








McCoy touched his arm, "Spock?"

Fear for Kirk paralyzed him for a precious second. He pulled free from McCoy’s tightening grip
on him and strode rapidly away, calling for McCoy to hurry. Vaguely he felt the ambassador’s surprised
stare but his concern was for Kirk.

McCoy caught up with him as he entered the garden, the doctor running to keep pace with his
rapid strides. A scream for help shattered the peacefulness of the garden and McCoy faltered,
whispering, "Jim."

Spock ran the last few meters of the pathway, fighting a losing battle with his raging emotions.
He knew the boundary between life and death was so fragile with humans; they did not have the inherent
healing abilities to cope with illness that many other species did. Spock sensed that Kirk was sliding past
that boundary of life and death just as he had slid past the boundary of friendship and brotherhood with
his Vulcan first officer. Life. Death. Brothers. Love. The words swirled incomprehensibly in his
mind as he strained to see Kirk through the thick bushes.

He rounded a curve, skidding to a stop, McCoy right behind him. Several station personnel had
come apparently in answer to Franco’s call for help. They were gathered around the bench, blocking
Spock’s view of Kirk. At Spock and McCoy’s arrival they backed away. Kirk was sprawled on the
bench, Lt. Franco knelt on the ground beside him. His face was bluish gray.

Lifeless.

Franco turned a blotchy white face towards them. "Where were you? He couldn’t breathe.
He ... " She broke off, sobbing.

His tightly leashed control snapped and Spock pushed the Lieutenant out of the way. Flames of
emotion flared, driving away all his years of training with one searing motion.

Spock lifted Kirk’s limp body, supporting him in his arms. His hand slid without volition to
Kirk’s face, positioning his fingers firmly on the pale cheek.

"Spock! What the hell do you think you’re doing?" McCoy was kneeling at Kirk’s side, blue
eyes blazing. "Let me help him!"

Spock shoved the doctor aside, his mind swirling with raging red furor. He pressed his fingers
firmly, reaching for the fragile shell of life. Reaching for Kirk. He would fight death itself to save him.

"Spock! Dammit, I can help him!" McCoy’s fear pulled him back. "He’s in shock! Spock!”

A thread of reason parted the red mists enabling the Vulcan to resist brushing McCoy away again
as the doctor pulled at Spock’s hands. He froze, regaining a small measure of control, fingers poised
rigidly above Kirk’s face for a fraction of a second. Dropping his hands, Spock met McCoy’s angry
eyes. "Help him."

McCoy injected a hypo into Kirk’s neck. Almost immediately Kirk gasped, fighting to breathe.
Spock supported his shoulders, numbly watching the ashen face struggle to survive.

The small oxygen unit was slapped into Spock’s palm while McCoy fumbled in his medical
pouch, pulling out his small scanner and a second vial of liquid.
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"No good, dammit. Shock, widespread . . . bacterial. We’ve got to get him to some support.”
McCoy ran the scanner once over his chest, the blue eyes intent but amazingly calm. Spock drew
strength from them, steadying his own racing heart. He waited as McCoy injected Kirk and then stood,

gathering Kirk up in his arms.
Before they could move, Lt. Franco shouted, "Mr. Spock, look. Kate!"

Dr. Donar was coming down the path in front of them with several med-techs at her side.
McCoy glanced back at Kirk in Spock’s arms and echoed the Vulcan’s own relief by whispering, "Thank
god!"

Kirk was struggling to breathe, the infrequent gasps increasingly weak. As Spock leaned over
to lay him on the stretcher the med-techs produced, Kirk gripped his arms, his eyes suddenly wide open.
Spock attempted to ease him down, loosening one of the clutching hands to grip it tightly in his own.
And for a moment the hazel eyes met his, the barest whisper of a smile appearing so briefly Spock
thought he had imagined it.

Kirk’s eyelids slid closed, the hand clutching his arm falling limply off the stretcher. Time
resumed its normal proportion, medical personnel were swarming around him to get to Kirk. A hand
tugged on his arm inundating him with unwanted emotions.

"Spock." It was McCoy. Spock resisted for a moment, then moved aside to let the doctor assist
the medical team.

In less than fifty-four seconds, they had the captain on the portable life support and began moving
him to the med-central area. Spock followed behind the team, catching occasional glimpses of Kirk’s
face. He had not regained consciousness, the face pale and blank.

He could not control a shudder as he recalled the smile Kirk had given him. It had felt as if Kirk
had whispered his name to his very soul.

As if Kirk was telling him good bye.

K>

Hours later, Spock watched as McCoy paced the large waiting room outside the Intensive Care
Unit. The doctor stopped and looked up as Ravel approached, moving to stand directly in front of him,
Lt. Franco at his side.

"As long as you abide by Dr. Donar’s requests, then I will not interfere. I trust additional
measures will not be necessary?”

