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Spock’s temper had become a source of idle gossip far¢meof the Enterprise, for
McCoy especially, and for Kirk who had been dealing withdwn peculiar emotions
concerning Spock for nearly twenty years and, espectally)ast year.

“I've never heard him cuss so much in all my life,” McQuauttered. “Is the oxygen
content in his quarters too rich or something? Is hageptoperly?”

Kirk ignored the doctor’s questions. He fiddled with ¢faene-stick for fuzzball even
though McCoy was no longer paying attention to his ggatéWatch your left man!” he
exclaimed. “He’s over the line. Ah... ah...damn! Bones, @#@npay attention! Piss
and shit. Now it’s frozen. Hell afire, | was so @ds winning, too!”

McCoy frowned. “You been getting language lessons frontiSfio

At that, Kirk allowed a smile. “His language has becantwt richer, I'll admit, ever
since...” He swallowed, uncomfortable still with the memsreven though they were
several years old now. “Ever since Seleya,” hetimisquickly.

“Lately, his temper, though... | don’t remember it evangehis bad... Vulcan
stoicism and all that.... Strange, is all... Won't talkrte, either... Thought psych
might have an answer... Cool as a cucumber when | nmet&sts, though... Nice one
minute, then is off spouting gibberish about damned humanagabiells...”

“Bones.” Kirk held his hand up to stop the doctor’s tirathéou’re speaking in
incomplete sentences again.”

Grumbling incoherently, McCoy favored him with a blue-eyeivin. “You know what |
mean, Jim.”

Kirk sat back in his chair. The lights of the rec roosreva soothing, golden hue but still
his eyes hurt, and his head was beginning to throb. He neahedast, but insomnia
and stress, even with McCoy’'s medical advice and’‘so#r-the-counter prescriptions,
remained almost constant companions. Especially sindében sleeping alone. “It's
age,” Kirk said. “We’'re all just getting old and crotchéty

“You're not that old,” McCoy countered.

“What if | told you I've been lying about my age ever sihceet you?”



“You mean,” McCoy's chest and cheeks expanded witbla Ibreath as he pretended to
look horrified, “that you really weren't ever the youngeaptain in the fleet?”

“Gods, that seems like another life,” Kirk said.
McCoy rolled his eyes. “Every day is another life, Jim.

“And every life an adventure,” Kirk finished. “Who saltht? Shakespeare? Finagle?
Khan?”

“You said it,” McCoy replied, smiling. “Kirk’s First La of Star Trekking.”

“You made that up,” Kirk accused.

“Me?”

“Yeah, but I like it. Write the book and I'll splihé royalties with you.”

“Split? | write it, | own it.”

“Then you can’t use my name.”

“Who’d want to? Kirk is only the most infamous nameha galaxy.”

Kirk chuckled, drumming his fingers on the glass tabletop. flitisball team jumped.
One of the team members said, “Hey! What's going orhepef You gonna take a
break all day?”

“You want to finish this, Bones?”

“I'm bored.”

The team members heard that and started hopping up and tidenNo. Don't turn us
off. We’ll do better. We want to live! We want tod!”

“Computer off,” Kirk said, ignoring the tiny pleas.
“So, back to Spock. What do you think?” McCoy asked.

“l think he’s just had too much human contamination, thall,” Kirk said. “You
wouldn’t be worried if it was a human who was temperaaledl the time.”

“Spock’s not completely human.”

“He’s human,” Kirk argued. “As much as you and I.”



“Don’t let him hear you say that.”

“He already has. He told me he was insulted.”

“Why of all the... I'm going to have to... Damned snubbing Valca | oughta...”
‘Bones.”

McCoy blinked. “Yeah. Right. Complete sentencest J8u... Vulcan superiority...
You know... He’s...” He clamped down, his lips pressing tigtatyether. He
swallowed hard.

Kirk started to laugh. As he did, the tension poured sfShobulders, down his back,
through his legs and into the thickly carpeted deck at &ts fdis headache subsided.
Whether consciously, or unconsciously, McCoy knew w¥ed the best medicine for his
friend.

Then, suddenly sober, Kirk had the urge to unburden himsétefurtMicCoy brought
these urges out in him in an uncanny, almost witch-doctargsh “You know Spock
and | aren't living together still,” he almost whispered.

