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Seginnings

CatalenaMara

fuckin green blood bastard go home.

Cadet Kirk saw the laser-etched scrawl on the men’s room wall as soon as he stepped up to the urinal -
and simultaneously realized the only Vulcan attending Starfleet Academy was standing at the urinal next
to him.

Finished, he moved over to the sonic hand-cleanser. As did the Vulcan.

He turned and met the Vulcan’s gaze. They shared no classes, and though Kirk had occasionally seen
him walking on the campus grounds, they had never met.

The Vulcan’s face was as stony and expressionless as everyone said. Not a hint of emotion altered the
lines of the stern face, the closed gaze.

“We're not all like that, you know,” Kirk said.

Something flickered in the Vulcan’s eyes and disappeared. “Itis of no consequence.”

“My name’s Jim Kirk.” He didn’t offer his hand. Do not touch a Vulcan without their consent. Prof. John
Gill had run through Xeno etiquette in regards to current non-Human Academy attendees — all three of
them —in record time. The slightest coldness in his voice had clearly stated his impatience with having

to deal with the subject matter at all.

A fleeting expression crossed the Vulcan’s face, so quickly Jim could barely believe he had seen it, much
less interpret it. “l am Spock.”

“It’s good to meet you, Spock.”

Spock inclined his head in a brief bow. “Jim Kirk. You are on command track training.”

It didn’t surprise Kirk that Spock knew this — his reputation for being knowledgeable about all aspects of
Academy life was often speculated about. Kirk’s roommate Gary Mitchell shared a class with Spock. He
had told Kirk that this professor was always trying to catch the Vulcan in error about some aspect of
Academy history or life; Spock had yet to show ignorance in any area.

“And you’re in sciences. Prof. McHenry is always using you as an example we should look up to.”

Again, the slightest trace of an expression crossed the near-motionless face. Could Kirk interpret it as
surprise?



“If he's right about the future of warp drive technology, one day we may be able to go beyond Warp 6.”
Kirk lost himself for a second in imagining piloting a ship with that much speed.

“Indeed,” Spock said. “The odds that starships will be able to exceed warp drive 6 within the next five
standard years are 97.5%.”

“97.5?” Kirk replied, amused. “You’re sure of that?”

“Affirmative,” Spock said, and Kirk recognized the glint in his eyes as being that of a true techie. “Taking
into consideration that...”

They continued their conversation in the hallway, then outside into plaza. It was a typical San Francisco
day, grey, drizzly and chilly, and Kirk noticed that Spock immediately sealed his Academy jacket.

They were deep into a discussion about astrophysics when they met Finnegan and a couple of his
flunkeys heading in the opposite direction.

Finnegan stopped dramatically and pulled a face of mocking shock. “Well, well, well, if it isn’t our
resident wonder boy.” He altered his voice into a high falsetto. “Looks like he’s made a new best bud.”
The other two men flanked him, making a big show of looking them up and down. “Careful, Jimmy, of
the company you keep. I've heard these green bloods have weird habits.”

Fury filled Kirk. He kept his voice calm. “Ignore them,” he said to Spock, who had gone very still.

Finnegan snickered. “l always knew you were an alien lover, Kirk. | wonder what Vulcan dick looks
like?” he remarked conversationally to one of his companions.

“Like limp celery?” Branson offered. They guffawed.

Kirk stepped closer, getting right into Finnegan’s face.

Finnegan smirked. “Ah ah ah, Jimmy-boy. You’'re just a plebe, remember that.”

Kirk’s right hand clenched. He felt the light touch of a long-fingered hand on his shoulder and heard
Spock’s ultra-controlled voice. “Cadet Kirk, Academy Regulation 137.5 specifically prohibits the physical

assault of one cadet by another.”

“How sweet. The green blood is concerned for you. Where do you get the time, Jimmyboy? You're
Pike’s pet; | thought he kept you plenty busy.”

“Cadet Kirk,” Spock said again, tightening his grasp on Kirk’s shoulder.

“They’re just like robots, aren’t they? Why don’t you just go get a mechanical doll, plebe? Better than
that.” He aimed a contemptuous glare at Spock.

Kirk shook off Spock’s touch. “Screw regulations.”



It had been pure pleasure smashing Finnegan’s face in, plus doing the same to his two compatriots for
good measure. Scrubbing out the Science Building’s lower floor by hand sucked, as did Janice’s fury over
their ruined weekend plans and her diatribe over his lack of consideration for her feelings. But what
kept his mind occupied during the length of his menial punishment was the memory of what he had
seen after he stepped back from the fight. All three of his opponents lay groaning on the ground, but
when Kirk had looked at Spock he’d seen an unfathomable expression in Spock’s eyes.

The stone facade had dropped, revealing... what? There had been an expression in those dark eyes. The
look wasn’t disapproval, or disappointment, or censure.

Had the look had been one of surprise? Astonishment? Gratitude?
What did a Vulcan feel anyway?

Speculation on the meaning of Spock’s expression — and the memory of the touch of that hand on his
shoulder — filled his mind the entire time he spent kneeling and scrubbing, kneeling and scrubbing.

He’d decided to go for a run near Telegraph Hill, but was just warming up when a familiar figure stepped
out of the vegan restaurant to his left.

He stopped in surprise, realizing he’d never seen Spock off campus.

Spock stopped and regarded him with dark eyes that no longer seemed quite as unreadable. “I regret
being the cause of your demerit.”

“Finnegan was the cause of my demerit.”

“He is an upperclassman, and it is my understanding they are permitted great latitude in both verbal and
physical abuse of underclassmen.”

Kirk, remembering Finnegan’s bloody and bruised face, shrugged. “He had it coming. | guess things like
this don’t happen on Vulcan —it’s not very logical, is it?”

Spock hesitated a moment longer than necessary. “No. Itis not logical.”

His gaze hinted at some hidden pain. Kirk wondered suddenly why he had thought the Vulcan was
completely unreadable.

Silence stretched out. Kirk broke it by glancing at Telegraph Hill. “I was thinking of climbing up to Coit
Tower. Want to join me?”



Spock contemplated the white tower on top of the imposing slope. “I would like to view the historic
structure. Early 20" century construction. | understand it has a number of art murals of note.”

“That it does, but the view from the top of the hill is the best part of going up there.” Kirk headed
toward the footpath leading to the summit. Spock fell in by his side.

The sidewalks were crowded at this time of day, the shops and restaurants busy. And yet there was
always room for them to pass others on the sidewalk. Kirk noticed the subtle, or blatant, ways people
flinched back from Spock.

Spock seemed unaware of their response. Kirk bit back his words. “Tell me what space is like,” he said
instead. “What are the people like out there? Have you met people from other planets — besides Vulcan
and Earth, that is?”

“Indeed,” Spock said. “My father is an ambassador. We have been to many worlds...”

It was, unusually, a gorgeous clear sunny day, and the view from on top of the hill was spectacular.
Spock had spent the ascent telling him about many of the peoples he had met in his childhood, and then
had proved knowledgeable about the murals inside the tower. He was equally knowledgeable about all
the structures of interest visible from their vantage point, reaching from the Golden Gate Bridge to
Alcatraz Island.

Kirk, for his part, pointed out the many makes and models of sailboats and other watercraft dotting the
Bay.

“Let’s sit here and watch.” They settled on the sun-warmed grass, a light breeze caressing their skin and
sifting through the leaves of the trees behind them.

“Look at that one.” A ship, rigged out with the masting and sails of centuries past, sailed regally toward
the bridge.

“A historic recreation for the exhibition on the 24”‘," Spock reported, but Kirk noticed the trace of a
gleam in his eyes.

Kirk followed the passage of the ship. “The ocean was endless back then... all those years ago. You’'d set
out with no idea of what you’d encounter, what people you’d meet, what the places would look like.
You’d set out to sea with no idea if you'd ever return.”

“Infinite possibilities.”
Startled at this evidence of imagination, Kirk turned to contemplate the angular profile next to him.

Spock was watching the ship as it headed for the ocean, but his eyes seemed fixed on some further
shore.












Contact
Blackbird Song

For the third time tonight, James T. Kirk flies across the room at his opponent's discretion. For the third
time tonight, he gives thanks for the pain upon landing. It remains for him the strongest reminder of the
life and vitality that so nearly was lost this day. Not that such risk is abnormal. There's been quite a spate
of close calls of late, even for their job description. And there have been losses. Many losses, both of his
own crew and of people he's known and valued for years. It's just that he can't remember ever having
come so close to losing Spock, whom he now sends flying with an ease and vigor he's never managed
before.

% %k %k %k k

One year earlier

Spock first suggested the idea of combat as mental purgative after the transporter accident around
Alpha 177.

"Thanks, Spock, but ... no thanks."
"Captain, it would be ... imprudent to refuse."

Kirk stuck to the corner, fussing at a statue that should have meant something to him and didn't.
"Explain," he said, woodenly.

From somewhere behind and to the left, Spock exhaled.

On Spock's intake of breath, Kirk huffed. "Let me guess — the crew wants to take a swing at me and
you're the designated hitter."

"In a manner of speaking," said Spock. "Doctor McCoy has noted a tendency towards ill temper, Nurse
Chapel reports seeing you talking to yourself, Mr. Scott sent me a written inquiry concerning his status

as Chief Engineer, and Lieutenant Uhura became concerned when you ... rearranged her console."

Kirk winced and flexed his still bruised left hand. "Yes.... | owe her an apology. I'm surprised she didn't
call security."

"Indeed."

Kirk knew that that really meant, 'No, she called me instead.' He rubbed his forehead and pinched his
face. It was tiring, calming that wolf inside him. Tiring and tedious. "What about you?"
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"Captain?"

"Don't play dumb with me," Kirk snapped.

The stillness in the room was instant and absolute.

Kirk felt like a bastard, through and through. And his bad half was being defiant about it. He wanted to
apologize, but all he could manage was, "What have you observed about me, now that I'm ... back?" He
still couldn't turn around, but he thought he could hear a rising eyebrow.

"I have noticed a certain ... lack of balance, of late."

"And you think that would make me a suitable sparring partner?"

"I have observed that you become focused during and after combat."

The wolf laughed inside and said, 'You wanna see focus? You won't be able to see anything when I'm
done with you! Too bad... Great eyes...' The sheep said, "l really don't think it's a good idea, Spock."

"You will not hurt me, Jim."
The wolf squashed the sheep. "You think | can't do you any damage?"
"I did not say that," said Spock, quietly.

Both Kirks sighed, for different reasons. "All right, Spock. It's your funeral." He strode past Spock,
fighting every urge to push him out of the way.

In the gym, stripped down to regulation exercise pants and noting Spock's choice not to wear his usual
long-sleeved top, Kirk began to look forward to the match. "What's the matter, Spock? Too hot for you?"
He gave the air a couple of preparatory jabs.

"Quite the contrary. If | may persuade you to quicken your readiness to engage—"

Kirk knocked Spock flat on the ground. "Quick enough for you?"

"It is an adequate beginning." After regaining his feet, Spock feinted left and took Kirk down with a right
cross.

After that, it was a glorious, half-hour melee that left the wolf grinning and the rest of him sated with
sweat and physical pain. He looked at Spock and noticed for the first time the ooze of green from just
under the eye. He reached towards it without thinking.

Spock flinched just enough to dodge Kirk's fingers. "l am undamaged."

"You need to see McCoy." Kirk dropped his hand. "I'm sorry, Spock. And thank you...." He bit off
repeating 'from both of us'.
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As he picked up a towel, he noticed the gooseflesh on Spock's arm. Throwing the towel over Spock's
shoulders, he said, "Time to hit the showers," and headed for the changing room before Spock could
object.

The events of Psi 2000 took a strange toll on the crew. Everyone was on edge, either mortified or trying
to pretend they weren't, and tamping tempers wasn't easy, especially when everyone knew how badly
out of hand things had already been during the first pass of those three days. Even though the cure had
been administered, the hyper-vigilance of the crew was perfectly understandable to Kirk.

It was just hard facing Spock after he'd backhanded him repeatedly. As much as he needed a good, sane
fight, he couldn't bring himself to hit Spock one more time. As for the rest of the crew — well, that wasn't
allowed under the best of circumstances.

So he couldn't quite understand it when he found himself buzzing Spock's door.

"Enter."

"Spock, I—oh. I'm sorry, | shouldn't have disturbed you...."

Spock turned from his firepot. "You have not disturbed me. You have enabled me to ascertain your
wellbeing without disturbing you."

Kirk found himself caught in Spock's soft gaze. He swallowed. "I'm all right. | guess," he added, when
Spock's scrutiny didn't abate. "Just ... restless. Unsettled."

Spock reached toward the firepot, pulling from its glowing center two ampoules made from the same
material.

"Spock, your hand!"

"Vulcans have a superior tolerance for heat." Spock rose and tapped each ampoule on its own small
glass. He poured the golden liquid from them with a precision that silenced Kirk. Then he turned, glasses
in hand, offering one.

