching with fear. "Attative'?" he pressed, surprising
himself with his busy-body attitude. "To what?"

Spock's jaw tightened almost imperceptibly. His eyeseclo It occurred to him that he
could easily ask Kirk to leave with no harm done. A#tikrhe reminded himself, they barely
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knew one another. And yet, the order refused to mamifestlity. He stood utterly still in the
middle of his living room, gazing at the dark maroon cargetm a very long time.

Sensing the other man's reluctance to answer, Kirkdsti&p forward. Anger darted
past his conscious mind and, for a moment, it threatenackék free. What confused him was
that he had no genuine cause to be angry. "Alternttivéna®" he repeated at last.

Spock looked up, meeting the demanding stare as he madeisisme"You are in
Command training, Jim," he reminded Kirk. "As a candidatéCommand, you have obviously
been exposed to instruction in Vulcan customs. Whathgea not formally learned, you have
undoubtedly figured out for yourself." He paused, letting $hek in. "I am... unmarried.”

Kirk blinked again, the color draining from his face. He'd tiee usual instruction in
Vulcan customs at the same time he'd studied OriowrisstAndorian customs, Altairian
customs, and so on. And he'd heard the usual jokes abaaingwdnd their biological mating
cycle. But for some self-serving reason, he'd hadnilfiimbedded in his mind that he'd never
have to dealvith it, would never even knosomeone who would have to deal with it.

"Then... you'll die," he said at last.

Again, Spock flinched. He remained standing only a momegelo then went to the
long sofa which stretched across the width of his livingrmo&itting down, he continued to roll
the wine glass through his fingers. "There is perhajpsiste to find a suitable... partner," he
said, attempting to be rational, forcing himself to bedsbn He didn't know whyyet he knew it
was important. "l regret that Ms. McGuire turned aub¢ an acquaintance of yours."

Kirk's brows narrowed. He started to offer some agpeite response, then simply stood
staring at the other man. Since the moment they'dosan at the dining table, Kirk hadn't given
a moment's more thought to Ruth. In fact, he'd found hiseompletely fascinated with
Spock that he hadn't thought of anythé&lge. It also occurred to him that he'd been fillét &
sense of foreboding throughout the afternoon - fraerptiecise moment that he'd learned of the
Vulcan's leave of absence.

"l... don't want you to die," he said at last, feeliogthe first time since entering the
Academy that he had a real friend. It didn't seem tibemthat, until this evening, they'd only
known one another as teacher and student. What mattasethat, nowthey hadbecome
friends - with the type of natural rapport which oft&ubd people together for life.

For a moment, that thought terrified Kirk, yet he &tdimself to think rationally,
understanding that his new friend may not be capableiohgdity.

When Spock didn't respond, he took a step nearer, gazingatdtwnbowed dark head.
"You said there's still time," he pressed, seeing hisioyatience demonstrated. "Let me help.”

Spock glanced up sharply, his face darkening to olive. Hedaery much to simply
agree, to take this seemingly-willing young man to his bed bbaand bury himself in the
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supple body and agile mind. And yet, realistically,ttieught horrified him. He shook his head
adamantly. "You do not understand, Jim," he murmured. Uldcgeriously injure you."

Kirk blinked. "Wh-what?" he stammered. When he'd offéris help, he'd meant to
offer his support, his willingness to comb the entirg ifihecessary to find some suitable
partner for his friend. And yet, obviously, Spock migipteted his intentions, taking them
several steps further.

What surprised Kirk even more than the Vulcan's commvasthis own reaction:
abruptly, without rational cause, he found himself comsidet in very serious and real terms.
In the course of a single evening, he'd come to care atwyut this man that he'd cared about
Ruth during the six months he'd known her. And part oh@and training included a crash
course on intuition.

In that moment, his intuition told him it was rightvithout a past together, without a
lengthy acquaintance, without the formality of a propertship and long romantic evenings
together, Kirk's intuition told him it could work.