“Yeah.” His cool blue eyes went soft. He blinked, lodklewn. “And have you
thought that might have something to do with his tempef’too

Kirk shook his head. “He needed space, | needed spas@s i mutual agreement.”
“Since when? Seleya?”

Kirk shook his head. “You know we had that second apartme®én Francisco for a
couple years. You know, after the trial.”

“Oh yeah. Well, dammit, Jim. You never talk to me ansgrio

“I wasn’t the one off gallivanting in what's left of 8th Africa or the sunken slums of
Kuwait.”

“l volunteered for that. But anyway, what happened? Yos guere fine when we went
on those camping trips to Yosemite.” He paused, eyehbnsing. “Weren't you?”

“Before his brother died we were inseparable. Afterwatag,temper of his just,
well...” Kirk stopped suddenly. Why now? After all this tinvehy was he talking to
McCoy about him and Spock?

“So what happened after Sybok?” McCoy asked gently.

“That second camping trip, you know, he got really moodie had a fight.”



“About what?”

Kirk shrugged. “Things. Stuff.”

“Come on, Jim.”

Kirk turned away.

“Okay, go on,” McCoy said a little too quickly.

“By the time he started working more with Sarek, andtgat dialog going with that
Klingon Gorkon —* He remembered McCoy pounding on the Kingdloody chest,
remembered Gorkon’s hand in his hair, on his head, pullingluse for a final plea —
“Don't let it end this way.” — and the subsequent arreshiassassination — “by that
time we weren't living together...or speaking.”

“What?” McCoy looked shocked.

“Yeah. We played it like everything was normal. In puble were fine.
Professionally, we just worked the same as always.”

“Who moved out?”
“1 did.”
“Why?”

Kirk looked at his lap. His hands had started to swé&he fingers slipped against each
other as he tried to weave them together. “l thougitt betrayed me.”

“What?”
“He never told me about Sybok.”
“You worked through that. | was there.”

Kirk shook his head. “He got Sybok’s katra, Bones, add'tlbother to tell me that,
either. That hurt me. He just got all moody and woulthik about it.”

“Is that what you fought about on the camping trip?”

“There were lots of other things. He’d been talkinguatibe Klingons, too, but I didn’t
know he’d actually been working with them. But the taik,so noble IDIC concept, and
wanting peace, peace, peace at all costs, well, it atéttime. | thought he was taking
their feelings into account while ignoring mine. | f&dt betrayed. All I could think of



was how they killed David, how they would’'ve killed hitop. Almost succeeded. And
here he was opening himself up for another combat knifeeithroat.”

“You need to talk to him, Jim.”
“We have already. A little.” Kirk smiled up at himI'h not mad now.”
“Well why aren’t you with him, then? Right now, dammit!”

Kirk shrugged. “We're still working on it, Bones. Theabegs don't get resolved over
night.”

“Tell me about it.” McCoy drummed the glass game taj Wwis hands now, echoing
Kirk’'s earlier nervous gesture. “But time is precious.nDtake too long. You'll regret
it. 1 know I did.”

“With your wife?”

“And my kid. It's not worth it, Jim, telling yourselhings will blow over with time.

You have to make it happen. You have to take what you. weime makes no friends.
Not ever. It's completely indifferent. You don’t ewgant to wake up saying to
yourself, damn, it’s too late now. | should’ve dongesterday.”

Kirk stared at him, watching the expressive, craggy fadersaind harden with each
statement; each emotion his words brought back playedioglanes and valleys of his
70 year old visage. He was so like a father to Kirlfjllsal with wisdom and caring. He

had taken off his maroon jacket and the gray-blue shirtdbemeinched against his thin
frame. He looked casual and soft, grumpy and gruff, oldyandg all at the same time.

Softly, Kirk said, “But it's so hard.”

“You guys haven't been together since Sybok, have you?”

Kirk shook his head.

“Now | understand.”

“What?”

“Spock’s temper. You.”

“You got it wrong, Bones. He's been like that...”

McCoy was shaking his head. “What he did to Valerisherbridge in full view of

everyone would never have happened that way at anytotieer Never. He did that for
you. And he did that because of you, too. For love.fdat For anger. For revenge.