Without thinking twice, Kirk took it and lifted it to his lips.

Spock stopped him with a hand. "It is too hot, Jim."

Kirk felt the warmth spread through his arm and fingers from where Spock's hand rested on his forearm.

It soothed him, calming some of the restless hurt of the loss of crew and control. He relaxed a little into
Spock's touch and felt the warmth spread further.
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It felt strange when he knew that the time was right to drink the substance without so much as a glance
at, sound or vibration from Spock, and then found himself sipping the stuff in perfect synchronization
with a man he'd once thought as out of reach as the next galaxy. All he knew at the end of it was that he
felt a sense of tranquility that he'd never been able to feel except after great sex or a great fight, and
maybe not even then. "What was that, Spock?"

"It is a proprietary mixture of herbs and berries found on Earth and Vulcan that my father perfected."
"And he gave you the recipe?"

||N0.ll

"So ... is it safe for humans?"

"My mother has consumed it ninety-five times during my lifetime. To my knowledge."

"And, uh, she's still with us?"

"She has never been 'with us', Captain. She is on her way to—"

"Never mind, Spock. So how does your father make herbs and berries from Earth and Vulcan glow like
that? Or do they just do that naturally on Vulcan?"

"Great pressure and heat are applied within stone vials exactly two point three-seven microns thick
when compressed by—"

"Okay, okay," laughed Kirk. He thought he saw the sting flicker in Spock's eyes and squeezed the nearest
shoulder to ease things between them. "I'll just enjoy the feeling like I'm supposed to do. | ... am
supposed to, right?"

"My mother calls the elixir 'Happy Juice'."

If Kirk had had any of the substance left in his mouth, he'd have choked on it. He nearly did, anyway.
"Happy juice?"

"Yes. She states that it relaxes her, especially when combined with a therapeutic massage of her
latissimus dorsi." Spock shifted.

Kirk looked at Spock, wondering what had prompted the display of discomfort and quelling his hope of a
nice, painful massage.

"I believe that you have been overly tense, of late." Spock sounded even more uncomfortable than he
did when dealing with issues of emotion.

"It was a rather trying three days," said Kirk, carefully.

Spock exhaled what sounded like a sigh. "My mother praised me for my ability to ease certain muscle
groups that she could not reach herself."
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Kirk felt his eyes widen. "Are you offering me a back rub?"
"I believe | stated that."

A back massage from strong, relentless fingers might be better than the fight Kirk longed for. It was all
he could do to contain his greed for it. "Thank you, Spock. | might just take you up on it. But only if
you're sure...."

||| am.ll
Kirk bit his lip to keep from stating his disbelief. "Okay, where do you want me, and how?"

Spock's eyes, to his credit, didn't widen. But the lids stiffened, which nearly made Kirk break down into
fits of laughter.

"Tell you what: why don't | just sit down over here?" Kirk waved at a chair. "Unless you'd rather | took
your meditation spot...?"

"That might prove more convenient," said Spock.

Kirk shook his head and sat on the floor where Spock had been. There was a moment of awkwardness
before he felt Spock settle behind him, but then the feel of warm, skilled fingers on his neck and
shoulders made him forget the strangeness of this form of intimacy between them. "Ohh-hhh! Your
mother was right...."

"Yes."

Following the tragic encounter with the Romulans, Kirk wanted nothing more than to beat the crap out
of someone. But then he remembered Tomlinson's steady, competent presence and Martine's courage
in facing his death, and he couldn't deface either of them that way. Nor could he disrespect Spock,
whose quiet dignity in the face of Stiles' bigotry and the impatience of Captain and crew put them all to
shame. Which made him want to hit someone again. He was contemplating putting a fist through the
wall when the buzzer assaulted him. "Come!"

Spock stepped hesitantly, placing one boot point inside Kirk's cabin. "Have | interrupted a crucial
procedure?"

Kirk rubbed a hand over the side of his face, letting the impending stubble rasp at his palm. Sometimes it
felt good to forget the depilatory. "Not at all, Spock. Come in." Get out. "Have a seat." | need to be alone,

or | may kill you. Someone. Else.

Spock remained at the door. "My query is trivial, Captain. Your need for rest is—"
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some ways easier to read on the bearded Spock's face. He also noticed that the mental sparring with
that Spock gave him a thrill that went straight to his groin. For the first time, he'd found his male,
bearded First Officer infinitely more sexually tempting than the beautiful woman in scant clothing that
he'd found in his counterpart's quarters.

And looking at him as he lay on the diagnostic bed, Kirk couldn't help but notice the soft, tempting
thickness of Spock's lips. He wondered why — or even how — he'd never noticed them on his Spock.

His Spock.

It wasn't safe or wise to think that way about a fellow officer, especially one's First. And while Spock's
mirror might have been completely uninterested in women, for all Kirk knew, his Spock had not seemed
so indifferent to them.

But there was that look in Spock's eyes when the landing party materialized in their own transporter
room — that overt sigh of relief as soon as he laid eyes on Kirk that said he knew that he was looking at
his Kirk — that had Kirk turning over in bed to ease a growing, pleasant pressure that he couldn't
rationalize or pretend away. And he wasn't sure whether to be pleased or disturbed by the fact that his
erection seemed to be less interested in the exotic, bearded Spock than it was in the familiar, smooth-
skinned Spock. His Spock. Though, perhaps, 'familiar' might not be quite right.

He groaned as his arousal flared and demanded attention. Sexual impulses were weird. Great, but
weird.

Sex was the last thing on his mind on Gamma Hydra IV. Sex wasn't on his mind for a long time
afterwards, even after the last tinges of reaction to McCoy's noxious adrenalin potion wore off. His sole
focus, once he'd offloaded Stocker, sent the report of Galway's death to her families and finished up all
the reports on aging to the point of painful, humiliating death and the knowledge that it would all come
again, was Spock.

He entered at the faint permission.

Spock lay on the bed. He looked awful.

Kirk put the tray down on the partition ledge. "l brought you some mint tea."

Spock struggled to raise himself up on an elbow.

"Here, let me...." Kirk sat on the bed with care and helped Spock to sit, placing the pillow and part of
himself behind his friend before reaching for the tea. "It's all right. You can lean on me."

Spock took the tea in his bruised hands. "l take it Doctor McCoy sent you to ascertain my wellbeing."
The words were slow and labored.
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"Not quite. More like, he told me about your ... violent encounters with the Sickbay walls, doors, beds
and monitors. He also mentioned your unexpected reaction to the drug."” He worked himself more fully
onto the bed and his right arm loosely around Spock.

"The worst of it is past," rasped Spock.

"I certainly hope so. Is your tea the right temperature?"

"It is perfect." Spock took a small sip, and his eyes widened in appreciation.

Some hard knot inside Kirk melted, a little. "I'll be sure to let my mother know you liked her mint."

"I'am ... most grateful to both of you."

"And | owe you everything." Kirk swallowed the emotion down. "Including an apology for the calumny |
heaped on you."

"'Calumny', Captain?"

"Insults. Slander. Lies. Character assassination—"

"I am aware of the meaning. | do not know that you committed the offense you mention."

"I called you traitorous, disloyal and a back-stabber. | accused you of wanting command, when—"
"Ah. Consider your apology accepted.” Spock labored at another sip of his tea.

Kirk laughed quietly, giving Spock's shoulders a gentle squeeze. "Thank you, my friend."

Spock relaxed, letting out a breath of pain and relief as he sank awkwardly against Kirk. "Thank you,
Jim."

Kirk gave a sigh of his own and settled back, taking his own mug of his mother's special mint tea.

%k %k Kk %k

Present

Kirk throws himself towards his opponent. He doesn't think of Spock holding a tribble and petting it
tenderly. He doesn't think of the way Spock stepped in to help McCoy in the Roman Circus, or the way
he risked his family and life for the ship and Kirk's career. He doesn't think of the way he almost lost
Spock on Neural, or the way Spock greeted him on his return with such tender quiet or let him
decompress without judgment. He doesn't think for the thousandth time of the decision he had to make
about which of his two best friends to send to certain death, or how utterly vital Spock has become to
him since the Galileo Seven disintegrated half a year ago.
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But he notices when he is being held in a tight lock of arms, and he struggles to get out of it, because
this is combat. This is—

"Jim."

This is—

"Jim, please...."

This is contact. "Spock!" His arms go around Spock's naked, sweating shoulders, hand hooking around
the taut neck and catching the rapid-fire pulse. He presses his face there, shifting his grip to squash out

all possible space between them. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry."

Spock's arms shift and become tender, desperate, pulling him closer than he thought possible. "There is
nothing to forgive." It is a kiss of sound against Kirk's ear.

It is less than a second before it turns into a passionate kiss of lips and tongues and thought, and
everything changes.

Kirk will never remember the journey from the gym to Spock's quarters, but they are there and
removing each other's remaining clothes, never letting the other go untouched even for a second.

And then they are naked and standing pressed together, holding each other as Kirk knows now that
they've both longed to do. Kissing as Kirk knows he's never kissed before, and never will again with any
other being. Opening their souls to one another, even as they shut out the rest of the universe, because

this — this is all that will ever matter.

Kirk pulls back just enough to see Spock's beloved face, and notices those gorgeous, kiss-swollen lips on
this Spock — his Spock. He passes a thumb over them, relishing the feel of Spock shivering against him.

And then he comes to his senses. "Spock! You're cold...."

"I will be all right if you will move, Jim." Spock moves against him, making his very impressive erection
known to Kirk's.

"My apologies," Kirk says against Spock's lips. He adjusts himself against Spock, unsure how long he'll
last. "What do you want to do?" He traces a line of kisses along Spock's jaw, pressing his hard-on more
insistently against Spock's.

"I'd have thought that was obvious," purrs Spock in Kirk's left ear.

"Not so much." Kirk kisses Spock deeply, exploring the beautiful mouth as he gets harder by the second.
Spock breaks the kiss and looks at Kirk. "Jim."

"Did anyone ever tell you that your voice is pure sex?"

"No. Jim...."
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"Well, it is." Kirk dives for Spock.

"Mmmm.... Ah, Jim!" Spock capitulates for a moment, reveling in Kirk's mouth and arms. He pulls off
again. "Jim."

Kirk sighs, but quickly schools himself to patience when he sees Spock's worried look. "What?" he asks
as gently as his balls will let him.

"If we do this, we may bond."
"Haven't we done that already?"
"Not in the way you are most likely to mean."

Kirk puts a hand on Spock's face. "Spock. T'hy'la. Am | not feeling something of that bond when | touch
you?"

A tear rolls down Spock's cheek. "Yes. | am sorry."

Kirk thumbs it away. "I'm not. Unless you—"

Spock falls on him, devouring him in the deepest kiss as they stumble to the bed.

Kirk surges up as Spock bears him down against the mattress. It's odd being in this position, when he's
nearly always the one doing the bearing down, but his arousal surges with him. "You got any lube?" he
asks, before diving back onto Spock's mouth.

For answer, Spock thrusts a very slicked penis against him.

"Ah! God! No problem...."

"I — Ah! | take it you have—" Spock kisses Kirk's lower lip, "—all your—" and then the upper lip, "—
vaccinations?" He hums against the bottom of Kirk's chin, just where it joins the throat.

"Of course," Kirk manages, writhing into position beneath Spock and moaning when Spock nibbles his
earlobe. "Y-you?"

"Naturally."

"You mean that — ohh — literally, don't you?" Kirk licks his lips as Spock explores his left ear with a very
hot tongue.

IIYeS.II

"Fan —ah —fantastic! Then I'm all yours, Mister Spo — SPOCK!"
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Spock slips a slick finger inside him — how that happened, Kirk will just have to figure out later, but his
imagination vastly increases his lust.

At three fingers, Kirk gasps and freezes, erection deflating a bit. "Slow down...."
Spock withdraws the third finger and holds still, moving only to stroke Kirk's face. "l am sorry."

"No." Kirk strokes Spock's cheek, in turn. "No, love. I'll be fine. This is normal, to need a little time to
adjust."

Spock's fingers stroke the psychic points on Kirk's cheek.
Kirk stares into his eyes and experiences the first fear that night. And then he nods, just once.
Spock's fingers fall into place and take Kirk's breath away.

He is with Spock, but not invaded. He can sense Spock's pleasure — his love — but does not feel like an
intruder. And he knows that if he relaxes, there will be no pain. So he does.

And there isn't.

He stretches and stretches as Spock slips inside him. He feels the burn and the ache and the pressure,
but it is combined with the feeling of entering and being encased, and becomes pleasurable even
without Spock's shared sensation. He reaches up to kiss Spock, and they are fully joined in body and kiss
and mind.

There is so much sensation — so much feeling —that he can't feel how close he is, or how long it takes, or
which body part of which of them is having the most fun. All he knows is that he doesn't want it ever to
end. But he does know when he's coming, and he feels impossibly aroused when Spock follows just a
second later, and he can feel the hotter-than-human semen flowing inside him.