McCoy shook his head wordlessly. The young Lieutenant touched McCoy’s arm, trying to
reassure him.

"Kate will do her best, he’s in good hands." Franco smiled, but McCoy only looked at her, his
face oddly blank.

The Admiral and Lt. Franco left, obligated to return to close the celebration. Unfortunately, they
did not take the angry tension that was almost palpable in the waiting room with them.
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McCoy began to pace again, his steps leading him closer and closer to the entrance of the ICU.
Spock stood in silence, attempting to ignore the doctor’s anger, his eyes focused on the door that led to
Kirk.

The medical team, headed by Dr. Donar, had proved to be totally efficient. However, Spock had
noticed a distinct difference in their teamwork. Rather than working fluidly together as he had watched
McCoy’s crew function, the medical personnel did nothing without obtaining Donar’s permission first.
Strictly by procedure, yet Spock found this lack of initiative and trust disturbing. Especially in light of
the fact that within their first five minutes in Med-Central, Dr. Donar had ordered McCoy and Spock
from the room. The confrontation had been lost when Admiral Ravel had arrived and backed up her
authority.

So they were forced to wait outside, with no word on how Kirk was doing. While McCoy raved
on, Spock was left with time to consider his total loss of control. He should meditate before attempting
to understand why he had allowed his emotions to dictate his actions earlier. The logical action now
would be for him to return to his quarters until he received some word on the captain’s condition. He
was serving no purpose here. But the Vulcan could not force himself to leave until he could see Jim.
Illogical. His behavior was a disgrace.

"Spock, how can you stand there so calmly? I know Jim’s medical condition forwards and
backwards. I should be in there!" McCoy faced him angrily.

"Starfleet Regulation one twenty-three, article B states the primary medical authority . . . "

“Regulations! ‘I don’t give a damn about regulations! You could be a damn computer for all you
care. Don’t give me that! I’'m a doctor and he’s my friend. Yours too if you’d unbend your stubborn
ass enough to admit it." McCoy’s face twisted and he turned away abruptly. His breathing was harsh
in the silence.

Leaning against the wall furthest away from Spock, he shook his head. "I suppose you agree
with Donar about his medical care. It was illogical to allow him to continue working. I knew he was
a walking time bomb and yet I let him . . . why didn’t he tell me he was feeling this bad?" McCoy
threw himself down on a nearby couch. His words were nearly inaudible. "One simple scan and I would
have caught that infection in time."

Predictable behavior for a human. Self-flagellation. And yet Spock felt the need to reassure
McCoy. Donar had intimated Kirk’s condition was a direct result of the doctor’s previous care. "As I
recall, the captain overrode your recommendation to rest. You requested a scan before we left the
Enterprise which he also refused. And his condition is caused by a combination of stresses that neither
you or I could prevent.” Spock remained where he was, finally turning his gaze from the ICU door to
McCoy’s weary form.

"How do you think that makes me feel? Playing with his life? Letting him make the decisions.
I, most of all, knew the consequences, except I was taken in by his display of invincibility along with the
rest of the crew. Somewhere I lost sight of the simple fact that Jim Kirk is a man. Ironic how you can
lose yourself in one person’s persona and now . . . " McCoy laughed humorously, the sound turning
into more of a strangled sob. "I'm afraid we’re going to lose him." The anguished words were
whispered and Spock knew McCoy had not meant for his sensitive ears to hear them.

"Short of restraining him, I do not believe you could have held the captain in sickbay while his
ship was in jeopardy. Without Captain Kirk’s leadership, his constant encouragement and efforts, the
odds of us returning would have been lowered by thirty point three percent.”
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McCoy lifted his head, his face revealing the depth of grief he was experiencing but traces of
affection crossed his features. "You underrate yourself Mr. Spock. Idon’t..."

The door behind them slid open and both men turned quickly. A crisp nurse nodded at them.
"Dr. Donar is allowing you to see him for a moment."

The life support had been removed, and Kirk was positioned on his side facing them, head raised
slightly, eyes closed.

Kate Donar stood at the foot of the bed. She held up a hand, forestalling the barrage of questions
from McCoy. "He’s stable, should improve throughout the night. I will give you medical details in my
office. We’re going to keep him under for at least the next twenty-four hours. Rest is vital, as you very
well know."

Under the dark stare, McCoy’s face flushed. Spock tensed beside him. No purpose was served
to remind McCoy of the role he had played in Kirk’s collapse.

Spock tentatively touched McCoy’s arm, meeting the startled blue eyes steadily. McCoy, better
than most, knew the reason he avoided physical contact. Spock had never reached out to McCoy before
except when necessary in the line of duty.

McCoy swallowed and then turned his gaze back to Kirk. Spock did the same, and seeing the
frown lines present on Kirk’s face, he questioned softly. "He is not in pain?"