He was so angry at her for putting your life in dangend Angry in general because you
and he hadn’'t communicated enough, and that lack of coroation endangered your
life. If it had been any other time, he would've dore ttield in sickbay, with Valeris on
tranks and you and me there to pull him back, heal him.”

Kirk felt his eyes grow warm. “Maybe.” His voice wassky.

“Spock’s showing you his frustration, Jim. Just open yy@s and read what’s on the
page. It's not worth arguing about any longer.”

“l just don’t know what to do anymore.”

“Don't tell me after twenty years of friendship, and tofthat pining after him, and five
years of living together, that you don’t know what to d@on’t give yourself that excuse.
You know what to do, Jim. And if you don’t, then you nediel. And | don't believe
that.”

“Why do | have to...”

“Make the first move?” McCoy snorted. “Dammit, Jinihe first move was made years
ago. And many many times. Before you ever got togetfieu both made first moves
in your every gesture for years before you ever madditbiastep to the same bed.”

Kirk was surprised to find himself actually flushing. Heswaembarrassed, it was just
that it had been a long time since he and Spock had maslestmared anything
substantial together. Too long. Long enough for things tawktvard again. Long
enough to be ashamed of not love, but separation, ndtylplgat mistrust.

“| can’t believe you two haven't slept together sinces¥mite. Damn, Jim. | just can’t
believe it. You two are fools!”

“We got sidetracked.”
“Fine. If the love’s run out, fine. But has it?”

Without warning, Kirk’s chest constricted. His arms &gk tingled as he thought of
Spock and love, what they had, what they shared, whaiahatkt lost so many times.
He’'d been quietly broken-hearted when he’d moved out. KSpad to have been
hurting, too. But he’'d been too selfish to care at the.ti

An ache he hadn't allowed himself to feel in a long tsteeted building inside. Hollow.
Desperate. Both warm and cold. Full and empty.

He remembered in a collage of textures, scents andispnights locked in an unabated
passion he’d never known with another lover, and nemalddope to know again with
anyone but Spock. He remembered all the hours of just bleisg, living close,



working close. He remembered Spock’s first true laugheaslély side by side on the
living room floor of their first apartment together kiag and joking in the nonsensical
way of lovers. He remembered the trauma of Spock’s daatéssation of his own soul,
and how he’d risked everything to bring him back. He’d dgatimin an instant.

Yes, they had been fools. McCoy was right. Whay thad had — and still had —
surpassed any petty arguments over brothers and sons agdrisliand young, virile
Vulcan female protégés. Had he actually been jealouaail§ of Valeris?

“Well?” McCoy prompted. “Has it run out? Has your lawm its course?”
Kirk stood then, ignoring the gaze of his friend and memgonring the question.
As he turned to leave, he heard McCoy say, “I thought not.”

He was out the door and heading for Spock’s quarters befalizing how rude his
actions might seem to McCoy.

But as he stood outside Spock’s door sensing the familisepece within, realizing his
truth and his life moved and breathed and dreamed beyointihédebarrier, he knew
McCoy would understand.

*

Spock had been sleeping. His hair was pushed up on onamsiteis sleep damp eyes
glistened. The look he gave Kirk as the door opened wgsild, still slightly glazed.

He winced when their eyes met, then stepped asideheXeitan, on this voyage,
declined the other entrance to his respective living spéley had gotten along fine, as
well, but private conversations had been limited, ancdtlevardness between them all
but ignored. Kirk understood the Vulcan’s wince very wé&lbw that the Klingon
mission was over and they were heading -- the long waack to base to be
decommissioned, it was only logical for him to deduce Wing had come calling.
Business was over. This was personal.

Their relationship shouldn’'t have ever been allowegeioto the point where personal
communication between them was hard, even distasvafuk. After all, they still loved
each other. Very much.

And McCoy had been right. Kirk wasn’t making any firstva here. He was making a
second, or hundredth, or thousandth. That made it easieercang both his pride and
his fear of rejection. But there wouldn’t be rejentiolrhere never had been. There had
been a simple separation, a difference of opinionytangaof thought. But there had
never been an end to love. Never.

He entered the over-heated rooms, hearing the door sii&eathind them, and turned.
Spock stood facing him, framed by the now closed entrahbe.bulkhead door was an



ugly grey. In fact, the entire quarters were grey, paic®'s preference of red, and the
only Vulcan touch within were a few candles, not burniagynand some kind of ancient,
blue tea ceremony set. There was also a horrible ndoaWpicture of what looked like
people drowning. Kirk never cared for Spock’s tastesthayt didn’t bother him, either.

