“Jimmy,” Wilson hears through the haze of sleep. “Jimmy…” It’s hoarse and raspy, more pronounced than usual.
“James Wilson!” comes a gravely shout, followed by a clattering thump. That startles Wilson enough that he groggily throws off the covers and stumbles off the couch, stubbing his toe on the coffee table.
“What, House?” he asks cautiously, steadying himself against the arm of the couch and peering into the darkness.
“I’m a cripple.”
“We knew this already,” Wilson says, moving slowly towards the bedroom, feeling for a light.
“A cripple who can’t get out of bed to get his meds.”
“That would be the definition of cripple,” Wilson sighs, edging into the room and towards the bathroom.
“Well, Jesus was hanging with me for a while. You know, maketh the lame to run, that sort of shit,” and Wilson hears the pain clearly in House’s voice, coming from behind him. He fumbles with the cap on the Vicoden [it's Vicodin] bottle.
“He’s up and left, I see,” he says, trying to distract House from the pain. Judging from the moan that escapes through clenched teeth, it doesn’t work too well. When House speaks again, his voice is breathy, like he can’t fill his lungs.
“I was jilted by Jesus,” he says. Wilson finally pries the top off. He briefly considers asking House how many he wants, but realizes that could get out of hand. He shakes out three. [small medicine nitpick here: three Vicodin is one hell of a lot hydrocodone. House would be really out of it after a dosage like that, and I don't know if Wilson would risk that when they're not in the hospital. Two pills, yeah, three, I'm not sure.]

“Jesus loves me, that’s a lie,” House sings, sotto voce, half voice. He doesn’t have a full voice. [I know what you mean here, but the sentence somehow feels a little off. It would probably also work well without it.] “Christ, Jimmy! I take them dry.”
“That isn’t good for you, House,” Wilson says patiently, filling a Dixie cup and carefully walking through the dim room. When he hands House the pills, the stubborn bastard ignores the water and tosses the pills back. Wilson sighs resignedly and drinks the water himself.
“Good for you, Jimmy,” House says, gingerly shifting. He’s wincing. “Don’t get dehydrated, now.”
Wilson throws up his hands in despair and turns to leave.
“Wait…” an unknown, naked voice holds him back. Wilson realizes that it’s House [I know why you put that in there, but it's kinda redundant - of course it's House, who else could it be. My suggestion: Wilson turns around slowly and peers through the darkness. The completely stripped quality in House's voice is unfamiliar territory.], and turns around slowly. The completely stripped quality in his voice is unfamiliar territory. Can Vicoden kick in that fast and did Wilson give him too much?[Wilson's a doctor, an oncologist (who are usually quite well-versed in the field o pain medication). He knows how much pain meds he can give a person, and how fast it works - especially in a patient he's been prescribing for for years. He could maybe wonder whether House had taken any additional Vicodin before the ones Wilson gave him (which wouldn't make much sense since he called for Wilson to give him his pain meds), or he could try to remember whether House had anything to drink before they went to bed, and whether the alcohol in his system may have an adverse effect on the narcotics.]
“Just… can you just sit?” House asks, not quite looking at Wilson.
“Um… sure,” Wilson says, patient and trying to appear unfazed. He sits at the far edge of the bed and picks at the pattern of the blanket.
“Damn it,” House mutters under his breath, still in pain. Wilson looks up at him sharply, just before House convulses violently, yelling through his teeth.
Wilson leaps up and grips House’s arm, anchoring him to the bed and swiftly turning him on his side.
“House! What happened? What is it?” He’s collapsed, completely limp and panting.
“Not… not having… epileptic fit, Jimmy…” he wheezes.
“I know that, you idiot! You wouldn’t be able to yell! What was tha…” and House cuts him off with another strangled cry, slamming into fetal position. Wilson’s heart is banging against his ribcage, and he’s trying hard not to cry.[This is completely personal, so please ignore unless you find it useful: Wilson's a guy, and guys just don't cry as easily as girls. Maybe "trying hard not to panic" would work here as well.]
