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retention, and Donar couldn’t have that. Wouldn’t do for him to accuse her of poor care. It had to
appear Kirk was getting the best care possible. Satisfied with the readouts, she updated an entry on his
official medical condition.

Donar studied Kirk for a moment, tapping her chin thoughtfully. She had told Lt. Tripp he was
paranoid. Perhaps . . . the doctor picked up her personal medikit, taking out a cylinder. Hallucinations
and paranoia were easy to cause with a certain combination of drugs.

"Pleasant dreams."” She almost giggled as the hypo hissed against his arm. Poor McCoy, if he’d
only taken better care of his captain.

<>

Dr. Donar retreated to her office, keeping Kirk on her monitor screen. The nurse sitting at his
side had been chosen with care. One who did not question orders, and was not overly bright in the area
of general medicine.

She had only taken a few bites of the crepe she had ordered when McCoy appeared at her door.
He entered, coming to stand directly across from her, his blue eyes frosty with anger.

"Dr. Donar, thank you for deigning to see me." His barely concealed sarcasm amused her. He
would have his comeuppance soon enough. "Will you tell me how the captain is this morning? No one
else seems inclined to do so."

Donar’s eyebrows rose, inclining her head just slightly. "Good morning to you, Doctor. 1
certainly appreciate your promptness. Although my staff informs me you have been underfoot most of
the night." She watched in secret delight as McCoy gritted his teeth, not surprised when she heard a low
growl. "My staff, as with any patient here, are simply protecting the patient’s right to confidentiality.
I would think you would be the first to commend their professionalism."

Kate took a sip of her orange juice, savoring the apparent struggle McCoy was having to control
his rage. It had been the right move to deny him any privileges in her ward.

“I’m his physician, how can that be a breach of confidence?” McCoy snapped.

"On the contrary, I am Captain Kirk’s physician, and therein lies the problem. Now is a good
example. If we’re arguing here, imagine how will it affect my patient’s recovery if we can’t agree on
his treatment?"

McCoy’s face reddened and his voice was deceptively soft. "This is insane. You don’t have the
right to deny me admittance to at least see Captain Kirk."

Kate blinked slowly and deliberately, a smile playing about her lips. "In the best interest of my
patient, I can deny anyone admittance if I feel it is detrimental to his or her recovery.”

Differing expressions crossed McCoy’s face delighting Kate to no end. She could jerk McCoy
around as much as she wanted, and he could do nothing about it.

"You . .. " he started. "Hell, there’s no point in talking to you. I warn you, I will be allowed
to follow the captain’s case. I intend to talk to Starfleet Command if need be, and if you think you can
keep Spock away from Jim . . . "
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Kate raised her dark eyebrows in undisguised delight. McCoy did not know Spock was gone.
She interrupted firmly, "If your first officer were here, he would remind you that threats are illogical.
But, if you really want to push your luck, you may find yourself facing a board of inquiry before I finish
with you."

At McCoy’s narrowed eyes, she added, "I have spoken to Admiral Ravel of your part in the
captain’s collapse, and it is on the official record that his improper care is the cause."

The doctor’s expression didn’t change. "My care is not the issue, your care of Captain Kirk is.
Refusing to allow him the comfort of his closest friends, especially Mr. Spock, is not in his best interest."

Kate smiled, changing the course of the discussion. "Obviously, you aren’t aware that Mr. Spock
has left the base. 1 believe it was 0200 this morning when he came to tell me he was leaving on a
priority mission."

McCoy could not disguise the shock he felt, his face suddenly appearing haggard. Kate did not
try to hide her own amusement. For once, she was coming out ahead of McCoy.

It took him a moment to recover, nodding slightly to himself. Finally he dropped his hands to
the top of the chair in front of him. His tone was quiet.

“Dr. Donar . . . Kate, I'm asking you to let me see the captain, as his friend.” He paused,
drawing a breath. "I swear to you, I will not interfere with his medical care."

"Unless?” Donar watched his face carefully. "Suppose you feel his medical treatment is blatently
wrong?"

She was managing to anger him again. Donar watched his growing frustration with amusement.

"What kind of question is that? We are physicians, sworn to care for all life forms. You would
be duty bound to do anything you could to make sure a patient received the best care possible. I couldn’t
ignore an error that could endanger any patient’s life whether it’s the captain or not."

McCoy stared at her accusingly, his blue eyes flashing. He was so preponderantly self-righteous.
How she wanted to make him pay. To see those blue eyes humble.

"By your very argument, you invalidate yourself as a candidate to see the captain.” She said
smoothly. "I was not suggesting an error or anything endangering Captain Kirk’s life, but that you may
interpret the treatment as wrong. I have studied your record, and have spoken to our staff psychologist
and he concurs that it is not in Captain Kirk’s best interests that you see him." She watched as a
combination of angry disbelief and finally fear crossed McCoy’s face. "However, my word is final and
I called you hear to see how he responds to a visit by you. If the captain experiences any distress by
your visit, then you will not be allowed to return.”