"His dolorimeter reading is at zero." Donar supplied.

McCoy reached out, covering Kirk’s limp hand with his own. "Jim, Spock and I are here.
You’re in good hands. Hang in there.”

McCoy brushed Kirk’s hair back from his forehead, offering human comfort that was denied the
Vulcan. Yet Spock found himself desiring to touch Kirk as well, to offer his own bit of comfort.

Instead, he locked his hands behind his back and retreated several steps. Now that he knew
Captain Kirk was safe, it was time to deal with these lapses in control.

And yet, with each soothing stroke of McCoy’s hands on Kirk’s softly curling hair, Spock
discovered a new human emotion. Resentment. Resentment that it was McCoy and not he who was
offering comfort.

He turned away. Meditation was required. No longer just a desire but a necessity to regain the
control he was fast losing.

Without a word, Spock left the room.
<«
Spock lay in the total darkness of the quarters assigned to him. The room was small but

adequate. With several ships in port, space was at a premium. He could have retired to his quarters
aboard the Enterprise, have Scott send a shuttle, but somehow he had been unable to bring himself to do
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that. Something — someone held him here and he found that thought disturbing indeed. He fought an
illogical need to pace and meditation seemed a solution beyond his grasp.

He shied away from facing the truth behind his attempted mind meld with Jim Kirk in the garden.
His actions had been totally governed by his emotions. Vulcan emotion, not human.

Spock lifted his hand to rub his forehead, but stopped in midair. Even in the darkness, he knew
it was trembling.

He curled the hand into a fist and slammed it unsatisfyingly down on the bed. He was a Vulcan!
He would control. Spock stood in one fluid motion, intending to seek out a trance to assist his meditation
efforts.

Both hands trembled as he placed them together. As his fingers lightly touched, he saw not his
own flesh but Kirk’s face as he had reached for the meld. He could try to fool himself that his
motivation through the raging emotions at the time was to save Kirk’s life. But lurking below was the
knowledge that he had wanted to meld for personal reasons, to touch Jim’s mind for perhaps the first and
last time. And beyond that, a surging warrior’s right to protect his . . .

"Kroykah!"
Spock locked his shaking hands together, his sudden roar of rage echoing around the room.

Image after image ran through his mind, a continuous loop of memory playing havoc with his
well ordered thoughts: Kirk in his quarters, recuperating from the accident, Kirk, in his arms, lying pale
and still in the banquet hall garden, Kirk grasping his hand, reaching out to Spock with his smile. Kirk.
All the images were Kirk.

His breath slowed as he called upon every resource in his mind to break the loop. To free
himself of this overwhelming emotion would require his reestablishing all his Vulcan control, expunging
any emotion. Denying himself any friendship he felt for Kirk.

Spock closed his eyes, it would also deny Kirk the relationship the human desired with him. He
would have to be prepared for the pain Kirk would feel at his rejection. But the captain did not
understand that there was no concept of friendship as such on Vulcan and Spock now had firsthand
experience to back up his reason. The very nature of Vulcans, the innate violence from their savage
history made the concept impossible. One was either mate or family, all others were mere acquaintances.
Any other relationship could ultimately endanger someone’s life just as his loss of control and interference
in allowing McCoy to treat Jim in the garden earlier could have cost Kirk his life.

Spock resolutely knelt, focusing intently on his hands. He started his descent into the lower
levels, desperate to regain some of his control.

A soft, chiming sound interrupted him before he reached the first level. It was the com line on
the desk across the room. A sudden chill of fear swept over him. Was Jim worse? He was on his feet
and across the room in two strides. Waving up the lights, he sat and reached a trembling hand to open
the line.

Ravel’s silvery-gray bearded face filled the screen. "Mr. Spock! I’m sorry to bother you at this
ungodly hour of the morning but a situation has come up that requires your expertise."

“Commodore, I . . . * Spock began.
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. "Hear me out, Commander. The agricomputers on Pollux Three have failed. If not repaired
quickly, the entire planet’s crops could fail. Millions would starve."

In the flash of time it took Ravel to draw a breath, Spock considered refusing his request. He
could not leave Jim . . . the enormity of what he was thinking, of putting the importance of his feelings
for James Kirk over his duty froze him. And in the same flash of time, he knew that if he gave into his
desires in this, all of Vulcan would be lost to him.

“I will report to you in thirty minutes, Commodore. Spock out."

He closed the line and stood, shutting away all vestiges of the emotions he had been experiencing.
Squaring his shoulders he left the room and headed for the Med-Central.

The walk was a short one and he was able to keep his mind clear and orderly.

Though the hour was early, Dr. Donar was in her office across the corridor from Kirk’s room.
She looked up from her viewscreen as he entered.

"Good morning, Mr. Spock. You’re up and about very early."”