“Greg,” he moans, feeling for a pulse, which is racing. Lymph nodes, normal.[Why is he checking his lymphnodes when he's having a seizure?] “Shit! Did I give you too many pills[No nag, just saying - here, it fits, because Wilson's asking House, and House knows whether he's had too much to drink or maybe took an additional pill he had stashed away in his night stand]?”
“No,” House gasps, with a painful attempt at a smile. “I’ve taken shitloads more… ah…”
This time it isn’t violent. He shudders down his whole length, extending his body, as if someone was pulling at his head and toes. When he relaxes, sucking in the breaths, Wilson leans over him.
“Do you know what this is? Have you had these before?”
“Yes… I… ah…” Wilson struggles to hold him against the bed. “Fuck!”
“Greg! Do I need to call 911?” Wilson asks desperately, once House has slumped against him.
“No…” he breathes, leaning into the crook of Wilson’s arm. “Just give me another few minutes.”
“What the hell is this?” Wilson says, wishing he could run his hands through his hair if his hands weren’t currently occupied with an armful of House. That’s a strange happening, he thinks in some far off corner of his brain.
House presses his face into the cool cotton of Wilson’s shirt, still pallid and sweating from the pain. “Toxicity flooding my bloodstream,”[I've done some research on this, and it seems to me that toxicity is the wrong word here. "Toxins" would work, or, if you're referring to kidney failure, he could also say "The toxins aren't being filtered out of my bloodstream."] he murmurs, flexing his fists. “I feel nauseous as hell right now.”
“Do you usually vomit?” Wilson asks clinically, and bravely doesn’t shift away from House.
“No,” House says, falling onto his back and looking up at the ceiling. “I think it’s done now.” Wilson could take that as a cue to leave now, but there had been something in House’s face before the pain… He continues the clinical questions. It’s easier than asking directly what he wants.
“Why exactly is there toxicity [ditto] flooding your bloodstream? As far as I know you’re not having kidney failure.”
“I don’t have a cause for it at the moment, and I don’t really care for one. It goes away quickly enough.”
“House, this could be something serious,” Wilson says exasperatedly. Honestly, the man calls himself a doctor! “And how do you know it’s toxicity? Toxicity causes a fever. You don’t have a fever- no, wait, you do. You just don’t look like you have one. Did you have someone run any tests? Does anyone know about this?”
“Easy, Jimmy,” House says, his color finally starting to return. Wilson presses the back of his hand against House’s forehead. House swats it away, but not before Wilson can note that the fever’s going down[sorry that I keep nagging about the medicine... but he can't note that the fever is going down by touching House's forehead. He can note that House does really have a fever, or that House's fever isn't a bad one.]. “I don’t know that it’s toxicity. Symptoms are similar. If it’s something serious, I don’t really care.”
Those words hit Wilson hard, each thudding into his chest.
“You don’t care,” Wilson says, his voice small. “You have nothing to care for.”
“Nope,” House says, seeming not to notice Wilson’s despair. “Other than you, Jimmy, but I don’t really think you care.”
That hits Wilson harder. It nearly kills him.
“How can you…” his eyes are stinging, his words choked. “How can you say that I don’t care?”
House won’t look at him.
“I didn’t say you don’t care. I said I don’t think you care.”
“Why?” Wilson lets the word fall between them. He should have asked this question, this one, seemingly inconsequential word, so, so long ago.
There is a long silence.
Then House pushes himself up, sits against the pillows and headboard, and slides one hand behind Wilson’s neck. He gently, more gently than Wilson’s ever seen him, that corner of his brain says, gently pulls him close and kisses him.[The contents of this sentence are, well, beautiful (H/W kiss! ;) ), but the wording is a little unconventional, which leads to some confusion on the reader's part. My suggestion: "Genty, more gently than Wilson's ever seen him, House pulls him close and kisses him." The far corner of his brain part is a nice reference to where it's mentioned earlier in the fic, but in that earlier part, it's not really significant enough so people would remember it here - at least I didn't remember it, I had to go back and check ;). That might be just me, but I thought I'd add it anyways.]