Still, it was hard to listen to the voice of psycimsight when his practical mind was
scrambling away in protest. Not because of the fact3patk was Vulcan. Not because he was
male. Not even because he was a teacher. Rathlekr@w, his hesitation - his feastemmed
from the fact that Spock was one of the most powarid influential men he had ever had the
privilege of knowing.

In a word, translated to simple English, the Vuleas intimidating.

And yet, when he forced himself to remember the caczaxthich he was bound, he took
a deep breath, releasing it slowly as he made his decisio

"Is there... someone else you could go to?" he asked.

Spock shook his head. Though his body granted him ocehseprieves from the
shameful desire, those interludes were growing less freqsnmorning, he knew, he would
have no alternative. Still, the idea of taking a gadgsnartyred victim left him cold. "Leave
me," he said, trying to believe he meant it. "It istbleat | am alone now."

A large part of Kirk wanted to accept those words amel. flYet the more typically
human part held his feet rooted to the floor. He lookdusaieacher for a very long time, not
surprised that he could find beauty in the sharp angularrésa not terribly ashamed that such
beauty was quite capable of creating a physical respotisia Wwis own body.

"l won't leave you like this, Spock," he said at la$tthought we were friends."

One brow lifted. "If you remain here, Jim," the Vautcpointed out realistically, "that
friendship shall not survive this night."

25



Kirk met and held the threatening black eyes. "I dagliete that,” he said very quietly,
his heart pounding, his legs trembling with the effort tlol lup his own weight. "Except that if |
doleave, you willdie." He paused to let that sink in, then added: "Deaddoa't have any
friends, | suppose.”

Spock flinched. Kirk would make an intriguing chess parterd his own body was
weakening. But he didn't break the stare which held thentheigeHe chose a more logical
approach - one which would hopefully appeal to the young mamse ©f reality. "You are
undoubtedly aware of the Academy's regulation governinffaternization between faculty and
students, Jim," he pointed out. "Additionally, you arew@xthat Command training leaves the
student open to a variety of character tests at any gimen tests which are given without
warning, and without the student's knowledge thatattsst." He paused, giving Kirk time to
consider that. "Suppose everything which has occurredwbrsrg is a test,” he then suggested.
"If you persist in your current course, you could find yoligsermanently expelled from the
Academy, with no further hopes of pursuing your goal abb@ng a starship captain.”

For a moment, Kirk almost wavered. But as he stiamtedhe threatening black eyes, his
own confidence overcame any doubts. "Part of Commaiminyas also to recognize the
difference between fantasy and reality, Spock," hetevad. "This isn't a test."

"Why?"

Kirk shrugged, growing more comfortable with his positemi more intrigued with the
possibility of becoming even closer to this powerful andh@es dangerous man. "For one
reason, you've already said you're no longer a professbe Academy," he pointed out. "And
you would never agree to be a part of such a test everuitwere," he decided quietly. "And for
another reason, even if you @didree, you're not that good an actor."

Spock’s brows shot high.

Kirk offered a gentle smile, then moved to sit on thka sit the other man's side - not
near enough to accidentally touch, but near enough to oohig next statement. "Another part
of being a good commander is learning to trust your intuftio®explained. Then, more softly,
he added: "Maybe I'm wrong, but I think it was intuition thatught me here this afternoon."
His cheeks pinked just a little with his own admittesbgance. "Even though I didn't know you
very well - or maybe not at all - | felt that someidnwas wrong. You're not the kind of person
who takes an indefinite leave of absence without geadan."

Acutely aware of Kirk's nearness, Spock was near to eidghdefeat. This human was
among the most promising Command candidates at the Agadechdespite their difference in
age and acquired knowledge, the Vulcan knew he had marertdiahis match. And yet,
considering Kirk's approach, he considered another asp€anamand training. Poker. Bluffs.
Strategy. If nothing else, it was an intriguing gamae which gave him something to think on
other than the building demands of his own body.

Turning to face Kirk and curling one long leg underneath hiimSpbck engaged the
26



other man in a contest of wills, calling the possibldfhitnich had been put forth. "Very well,"
he said quietly. "Since you are here, and as you haapparent reservations, | accept your
offer of... assistance."