And he is very pleasantly surprised when he passes his hands over Spock's lower back and Spock has a
second orgasm in response.

Much, much later, as he turns over after being awakened by a misstep in the corridor outside, he feels

Spock's warm, naked weight shift against him and knows that he's in trouble. Big trouble. And he
wouldn't trade this for the universe.
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Cumulative BEvidence

Jaylee

The first time he dreamed of Spock and himself, tangled in a heady, romantic embrace, he passed it off
as the result of extra shifts, the muddy water that the replicator dared to call coffee, his mind’s rather
romantic subconscious (much to the chagrin of his waking consciousness) and the lingering aftermath of
that term paper he did on Sigmund Freud back in high school.

In other words, no big deal. Bound to happen. He and Spock had been practically in each other’s pockets
since their mission started six months prior. The job required it. For his mind to have sexualized their
burgeoning friendship and the working relationship that was really starting to hit a steady, smooth
groove wasn’t itself all that shocking.

Hell, it was probably entirely normal. Bones would tell him the same thing, were he to talk to Bones
about it. Which he wouldn’t. Not even under threat of death (or forced ingestion of replicated mud-
coffee).

The thing was, he was beginning to understand Spock, Spock was beginning to understand him, and
despite their rather blatantly obvious differences in personality, their command styles complemented
each other well. He and Spock had a natural...rapport between them. Call it combining ingenuity to pull
off the impossible. Attribute it to cheating death together on the Narada. Whatever it was and wherever
it came from, it was there, no questioning that.

And it wasn’t as if Spock were hard on the eyes, exactly. If Jim were completely honest, he supposed
Spock could be called attractive. If one were into men. Which of course he wasn't.

But yes, Spock had that whole ‘repressed yet super strong, infinitely orderly, while harboring hidden
wells of passion’ thing going for him. Jim wasn’t blind nor was he prone to acts of futile denial. Spock

was what Carol would have called ‘a catch’.

Tall, dark, educated, highly intelligent and exotic. A stimulating mixture. Always had been, always would
be. Not even James ‘Tomcat’ Kirk could be immune, life-long member of the straight club or no.

But the second time his dreams featured himself and Spock tangled together, their bodies writhing,
flushed with passion, skin shining with sweat, it became a bit more of an issue for him. And when Spock
started to be the main feature in all of his fantasies, Jim figured the term ‘issue’ didn’t even begin to
cover it.

‘Fool me once’, Jim recited to himself, ‘shame on you, fool me twice, thrice and so on, shame on me.’

Apparently he wasn’t as straight as he had previously thought.
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Sometimes, just sometimes, Jim wished that he were prone to acts of knee-jerk denial. Life would be so
much easier.

So he dream-lusted after Spock. So what? Stranger things had happened.

He had no problem with bisexuality in general. In fact, he liked to think of himself as a pretty open guy.
An explorer. An embracer of change. He wouldn’t have signed up for the job he had if he weren't.
Differences, whether existing out in the universe around him or within himself, were welcome, exciting.
Bring any new knowledge on. Yes, poor attitudes and intolerance for same-sex oriented individuals had
existed in the past but humanity, as a whole, had long since worked past all of that. Roughly the same
time they realized that prejudicial intolerance could be the downfall of man.

In fact, it nearly was.

The Eugenics Wars had been an entirely ugly bit of Earth history - a time when bigotry, prejudice and
irrational hatred had run rampant, and just look where that line of thinking had gotten mankind. Almost
obliterated. Nearly destroyed by their attitudes and weapons of their own making.

Luckily those remaining, once the dust had settled, had been foresighted enough to modify their
behavior. These days it was just not on, not on at all, to show any remnant of irrational and destructive
ways of thinking.

Jim loved history, read historical texts for fun, even, and was a firm believer in the old adage that those
who failed to learn from history were condemned to repeat it.

So no, Jim didn’t object to the discovery that he was or could be attracted to men. That was absolutely
okay in his book. In fact, he commended himself on his good taste in men. What he objected to was the
surprise of it all. So what, twenty-five years of lusting after women and his hormones just now decide to
spring this on him? Did he know himself at all? What the fuck, brain?

His first wet dream had starred his seventh grade science teacher, and he remembered it clearly. And
she was hot, man. Hot.

He’d lost his virginity to a woman. Hell, he’d hacked his way past the Child Monitoring For Adult Content
code his mother had installed on the Kirk family computer system at 14 and had been beating off to
heterosexual porn ever since.

So seriously, what the fuck, brain?

And could his subconscious have picked a less attainable focus for his burgeoning bisexual awakening?
Prim and proper Spock, who probably had never had an erotic dream or thought his entire life, let alone
one about another male?

The Vulcan would probably laugh his ass off if his ‘highly emotional and thoroughly illogical’ captain
solicited a date from him...if Spock even knew how to laugh, which was an ongoing subject of debate
between Jim and Bones. The doctor was convinced the Vulcan couldn’t crack a smile if his life depended
on it, but Jim had a sneaky suspicion that Spock did have a sense of humor, only sly and subtle and not
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easily spotted. You needed a sense of humor in their line of work, otherwise the pressures of the job
would really do a number on you.

Anyway, the only person Jim had ever seen Spock interested in was Uhura, and even if his first officer
and communications officer were no longer an item romantically, having parted amicably before the
mission began, Spock’s preferences were rather clear.

Of course, if it was usual to guess people’s sexual preferences based on their previous romantic
entanglements, then everyone probably thought the same of him...

But that was neither here nor there. Because Spock was not, absolutely not, going to find out about
Jim’s attraction to him. He had worked too hard and for too long to get where he was today: Captain of
the flagship Enterprise, exploring the stars he loved.

He had the best ship in the fleet, the best crew in the fleet, and the best First Officer in the fleet.
Contrary to what his short list of ex-lovers thought they knew, Jim’s priorities were very clear in his
mind. He wouldn’t do anything to screw up his captaincy. Too many people were already expecting him
to fail, and being the youngest person ever to make Captain, and certainly the only one promoted from
Cadet to Captain in Starfleet history, came with enough problems as it was. He wasn’t about to add sex
into the mix, at least not amongst those he worked with.

So maybe he wasn’t prone to self-denial naturally, but he was sure as hell certain he could learn it with
time.

Many things about Spock were absolutely infuriating, Jim thought a month later, while trying not to
make it look obvious that his gaze kept wandering over to a certain Vulcan from his position center-
stage on the bridge.

Of course, there were many things that were admirable about him, too. A lot of things. More things than
Jim ever thought he would find back in the early days when he was convinced that Spock was the single
most uptight individual he had ever met, or ever would meet, in his life.

He almost wished he could go back to that line of thinking, instead of his timely realization that, all
things considered, Spock was actually quite awesome. Unfortunately.

But the thing that annoyed Jim the most about Spock was how noticeable the guy was all of the time.
Really, would it kill Spock to be less noteworthy? Just a tad? Turn down that...umph he had, just a bit?

Because here Jim was, innocently trying to repress the hell out of those god-damned dreams, and then
Spock would go and bend over the science console on the bridge, in the middle of a shift, which, in the
spirit of honesty, highlighted how delectable the Vulcan’s ass really was.
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And the worst of Spock’s sins by far (as if having the starring role in his dreams wasn’t enough nor the
utter gall he had of being attractive to begin with) was that this bending over of his and Jim’s
subsequent staring made Jim feel warm. In fact, he was certain his cheeks turned bright red whenever
he caught a glimpse of Vulcan buttocks.

Good Lord almighty he was giving off tells.

That Spock was science officer and thus required to do such bending (thank you Starfleet architects for
designing a console which absolutely necessitated the bending and gave Captains like himself such
pretty things to look at; how very ergonomic of you) was neither here nor there. No. The issue with this
frequent turn of events was that Jim fucking noticed. Each and every time. He couldn’t stop noticing. It
was like Spock’s ass was one big ol’ magnet and Jim’s gaze contained metal. Or something.

But, all over-the-top similes aside, the whole noticing Spock’s ass thing was really quite distressing.

Now, Spock might be THE Mr. Science Guy on board the Enterprise but Jim himself wasn’t a slouch when
it came to garnering ideas based on cumulative evidence. He could put two and two together. Which led
him to some rather distressing conclusions: his attraction to Spock was not confined to dreams. Denial
was not working as well as it should, thank you god-damned fucking Freud (who’d also made the subject
of denial his life’s work). The attraction he felt towards Spock only seemed to grow with time and
exposure. And his physiological responses were no longer operating under the impression that he
preferred only women.

His attraction was happening, he’d tried to ignore it, that didn’t work, so, fine... he was capable of being
attracted to men.... Or maybe it was just Spock? Perhaps Spock was the only guy who could manage to
do it for him. It could be that there was something about Spock that transcended sexual preference. Not
so hard to believe, really; Spock was a one of a kind type of guy. Both literally and figuratively.

Jim wasn’t quite sure if that would make his situation better or worse, but well, it was better to find out
at the earliest opportunity; patience wasn’t a particularly strong virtue of his. Which meant shore leave,
because, confused over his sexual identity or not, he was not about to solicit any member of his crew in
the pursuit of better understanding himself. No way, no how. Captaincy and ship hella first. Sexual
awakening second.

Luckily he didn’t have to wait long, as he had a brief visit to a mining colony scheduled for the following
Tuesday.

Since he’d never gone trawling for a man before, he wasn’t exactly sure how to go about it. Surely the
ritual couldn’t be too dissimilar? So, deciding to wing it, he went about his pre-shore leave procedure
the same way he did when he wanted to pick up some fleeting company of the female variety: he put on
his favorite blue shirt, found a bar (ditching Bones so the doctor wouldn’t cotton on to what he was
doing nor the reasoning behind it), ordered an ale, and smiled a lot. Only this time, instead of smiling at
the women who passed by, he smiled at the men.

Surprisingly, it didn’t take long for a fellow human male (as far as it was possible to judge by
appearances), to take the bait and sit slowly, deliberately, next to him.
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“How about | buy your next drink?” the dark-haired, dark-eyed man offered, his voice rich and smooth
as molasses.

“How about | let you?” Jim replied, hoping against hope that his nervousness, his sweaty palms, and the
fact that his heart was racing impossibly fast didn’t give him away as a first-time charter.

If he were really bisexual, would he be this nervous?

But then he remembered his first time with a girl, how his hands shook, and how he’d wished fervently
that he wouldn’t explode too soon and become an adolescent cliché like his high school pal who'd
become known to one and all, and through all eternity, as “Ernie-cum-too-soon”.

Apparently age didn’t cool the impact of first-time jitters. Good to know. It was just one of those
annoying facts of life like getting an itch on the nose during an important interview or having to pass gas
in a full but dead silent auditorium...meant to be endured and go down in history as mortifying. There
was nothing to do but grin, bear it, tighten your butt cheeks, ignore the nose, hold on to the hope that
this too will get easier with time.

Or would it?

The man leaned forward into Jim’s personal space and his already rapid pulse increased exponentially.
And Jim couldn’t help it, did it entirely subconsciously, but he began to lean away from the man,
attempting to gain his personal space back. Which, under normal circumstances, would answer his
question. He didn’t want this, his body didn’t want this and it was acting of its own accord... except an
image of Spock flashed before his mind and he became a little light-headed.

His would-be companion gave a disappointed frown, and then shook his head, stating, “You are taken.”
“No,” Jim responded, instantly and fervently. “I’'m not.”

“Ah, but you are. I'm Betazoid, my friend. | can see your thoughts. They speak of another you would
much rather were sitting next to you now.”

Betazoid. That certainly explained the man’s insight. Figured. Of all the people he’d attempted to
experiment with, he ended up with a telepath. Ironic, really. Or a stroke of luck. If Jim didn’t know his
own mind, maybe this guy could read his mind and decipher it for him? Perhaps finding a Betazoid was
the equivalent of finding a Rosetta Stone for the sexually confused.

“Inconsequential, | can’t have him. And | need to know... | need to know if he is an exception.”

“Does it matter?” the Betazoid asked gently, staring at Jim with amusement shining through his eyes.
“You want who you want, yes? Why do you concern yourself with the how and the why of your desire
for this person? You have to define it to ... what? To condone it within yourself? Do you think that
knowing you can be attracted to men as well as women will somehow invalidate your attraction to this...
Spock?”
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Jim sighed. God-damned telepaths. They weren’t Rosetta Stones, translating the indecipherable into
something readily understood, they were god-damned Confucius wannabes. ‘Betazoid say man who
ponders over love too much winds up with none at all’

“Not invalidate it, no,” Jim corrected, “but perhaps make it less...important to my peace of mind.”
At that the man laughed, loud, clear and impetuous.

“Good luck, my fine friend,” the Betazoid said, getting up, probably to find someone more likely to put
out. Jerk. “You’ll need it.”

Jim wasn’t quite sure how to take all of that, other than to be thoroughly annoyed.

Data inconclusive. The evening had been a total wash.