McCoy watched her carefully, seeming to not quite believe he had heard her correctly. He turned
to leave, a smile finally forming. "Thank you, Dr. Donar."

Kate waited until he was almost to the door. "Not yet."

McCoy stopped, turning around with a frozen expression on his face. Donar smiled, enjoying
this game of cat and mouse.
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“When?" the deadly calm voice rasped.
"Wait outside. I’ll let you know."

Donar v\.ratch'ed the effect her words had on McCoy, relishing the myriad display of emotions.
Shg had to admire his control, though, and the fact that he was coming to realize she was pulling the
strings now. McCoy’s voice was angry but quiet. "I’ll be waiting at your convenience."

- Donar almost chuckled as he strode angrily out the door. He nearly toppled Lt. Franco, who was
waiting to come in.

. Kate quickly composed her face. Franco approached, glancing back over her shoulder with a
own.

"What’s wrong with Dr. McCoy?"
"Nothing," Donar shrugged. "Just a little difference of opinion."
"I didn’t mean to barge in. Is it all right if I see you for a few minutes? Semiofficial?"

Donar smiled, still amused at McCoy’s reactions, wishing she could include Akemi in on her
plans.

The Lieutenant sat in the chair across from her. For just a moment her eyes strayed to the half
finished crepe on Donar’s desk, then rose to meet Kate’s. "You look like you're in a good mood this
morning. [ figured you were up most of the night with Captain Kirk."

"I was."

"So, don’t keep me in suspense, how is he doing?" Franco gave her pert smile, suddenly not
appearing as charming to Kate as before.

"Now, Akemi, you know I can’t give out confidential information."

The lighter blue eyes widened in surprise. "I’m not asking for details, just general condition.
Besides, it’s not for me. I need a press release for General Ravel’s office.”

Once again, Kate felt herself losing something she cared deeply about. First, it had been a place
on the Enterprise, now it was Akemi’s friendship. Well, she was tired of being the loser, the one
everyone pitied. She would be in control this time. Something in her heart turned to stone a:nd _what had
only been an idle daydream of revenge became the only course of action open to her. Beginning now.

Akemi had become one of “them”. Her loyalty now belonged to those who had hurt her.and Kate
had a sudden urge to hurt Akemi as well as McCoy. She could damn well wait for the official report

just like everyone else.

for your office.” Watching Akemi frown, Donar added.

"I will put out a report within the hour ! :
his condition, it wouldn’t be fair if I gave you what I’'ve

"I’ve had so many requests for information on
refused to give to anyone else, would it?"

Franco shook her head, her eyes glued to Donar’s face, puzzlement showing. "No, I guess not.
Can you tell me if he’s out of danger?"
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I haven’t decided yet, Kate thought, biting back the words. "It’s too early to tell. I will tell you
that he wouldn’t be in this condition if McCoy had treated him properly. Our galactic hero very nearly
died last night due to the mismanagement of his care. There would be absolutely no reason for him to
be this ill if McCoy had treated his injury properly at first.”

Franco glanced back at the door where McCoy had been. "I hadn’t realized . . . "

"No one does, I have to take care of the captain first and then I will address McCoy’s gross
negligence of care. As of now, he is totally restricted from Kirk’s case, which is why he was so angry."
Donar paused thoughtfully, "I’ve heard for years how temperamental he is, but I didn’t realize he was
careless too."

"Knowing his reputation, that’s practically impossible to believe." Franco stated.

Donar nodded. "I know. Probably if we backtrack we’ll find a history of covered negligence,
and I intend to check the records when I have time. Until then, this must be kept totally confidential."

Franco nodded, "Of course.”

Donar took another bite of crepe, noticing Akemi’s forlorn glance at her plate. Smiling sadly
at her shapely friend, Kate scooted her dish containing an untouched portion of crepe across her desk.
"Poor Akemi, if you didn’t worry about fitting into that jumpsuit, you could enjoy this."

Akemi flashed an irritated look at Donar. "Why is it I have to watch everything I eat to stay this
weight and you eat practically anything you want and not gain a kilo? Besides, I don’t understand why
you wear clothes that don’t show off your figure. You looked absolutely fabulous last night. If you
hadn’t been with the Admiral, I know there were several interested suitors, including Captain Kirk."

Donar could not quite control her irritation with Franco. Here was more proof that Kirk had
already managed to swing her to his camp. So much for new friends. "It didn’t take him long to charm
you, did it?"