Kirk's stomach clenched. He held his breath as #yeis remained locked together. It
occurred to him that he may be in well over his headhewlso understood that it was too late
to back down. He didn't watt back down. He nodded curtly, then rose from the aadsheld
one hand down to the other man.

Spock's brows lifted, the color draining from his facleaglanced at the offered hand.
His world turned upside down. "You are serious, aren't ypa?hused, as much to himself as
to Kirk.

The human nodded, starting to breathe again. Thereamasthing terribly compelling
about this Vulcan - something which had drawn their livgetizer. "I'm very serious," he said,
meaning it.

Spock tried one last-ditch effort to free himself frarsituation he didn't truly want to be
freed_from "If we... do this," he said haltingly, "there is a gibgity that our minds will
become... linked. If that should happen,” he warned, Uldceeriously jeopardize your career."

Kirk stopped to think for just a minute. "How?" he askelastt not withdrawing his
hand nor his offer.

Lowering his eyes, Spock took a deep, trembling breattk'skdcent was perilously
wonderful; the human's aura all but mesmerizing. "Shoelth@ome linked too deeply, we will
not be able to be... separate.” No longer interestbliifs or poker, he spilled the truth into the
air. "We would be drawn together even beyond our owityatul control.”

For a very long moment, Kirk remained silent, though hdentrtain that his hand
never trembled. Nor did his voice when he spoke. "You'rkfigdafor a Science Officer's
position on a starship," he said at last.

Spock blinked, brows climbing high. He knew he was cothere there was no instinct
to turn and fight. He glanced once more at the outesteed palm, felt his own hand straining to
reach for it. "You do not even know me," he said \@rigtly.

Kirk's lips pressed into a gentle, reassuring smileeasoked down at the bowed head.
"I know enough," he said. "I know that with you | caalfeomething - something I've never felt
before." He held his breath again. "l won't lie twyand tell you that it's love. But | can't lie to
myself and say it isn'either." He paused, letting the Vulcan absorb thiteasame time he
tried to assimilate it for himself. "When you werealking about physics in class, you always
said that the best way to learn something is by doing.'sw#dlowed, trying not to tremble. "I
may not know everything about you, Spock, but | know I'derakarn withyou in my life than
without you. Maybe that's why | came here tonight... IndunAll I'm sure of is that when |
heard you were leaving indefinitely, | felt like I'd losingething very important to me."
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Spock considered that in elongated silence. He hadrit that he had held a certain
fondness for Kirk as well and that, when making his d@ci® take an indefinite leave, that
particular student was the one which crossed his mind.t#ngyh he would have been hard-
pressed to admit it, even Vulcan's most prominent sstsritad verified the existence of natural
rapport between two people. The difference was that ¥Mokan scientists preferred to call it
'rapport' rather than labeling it for what it was. Love

He tried not to consider that angle just yet, remigdiimself that, if he proceeded with
the thought in his mind to accept Kirk's proposal then beckt the potential for love or even
friendship could quickly be destroyed. He forced himselhiok logically - which Kirk seemed
to be far more capable of at that moment than he waselfim

Finally looking up to meet the imploring green-gold eyesidaded his consent as he
took the hand being held down to him. It was cool and surghysfirm, matching his own
Vulcan strength easily. "You are a unique individual,,'Jime said, rising to stand at the other
man's side.

Kirk's cheeks heated just a little. He was scareteath, but not about to let it show. "l
like to think so," he said confidently. Then, growing meerious, he inclined his head toward
the staircase which would undoubtedly lead to the secludkddra. "Come on," he urged
gently, squeezing the Vulcan's hand. "Let's go upstairsebefe both change our minds."

Spock sighed heavily. His legs felt weighted, his visiightly blurry from the effects
of the alcohol he'd consumed and the fever which wasiating him. In Kirk's hand, he sensed
confidence and respect as well as a genuine human desire.

In his condition, he had no alternative but to respond.