Wilson freezes in shock. Only that far corner[if you take into account my former suggestion, then this, of course, won't work either. You could simply say "a far corner of his brain"], which is steadily becoming closer and closer[this part of the sentence I didn't get at all. If you meant that the part is moving closer towards the rest of his conscious mind, maybe you could put it like this: "Only a far corner of his mind, steadily growing and becoming clearer, comprehends and notes the way House kisses him."], comprehends and notes the way House kisses him, caressing[either "is kissing him, caressing" or "kisses him and caresses"] his mouth with his lips - I didn’t think he’d be so tender- the way House’s long, slender fingers feather through the down at the nape of his neck - I’ve always loved his hands - the way House draws back just as gently as he pulled forward. But his entire being sees the resigned, expected [expected by Wilson? If so, I'd throw it out. It's confusing in this sentence.] sadness in House’s eyes.
“That’s why, James.”
And that one answer, that one, seemingly inconsequential phrase, answers all the questions he’s had for so, so long.
After the two or three seconds in which Wilson compartmentalizes all the answers and comes to that realization, he sees that House thought he was non-responsive for another reason entirely.
So James Wilson, always a determined fixer[nice word creation - but unfortunately, it doesn't work, because "fixer" is already a word, and it doesn't fit here at all ;). You could try to work with "to resolve", or just "Wilson, determined as always, etc"], decides to fix the problem of Greg House misunderstanding his reaction. It’s one problem in many, but suddenly he comes to the blinding moment of clarity in which he understands that fixing this one, seemingly inconsequential problem, will fix many (but not all)[I'd throw that out. It interrupts the flow, and by saying many, you have already stated that it won't solve all their problems.] of the problems they’ve had for so, so long.
Greg has, by now, looked away, likely expecting James to run out at any minute, so James takes him by the chin and kisses him[suggestion: kisses him back?].
And now his entire being recognizes when Greg slides down the bed, bringing James with him. His whole mind comprehends how Greg is weeping silently as James brushes his lips over every inch of the angular, stubbled face. His body covers every part of Greg, his heart aching with a sweet heaviness, his awareness - maybe his soul - trying to find every part of Greg that he can.
He rests his forehead against Greg’s, their eyelashes touching, brushing, fluttering, exchanging Greg’s tears, and, James realizes, some of his own.
I love you.
I love you.
“I love you,” James breathes into Greg’s wet and kiss-bruised mouth, and Greg drinks it, swallows it, takes it. James knows he[I'd put House's name in here, just to make it perfectly clear whom you're talking about.] can’t return the statement - yet, that corner of his mind whispers- but he knows what it means when Greg touches his face and his eyes fill again.[No paragraph here.]
There is no explanation needed. No exchanging of tales, no declarations of long hidden love, or how long it’s been hidden. Neither of them really cares.[suggestion: cares about that.]
James knows the strings attached. He knows there will be paranoia, suspicion, jealously, apathy, pain, isolation, coldness that will rival the Arctic Sea, but right now, with Greg open and vulnerable in his arms, taking his love without any questions or constraints, he really doesn’t care.
He kisses Greg again, savoring his taste, before nestling into the space between neck and shoulder and pulling the blankets over them, wrapping his arms around Greg’s chest. Greg clears his throat of the tears.
“Bring your stuff in here in the morning,” he murmurs, turning his head to kiss James’ hair. James grins against his shoulder. There are a few moments of truly contented silence.
“I’ll have Foreman run some tests on me tomorrow if we don’t have a case,” Greg says quietly, and James feels warmth infuse him from head to toe.
No more misunderstanding.