“The concept of destiny is utter bullshit, don’t you think?” Jim asked Bones as he casually sat down to
join him for breakfast next day.

The doctor sighed. Then rolled his eyes, finishing a mouthful of porridge with exaggerated gusto.

“For fuck’s sake Jim, how many times have | told you that it’s rude to start philosophical discussions
before oh-nine hundred? Especially when this tin can of yours fails to provide any decent source of
caffeine?”

Jim waited a beat, took a sip of his mud-coffee...

Finally the doctor actually responded through his grumbling, “Too right it‘s bullshit. Too many people
use it to explain their own selfish damn choices. My ex-wife did it.”

Bones’s voice then adopted an exaggerated falsetto in imitation of the much-hated ex, and Jim had to
squelch the urge to laugh outright. “‘Oh, Treadway’s my destiny, Leonard, surely you can understand?’
In my estimation a man makes his own destiny. Why bring it up, kid?”

Suddenly the contents of his mug were utterly fascinating and required his rapt attention as he
struggled to hide a grin. If Mister Betazoid-Buddha of night yonder was right and the nature of attraction
wasn’t as important as the existence of the attraction itself, there were other bits about this whole
‘gotta have Spock’ thing Jim took exception to and, unlike infuriating telepathic philosophers, Bones was
man enough to call a spade a spade. A conversation with him was just what the doctor ordered, pun
intended. It would be all clear. Precise. As a conversation between rational people should go.

Dear, blunt, honest, free-will-loving Bones, just the person to assist Jim to clear his head, help him put all
of these mad thoughts behind him. Attraction was one thing, lots of people felt a lot of attraction daily,
but not all attraction could or should be followed through to a sexy conclusion. There were other points
besides attraction to be considered. Common sense, for one.
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“Oh, no reason. | got to thinking about parallel universes and how destructive it is to try to compare
them. Like if you're told something is going to happen, and it doesn’t, and you end up feeling a very real
disappointment, or if something not to your liking happens and you spend time wondering how it was or
could have been somewhere else, none of which is very productive, in my opinion.”

Mention of parallel universe Spock specifically wasn’t voiced out loud, but definitely implied, since Jim
had told Bones about the older Vulcan months ago and he knew that the doctor would get what he was
really trying to ask.

Okay Bones, that’s your bait. Go, Bones, go.

“Translation from Kirk-speak into Standard: | have just realized my attraction to my First Officer. This has
led to a grade A Kirk freak-out, because Jim Kirk can’t do anything, even freak out, halfway.”

Jim opened his mouth to speak but Bones was just getting going and steamrolled right over him.

“Instead of manning up to said attraction, like a sane person, you’ve decided to disparage every
variable, even old Spock’s insight into you and Spock being lifetime bosom buddies in his reality.
Obviously you've wondered if that somehow translates into them really being lovers, thus you’ve found
a possible, albeit far-out explanation, like ‘destiny’ of all things, for your attraction to our Spock in this
one. And now you’re using me to validate, or rather invalidate, this certifiable train of thought. How
close am I?”

Right, so not exactly the response Jim was looking for. Clearly Bones was part Betazoid. How the fuck did
he know...

“How did you know about the attraction thing? What, am | giving off ‘l want Spock’ vibes?! The hell,
man?!”

At this Bones sighed, apparently giving up all hope of getting to eat his breakfast while it was hot. Jim
would feel guilty, but he was on the verge of an existential crisis here, thus his guilt was rather minimal.

“Jim, give me some credit here. | know you, kid. | watched you strut around Ruth at the academy and |
watched as you strutted around Janice, then Carol. And now I’'m watching as you strut around Spock.
You see, Jim, you’ve got this mating dance you do. With anyone else you meet for the first time,
someone who doesn’t matter, you pull out the ‘I’'m so charming, | can succeed in life by my charisma
alone’ card. With people you’re actually interested in wooing, you call on that big brain of yours, discuss
abstract theories and/or Plato, quote Shakespeare and/or the Beatles, and try to wow them that way, all
but daring them to take on the challenge that is managing you. And | gotta say, as a spectator, it never
does get old.”

“So thrilled to be so entertaining,” Jim announced through clenched teeth, uncertain if he was more
annoyed or frightened by Bones’s revelations. Did he really do that? Was he honestly so obvious?

More importantly, did the rest of the crew know... did Spock?

“Relax, Jimbo, it’s only obvious to those of us who really know you,” Bones announced, a smirk dancing
across his face.

83



Well, that was a relief, kind of, but it still didn’t solve the initial issue.
“So destiny...”

“...is a vague blanket term people use to explain why things happen instead of embracing self-
accountability. Obviously we both know this,” the doctor replied before he took a sip of his own mud-
coffee and grimaced appropriately. And just when Jim was starting to relax, thinking the conversation
was finally going the way he had intended it to go, Bones opened his mouth to say more. “However...”

‘However’, Jim decided, really was the worst word in Standard.

“There is such a thing as a type...” the doctor finished, and grinned evilly. “Did it not occur to you that
the other Jim fell for his Spock for the same reason you’re falling for yours? Perhaps all Spocks of the
space-time continuum simply just do it for ya. There have been interesting studies with identical twins,
separated at birth, experiencing completely different childhoods, but following similar career patterns
and finding similar types of people for partners.”

“Sure, because, clearly, Ruth, Carol, Janice, and Spock share oh so much in common. | have a type, all
right, yes sir... Come on, Bones, they’re not even the same gender, let alone species!”

“Has it not occurred to you that they were all scientists? Ruth, Carol, Janice and now Spock - all different
as night and day, personality-wise and yes, in gender, yet all members of the scientific profession,
meaning their minds are naturally geared towards exploration, towards discovery, just like yours? AND
they were all of above average intelligence. In fact, they would all qualify for membership to Mensa, just
like you. Anything less would bore you, | think. And there is one more commonality between them...
none of them were particularly impressed by you during the first meeting. You always have liked a
challenge.”

True, that. Jim couldn’t help but smile when he thought of how hard he had to work to get each of them
even to give him the time of day. So apparently he was a masochist, who knew?

But Bones wasn’t done yet. But then again, he seldom was done, not when he considered himself on a
roll.

“What really bothers you here, Jim? That Spock is male? Yeah, I'll admit that's new for you. But is it just
that, or is it that he gets under your skin, makes you crazy in a way not even Ruth or Carol or Janice ever
managed? You don’t feel in control in your dealings with Spock, you don’t feel in control of your
attraction to him, and that, my friend, is driving you nuts. You don't WANT to be attracted to him, you
don’t like how he affects you, puts dents in that nonchalant armor of yours, and how much power that
effect gives him in any situation. So you're repelled.”

Which made no sense at all, and Jim was about to refute every word of it, except that Bones resumed
speaking before he had the chance to open his mouth.

“He meets you head on, he’s equally tactically minded, he shows just as much courage as he follows you

into your harebrained schemes, and neither one of you know how to take fucking ‘that’s impossible’ for
an answer. Ruth, Carol, and Janice didn’t work out because they didn’t mesh with your career goals,

84



goals that would ultimately take you away from them and into the black for long stretches of time. With
Spock that’s not an issue, as your career goals are pretty much one and the same.”

Again Jim opened his mouth to get a word in edgewise; again Bones beat him to it.

“He wants what you want, to discover new life and new civilizations. Thus he provides the first real
hurdle for you to overcome emotionally... it could actually be something, something important. Oh my
god, what a concept for you!”

Well then. That was hurtful. Was the sarcasm really necessary? Jim wanted to tell Bones to knock it off,
that it wasn’t like Jim was a relationship-phobe or anything. He liked relationships just fine, thus Ruth,
Carol and Janice....he just had problems with the maintenance part of it. So not the same thing.

However, the doctor seemed determined to not let him defend himself. At all. He just kept talking.

“A relationship that doesn’t have the convenience of being secondary to your desire to embrace a
nomadic lifestyle. You won’t have to leave him behind as you fly from port to port. You and he could
very well end up exploring the stars together until your dying day. Really, Jim, for all that the hobgoblin
has exactly two facial expressions, ‘eyebrow raised’ and ‘that doesn’t even merit a raised eyebrow’, the
two of you are cut from the same fucking cloth and subconsciously, you realize it.”

The doctor paused, giving Jim only a brief moment to digest this, before adding...

“Besides Jim, if it helps, | think Spock is equally smitten with you. When he looks at you, his eyebrow is
always raised.”

It took Jim a minute for that last bit to catch up with him, his mind still churning over the doctor’s
stunning insights - and although he’d never admit it in a million years, Bones’s words made his heart feel
tight, like it had just been squeezed - but when it did he snorted and shook his head.

“Asshole,” he stated, voice laden with affection. “You’re not helping at all.”

Bones just grinned.

So he’d tried dealing with the whole attraction thing by not dealing with it, he really had. And when that
had failed to work for him he’d tried to seduce infuriatingly insightful telepaths, and had even gone as
far as consulting Bones for a light-natured heart-to-heart which, as he should have predicted, turned out
to be anything but... Were these not the actions of someone at the end of their tether? How much more
desperate could he get?

And still this thing just couldn’t be beat. His attraction to Spock had a lot in common with fine wine; it
only got richer and more potent with age.

Jim was tired.
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He didn’t believe in giving up, this was as true today as it ever was, but sometimes the battles just didn’t
seem worth it. Pick and choose your battles, pick and choose, didn’t every wise person ever say that?
Apparently repression wasn'’t his particular forte. He could embrace that... eventually.

The proximity to Spock thing, though? That was painful.

Here he was, sitting across from Spock, pretending to be engrossed in their bi-weekly chess game, all the
while preoccupied with the fact that Spock’s hair was shiny and Jim really wanted to touch it. Like ‘five-
year-old on a field trip to a museum in front of an awesome dinosaur fossil’ touch it.

Bones was right about one thing, Spock was driving him nuts.

It was a test of strength, that was it. The universe, for whatever reason, was trying to teach him
restraint...

“Jim,” Spock called, in that breathy voice of his, and if voices were tangible, Jim would want to touch
that, too. It had taken him months to get Spock comfortable with using his given name, and now that he
was, it gave Jim chills every fucking time he used it. “You appear to be distracted. Is there anything you
would like to discuss?”

Oh boy, was there. And the obvious concern Spock was showing for his well-being certainly wasn’t
helping Jim’s underlying want.

So he’d tried dealing, letting time wash it out of his system, and that hadn’t worked. He’d tried being gay
elsewhere and was utter crap at it. He’d even tried goading Bones’s blunt tongue. The only thing left,
the only means available to him, was honesty. Tell Spock of his attraction so that Spock himself would
keep Jim in check by politely, yet bluntly, informing Jim that his attraction was neither reciprocated or
appreciated. Things would be awkward for a while, sure, but well, necessary evils and all that rot. Jim
had already established that he was a bit of a masochist, why not be true to form?

And all of this had the added benefit of giving him a bit of that much vaunted control back. His fate was
entirely in his own hands. He was choosing this fate, picking the time and the place and the words.
Destiny was in his hands.

Although he sort of felt like he was jumping off a drill platform again, Jim bolstered his courage and
opened his mouth before he could change his mind.

“Yeah, Spock, there is something I'd like to discuss. You see, I’'m attracted to you. In fact, | want you,
here and now on this very table. Or against the wall. Or hey, we can go for tradition and try it on a bed.
But it’s not just about the sex, although I'd never turn that down. Ever, just to be clear. But I'd also like
to pick your brain.”

Jim felt the words rushing out of his mouth and didn’t bother to try and stop and censor himself. It felt
like if he couldn’t get it all out, every single detail, just then, he never would. And he had to be clear. Felt
the urge to be completely understood. Spock had to know the extent of this, had to know just how crazy
all of this had made him.
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Thus, he couldn’t stop and he couldn’t let Spock interrupt him. This urgency lit a fire under every instinct
he possessed.

“On every subject, too. | want to hear your thoughts on transwarp beaming, pre-Surak literature vs. the
works of Hemingway, and Tellarite cuisine - which | found surprisingly palatable, just not the canine
dishes, | could never bring myself to eat Rover - to name a few.”

Which yes, sounded lame to his own ears, but it was how he felt, damn it, at least an approximation of
it, so he stood the fuck by it.

“Not just on the bridge and twice a week during chess. Way more often than that, like whenever our
schedules would allow, and maybe even more than that. To be entirely honest, | think | may be in love
with you.”

‘Don’t think Jim. Don’t stop. Just go, go, go.’

“But | want you to know that I’'m doing my very best not to let it affect our working relationship. | don’t
expect you to reciprocate or do anything at all, really. I'm trying to work through this, trust me, | am.
And though | know things are bound to be weird between us for a while following this revelation, | really
hope we can both hang in there and find our normalcy again.”

Whew, he’d said it. Yet contrary to popular misconceptions about truth setting people free, he didn’t
feel better for it. No weight had been lifted from his shoulders. If anything he felt dizzy. And nauseous.
Really, really nauseous. In fact, he was probably going to faint. And, Lord, if his heart beat any faster it
would drum itself right out of his chest.