(0

It happened without resistance, Kirk noted, realizing isatind was quickly being
affected by the telepathic emanations from Spock. Helered fleetingly what hadrawn him
here, what force in the universe could have made him fegggqtickly about Ruth, what
madness had devoured him which made him a willing - indegdy egartner to a man whom
he hardly knew.

The one thing he was certain of as they entered ttaitgpbedroom was that the
emotions he was feeling were good ones. His stomadinaed to clench in pleasant
anticipation; and he understood it was more than ludésire which made his breathing come in
shallow panting breaths.

Spock’s living arrangements were surprisingly ornatebkerged as they entered the
room and the Vulcan discreetly closed the door behind thetarge bed was draped with a
royal blue comforter in the center of the room, argialls were decorated with a mixture of
Vulcan artifacts and Terran paintings — mostly Asiaink Ikoted. The only other furniture in the
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room consisted of a small nightstand on either sideeobed and a book case which ran the
length of the room, but rose to a height just underatgelwindow. Outside, through that
window, Kirk saw that the rain had picked up; the lighttghe city were glistening like
diamonds in the sun; and the Pacific Ocean glimmekedliblack star in the distance.

Taking just a few moments to orientate himself boéntally and physically, Kirk stared
out at the serenity, taking it into himself before tnéd once again to face the Vulcan.

What surprised him was that his new friend was tremblinglyjshe dark head lowered,
the beautiful hands clenched into tight fists. No lorterintimidating teacher, Spock appeared
vulnerable, fearful... and excitingly handsome.

Ignoring the thought which reminded Kirk that he'd never lvgdna man, let alone a
Vulcan, he forced himself to recall that Spock wasiadi being, first and foremost. Gender had
nothing to do with it and, with that knowledge, he werthsother man's side, abandoning
everything except his human compassion.

Their eyes met, and as Kirk smiled gently, he notedSpack’s lips parted to speak, a
foreboding expression in the dark eyes.

Almost without thinking, the human placed one fingeagainst the other man's mouth,
silencing him as he shook his head in silent negatiom. Mire worries, okay?" he said.

Spock's brows narrowed, his body trembling at the sensatiKirk's finger pressed to
his lips. The sane part of his mind cried out in denial agaihat was to come, yet the
burgeoning animal which lived within silenced those protestskndes, quite simply, that he
was lost.

Without fully understanding what he was doing, he dremhiliman into his arms,
burying his face against the soft warm neck and inhaling thgioating scent of cologne and
natural male musk. It was his last coherent memoryatfthat moment, he willingly gave up
any pretense of civilized thought.

Kirk felt himself crushed against the Vulcan, their begieessing so tightly together that
it was easy to discern the bulging erection whichmstchagainst Spock's tight-fitting black
jeans. To his own surprise, that discovery didn't frigihien, didn't even begin to threaten his
own masculinity. Rather, it excited him beyond compreiion. The knowledge that Spock
would allow him this close, would allow him to help, ovedhaed any other considerations
and he found himself falling helplessly into a dark cavémmeed and desire.

Within moments, they were naked together, though Kicklitide recollection of how
they came to shed their clothing. It seemed a triviginportant detail. Lying on the bed
together, safe for the moment as the storm builitiength, he stroked the lean muscles of the
Vulcan's back, running his hands over the sharp planes bfdfesbone, through heated valleys
and across cool mesas.
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At the same time, he was aware of Spock's handseraxgplhim as well, fingertips
gripping and yearning, arms constricting to hold him cloBeeir mouths came together quickly,
crushing with such intensity that Kirk gasped aloud. A hogte probed his mouth, igniting
him further despite his expectations to the contrary.

Always before, he had been the aggressor, the instighiow, in this almost mystical,
out-of-time experience, it was pleasant to havddb&es turned.