Akemi’s wide blue eyes reflected her hurt at the sharp words. "That’s another reason I wanted
to see you this morning. I wanted to make sure you weren’t mad at me. I felt as if you were. Captain
Kirk was absolutely wonderful last night. You did realize that speech he gave was totally ad lib. It was
not the one I reviewed with him. And the short time I got to spend with him, I found him surprisingly
sensitive and caring."

"And you discovered all this in one night? You believe him?" Donar could not keep the scorn
out of her voice.

"Kate!" Akemi shook her head in exasperation. "You can’t tell me you didn’t experience his
charisma, his genuineness. He’s a good person.” She paused, glancing up at her friend.

Donar remembered her reaction to Kirk almost angrily. Her resentment and anger at McCoy
included anyone who was friends with the doctor. Kirk had forced her to experience his charm and
somehow that made her resentment worse.

"And what about my friend, Janice, who also believed he was a good person for over a year,
until he hurt her? He was heartless and cruel, because she didn’t serve his purpose anymore. He’s got
what he wanted now, and she’s still broken hearted. And you think you know him after one evening’s
romantic walk in the moonlight?”
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Akemi sat very still for a long moment. There was a stiff silence before she said softly. "I'd
forgotten about your friend. I know that hurt you as much as her.” She looked down, glancing almost
nervously back at Kate. "I have to go. Admiral Ravel is expecting me. We still have the events
scheduled today despite the captain’s illness.” Franco stood, "I would appreciate that notice on Captain
Kirk for the briefing of department heads scheduled at 1000 hours."

Donar watched Franco’s retreat, knowing she had angered the Lieutenant. She left without her
usual cheery wave.

Kate’s earlier thoughts returned. History just kept repeating itself. It seemed anything she
cherished, whether acknowledgments, awards, achievements, career advancement, and now valued
friends, was just beyond her reach, and went directly into McCoy’s grasp.

Her fingers drummed on the desk. It was definitely time to take something cherished from Dr.
Leonard McCoy. From them all.

<«

The windows outside Kirk’s ICU unit were opaque and the door was security encoded. McCoy
paced back and forth in front of the windows, at times stopping to stare at the clouded windows as if
magically they would clear and he would be able to at least see Kirk. His fear and frustration was
growing with each step. It was an ever increasing struggle with the passing minutes to keep himself from
storming back into Donar’s office and literally force her into opening Kirk’s door.

He considered the idea of slipping briefly away and back to Admiral Ravel’s office to try to make
him understand his concern. McCoy had gone there before coming to med central early this morning
but the Admiral had not been available. Ravel’s aide had been unimpressed with McCoy’s badgering,
refusing to give out Ravel’s location or schedule.

McCoy shook his head, staring again at the opaque windows. He rejected the idea of leaving
even for a moment; he was certain Donar would not give him a second chance to see Jim.

"Damn," McCoy rested his fingertips against the glass, leaning his forehead slowly to touch the
cool material. "Jim-boy, we’re here. Just hang in there," he whispered, his stomach twisting in fear.
It was simply unbelievable that he was out here, denied all privileges to even see Captain Kirk.
Yesterday, when he had told Spock he was afraid Kirk might be grounded, McCoy had never imagined
that twenty-four hours later he would fear for Jim’s life.

Footsteps approached, and McCoy straightened hopefully as a young Lieutenant came to his side.

"Dr. McCoy, I’m Dr. Joel Levine. I thought you might like some coffee while you’re waiting.
If you’ll follow me . . . "

"I’m not interested in coffee. I just want to see Captain Kirk. Now if you really want to help,
could you get me in there?" McCoy tried to keep from growling, but was not entirely successful. Dr.
Levine took a rapid step backwards.

"I know you’re concerned and I understand. I can’t help you whether I wanted to or not, the
room is security coded and only a select few have been allowed in." Levine frowned, looking at the
clouded window. He lifted a hand and gripped McCoy’s shoulder momentarily.
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“I know it must be frustrating. But I also know Dr. Donar is very good and you can be assured
Captain Kirk is getting the best care possible.” The nervous young man did not wait for a response,
wheeling about and returning the same direction he had come.

"Then why am I so scared?" McCoy whispered. He watched the rapid retreat, his apprehension
increasing even more. He glanced around the room in an absurd hope that Spock had appeared. The
waiting room was empty.

He had stopped by Spock’s room here on the base this morning but when he had not answered
McCoy had assumed the Vulcan was here with Jim or on the ship assisting Scotty with repairs. What
had caused Spock to leave without explanation? 4

McCoy began to pace again. He could guess what had happened to the damn Vulcan. Spock
had actually experienced a genuine emotion last night and it must have scared his logical half to death.
The doctor certainly knew he had been frightened for his own life in those first few moments when they
had found Kirk so near death. It made McCoy shudder just to remember, facing the enraged Vulcan to
get to Kirk. It was no wonder that at the first opportunity he ran, deserting Jim when he needed him
most. Though Spock would have a perfectly logical reason for doing so, McCoy thought bitterly. He
had left the doctor to explain his absence to Kirk and McCoy knew one of Jim’s first questions would
be about Spock.