And he couldn’t look up and meet Spock’s gaze if he tried.

He really needed this masochistic thing checked out. He’d even willingly go see someone about it. Bones
had a psych degree, one of many, maybe he’d do the honors...

Then a set of fingers gently touched underneath his chin and lifted it up. It was a testament to how
emotionally distraught Jim was that he hadn’t even noticed Spock move from his chair and kneel down
beside him. The fact that he had made Jim’'s insides melt, just a little.

“Jim,” Spock said again, his brown eyes soft. “I do not wish you to work through your attraction; | would
rather you allow it to remain. In fact, | think it pertinent to inform you that your attraction is, in fact,
reciprocated. | am honored by your declaration and awed by your courage. | have been searching for the
same courage within myself, wanting to express similar sentiments to you, but had not yet found it...”

“You would have, Spock, | know you would have,” Jim announced, truly feeling the smile that was
currently splitting his face. He was still dizzy and his heart still beat faster than was probably healthy, but
the difference between sick with nerves and sick with love was startling. For the first time in a long time
his mind was clear, no confusion nor over-analyzing present, thank you kindly. The cloud of doubt and
denial was lifted and his body, he couldn’t help but notice, was leaning naturally into Spock’s personal
space, wanting to feel Spock’s heat, wanting to feel Spock’s everything. He felt free in that desire.

It was glorious.
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“How can you be so certain?” his First Officer asked, eyebrow raised and the corners of his mouth
twitching in the Vulcan approximation of a grin.

“Because you and I? We're cut from the same cloth.”

And before Spock had time to ponder the utter illogic of that statement, Jim leaned forward and stole
their first kiss.
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N Sickness and in Health
spirktrekker4?2

Jim and Spock had been given an all-expense paid trip to Risa, courtesy of Spock’s grandmother, T’'Pau.
They had saved up their leave time and were finally using it for a vacation to celebrate their tenth
anniversary.

The bonded pair had slept late that morning, as they were quite tired from the activities of the night
before. Spock awoke early, having the urge to give Jim his anniversary present right then and there.

“Hey, sweetheart, what’s goin’ on?” Jim asked, his voice thick with sleep.
“I wish to share my gift to you, Jim. | cannot wait any longer.”
“Then let’s not wait.” Kirk’s grin practically blinded his mate. “What is it?”

“I wish to show you one of my most cherished memories,” Spock said quietly. “It is one where you
chose to stay by my side as a child.” He turned over to caress his mate’s cheek, inhaling his familiar,
musky scent. “My selfless t’hy’la.”

“Me, selfless? This | have got to see,” Jim teased, allowing Spock’s fingers to take their usual position
along the side of his face. He loved it when Spock showed him memories, and this morning was no
exception. “Ready whenever you are.”

Twelve-year old Spock was sick, really sick, with a version of the Vulcan flu.

“Hi, Jim, thank you so much for coming on such short notice,” Spock heard his mother say from the next
room.

“How is he?” Jim asked immediately.

“He’s... been better,” was Amanda’s reluctant answer. “I had better prepare you for what you are going
to find.”

“There is no need for that, Mother. Not while | can simply demonstrate,” Spock spat, entering the
room. He began to pace the length of the ornate living room. “I thought | asked you not to invite him.”



“You don’t want me here?” Jim blinked, confused by Spock’s reaction. They were best friends, for
God'’s sake. Surely his Vulcan friend wasn’t worried about propriety or keeping up appearances. He
wasn’t some foreign dignitary of Sarek’s, after all. “Spock, | don’t care if you’re sick. | wanted to come
visit you because you’re my friend.”

“If you were my friend, you would stay away.” The Vulcan stopped pacing when he came to the couch,
took a seat, and began to rock back and forth. Jim thought that the pendulum-like action reminded him
of the old grandfather clock that resided in his own living room.

“Why is he doing that?”

“It’s one of the symptoms,” Amanda sighed. “Jim, his flu isn’t like the flu you are used to. The Vulcan flu
is an illness of the mind.”

“Okay,” said Jim, shrugging. “Anything else | should know?”
“His concentration is not good. For example, he won’t be able to play chess with you today.”

“Why not just tell him that | cannot read while you are at it,” Spock snapped, growling softly as he
looked away from them both. Amanda gave Jim an apologetic look.

“Er, anything else, Mrs. Spock?”
Amanda hid a smile. “How many times have | asked you to call me Amanda?”

“Lots, Mrs. Spock,” Jim said with a grin. Then his expression turned serious. “Is there anything else |
should know about?”

Amanda glanced back at her son. “He has been prone to fits of aggression. He’s never directed them at
me, just at some of our valuables.”

“We have far too many valuables, Mother. Surely if | destroyed a few they would not be missed.”
“Spock, honey, | know you’re not feeling well, but must you stay in such a bad mood?”

“This is me in a good mood,” said Spock. “Come, Jim. | suppose if you are here, | must entertain you.”
Jim wordlessly followed his friend back to his bedroom.

“In my present state, there is not much | can do for you in terms of entertainment,” Spock said as he
took a seat on his bed. Jim sat at his friend’s desk and faced him, hoping that he would somehow be
able to connect with his friend. “I tire easily, and require nourishment more than usual. As you just
saw, | am quite irritable, and frankly | do not understand why you would wish to remain in my
presence.”

“Look, I don’t care if your mind is sick.” Jim crossed his arms over his chest. “Is that why you’re being so
snotty? Because you're afraid | wouldn’t be your friend anymore?”



“I do not know what you mean,” was the Vulcan’s flippant response.

“Oh, I think you do.” Jim stood up, and advanced towards his friend. “I've called you on your B.S.
before, and I'll do it again. So let me ask you - are you afraid | won’t be your friend because of this
mind-sickness?”

“Yes,” Spock whispered. “I cannot control my body any longer. Humans might enjoy being waited on
when they are sick with the Terran flu, but our flu is very shameful for a Vulcan.”

“Only if you let it be,” Jim challenged. “For the last time, Spock, | don’t give a rat’s ass that you can’t
think right. You’re still you inside; you're still my friend who saved me from those guys at school who
were screwing around with me about my father’s death. Do you remember that? Do you remember
how you promised me that you would always look out for me now that we are friends?”

“I have an eidetic memory,” the Vulcan mumbled. “Of course | remember.”

“Yeah, well, that is the exact same way | feel about you, and if you don’t like it, tough.” Jim glared at
him, his gaze so fierce that Spock had to look away.

”

“l am aware that you have tickets to see your favorite musical group, Blind Cheetah, in concert tonight,
the Vulcan reminded him. “l would not want you to miss this experience on my account.”

“Spock, if you truly don’t want me here, I'll go,” Jim said patiently. “But | want to stay. | can always see

III

the band another time. C’'mon, we could have so much fun together

“I cannot believe that you would simply give up this musical experience. You have been talking about it
for months now.”

“Well, my best friend wasn’t sick then,” Jim said dismissively. “l won’t deny that I'm a little
disappointed, but it doesn’t matter. This is what friends do. Friends don’t leave their sick friends alone.
Not when | know that having me around will help you feel better.” Knowing it was a Vulcan taboo and
not caring, he reached for Spock’s hand. “Please, Spock. Let me stay. Let me help you feel better.”

“l cannot believe you are here of your own volition,” Spock said, his voice broken. “Perhaps my mother
bribed you.”

Jim sighed. What was it going to take to get through to this stubborn friend of his?

“l learned something interesting in school the other day about geese,” Jim began, seemingly changing
the subject.

“And what is that?” was Spock’s frosty response.

“You know how Terran geese fly in a V formation, right? Well, if one of the geese gets sick or injured
and has to drop out of the formation, two other healthy geese will follow him or her to the ground.
They will stay with the sick goose until it gets better, and then together, all three of them will eventually
catch up and rejoin the flock.”



Spock blinked at him. “I fail to understand the purpose of that story.”

Jim almost banged his head on Spock’s bed, but stopped himself, remembering that he must have
patience with his friend. “Don’t you get it? 1’'m your goose, Spock. | dropped everything to be with you
when you’re sick.”

“What happens if the sick goose dies?”
“Argh!” Jim threw up his hands. “Now you are just feeling sorry for yourself.”

“My mind is not functioning properly, how would you feel?” Spock roared, leaping up to meet his
stubborn human friend.

“I'm sorry you’ve got the flu, but | don’t deserve to be treated like this. | guess you're right, you'd
probably be better off alone.” Jim inwardly grinned... he knew that would do the trick. He turned to go.

“No, wait, do not leave!” Spock looked as panicked as Jim had ever seen him. “l love my mother, but
her company can be overbearing at times. | would much rather have yours.”

“You sure you’re not going to yell at me anymore?”
“l cannot make any promises, but | will try my best not to yell,” Spock said.

“Good.” Jim grinned at him. “You just need to take your mind off feeling sick. | can help you there.
Wanna hear about how | borrowed my dad'’s red convertible and took it for a test-drive while my
stepdad was at work?”

“Not particularly, but it does not seem like | have a choice.” Spock feigned exasperation.

Jim pretended like he hadn’t heard Spock’s last comment. “So this time | nearly made it up to one
hundred miles per hour...”

Spock sharply pulled his t’hy’la out of the meld.

“Whoa, what happened?” Jim asked, his head pounding from the quick release.
“I knew then,” Spock said simply. “l had only forgotten. Fascinating.”

Jim frowned. “Knew? Knew what?”

“I knew then that we would always be together,” the Vulcan explained. “Not that we would be bonded,
per se, but | knew that we would always have a special bond of friendship. My mother never told you



that one of the other symptoms of the Vulcan flu was that we become especially intuitive at that time.
That symptom in particular is the most shameful at all, so we rarely speak of it. | thought | was
hallucinating when | recognized you as t’hy’la that day.”

“You weren’t. | knew too, Spock.” Jim smiled wryly. “l was always drawn to you, from the moment we
met, when you saved me from those bullies.”

“I will always save you, as long as you are mine to protect.” Spock kissed Jim’s brow, and they basked in
the warmth of their marriage bond.






The Television and the
Chocolate

Nola Frame-Gray

As our story opens, a gray-haired woman and a TV with spindly legs were sitting on the curb nattering.
“A penny for your thoughts,” said the telly.

Nola sighed. “I wish there was a way of thanking everyone for all the good memories I've had of Star
Trek fandom over the years. | remember the artwork, the zines, the fans, the friendships and the stories.
(will Kirk and Spock ever find True Love?)”

“Nola,” said the TV, “why not come to my hotel room and watch me? I'll even microwave some
popcorn....”

Their voices faded in the distance as a new couple arrived. The two males were wearing what looked like
bright pajamas tops, but with black trim. The one with the light brown hair wore yellow, the other one
with black bangs wore blue. Their names were Jim Kirk and Mr. Spock.

Spock brought up a hand to his eyes and peered ahead as he asked, “Captain, is that woman conversing
with a ambulatory television set?

Kirk laughed. “Yes, Spock. | love those Star Trek hall customs! When the Guardian of Forever warned me
what a big splash we’d made in this era, | had no idea...” Kirk turned to Spock and added, “Come, Mr.
Spock. There’s a bowl! of Plomeek soup calling your name”...not to mention the honeymoon suite, Kirk
leered.

As they walked back to the Kyoto Grand Hotel, Spock said, “Jim, there is one thing | do not understand.
If this is a story, where is the plot?”

“Sorry, Spock,” Kirk said sheepishly. “I had delivered to the hotel the crate of bottled Avian water as you
requested, but | forgot the condensed plot concentrate. By mistake, | brought a box of dry laundry soap
instead.

Spock’s eyebrow shot up in a familiar way. “Hardly the sort of thing for a slash convention,” The Look
said...if an eyebrow could speak. “Jim, why don’t we go to the nearest grocery store and buy a bucket of
chocolate syrup?”

Kirk grinned. “Sounds like a plan...”

And they all lived happily ever after.
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Grasp The Thorn
Ragdoll

“Mother,” Spock called in a voice he judged sufficient to carry to his parents but insufficient to carry into
the entranceway. “Is something amiss?”

“Just a moment, Spock,” Amanda said absently, smiling at him with what he knew to be fond
exasperation before turning back to the collection of Starfleet officers she and his father were currently
engaged in conversation with. Spock determined from this mild rebuke that his interruption was
unwelcome, but not precisely detrimental; thus, he subsided back into his chair with nothing more than
calm acceptance.

He allowed a further twenty-one minutes of silence to pass, during which he carefully respected the
adults’ right to privacy, before saying again, “Mother? Is the issue one in which | might assist?”

Amanda broke away from the smaller group to approach him, immediately busying her hands
straightening his otherwise pristine clothing when she reached him. It was a particular habit of hers he
found unnecessary, but which he could not bring himself to dissuade her from.

“It seems our visit to the garden has been delayed,” she said after a moment, smoothing his hair in a
manner most of his peers would have found unforgivably presumptuous. Spock allowed it because his
mother desired he do so, and because he could deny her very little.