Spock’s ribbed white robe hung regally from his tall forirthe white made his skin, eyes
and hair look darker, his shoulders broader. Kirk remerdbghen that dark hair had
been a little longer, curling at the nape of the nectheakars, against the slanted line of
eyebrow. On Seleya, Spock had looked so young, so beautiful.

He was still beautiful.

Kirk cleared his throat. And was suddenly at a loss foda&xoMcCoy’s advice had been
good, but after that he had had no plan. None.

They stared at each other. Kirk felt an itch on hausder blade. Sweat. Heat.

Then what he knew had to be said came to him abruptly asothiesd at each other, as
those dark eyes seemed to gently absorb him.

Kirk took a deep breath. “l was wrong.” His voice cayag higher than he’d intended,
almost child-like.

For a moment, Spock looked as if he hadn’'t heard. TheeNulcan blinked, looked
away. “No. |was.”

“I mean about the Klingons,” Kirk qualified.
“l am speaking of them, too,” Spock replied.
“But Gorkon was trustworthy. | didn’t consider that.”

“But Chang was not trustworthy. | didn’'t consider thity actions, volunteering you for
the mission without telling you first, or asking, areargivable.”

“We hadn’t quite been communicating at that time,” Kekninded him.

“All the more reason why | should have come to yostdaad of deciding for you. | was,
perhaps, using work, my work, to get at you. To vent mytrfatisn. To watch you
squirm. That is not worthy of a Vulcan or a human.”

“Maybe | deserved it,” Kirk said, surprised that Spock veasasily admitting to his
emotions. “Maybe | deserved more than a political jelaybe | deserved to see your
anger unleashed, without qualification. At any rate, édesthe truth, whether you hate
me, or whether you still...” He took a breath. “...stivé& me.”



“My anger?” Spock questioned, too obviously ignoring ttieresmce to love.
“Yes. Your anger,” Kirk said slowlyl got my hopes up too fast, he thought.

“l do not know what you're referring to. | felt frustmati, Jim, after you left. But not
anger toward you.”

“Oh yeah?”

Spock still shook his head in denial.

“Spock, you know how | felt about Klingons after David. Yimew. It took more than
frustration to underhandedly involve me with them agdunst admit it. You were pissed

royally. And I don’t blame you!”

Spock stopped denying, or at least, his head remained sthiemeodding nor turning
away in the negative.

“And it wasn't frustration that made you start a ch@ssathon with Valeris while | was
standing right there, and you never even invited me tp g@ther as observer or
consultant. She had consultants. You didn’t even askl don't tell me you didn’t need
any. She beat the pants off you!”

He paused, watching the stoic visage of his best friendves.

“And it wasn’t frustration that made you strike hesiokbay,” he continued. “Spock.
She wasn’t going to shoot. She made it clear. You streickiyway. Out of anger.
Maybe what you really wanted was to strike me.”

“I struck her because | feared she was lying. That shedwmea the damn phaser, if not
on me, then on you.”

Kirk noticed the four letter word that suddenly appearecwcE's speech pattern. The
temper was there. Did he truly not recognize it?

“And | suppose there was no anger in you when you forcddiald on Valeris on the
bridge.”

Spock’s right eyebrow rose. “We desperately neededtbemation. It was a life or
death decision. Hell, | acted on your request.”

“l didn’t request the information immediately. We coufel'gone to sickbay.”

“Time was of the essence.”



“We had enough time. And you knew Sulu knew the conferemaseon Kittimer. You
probed for that information because you were pissedubecgpu wanted to hurt
someone. Me, maybe. So don't tell me you don't degler.”

“| feel shame. | forcefully fucked Valeris’s mind, andw you are telling me | need not
have done so. Thank you, Jim. For nothing.”

He turned and entered his sleeping quarters, quite obviosshysding Kirk.

But Kirk was not so easily put off. “Just admit you'rechad me, Spock. At me. No one
else. Me.”

“Anger and shame are not the same. Anger and disap@mntmnger and frustration.
The words do not even sound the same.”