McCoy whirled at the sound of sliding doors opening into ICU. A short, almost plump nurse
stood in the doorway.

"Dr. McCoy? I'm Ensign Osage. If you’ll follow me, Dr. Donar has indicated you are allowed
to visit now."

Prepared to do battle with Donar, McCoy’s mouth opened and closed several times before he
could respond. Whatever had made Donar change her mind, he could not begin to imagine. And for
the moment he did not care. He took a deep, calming breath and cleared his mind of everything but Jim.
Gesturing toward the door that separated him from Kirk, he said softly, "After you, Ensign."

The captain lay on his back, his head raised slightly. His eyes were open but he did not
immediately focus on McCoy. They were glazed, and McCoy could not help comparing them to
someone who had been drugged. A review of the lifesign panel revealed amazingly normal vital signs.
McCoy frowned, grasping a cold pale hand, relieved when his grip was weakly returned.

"Please . . . help me." Kirk struggled to sit up, his eyes roving around the room wildly with
a panicky fear that McCoy had never witnessed in those hazel eyes before.

"Jim, I’m here. We'’re all . . . " He broke off as he realized Kirk was not listening to him.

He was still struggling to get up, frustration at his weakness evident in the tense face. McCoy
was familiar with that particular reaction by his captain. It was the horror stricken expression, as if he
were seeing something that terrorized him that he could not understand. No medication he was treated
with should cause this reaction. He studied the eyes again, becoming more and more suspicious. McCoy
glanced back at the Ensign, opening his mouth and then abruptly shutting it. Anything he did in here
would only succeed in getting him kicked out and then where would Jim be?

Kirk coughed, grimacing in pain.
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"Jim, are you hurting? Jim?" McCoy gripped Kirk’s arms, trying to get the captain to respond
to him. “Jim, it’s Bones. I want you to look at me." Maybe a firm command would reach Kirk.

“Bones," Kirk repeated, blinking in confusion. "Bones . . . Enter . . . " Something was getting
through, but his agitation was increasing. He gasped, coughing painfully again and McCoy winced at
the sound.

“Slow down Jim. Breathe slowly. I’m here."

"Bones.” Disbelieving, Kirk finally looked straight at McCoy, shaking his head. His eyes
widened, fear showing as he stared past McCoy. "The fire . . . must get out. Hurry!" His battle to
breathe was getting worse, his neck muscles distended with the effort, signs of hypoxia appearing. If this
continued, McCoy knew Donar would force him to leave.

"Relax Jim. There is no fire. You’re safe."
his hand around to massage the tense neck muscles.

He tried to ease him back on the pillows, slipping

For the next hour, McCoy stood at his side, alternately reassuring and soothing Kirk, helplessly
watching as Kirk suffered physically and from hallucinations. The captain never rested, his eyes darting
from one vision to the next, seeing spiders, snakes, Klingons and repeatedly watching the Enterprise in
flames.

Kirk was frowning, the hazel eyes staring at McCoy. "Gone ... said ... Enterprise,
Spock . . . gone."

"No, Jim. Your ship is here. We’ll have you back there in no time. You have to try to get
well. You need rest.”" The reassurances rolled off his tongue so easily. McCoy blinked back tears of
frustration, his anger becoming increasingly difficult to control.

"No Bones, Donar said . . . the Enterprise was gone." The whispered words were clear, his eyes
still focused on McCoy. The doctor gripped Kirk’s hand, thinking that he sounded more lucid. There
was no edge of fear to the hazel eyes now, they held McCoy’s captive as Kirk pleaded. "Bones, don’t
leave me here. I’m afraid of her."

McCoy gripped his shoulder, "Jim, you’re in good hands. Try to remember you’re safe.
Sometimes it may not seem like it, because you're ill. No one is trying to hurt you."

Kirk shook his head. "No, Bones! Donar . . . she’s . . . evil."

McCoy nodded, frowning inwardly. He did not, could not, believe that Donar was deliberately
trying to hurt Kirk, but it was obvious she did not have Kirk as stable as she had stated. The paranoia
and confusion, even the hallucinations could be explained by a low serum oxygen level, except his life
panel showed no critical level that would cause those symptoms. His hand clenched Kirk’s shoulder with
almost bruising force before he knew it. Donar had some explaining to do whether she wanted his
interference or not. For now, he had to reassure Kirk.

“Jim, Kate Donar is not trying to hurt you. You have to do what she says to get well."
Kirk moved restlessly, his eyes closing tiredly. The fight to take each breath required so much

of his flagging energy. Too much. Again McCoy’s eyes raked the lifesign panel. The oxygen content
level simply could not be within normal limits.