“Was not our appointment verified for 14:30 hours?” he asked.

“Yes,” she confirmed, “but one of the groups scheduled for this morning is having some difficulty, and
since the Vulcan Embassy supports and contributes to this project, they’ve asked for your father’s
assistance.”

“I see,” Spock said neutrally.

Amanda sighed softly, aware that Spock had been eagerly awaiting this excursion to the Xenobotanical
Arboretum with as much enthusiasm as a Vulcan could legitimately express. Having his carefully crafted
afternoon nixed in favor of his father’s professional duties would be accepted, because that’s what
Vulcan children did, but it would put a damper on their entire visit to Earth, if only from Amanda’s
perspective. And it made her heart ache in sympathy for her son.

She glanced over her shoulder to where Sarek was quietly arranging for additional personnel to search
the building. She considered the dozens of people still flowing in and out of the overgrown archway

98



serving as the exhibit entrance, and looked again to the group of Starfleet officers milling about in a
generally discontent and ineffective group.

She considered how little purpose was served by denying Spock his exploration, when it was his parents
who truly felt the burden of their responsibilities, not he.

“This isn’t likely to resolve itself anytime soon,” she reflected, taking in her son’s expressionless face
from the corner of her eye. He nodded silently.

“Is there any assistance | can offer?” he asked again, and she felt a swell of pride fill her from the tips of
her toes to the top of her head. Her son was still so young, just barely a teenager, but already she could
see the brush of adulthood creeping up on him. Children aged so fast, and Vulcan children faster than
most. She beamed down at him brightly.

“Yes, you can, Spock,” she said, grasping him by the elbow and tugging him to his feet. “You can go
ahead without us and pick out all the best displays we should see.” And she pushed him gently toward
the entranceway, watching him stumble and right himself, a tiny blink the only concession to his
surprise.

“Mother...?”

“Go on, Spock,” she said kindly. “Keep your communicator on at all times and, if anything alarming
happens, meet us back here. If you haven’t heard from us by the evening meal, feel free to get yourself
some dinner and credit it to our account. | trust you won’t get lost?”

“Of course not,” he said, just this side of smug. She suppressed a wicked grin. “Vulcan’s have a highly

2 n

developed sense of direction. | will not ‘get lost’.

“Good,” she commented, already returning to her husband, who glanced only once in her direction,
absorbing the situation between her and Spock with a minute nod of approval before refocusing on the
matter at hand.

Watching her, Spock reflected on the fact that, though his mother was highly unconventional by Vulcan
standards, he would no more give her up for a Vulcan parent than she would give him up for a Human
child.

He entered the gardens, already compiling a list of which plant species his mother would likely
appreciate most.

A fascinating array of colors and configurations greeted Spock as he walked slowly through the initial
atrium. He had to suppress his illogical impulse to see everything at once; there was time enough to see
it all, but he could not deny an inescapable sense of anticipation. This collection of horticulture was
unique for two reasons: first, it was the only exhibit currently in existence which boasted contributions
from every major member of the Federation; and second, it managed to maintain that status by a
careful application of force fields and artificial atmospheric environments built into ninety-seven
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independent chambers. Nothing like it had ever been attempted before, and actually witnessing
something so unique was a privilege indeed. In preparation for this visit, Spock had made it a point to
research all the various species of flora contained in the garden, but as he debated where to begin his
extensive investigation he was forced to admit that no amount of research could have completely
prepared him for this. The garden itself sprawled over precisely two-point-two city blocks, and was
constantly undergoing expansion. It was, in a word, fascinating.

As he meandered from one chamber to another, Spock noted that some of the displays were familiar to
him, particularly those which had originated from his home world. He passed by these with only a
cursory examination (though he did stop to inspect a rare Kal’ta plant, its rich violet leaves in full
bloom). Others were particularly striking, including the Betazoid Muktok plant, which issued tiny
musical sounds when shaken, and the Rigelion Ratana tree, which produced an enthralling scent that
could quite literally intoxicate its visitors if inhaled for an extended period of time.

Spock would never admit to being enchanted by anything, particularly within hearing distance of any of
his peers, but the extensive garden was so inherently soothing that he could at least admit to being —
unusually content. And exceedingly fascinated.

He made one full circuit of the garden, a time-consuming but worthwhile endeavor, and slowed to
peruse the most interesting displays at a leisurely pace. Unknown humanoids passed him occasionally in
his exploration, but none paid him particular attention, nor did he pay them any. A garden, in his
estimation, was not a place for idle discussion.

He came to the Vulcan exhibit again, noting that it was somewhat less vibrant in its design than others,
possibly because much of the vegetation on his planet thrived in a desert atmosphere and was therefore
generally unappealing to the untrained eye. He might not have chosen to revisit this section at all, but
as he stood outside the entrance to the exhibit, he was overcome with an unusual urge to pass through
the force field holding the hot desert air in check. He examined the urge with scientific curiosity, unsure
of where it had come from or why it existed. He could recall seeing nothing in this exhibit which was
worthy of further inspection, but the impulse persisted.

Not normally one to follow the urgings of his instincts (roused, as they were, so rarely), but with no
outstanding demands on his time, Spock considered that there was little to lose by indulging in a short
repeat visit to Vulcan’s flora. He felt the curtain of the field ripple over his skin with a faint tingle as he
moved beyond it, and then he was breathing deeply, recognizing the scents and sights of home.
Perhaps his atypical impulse had merely been the result of a desire to experience the familiar. He
considered this as he moved deeper into the exhibit at an unhurried pace.

As he approached the shadowed recesses of the exhibit, he became aware that something was not
entirely as it should be. Each of the enclosures included a restricted section, where the more dangerous
and hazardous plants were kept securely, and each was normally protected by a low-yield force field
which had to be manually deactivated with a pass code to gain additional access. Though imperceptible
to the Human ear, Spock’s heightened hearing was sensitive to the minute whine of the field generators.
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At present, there was no whine beyond the one which hovered far overhead, containing the artificial
environment itself. There was no localized field in effect, and there should have been.

Curious and not a little concerned, Spock quickened his step as he rounded the corner.

“Stop,” he commanded, coming to an abrupt halt as he immediately catalogued and verified the
situation his eyes reported to him. “You are in imminent danger. Move away from the S'gagerat
enclosure immediately.”

The Human, barely older than Spock himself, if not in fact younger, turned his head to regard the Vulcan
with an imprudent lack of alarm. Spock wondered if his instructions had been misinterpreted; perhaps
the boy had deficient hearing.

“Retract your hand behind the glass partition before the S'gagerat becomes aware of your presence,”
Spock instructed, taking light, cautious steps up the staircase so as not to alert the plant to his arrival.

“Oh,” the boy said, continuing to wave his hand above the ominously shifting sands with a careless
abandon that Spock found highly unwise. “It’s definitely aware I’'m here. We’ve been playing hide-and-
seek together for the last twenty minutes.”

Spock had no idea what hide-and-seek was, but he could extrapolate the meaning from the words alone.
Vulcans did not allow themselves to be appalled and yet Spock could find no better way to describe his
reaction to the boy’s words; therefore, he was appalled.

“Do you mean to say you are aware of the S'gagerat’s ability to attack potential prey and have been —
provoking it into action?” Spock would have preferred to believe that no sentient being could be so
foolhardy, but even in his short collection of years he had already learned that a determined person was
capable of anything, regardless of logic and reason.

“Well, no. | didn’t exactly provoke it — “ and Spock leapt the final two stairs in alarm as a barbed tendril
shot up from underneath the sand, intent on the boy leaning so casually forward, hand suspended in the
air. He reached out, calculating the odds and already aware that he would not be fast enough to
prevent the impending injury, but, as proven a moment later, the Human’s unfathomable dismissal
proved — not unfounded.

Before Spock’s surprised eyes (curious eyes, rather, as admitting to surprise was inadvisable), the boy
flipped his hand up, neatly avoiding disaster and thwarting the tendril’s furious attempts to capture the
strangely agile limb which hovered just out of its range. Spock belatedly checked his forward lunge,
which was obviously unneeded. He blinked as the vine rapped repeatedly on the glass, unable to reach
beyond it (likely a deliberate act of management by Starfleet’s xenobotanists), before slithering back
beneath the sand with what could only be described as an air of frustration. He had never before seen a
plant display emotion. But then, there were few plants like the S'gagerat, which had been known to kill
adult Vulcan males, and which was considered one of the most deadly predators of his home world.
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It was therefore disturbing to witness a Human boy casually engaging in a particularly dangerous game
of ‘hide-and-seek’ with one.

Even as he thought it, he watched as the pale hand was extended once again, sketching lazy patterns in
the air with loose fingers.

“See?” the boy said, gesturing to the sand below, which now sat deceptively quiescent. “I’'m not doing
anything to provoke it except exist.”

“Considering it is a carnivorous plant, that is provocation enough,” Spock said, tucking his own hands in
the folds of his sleeves and keeping an alert eye on the S'gagerat. One could never be too careful
around them, though the Human did not seem to share this opinion.

The boy snorted, a sour look on his face that Spock could not immediately identify. “Oh, trust me,” he
said, laughing, though his voice lacked the usual intonation of humor. “You don’t have to be a
carnivorous plant to find my mere existence aggravating.”

“I see,” Spock said, though he very much did not.

“I'm Jim, by the way,” the boy said, extending the hand which was not currently occupied with
infuriating the plant below. Spock did not take it, eyeing both outstretched appendages with curiosity.

“l am Spock,” he said, continuing immediately with, “and it would behoove you to desist in this
behavior,” as the sand below began to ripple in warning.

“I see,” the boy, Jim, said, looking far too amused for one who was courting death. “Thanks for that.
Question: is your primary language Vulcan or Standard?”

Spock tilted his head to better regard the Human, uncertain. “I fail to understand the relevance of your
query.”

“It’s just that I’'m not sure | know what the word ‘behoove’ even means. And | only speak Standard.”

Spock still could not see the relevance, but he was willing to indulge the Human, provided the
conversation shortly ended with him retracting his hand from its current position.

“I speak Standard and the five predominant Vulcan dialects fluently, but cannot communicate in any
other Earth languages with more than passable efficiency.”

Jim eyed him with a peculiar smile on his face. His blocky teeth shone unnaturally white in the glare of
the artificial glow filtering down to them from above.

“I think you’re an overachiever,” the Human told him, and Spock could not be certain, but the words
were said with a certain lightness he had come to associate with his mother when she was — jesting.
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How odd; were his Vulcan peers to say something similar to him, he would have found himself
immediately obliged to defend his academic prowess from their scrutiny. As it was, he merely felt the
need to suppress the amusement which attempted to surface at the Human’s words.

“Perhaps it is actually you who is the underachiever,” Spock commented.
Jim grinned, sunny and unconcerned. “Ain’t that the truth.”

The S'gagerat made another attempt for his hand, darting two vines at him this time, which Jim neatly
avoided, ducking backwards from where he’d been leaning on the glass. Spock quickly concealed the
apprehension that leapt into his veins and settled low in his chest at the sight of those deadly vines
striking at the Human.

“Why do you persist in this activity?” Spock asked, watching the tendrils linger threateningly pressed
against the glass. The plant was becoming unusually aggressive. Spock theorized that it had never
encountered prey that continuously eluded it only to return for further investigation. It was likely as
confused as Spock was fast becoming.

“Do | need a particular reason?”

“Yes,” Spock said, because surely one did not invite death without one.

“Can’t | just do it because it’s there?”

“It is obvious that you can; you are doing so currently. | am merely inquiring as to your motives.”
“Sorry; | left those in my other pair of pants.”

Beginning to grow frustrated, Spock schooled himself to calm. “Though you have obviously escaped
injury thus far, you should be aware that the barbs on the S'gagerat’s tendrils are toxic. It would not
take more than a brief exposure to the soporific coating them before you became lethargic and would
be in danger of falling into their clutches.”

“Oh,” Jim said, looking somewhat — guilty.
Spock stared at him.

“Well, | guess | missed that part when | was reading the data display,” Jim said, raising his arms
defensively. “And | guess that explains why my eyes are getting fuzzy.”

“You are injured?” Spock asked, stepping closer in alarm. “The barbs pierced your skin?”

“I wouldn’t say pierced. Grazed, maybe,” Jim admitted, holding up his hand until Spock could see the
tear near the elbow of his long-sleeved shirt where blood had turned the material a light pink in a few
spotty areas.

Not a little disbelieving, Spock regarded the Human with severe disapproval.
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“Hey, don’t give me that look. How was | supposed to know the thorns were poisonous?”
“The information is located on page seven of the data display,” Spock informed him.
Jim muttered something under his breath which sounded distinctly unhelpful.

“Come,” Spock commanded, retreating down the stairs to one of the cushioned viewing areas, where a
small beverage processor provided him with water. Though he regretted it could not supply medical
ingredients it was, of course, designed to provide for the plants, not people.