Kirk stood by the alcove. Spock stood by the bed, his bakrto “You're angry now.
That anger is tearing you apart. It has been. Evergan tell. The crew. McCoy.
They're all talking about it. I'm telling you now thaby were right. And that you have
every right to be angry. | just want you to admitAnd then | want to make up for it.”
“No.” It was one word, flat and final.

“Spock...”

“You were not wrong, Jim.” He still hadn’t moved. Hisoulders, under the thick white
of the robe, were hunched. “l shouldn’t have done whdat. To you. To Valeris. My
damn behavior cannot be excused, even by you... Captain.”

“Yes it can.”

“No, because | selfishly wanted to involve you with myriy even though it concerned
Klingons, whom | knew you detested. And perhaps worse...peyloape right, and it
was you | wanted to do those...other...things to.”

“The things you did to Valeris?”

For awhile, Spock did not reply. Then a soft hiss of apdri§illed the air. “Yes.”

“I'm a better punching bag than a young girl, even if shetiaitor.”

“Neither of you are suitable ‘punching bags.’ | do net tiell deserve forgiveness.” The
whisper was bitter, and clipped.

“Then | don't, either.”

“Then that is that and you will leave.”
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“Not again. | made that mistake already. AfterYogerhi
“You will. | request it.”
“NO_”

Spock turned. His dark eyes were almost black. The nsuaodeind them had tightened,
making the gaze formidable and threatening. His fingers indeldcinto fists.

Go ahead, Kirk thought. Vent the anger. But he said nothing.
Spock took a step forward. “Then | will leave.”

Kirk panicked at that statement. He hadn’t expected & Spock tried to pass him, he
reached out and grabbed his arm.

“Do not...” Spock jerked away, but Kirk managed to hold &pock’s other hand came
up between them and pushed hard at Kirk’s chest.

Kirk freed his left hand, karate-chopped Spock’s hand awayvaaoped both arms
around the Vulcan’s waist. Startled, Spock took a stek. btk followed. The Vulcan
was like steel as he pressed into him.

“The love never stopped,” he said, too fast, too softwbigls muffled by the thick
cotton of Spock’s meditation robe. He hugged Spock tighiténly everything else. |
shouldn’t have left. It was a mistake.”

He felt the Vulcan shudder.

Kirk closed his eyesPlease, he silently prayedPlease feel the same way, Spock.

Then strong arms enfolded him and he couldn’t breathedid#é care. Didn’t need to
breathe right now anyway. He moved his head up so tlvahis cheek scraped Spock’s
jaw instead of the robe.

The Vulcan had gained weight since Seleya. There was noav to hold, more to

touch. His hands met at Spock’s back, but there wHsn'same amount of room there
had been five years ago, before Spock’s death, befone. KKiak loved it.

“Jim.” The word was spoken, low, in his ear. In tbaé word, everything that needed to
be communicated between them was said.

Cheek slid along cheek, jaw to jaw until their noses, cantslips met. They clung.

Their mouths opened. And there was warmth. Truth. riieeing spark found again,
ignited.
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The ache inside Kirk moved from chest to belly and lowldre pain was that of a bruise
healing, a part of him that had been ripped away now putyhbatk.

They paused for air, then caught each other up agaikisheeeding to be there to
complete the embrace.

Kirk loved kissing Spock. It was the best. The Vulcamgtee teased his with a knowing
passion he’d never experienced before meeting him, fallilgewith him. There was
something magic about their merging of mouths, something mtmate and more pure
than any other kind of touch. It was how they told eattler their love was emotional,
respectful, supportive and physical all at once.

When they finally broke away, they were both breathiagl. Then Kirk grinned. “Now
why wouldn’'t you let me do that in front of the Klingss#i

A corner of Spock’s mouth twitched into a smile. “Yaavé to ask?” He reached out,
touching Kirk’s chin. “You, of all people, know | can’ogt after one of your...kisses.”

Kirk grabbed the hand, kissed the palm and said, “Then teke your bed, Vulcan.”

Their bodies had never forgotten each other, thoughhmone had passed since they'd
last been together. Kirk eagerly parted the thick Vutodre and found that nothing had
changed. His Vulcan was still lean muscled — judtla tihicker now —still in great
shape, still well-endowed. He ran his hand down Spockmsastb and over the swollen
genitals.

“Mmm, that for me?” he said softly as he squirmedafutis own clothes, reluctantly
pulling away.