The rest was largely a blur. He felt his body turnetthénbed, his legs manipulated until
his thighs were parted as he knelt in open invitation. fiéddnds massaged his bare buttocks,
and thick oil which smelled of coconut and papaya was apfi¢he entrance to his body. It
startled him somewhat when one finger probed deeper, dtiingchim internally as well; though
he was forced to acknowledge that the sensation wasraghapleasant. His own organ
throbbed with desire as it protruded from his uplifted pettis, tip occasionally brushing the
smooth blue satin of the thick comforter.

Then, quite suddenly, Spock's arms were around his waisthast the Vulcan's burning
shaft probing him, then burying itself deep into his body wisimgle, merciless thrust.

For a moment, tears stung Kirk's eyes, causing himgp gethe intensity, causing him
to wonder what insanity had led him to this moment. Andexetn as that thought manifested,
he felt a hand settle on the side of his face, sodefitips gathering his tears as they moved into
position for a meld.

His eyes closed. He was at a cross-roads, remamgliég Vulcan's prior warning. If
their minds became too deeply linked....

For a reason he could not even begin to understand,riiedvhis man at his side
forever. And the only thing he had to lose, he knew, Werd&kuths and the Debbies, the Janices
and the Sandras. All he had to lose was all he'd hadebefmthing. No one.

"Yes," he whispered, his body buffeted by the powerfulgts which shook him and left
him trembling. "Please, Spock... all of you," he implotesising the palm of the hand which
waited as if for permission on the side of his face.

When the Vulcan complied with his wish, Kirk heard dwen voice cry out, felt his chest
constrict, his arms and legs collapsing beneath him. k3paeight came down hard against his
back as the other mind took him; and in the safe sancbdiding meld, all pain diminished to be
replaced with joy, delight, well-being.

In that meld, Kirk saw the stars for the first tinthrough Spock's memories, he
witnessed the awe-inspiring blackness of space, the burnilgnioe of a thousand suns strewn
haphazardly into the void. He was there for a mam@ione at first. And then with Spock at
his side.

Physical and spiritual selves blended among the starsvaed, Kirk could breathe
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again, he became aware of a deathly stillness which hizetisa the deepest part of his soul.
He was at peace, though still driven to seek a childhoeahdof the stars. And now, more than
ever, he had a reason to continue that quest.

In another moment, he felt life re-instate itgsfSpock began thrusting once more,
filling him with burning flesh and with a vision which burneal lass intensely. He was aware of
the Vulcan's rasping breath blowing warm against his neckofthe increased pumping of the
other man's hips as the thick alien organ penetrated himatichagain.

Now, flat on his stomach with his hips lifted slightihys own organ was buffeted against
the smooth silkiness of the comforter, causing his ngeldisire to multiply as the sensation of
fullness brought him to the peak of satisfaction.

Then, in a startlingly quick moment, Kirk felt Spockfstif, the powerful arms gripping
him more tightly as a sharp intake of breath rippedstileess. The Vulcan thrust once more,
burying his maleness completely within him; and as theygctogether on the edge of madness,
a warm river exploded deep inside.

Eyes clenched tightly shut, Kirk raised his hips higheedmng the fulfillment which
came with knowing Spock had found release within his bodyathin his mind. For a few
long minutes, they remained that way; then, followingMbtan's lead, Kirk lay flat on the bed
as the softening organ withdrew to leave him empty but ateiy content.

A moment later, he was rolled onto his back, and lookdd upeet the fiery dark eyes
which smiled down at him with quite obvious satisfacti®pock stroked his chest and
abdomen, slowly working his way down to the shaft wisichprotruded from his groin.

Without words, without breaking eye contact, the ¥unlbent to kiss one nipple, then the
other, marvelling at the sweet moisture which clung to'Kickest. Spock knew now what had
been missing in his life, what had been missing when dertaged himself to T'Pring nearly
seven years in the past.

Compassion. Companionship. Perhaps even the love Whichns chose to call
rapport.

It was a delight to touch Kirk, to observe the multitod@ossible responses, to listen to
the human's gasps of pleasures and cries of delighd, Spock knew it would be every bit as
much of a delight to experience Kirk's power moving deehimvitim.