The Human had not followed him, and was currently eyeing him with some uncertainty from his post.

“Depending on the depth and severity of the injury, you may begin to feel the effects of the S’gagerat’s
poison immediately, or you may remain relatively unaffected. It is not inherently damaging; it is meant
to induce sleep so that that plant may begin the digestion process of its victim without interference.”

“Well, that’s disgusting,” the Human announced, beginning to move down the steps with no obvious
difficulty that Spock could see. “Efficient. But disgusting.”

“Surely no more disgusting than some of the procedures utilized by your ancestors in the slaughter of
livestock,” Spock said, handing him the water as he slumped onto the padded bench with a sigh.

“Can’t argue with that,” Jim agreed, and Spock noted the blush of color staining his cheeks with unease.
While the soporific should do no more than induce a deep sleep, an allergic reaction might be possible...

Reaching a decision, he pulled out his communicator, but before he could depress the activator, he
found his hand gripped in a shockingly intimate hold.

“What are you doing?” Jim demanded, the blaze of anger in his eyes, and in the clutch of his fingers.
Dizzy beneath the onslaught of unexpected emotion, Spock closed his eyes, breathing deeply. He pulled
his hands away with no care for his greater strength, and the Human staggered sideways, bumping into
his arm.

“l had intended to contact my parents. They are currently in contact with the Arboretum authorities in
organizing a search of the facility, but | believe my interruption is justified; | estimate that your
temperature has gone up at least two degrees since my arrival. How long ago did the S’gagerat mark
you?”

“How long ago did you come in?” Jim asked, sagging into his shoulder sluggishly. Spock steadied him,
discretely fumbling for his communicator again.

“Approximately twelve-point-four minutes.”

“About twenty minutes ago, then.”
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“We should call for medical aid immediately,” Spock said, attempting to use his communicator to no
avail. The Human knocked it from his hand with one determined swipe. “Jim, | do not understand. Can
you not see that medical intervention may be necessary to ensure your continued good health?”

“I'm fine, Spock. Just a bit woozy. You said yourself the toxin isn’t gonna hurt me; it’s just making me
tired as hell. Just keep playing cushion and I'll be all right.” Suiting actions to words, he burrowed
closer, rubbing the side of his nose against Spock’s shirt in a way the Vulcan found frankly perplexing.
They had not even known each other for more than one sixth of a Terran hour. Were all Humans so
quick to impose on the personal space of strangers?

And what was even more disconcerting: Spock found that, for reasons unknown, he was not averse to
the imposition. In fact, contrary to most uninvited instances of contact, he found Jim to be oddly —
soothing.

“If your condition worsens, | insist we call for medical aid,” Spock said finally, feeling the cooler Human
heat seeping through his shirt with a curious lack of distaste.

“Deal,” Jim murmured.

They sat in silence for several minutes, and Spock debated the merits of laying the Human out full length
on the bench, as opposed to the production of moving him when he was already so comfortably settled.
In the end he decided against it though he couldn’t have said for certain whether there was any defining
argument that motivated him.

“Hey, Spock?” Jim muttered, groggy enough that Spock was unsure whether he was entirely cognizant
of the situation.

“Yes, Jim?”
“Keep me awake, ‘kay? Talk to me. Tell me bit about yur’self.”

Spock considered the plea with grave deliberation. “l am uncertain as to the cause of your curiosity, but
| have no objection to fulfilling your request, in theory; however, | reserve the right to withdraw my
acquiescence at any time. What do you wish to know?”

“Mmph,” Jim muttered unintelligibly, then spent so long in silence Spock was on the verge of prompting
him when he finally stirred.

“Why’re you wandering around here alone?”

“Unlike some,” Spock said pointedly, “I do not require supervision in order to safely traverse a relatively
risk-free environment.”

“Oh, haha,” Jim groaned, glancing up through the curtain of his dirty hair to glare with feigned anger.
Spock noted the unusually large size of his pupils, which had expanded to the extent that they obscured
the natural coloring of his eyes. Spock wondered with some detachment if this was an atypical response
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to the S’gagerat’s toxin, or if the Human’s immune system was the primary cause of his symptoms. He
glanced toward the S’gagerat enclosure, considering the curious lack of safety measures standing
between curious onlookers and the predator. One eyebrow inched upward in puzzlement.

“l do not understand why this area was not kept more securely,” he said, tilting his head upward to
regard the security systems which were currently idling deactivated. Jim said nothing, shuffling until he
could duck down more securely against Spock’s shoulder; the Vulcan secured him absently.

“There should have been a force field in place preventing you from approaching the S’gagerat so
closely,” Spock continued, surveying the energy emitters for damage; there was none visible. “There
was one present, in fact, when | first passed this display one-point-three ago, and there was no sign of
similar malfunctions in any of the displays | examined prior to returning here. It is possible there is a
defect in the equipment utilized solely for this display; however — “

Spock swung his eyes downward to take in the suspiciously silent boy currently utilizing his shoulder as a
headrest. “—itis more likely this indicates the work of a saboteur.”

Jim grumbled something unfathomable, and slid down Spock’s shoulder until he was lying with his head
in the Vulcan’s lap, gazing up with dazed defiance. Spock experienced a shock at this presumptuous
effrontery so sharp that he actually froze into immobility.

“Don’t look at me like that,” Jim said, shrugging, while Spock struggled to regain his scattered logic,
currently subsumed in indignation. “If they wanted to keep the public out that badly, they should have
picked a trickier pass code. It took me five minutes to crack that thing, and that was because | spent two
of them reading the data display and another two disabling the alarm.”

Spock debated shoving the insolent Human away from his person entirely but restrained himself on the
basis of the boy’s poor health. He could not countenance causing him further injury merely to satisfy his
desire for personal space.

“Perhaps if you had taken more time reading the display and less time circumventing the Arboretum
safety measures, you would not be in your current predicament,” Spock told him primly, holding his
hands discretely aloft to prevent touching Jim accidentally.

The Human scowled mutinously, reaching upward to tug at Spock’s sleeve; he raised his hands higher to
avoid this, noting their positions with some irony. It seemed Spock was now to take on the role of
evader.

“I don’t have cooties, you know,” Jim informed him, allowing his arms to flop back to his sides crossly.
“I’'m not carrying any communicable diseases, and you won’t catch my humanity by touching me.”

“One does not catch humanity; one is either Human or not Human,” Spock told him, carefully not adding
that it was also possible to occupy the middle ground of this distinction, seeing as he was a prime
example; Jim did not need to know that.

106



The boy sighed, tipping his head backward to regard the ceiling far above them. “Mm, wish the climate
controls in here were cooler.”

“They are designed to emulate the average temperature of Vulcan, which is a desert planet. There are
very few places on the surface which experience lower temperatures at midday. If you find the current
setting discomforting it would be wise to relocate to a more suitable venue.”

“Nah. Comfortable,” Jim muttered, sinking firmly into the bench beneath him. Spock debated the
merits of continuing to allow his thigh to be used as a pillow.

“Assuming your timing is accurate, and taking into account the relatively minor exposure to the
soporific, | estimate the toxin should complete its course through your system in approximately twenty-
point-two minutes.”

“Mm,” Jim agreed, curling up on his side so that his collection of long blond hair scattered across Spock’s
black pants haphazardly. After shoring up his mental shields with several meditative breaths, Spock
pressed two fingers to the Human'’s carotid artery, counting off ten healthy beats of the heart. No
abnormal rhythms presented themselves and the pulse, while a trifle fast, was within norms. He
determined there was no immediate cause for alarm.

He eyed the pale strands of hair decorating his trousers; blond was a color not generally seen on his
home world, and to see it in such detail now made his fingers itch with resilient curiosity. He thought
even the texture might prove different to his own; Vulcan hair was thin and uniform in nature, whereas
this boy’s seemed thick and prone to interesting displays of disarray. He reminded himself that to touch
uninvited would be no better, perhaps, than having one’s physical proximity invaded without prior
permission.

Perhaps it was an unfair justification, but a justification nevertheless. Spock took up several strands of
soft hair, rubbing them curiously between his index finger and thumb. He had been correct; the texture
was much thicker than his own.

“S’nice,” Jim said, almost crooning, and turned to bury his flushed cheek into the haunch of Spock’s
outer leg. Spock quirked an eyebrow, settling his hand over the Human’s forehead with concern. While
Jim’s pulse was reassuring, his temperature still was not.

“l recommend that you remain as awake and alert as possible,” Spock said, attempting to jostle him just
enough to provoke movement. There was none. “If you fall unconscious, | will be forced to contact my
parents for assistance,” he added.

“M’awake,” Jim grumbled, one hand coming up to rub at his eyes. He opened them, gazing overtop
Spock’s knee with an encouragingly aware countenance as he tucked his fingers beneath the Vulcan’s
leg. Spock did not move, allowing him to situate himself.

“What brings you to the arboretum, Spock?” Jim asked after a moment.
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“Personal interest and scheduling convenience; my father had business on Earth, and my mother and |
chose to accompany him.”

“Business, hmm? Merchant, consultant, other?”
“Diplomat.”

Jim rolled his gaze up to peer at him from the corner of his eyes. “Not a lot of Vulcan diplomats
stationed outside the embassy. Your mom one too?”

“Negative. She was a teacher.”
“Was; not anymore?”

Spock hesitated to answer, knowing his mother’s reasons were both personal and unavoidable; while
she harbored no desire to preoccupy herself when Spock was a child, he was also aware she had
attempted to find gainful employment after his seventh birthday, when Vulcan children were integrated
into the larger populace and began their formal education. She had been unsuccessful, largely due to
the rigid views and stigmatisms which still surrounded her Human heritage, stigmatisms which Spock
himself suffered through on a weekly, if not daily, basis.

“Not at present,” he prevaricated.

“My mom’s a microbiologist; she’s stationed with one of the research teams studying the M-class
planets in the Laurentian system.” The smile Jim aimed at the far wall was disturbing, both for the
grimace which preceded it and also for its bitterness. “I haven’t seen her for more than a few days at a
time since | was eight.”

Spock did not know what to say to that. He attempted to imagine what his life would have been like
without the calming and supportive influence of his own mother. She had often been an indirect cause
of his many troubles with his peers, but without her constant warmth and encouragement he doubted
he would have discovered the core of his resilience, which had seen him through difficult times.

“And your father?” he asked, attempting to politely divert the conversation to less emotionally fraught
topics.

“Dead.”
Apparently that was a poor attempt.

“I had not meant to stir uncomfortable memories,” he said quietly, believing honesty was his only
recourse.

“He’s been dead all my life; no memories to stir.”
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Spock regarded the Human with a questioning glance; it seemed to him that Jim’s manner of discussing
his deceased or absent parents was unusually dismissive, almost uncaring; he would not have taken a
Human for such casual disregard of their family structure.

“Though it’s interesting he should come up in conversation, since this is the day he died,” Jim continued
with such incongruous carelessness that for a moment Spock was not quite certain of what he’d just
been told.

“l — beg your pardon?” he said.

“Today is the anniversary of my father’s death,” Jim repeated. “And it’s also the day | was born.” He
smiled, that deceptively mild, bitter smile again. “You could say he died in child birth — but that would
be in bad taste, right?”

Spock was speechless.

Jim grimaced, the smile turning sincere and apologetic. He rolled over to regard Spock with regret.
“Okay, yeah, that was in bad taste. Sorry. | have this foot in mouth thing going on.”

“Placing one’s foot in one’s mouth is both inadvisable and highly unhygienic,” Spock managed at last.

Jim burst out laughing, the sound echoing off the glass enclosures surrounding them. His eyes shone
with merry humor, the pupils finally beginning to recede to their original size, and Spock listened to his
mirth with a curious ear. It was the first time he had heard such joy given voice from anyone except his
mother.

“Thanks, Spock,” Jim said eventually, when his hilarity had waned. He reached up, gently tapping his fist
against the Vulcan’s shoulder. “I needed that.”

“Though | am unsure what | have done to deserve gratitude, you are welcome.”
“Funny guy,” Jim chuckled. “I didn’t know Vulcans came with a sense of humor.”

Spock could have informed him that he was not entirely Vulcan, but he was reluctant to do so. The
rapport he had developed with this boy was unlike anything he had previously experienced with anyone
in his peer group. Reactions to his mixed heritage were not usually favorable, and he did not wish to
injure the fragile connection that seemed to be developing here.

“1 did not know Humans came with mouths big enough to insert one’s foot into,” he said instead.
“That’s not a Human thing; just a Jim thing.”

“I see,” Spock said again, though he once again did not. “You mentioned that today is your day of birth.
May | inquire as to how old you are?”

“Thirteen,” Jim said, a crooked grin stamped onto his face. “I’'m considering exploring my teenaged
angst now that I'm officially of age for it, but there’s not really anyone around to appreciate it.”

109



Spock hesitated, debating asking about Jim’s living arrangements, as his curiosity urged him, but
ultimately deciding that questions along that path were likely to be unwelcome.