Spock rolled out of his robe, completely nude underneatkirk knew he always was,
then clasped Kirk's own now-naked waist in his hands andgthem together, Kirk
landing on top. Long-fingered hands brushed down Kirk’s laackover his hips,
cupping the fleshy buttocks as they kissed deeply agaiockSppenis pulsed against
Kirk’s hip. His own erection and balls pressed Spock’s ataio

“This is always so perfect between us,” Kirk whispered.

“The one area where we never had problems,” Spock agreed.

“l haven’'t even had an orgasm since before we broke upg’'urmured. “And
now...”

“Now you’re making up for it.” Spock rolled them untieghwere on their sides facing
each other. He reached between them and stroked Ka&ksic a smooth grip.
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Kirk moaned, shivers of pleasure running through his body, auihed for Spock’s
erect organ. The testicles beneath were round andassgie cupped them; then he ran
his palm up the underside of the penis, encircling the haadavefinger and thumb. It
was a familiar dance that never got boring, never got old.

Kirk broke away and kissed Spock’s chest, tongue-teasinggpés, smoothing the hair
with his chin. Then he moved lower. The stomach qudsareler his licks and kisses.
His hands moved over Spock’s hips and thighs as Kirk drewrtges under him and
moved lower, bending over the flushed, green-tinged cétekgrasped the base, tipped it
up and bent to pay homage to the flesh beneath; tight, reensitive testes that Spock
loved to have licked and sucked.

Spock called his name in a low, breathy moan.

He loved the taste of Spock. Deep spice, musk, sweetanhis tongue up and down
the center of the sac, then licked at the right nodndedrew it into his mouth. Heaven.
Spock moaned from far away, hips squirming. Kirk sucked harde

He took the other ball into his mouth and loved it, toon tieked up the underside of
Spock’s cock, pausing to tease the wrinkle of flesh thahected head to ridge. Then he
wetly kissed the pre-cum dampened tip.

His own cock ached. Giving head turned him on more tharmiagyt
“Jim.”

He licked the tip and kissed it again before he felt Speakhing for his hips,
encouraging him to stretch out over him for some mutuaifaetion. As he moved to
give Spock access, straddling his head with his knees, kéht®d/ulcan’s cock deep

into his mouth. His own erection pointed straight talas belly, and he felt Spock take
advantage of that and tongue his balls, and the underBle Spock pulled Kirk’s

penis straight down and sucked it into his mouth. Ittliagnost erotic sensation, having
Spock suck him from behind as he moved up and down on Spock’srmyerged cock.

Kirk hand-fucked Spock while sucking the tip noisily, knowing &poouldn’t hold back
long with that kind of treatment. He felt knowing hawahshis own balls, a wet tongue
waggling against his hardness as it was encased in the hanfolmuth. Spock bucked
his hips and moved his head back and forth, sucking, sendimglilbler sensations
running through Kirk’s loins, his balls, his penis.

He redoubled his efforts now. It was a silent game napetition. They always tried to
come together.

He caressed the hard balls, moved his mouth up and dowsntité,| quickening his

movements. His fingers held it, too, working the base)dhgth as he let up, went
down, let up.
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The mouth suckling his own penis grew wetter, slicker,ahgue darting and moving on
his length, on the head, making him come dangerously dazgasm. He couldn’t help
but move his hips up and down, fucking Spock’s mouth. Spock eagedihim, and
thrust up himself.

And then Kirk was coming, Spock’s hand holding him, mouth isigckhen moving
away, then licking as he felt the semen spurt from hiagonizing pleasure.

And in his hand, and in his mouth, Spock was coming hard, liirgnbis lips, his tongue
with sweet, pale cream.

But they weren't finished. Both were still hard, and agterhanging the expected post-
coital compliments and sentiments, they took up whesg keft off orally. And still

later, Spock bent Kirk double and fucked him into the burklevKirk laughed because,
while Spock did that, the Vulcan kept grumbling about the itiefiicy of the new bunks,
of how small they were, and how damned uncomfortable.

“Temper, temper,” Kirk chuckled, gripping his lover around tlestwvith his legs,
urging him on.

And despite the bunk, and that now famous Vulcan tengpack came a third time
before collapsing into the arms of the human who Idved

Insomnia did not trouble Kirk again after that.

*
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