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INTRODUCTION

In Kraith Collected, we mect Commodore Spock, from another universe.
His Xirk is dead, and Spock, lonely, confused and unhappy, seizes on the
discovery of the existence of a parallel universe, which holds a living
Kirk. He Porms the insane idea of kidnapping Kirk, and persuading him
to remain with him. He is encouraged in his plan by the mistaken belief
that Kirk is being ill-treated by his Swock. In fact, he has misunder-
stood incomplets data picked up by the sensors he invented in oxder 1o
probe the other universe.

Kirk, however, resents his interfereumce, and when Conmander Spock
follows across the barrier, he returns to his own time and place. They
understand and pity the Commodore's grief but their lives and future are
bound up in thelr own universe.

We were concerned at the plight of the Commodores ihe following story
arose from our discussion on how he might continue his search.

This, we feel, is the ultimate in alternate universe stories, being
set in an alternate universe of an alternate universe of an alternate
universs... but dn all seriousness, this story is irntended to show the
tenacity with which the bond between Kirk and Spock will endure. We hope
you enjoy it.
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VARTATIONS ON 5 THEMS
PART 1

In a locked and hidden room deep bencath the surface of Vulcan the
man dressed in the uniform of a Storfleet Commodore stared unblinkingly
at an illuminated screen. The words of that other Spock rang in his ears
ag clearly as they had done so many months ago, when he had said that it
wog perfectly possible that somewhere there was a Kirk needing to be
regcued from o 3pock who did not understand him.

He had clung to that thought as he watched them return to their own
universe, his eyes fixed to the last on the vital, expressive face of
James Kirk. This second losg hurt him almost as wmuch as the first had
done, but this time he wasg left with hope — there was not one parallel
universe, but manys it was only a gquestion of finding the right one.
Only! Since thot day he had surveyed so many, his finely-tuned instr-
uments directed to locating and investigating Kirk... so many Kirks, so
many Spocks, in each case linked by the same powerful bonds that still
held him captive, despite the years that had passed since his own Kirk
died.

He had been half-mad in the firet days, shaken by his loss, his mind
ravaged by grief and guilts he, who would have given his life for Kirk,
had been forced to wutch helplessly as he died in mindless terror - and
then to discover that in anothsr universe, hoe could, perhaps, have saved
his friend. L% first only curiosity and an almost morbid longing had
inspired him to watch the Commander's universe, and frowm the incomplete
data, the half-truths he had obgerved therc, had been born that insane
idea to reach through the barrier and draw Kirk to safety; only to
digcover that ¥irk bitterly resented his interference. 5411 his efforts
at permussion had failed - the Commander had come for him, and Kirk had
gone with glodness, leaving the Commodors doubly clone now in o haunted
universe peopled only by the ghosts and shedows of time past, filled with
the sound of Kirk's laughter, 1it by the flash of teasing hazel eyes
closed now for over. Wrapped as he was in isolation, insanity had stood
very closge to the Commodore's shoulder, until unexpectedly the Commandsr
had returned, bringing his own form of healing. Useless to offer plty,
comfort - and he 4id not even try - but help, praciical help, he brought
in full measure.

His technical assistance with the survey esquipment perfected its
sensitivity, so that aural os well as visual information came through
clearly. More valuasble still was the effect of his cocl, sane mind on
one too long tormented by sorrow; intuitively divianing the cause of the
Commodore's self-hatred, the Commander had meldoed with him, had enabled
him to see that he had truly been unable to help Kirk. In his universe
Vulean telepathic nowers were deormeant, surfacing only in wvery rare cases.
The Commodore's latent powers could however be awakened, trained, and
employed %o azsist his guest. '

For he had decided to continue; that brief contact with Kirk had
only stimulated his hunger for his friend's companionship. If the
Commander was right, somewhere in the multitude of shadow universes was
a Kirk who needed his helps or perhaps there might be a universe in
which Spock had died, leaving = Kirk who had suffered as he had done.

When his duties took him away from Vulesn and the vital eguipment
he devoted his spare time to the development of his rapidly-increasing
telepathic powers. The Commander had trained him well, thelir only
difficulty being that the Commodore's reactions tended to be rather more
emotional than the obhar thought stricily necessary - his Human side was
mich closer to the surface. Despite this the two men understood cach
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other very well, for both acknowledged the truth of the bitter words the
Commodore had hurled at his counterpart - that the Commander would only
know the true mesning of loneliness if he lost his Kirk. When they parted
at last it was almost with regret, for they had grown very close, drawn
together by their common concern for the welfare of James Kirk.

Alone once more, the quest had continued. He had watched carefully,
unwilling to make the same mistaske agaln, 10 act in haste and snatch away
a Kirk who would be annoyed at hiy intervention. ¥ach universe he studied
held its own subtle variations, but in each the link between Kirk and Spock
held true, and he had. .sbandoned it after a time, moving on to the next with
an incrcasing sense of desoclation.

Then - how nearly he had missed it! The sensors registered yet
another possible shadow universe; as the so~familisr bridge scene formed
on the soreen he had focussed eagerly on the command chair, only to see his
own figure there, wearing the gold shirt and braid of a Captain. Vet Kirk
mist be present - the sensors were keyed to him, and could noi err.
hnxiously he scanned the bridge, his eyes finally coming to rest on the
blue~clad figure bent over the computer station; he could not see the face
but he would have recognised that bowed head anywhere. Tae man stralght-
ened, turned, and the Commodore closed his eyes for a moment in relief. It
was Kirk. A faint smile touched his lips - in this universe their posit-
ions were reversed; Spock captained the Enterprise, with Kirk as his First
Officexr.