“Is your presence at the arboretum at all connected with your coming of age?”
|.II

“Nah. School trip. I’'m transferring soon, and | think they roped me into this as a sort of fond farewel

“Did you not enjoy the exhibitions on display?” Spock asked, his scientific mind already criticizing
anyone who would willingly forego such a fascinating arrangement of flora.

The grin did not waver. “I liked at least one of them enough that | wanted to get up close and personal
with it.”

Spock regarded him with disapproval. “An attempt which could have cost you your life.”
“That was sort of the point, Spock. It could have, but it didn’t.”
“Specify,” Spock commanded, nonplussed.

“Let’s just say that | have a standing bet with fate, the fickle bitch, and every year | put money on the
fact that mine isn’t to die today. Man-eating plants are a new edition, but the principle’s the same.” He
quirked a grin at Spock’s face, and the Vulcan took a moment to check that the horror shuffling rapidly
through him was in no way visible in his expression.

“Last year | drove a car over a cliff,” Jim continued, looking unaccountably proud of himself for it. Spock
had to force his vocal chords to work as he wished; they seemed sluggish to respond.

“Was it a very small cliff?” he asked, feeling it best to get all the facts before passing judgment.
“A quarry, actually, so no. But don’t worry: | jumped out of the car before it went over.”

“That fact is far from reassuring,” Spock informed him. “Unless you did so from a moderate distance,
thus reducing the chance that your momentum would continue to carry you forward.”

A sheepish expression crossed the Human’s face, and Spock was aware of the answer even before it
came. “Um. No. | wasn’t that smart.”

“I see,” Spock said again, and again he truly did not.
“I think | might try skydiving next year.”

“I advise bringing a parachute with you when attempting to do so, and perhaps consulting a professional
service provider; it seems you require specific reminders in order to recall these basic safety provisions.”

Jim laughed and Spock could not decide whether this was reassuring or not.

’

“You know, maybe most Vulcans don’t come equipped with a sense of humor, Spock, but you do. I'm
glad.”
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It was one of the first times Spock could recall his differentiation from his peers being a positive and fully
welcomed thing.

“I am gratified,” he said, and meant it.

The flush in Jim’s pale cheeks had begun to dissipate, leaving a faint pink stain as its only sign. His
breathing continued unimpeded, and there seemed to be very little grogginess remaining. Technically,
there was no reason to allow the Human to use him as physical support, but Spock found himself
curiously reluctant to break contact between them.

“l don’t think anyone’s ever just listened to me vent about this stuff before,” Jim said, sounding equally
as bewildered as Spock felt. “Usually they’re too busy trying to fix me to actually talk to me. Huh.”

“l am unsure how one would go about ‘fixing’ another, nor would | attempt to do so without proper
training or frame of reference.”

“Try telling that to the six or seven well-meaning teachers who think they have all the answers for me.”
“If you provide me with their contact information, | shall do so.”

Jim laughed again, resonant and pure. “God, I'd love to see the looks on their faces. Maybe some other
time.”

“Very well,” Spock said, almost — disappointed.
“Well, think | had my sharing moment; feel free to take the floor. Tell me something about you.”
“Specify.”

“Think of it logically; similar input, similar output. Birthday, family matters, trials and tribulations, all
that good stuff.”

Though his past, much like Jim’s, was riddled with many such ‘trials and tribulations’, Spock did not feel
at all inclined to talk about them. Rather the opposite, really. He pondered the request for a moment,
dithering.

“Vulcans do not celebrate birthdays,” he said.

Jim stared at him, a slow curl of amusement catching at the corner of his mouth. “And | thought it was
only Human women you weren’t supposed to ask. Vulcan’s have ‘em beat.”

“I do not understand.”
“No need to; | was being a jerk. Well, what about your family? Any dirt on them?”
“I fail to see how the presence of soil in relation to my family could be of any interest to you.”

“No, look, you’ve — nevermind. | meant to say: is there anything interesting about your family?”
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There were many things Spock found interesting about his family but he doubted the Human would
share his fascination, or perhaps it was more that Jim’s interests likely ran to subjects Spock could not
share for reasons of privacy.

“We have already discussed my parents’ well-being and occupations. Reiteration is unnecessary.” He
considered a moment, weighing what a Human might deem family, and then admitted, “l once had a pet
Sehlat with which | had a close association.”

“Sehlat?”

“A moderately sized domesticated animal with unkempt brown fur and six-inch fangs. They are often
kept as pets by Vulcan children.”

Jim’s eyes had widened slightly at the description. “What happened to it?”

“l-Chaya died defending my life when | was young; | had erroneously chosen to participate in a Vulcan
endurance ritual before | was truly prepared and he intervened on my behalf when | was attacked by a
le-matya, another predator found in Vulcan’s Forge.”

“Sounds dangerous,” Jim said, and Spock could not tell if he meant the le-matya, or the kahs-wan ritual.
Irrelevant, perhaps, as both were indeed dangerous. He pointedly glanced toward the S’gagerat’s glass
enclosure, which was now silent but had teemed with deadly intent not long ago. Jim shrugged,
unrepentant, if a trifle sheepish.

“Any other pets?”

“No,” Spock said. For a long time after I-Chaya had perished Spock had not wanted another creature to
take his place. After a time, the desire for a loyal animal companion had faded until it was no longer
noticeable. He considered the benefits of getting one now; the idea seemed oddly and unexpectedly
attractive.

“Hmm,” Jim commented, brow furrowed in thought. “Well, what about — “

But Spock was not to hear what else he may have inquired about. At that moment his communicator,
which had lain dormant, sprang to life, beeping in a recognizable pattern.

“It is my parents,” he commented, beginning to rise but hesitating as the weight of the Human’s head
held him immobile. Though necessity demanded he rise to retrieve the device, still he hesitated to
disturb Jim’s resting position.

The Human moved without comment, shifting further down the bench to lay flat along it.
Spock retrieved the communicator from where it had lain on the floor all this time. “Spock here.”

“Spock,” his father’s voice sounded over the open channel, calm and unruffled. “Our business with the
arboretum personnel is nearly concluded. What is your status and position?”
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“I am well, Father, and currently reside within the restricted Vulcan exhibitions. | can return to the
arboretum entranceway if my presence is required.”

“No. Your mother prefers that we travel to you to begin our exploration. Remain in your current
position and we will arrive shortly.”

“Very well,” Spock said, reviewing the exhibitions he had originally decided would be of interest to his
mother. Looking at Jim, who had thrown one arm over his eyes so that they were no longer visible,
Spock also considered the possibility of extending his illogical but fascinating time with the Human, and
continued with, “l am currently engaged in discussion with a young Human male also exploring the
arboretum. If his presence is acceptable to you and mother, | believe he would benefit from a group
exploration.”

Jim twitched in a curious sign of tension; Spock eyed him questioningly. More curious still was the
minute pause over the communicator as his father, who was never lost for words, apparently found this
development noteworthy enough to temporarily rid him of speech.

“A young Human male?” Sarek asked at last, slowly.
“Yes,” Spock confirmed, puzzled.

“Alone?”

“Yes.”

“May | inquire as to the boy’s name?”

Jim sat up, swinging his legs over the side of the bench so he was facing Spock, staring at him. Spock
waited to see if he would confirm his permission with either a nod or smile but he did not. Nor did he
indicate disagreement in any fashion. After a further four seconds of silence, Spock concluded he did
not care either way.

“He introduced himself as Jim.”

Another extended silence, in which Spock began to suspect that this information somehow had greater
meaning for his father than it did for him, a supposition which was confirmed a moment later when
Sarek asked, “Is he still there?”

Spock glanced at Jim, who was stiff with tension, a faint, challenging grin hovering around his mouth.
Spock was given the impression that, while he may indeed be here at this point in time, that could
change at any moment.

“He is.”

“Please ask him to remain, Spock,” Sarek said. “If possible, convince him not to leave his immediate
location.”
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Puzzled, Spock raised an eyebrow quizzically, but Jim only shook his head, silent. “May | inquire as to
why?”

“I am unable to share specifics at this time. However, the arboretum staff has been searching for this
boy for some time. They will be pleased to know he has been found, or at least seen.”

Spock was quiet a moment, considering. His father had made it clear he was to ask Jim to stay rather
than force his compliance. Obviously this was not a case of criminal concern, though this then put Jim’s
actions with the safety field in a different light. Curiosity burned in Spock like a candle, lit and blazing.

“1 will ask him,” Spock said.

“Very well. Your mother and | will arrive in approximately three-point-two minutes; arboretum staff will
likely follow in due course.”

“Acknowledged.”
The communication channel fell silent.

“l think that’s my cue to leave,” Jim said, hopping to his feet with a casual smile. Spock blinked, taken
aback.

“I' have been instructed to ask that you not do so.”
“Sorry, Spock. | really don’t feel like facing the music just yet. | like my freedom, you know?”
“Freedom is a worthy pursuit,” Spock agreed. “May | ask in what way you will lose it by remaining?”

“When | said this was a fond farewell, | meant that literally. It’s back to the dorms and then to the
transport afterward, and I’'m not ready to leave Earth just yet. | think I'll keep them chasing their tails
until tomorrow, at least.”

“That would seem an inefficient waste of your instructor’s time.”
“Once again, you somehow miss the point while also hitting it right on the head.”

Spock did not think he had ever met another person so contradictory and unfathomable. “l do not
understand.”

“You don’t have to. Suffice it to say this transfer wasn’t my idea, and this is my version of the non-
violent political protest.”

Spock eyed him in concern, taking a step in his direction. “You are being moved against your will? If
that is the case, surely there are authorities you could appeal to, to have this decision overturned.”

“I could, but that’'d take months, if not longer. The transfer itself shouldn’t last more than a year, so it’s
not the end of the world. I'll live. But | figure they owe me at least a day or two of mad scrambling
before | give in gracefully.”
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“Perhaps | could be of some assistance,” Spock said, already thinking ahead to the legal ramifications of
a Vulcan citizen providing counsel for an Earth youth, and the logistics of providing said counsel.

“Nah. Thanks, but unless you have an admiral in your pocket | don’t see how you could move things
along much.”

“I fail to see how one’s pocket could be utilized to house a humanoid. Nevertheless, while | am unaware
of any admiral who might be willing to assist, my father is the Vulcan ambassador to Earth and likely
holds a significant amount of political sway, assuming that is what you require to state your case to the
proper authorities.”

“Your father is the Vulcan ambassador?” Jim asked incredulously, staring at him. “To Earth?”
”Yes‘”
“Wow.”

“l am certain he would be willing to provide you with whatever you require, should you need anything
the embassy can give you. Do you wish me to contact him with the request?”

The Human hesitated, tilting his head back to stare at the ceiling again in deep thought. After a few
moments he sighed deeply, shaking his head with regret as a small smile curled his right cheek into a
dimple. Bitterness edged this smile, and Spock was surprised to realize that he missed the more sincere,
joyous ones that had graced Jim's face last.

“No, Spock, but thanks. While your dad’s name might get me my way, he can’t always be there for me.
Sometimes you have to figure out things your own way.”

“Not to take advantage of assistance when it is at your disposal is illogical.”
“l guess we’re safe then, cuz no one’s ever accused me of being logical before.”

Spock was about to reply when he detected the faint sound of approaching footsteps; two pairs: Sarek
and Amanda.

“They’re coming, aren’t they?” Jim asked. When Spock nodded he shrugged, laughing.

“Definitely my cue to disappear, then. Do me a favor and reactivate the safety shields in here —
wouldn’t want anyone to say | willfully put someone else at risk.”

“I' urge you to stay,” Spock said, reaching for any reason that might appeal to the Human. He found
himself more than reluctant to let him leave. Their curious and unusual time together had been oddly
rejuvenating, invigorating, and fascinating. Spock would certainly not object to more time with this
Human, and further opportunities to know him.

“Sorry,” Jim said, sincere and regretful. “Can’t. But maybe we’ll meet again one day,” he continued,
slipping agilely to his feet, all grace and easy motion, completely at odds with all Spock knew about the
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awkward transition from youth to young adult. “l hope we do. It's been — enlightening. Thanks for
being my pillow and my sounding board.” He darted down the circular corridor, striding in the opposite
direction of raised voices and footfalls.

“Jim,” Spock called, as he heard his parents rapidly approaching from around the corner. “In future,
were you ever desirous of — enlightenment — perhaps we could converse again?”

“I'd like that, Spock!” Jim said, turning once more to flash him a charming, sincere smile. “I'll be out of
easy communications range as of tomorrow, but it won’t be forever. I'll look you up when | get back, if |
can!”

“Where?” Spock asked, taking a step toward him almost without his own volition. “Where will you be?”
“In hell,” Jim called, “or whatever the equivalent is on Tarsus.” And then he was gone.

Spock turned to face his parents as they rounded the corner, already oddly sorrowful for Jim’s absence,
already eagerly anticipating the possibility that they might one day meet again.
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