He ignored the pleasantry. "I am leaving within minutes on a mission to Pollux Three. I do not
know how long I shall be gone."

She stood, a tiny smile playing about her lips, a reaction quite unexpected. It unnerved him
somehow.

"You’re leaving?"
"Yes, but before I do so, I wanted to check on Captain Kirk’s condition."
The answer came quickly. Too quickly?

"He’s resting and I see no reason at all for you to be concerned. Would you care to see him
before you go?"

The unexpected question shook him out of his neatly built fortress of Vulcan rectitude. There
was nothing he wanted more and nothing which was more impossible.

He realized the doctor was studying him as if he were a specimen under a microscope. Her eyes
were cold, impassive, the smile on her lips seemed false, though he could assign no real reason for such
a reaction to her.

"I . .. no, thank you, Doctor. I must report to the Commodore immediately." He turned to go.
Donar’s voice reached him at the door.

“Tell John I look forward to dinner with him this evening.”

The simple statement sent a cold chill down his spine. Was he losing his sanity? He had never
thought such things, felt such things in his life. There must be an end to it.

The alien who reported to Commodore Ravel was more Vulcan than any being had a right to be.
And he intended to keep it that way.

<

.."-."-f“..“-.“.-"».‘H«‘S."u“,.",?S?S?QGPQQQMRMWWMMMMMEMWU

W l“ll"ll"

1R 2525 20252 SR G2 RS SRS 252 GG 255 2 SR S 2 R S 252 2R 5255 2GR 5 252 552 SRR S SR 52 5 252 5 SR 252525 RS2 SR G2 52 525252525 2 5a S SR 5e 52 5R 52525250525 252525262 CRS a8 5L Ww"’f:'::



R R R S R S SR S G R R S SR SR SR RS2 R G SR 2 S SR R PR S R R 2R SR SR R R G2 25 25 25 2RSSR R SR SRS RSS2 SR SRS SR SR SR 2SR GRSE S SRR 525RS

G252

2525252525¢525252525292525252525¢52525252525¢52525252525¢528525252525252525252585¢ 5458

<«

Kirk was drowning. He knew it was a dream. He had had the same nightmare ever since he was
a small child. The nightmares had started after an accident when playing with a boyhood friend in Iowa.
Travis had nearly died when he’d fallen through broken ice into the water. With Sam’s help, they had
managed to save him, but Kirk had never been unable to forget those few seconds under the ice grasping
Travis’ hand only to find he could not escape himself. Sam had pulled them to safety.

Now, it was he who was alone, he who was drowning. Pressure built as Kirk searched frantically
for a way through the ice. Coughing and choking, he took a breath filled with the icy pond water and
knew that he was going to die.

"Spock!” He rasped, reaching for that solid comfort he knew would be waiting patiently at his
side. The silence that met his call snapped his eyes open. He pulled at restraints tying his arms to the
bed, struggling to sit up, confused that he was no longer underwater and yet still feeling as if he was.
Kirk drew a labored breath, wondering who was making that horrible rattling sound. He fought for
another breath, his heart pounding in his ears with the effort. Another futile breath did nothing to relieve
the feeling he was breathing water, and he realized with horror the ominous rasp he heard was his own
lungs as he attempted to breathe.

Kirk blinked, forcing himself to concentrate on his surroundings. His panic lessened when he
discovered he was in sickbay. "Bones?” he whispered, wondering why McCoy was not with him.

There was no reply, only the muted sounds of the monitor above his head. Feeling his terror
gaining hold of him as he fought to breathe, he tried again. "Bones? Spock!"
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The words brought on a bout of coughing, which threatened to drown him. Pain exploded in his
chest and then there was blessed darkness.

Only one plea followed him down. "Spock . . . help me."”
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Dr. Kate Donar stood at Captain Kirk’s bedside, waiting for him to awaken. Her thoughts drifted
back over the few hours he had been in her sickbay. She had seen the Vulcan’s face and McCoy’s when
they thought that Kirk would not live. Spock probably thought he concealed what amounted to stark
terror for a Vulcan. And McCoy — the good doctor had been nearly frantic with worry and guilt. And
by the gods he should feel guilty. Due to his mismanagement, Kirk had almost died.

The plan had begun then. Some niggling little thought of how they would be hurt if Kirk died.
Causing the Vulcan pain was neither here nor there to her, but McCoy — McCoy was living the life she
should be living. If Kirk died, there would be a new captain on the Enterprise. And with McCoy
charged with negligence ultimately resulting in Kirk’s death, it would leave an opening for CMO of the
Enterprise. Maybe she would have her chance after all.

As the hours passed, the plan coalesced in her mind, became real, possible, and more attractive
moment to moment. She had rejected out of hand killing Kirk outright. McCoy must be made to suffer
as long as possible as she had suffered years of anger and rejection, always feeling second best. Now
it was McCoy’s turn.
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