Lifting himself carefully, he straddled the human's hipsr tygzes locked together as he
began slowly lowering himself onto the eager shaft whide up to meet him. Kirk was
generously endowed, Spock quickly discovered, the thick @tiffening and lengthening as he
pressed his body lower, allowing it to enter him untiiMaes completely filled.

Then, very gently, his buttocks came to rest againg&tKrelvis, their eyes and spirits
locked together by the joining. For a long time, they iagththat way, unmoving, until
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gradually Kirk began to thrust with need.

Leaning forward, Spock rested his hands on either sitteedfuman's head, his lips
bending to brush the soft mouth, his tongue delving inteadlb&warm recesses of the other's
mouth. The position caused his hips to lift slightly andgnother moment, Kirk began a steady
thrusting rhythm as the green-gold eyes closed and the dod@eharched back onto the pillow.

A stray thought informed Spock that they had both saedftheir innocence and their
social positions in this joining. No longer were they studen teacher. Instead, they were
transformed beings - each made whole by the othesgmee, each giving up his role to the
other's lead. Either couldad. Either couldollow. And Spock conceded that he would have no
difficulty following this powerful young man even to trerthest stars and beyond.

He remained still, allowing Kirk to take him completelyliglating in the sensations as
the generous shaft penetrated and withdrew until they beghebreathless. He could feel the
human in his mind as well as his body; and through #wEntly formed link, he understood that
there would be no regrets for either of them.

With that knowledge, he rested his hand on the siderkskace once again, gazing
down into the bright eyes as they opened to study himavijuizzical expression. Then, with a
delicate upward curving of his own lips, he bent to place arimgé&iss on the other's mouth as
their minds came together once more.

Instantly, Kirk gasped, his hips thrusting upward to seek time sampletion of flesh
that his mind had already found. His organ stiffened, spbasmed in a violent release, his
hands digging into the mattress as unconsciousnesgdheel from all sides.

Spock experienced the vertigo as well, not surpriselistmver another powerful
ejaculation being pulled from his own suddenly-erect ordanhe mind, he understood that it
was a mirrored reflection of Kirk's release: experezhin his own body through the dual
consciousness found in the meld.

For a very long time, neither moved, each clingintheoother as the spasms slowly
lessened and time started forward once again. Thencaeefully, Spock lay down at the
human's side, their lips meeting in the aftermatioming.

Kirk accepted the kiss fully, his lips parting to recdive tongue which probed him with
utter efficiency. But now, he knew, rather than & kiEneedful passion, it was an expression of
tenderness, compassion, perhaps even love. In his herahuld feel Spock's presence like a
long-lost twin, curling safely into his dark spaces and rgalight in his wake.

The human sighed heavily, one hand moving absently up awal tthe other's back.
"We're... together, aren't we?" he asked.

Spock nodded. "Yes."
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Kirk's eyes closed, his lips pressing together. Iraftermath of passion, the future
seemed uncertain, though not terribly frightening. "Willyogo with me?" he asked at last,
needing an answer.

Spock's brows narrowed into a sleepy expression. "i@oyau?" he murmured, more
content than he could ever recall being. "Preciselyavisait that you wish to go, Jim?" he
inquired, lulled toward sleep by the persistent patteaiofon the roof.

Kirk held him closer, thinking absently of the stack obks and tapes he'd left
downstairs. Tomorrow, his life would get back to sommatdance of normalcy; yet he knew
intuitively that it had been forever changed. "Outeétiehe said, inclining his head toward the
window and the stars which weren't even visible througleltweds. "Will you go with me into
the darkness out there, Spock?"

Spock smiled very faintly, impressed as always by thisig man's dreams, knowing
full-well that Kirk would one day realize those childhocagpirations. "l will go with you, Jim,"
he promised. "Into that darkness... and even beyond ifwsh."

Sighing pleasantly, Kirk drew the dark head down againshbiglder, mentally sealing
those words into his future. Tomorrow, he would deal wWithconsequences this night could
potentially bring.

But for the moment, he was content to rest. Somekomewhen, they would sail the
stars together. They would, he told himself, becomerids. And one day, far in the future
perhaps, stories would be told of this night.

He smiled to himself.

One day, they would become the heroes of which legeads made. Together, he
knew, they would have little choice in the matter andhe morning, he had every intention of
making it so.

(0

That same smile still lingered on Kirk's lips as hem@ed to reality to find himself on
Altair, tucked safely away in a secluded mountain bungadwe&n more safely sheltered in the
arms of his first officer.

For a moment, the world spun and wavered, threatenidgdolve into a shattering of
some distant star's heart. Then, with a quiet tewdst the real James Kirk emerged from the
threads of their collaborated fantasy.

He found himself gazing up into the sable eyes, caught nh@fa smile toying with the
corners of the Vulcan's lips. Wrapped in one anothen's, teetering on the edge of the bed,
Spock was actually smiling.
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Kirk's forehead tightened to a quizzical grin. "Whdt@"asked.

Spock shook his head, trailing one fingertip down Kirksedtwith fondness. "l have
often wondered what kind of person you would have been dyomgyears at the Academy," he
mused.

Kirk's smile grew. "And?" he urged.

Spock kissed him gently, then with greater passion. ‘Wene... an exemplary student,”
he decided eventually pulling away and moving his hips in a suggédashion.

Kirk grimaced good-naturedly, the stickiness of theirdiéed binding them together.
"You were a... gifted professor," he returned, licking $lope of an elegantly pointed ear. "I'm
just glad you weren't a writing teacher."”

Spock’s brows lifted into twin question marks.

Kirk shrugged. "Some of your twists can get nasty,"dm, secalling the added angle of
Ruth McGuire. "By the way, why digou do that?"

Stroking Kirk's face, Spock left another kiss on thestrigs. "Perhaps | wanted to
make you... jealous," he suggested.

Kirk frowned admonishingly. "Over Ruth?" he mused, singkiis head. "I had her
figured out from the start," he said, recalling his relaghip with the older woman. "She was
one of those women you could sleep with, though, and mawuehe risk of falling in love." He
shrugged. "I guess it was safer that way."

Spock considered that. The rain was still falling, lyerdaressing the roof and lulling
him into a sense of security which bordered on the prafoU¥ou can, of course, retaliate at
any time you wish, Jim," he pointed out.

Kirk grinned, nibbling the other man's lips. "I can think bleast a thousand situations
I'd like to explore, First Officer," he returned.

Spock's mouth protruded just a little. "Only a thousand?"

Lying back on the bed, Kirk stared at the skylight, \Wwatg the rivulets of rain crease the
plexiglass. "Off the top of my head, yes," he agreBEaken, propping himself up on one elbow,
he broke into a mischievous grin. "But after all, Spoakyergot a lifetime ahead of us - and
several more lifetimes - whole universes, in fadbred in our imaginations."

Spock's lips curved upward as a feeling of relief washedhoner "Then... you are no
longer... bored?"

Kirk blinked, wondering for a moment what the Vulcan weferring to. Then, as the
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memory returned, he sighed heavily, wondering how he coeldoe the least bit apathetic
where his relationship with Spock was concerned. Andlyete was something to be said for
imagination. He sighed heavily.

"I dunno," he lied in his best actor's voice. "Maylaanistill bored... just a little." He
blinked several times as their eyes met, pretending @noesc

Spock's brows lifted. "I believe we have found the €ure,commented. "However, it is
possible that several... treatments will be necessazgmpletely control the problem.”

Kirk grinned. "Who says | want a cure?" he asked rieztlly, crawling into the
Vulcan's arms which opened to receive him. "Besides,kSpbe pointed out, "a good writer
always leaves room for a sequel.”

Spock pondered that for only a moment, wondering if senter would one day capture
the essence of this particular night on paper. The thabgiost unnerved him, for he knew that,
according to Kirk's sources, a few might try.

A faint smile toyed with his lips.

His consolation came with the knowledge that no oneldvever believe it.

THE END
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