Concentrating once more, he saw that Kirk was reporting to the Captain
before going off duty; the Captain dismissed him, then said softly,

"I would like a word with you, Mr. Kirk. Report to my guarters in one
hour."

The Commodore had been watching Kirk's face intentlys; at those words
he felt as though he had been suddenly drenched with icy water, for flcet-
ingly, unmistakably, horribly, sheer terror had shone in Kirk's hazel eyes.
But he only replied, "Yes, Captain," and left the bridge.

* K K X

Now the Commnodore sat staring at the screen in bewilderment. So many
times had his own Kirk addressed similar words to himg ‘they indicated an
evening of quiet conversation, perhaps a game of chess, the easy relaxed
companionship his lonely heart still missed so sorely. There must be some-
thing terribly wrong if they could produce in this Kirk such an expression
of siock horror.

He surveyed his counterpart closely, trying to find some clue to Kirk's
behaviour, but there was nothing to be seen, only the controlled, secret
face that looked back at him from his mirror, ths resolute impassivity he
had seen in the eyes of the Commander. This must be investigated further -~
he must witness the meoting between these two distant men.

He reached forward and re-tuned the equipment,; picking up Kirk again
ag he approached the Captain's quarters; outside the door he paused, his
hands twisting nervously, then activated the door signal.

"Come M

As the quiet voice gave permission to enter Kirk shuddered, olosed his
eyes, and swallowed convulsivelys his fear was ailmost tangibie. Then
straightening his shoulders he entered the room.

The Captain was seated at his desk, apparently engrossed in some
papers; he ignored Kirk, who stood ag though at attention, staring blindly
ahead. At last the Capbain looked up. :
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"You are late, James." The coldness in his voice filled the Commodors
with foreboding. Kirk lowered his head.

"T..., ask forgiveness, sir," he whispered.

The Captain rose and circled the desk, coming to a halt behind Kirk.
"Yet again you have disobeyed me. You have learned, have you not, that
digobedience ig... punished?"

"Wes, gir." Kirk's volece was almost inaudible.
"Turn and face me."

Kirk did so. The Captain watched him for a moment, then struck him
heavily across the face, sending him stumbling to the floor. To the Comm-~
odore's amazoment Xirk made no effort to retaliate, or even to protest, but
merely watched with terror~haunted eyes as the Captain walked slowly towards
him. Leaning forward he caught Kirk's shoulder and pulled him roughly to
his feety still dazed by the blow Kirk staggered slightly before hs regain-
ed hig balance and stood rigidly once more. The Captain laughed harshly.

"You are learning, James. You were so confident, so defiant once, so
proud of your untainted ancestry - you will never defy me again, I think.
Go in now, and walt for me."

Without replying Kirk passed into the inner rocm. The Capiain watched
him gos the sadigtic anticipation ir his eyes revolted the Comrodore. How
could things be aso drong intthis universe? There were, he kmew, differences
between himself and the Cowmander, but they shared at least their devotion
1o James Kirk. He waz beginning to see why Kirk had heen so afraid of that
summons, but he eould not undersiand why the Captein should treat him in
such a way.

The Captain was moving now, crossing to the lnner room where Kirk stood
walbing for himy he was naked, his uniform folded neatly over a chair. The
Captain nodded approval.

"Bxcellent, Jamesy I trust this submissive mood will continue. 4 torn
uniform arouses go many questions, as Mr. Scott learned to his cost. You
have seen Dr. McCoy for your check-up?!

"Weog, sir.®

"That is well. It would be difficult to allay the zood Doctor's
curiogity if he agsin found you badly marked. I =m sure you would not wish
aness accident... to happen o him foo.M

"Please, don't harm kMceloy," ¥irk plsaded. "He knows nothing, I swears
the last time, I 4o0ld him I had fallen in the gym."

"Tour concern for the Doctor is most touching, James." The Captain'sg
voice grew harsh. "Just remember that I hold his 1life in my hands - he can-—
not help you, even if you darcd tell him."

"I know," Kirk said despairingly. "Leave him out of it, please —~ you
can do what you like fo me."

The Capteain moved closer and tock Kirk's chin in his hand, turning his
face to examine the red fingermerks that stood out vividly on the pale skin.

"I intend to, James," he sald, almost absently. "I intend to."

Both hands now moved to Kirk's face, holding him fimmly. Xizrk met the
intent gave, his own eyes widening. The Captain, then, was also a telepath;
he was establishing a meld, but this was a violent, ruthless invasion of
Kirk's mind, forcing the Human's will into submission. The Commodore
watched appalied as Kirk made no effort to resist: the tainted mind flowing
into his seemed to couge him physical pain, but he waited passively, allow-
ing the Captain to take possession of his mind. Satisfied that he was
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completely under control, the Captain twisted Kirk's arm 4o hold him within
reach and keep him on his feet, then used hie free hand to punch him vicicusg-
ly about the body; the Buman's face was convulsed with pain, but he steod
unresisting. The Captain caught hold of Kirk's hair to force his head back-
wards into what must have been a desperately uncomforteble position, then
methodically slapped his face several times with all his strength. Kirk
struggled to prevent himgelf from crying out, but an agonised whimper escaped
him as he was forced off balance so that the Captain was holding his entire
weight by the grip on hisg hair. Faint though the sound was, it brought a
smile to the Captain's lipss he paused, looking at Kirk with calm attention.
Tears of pain ran silently down the BHuman's face; nodding with satisfaction
the Captain continued the bsating, but the blows fell differently now -~ his
hands lingered almost caressingly on Kirk's body.

Unbelievingly the Commodore watched as the sadistic attack culminated
in a sexual assault so brutal and degrading that he could bear it no longer;
tearing hisceyes from the screen he buried his head in shaking hands to shut
out the sight of Kirk's utter and complete humiliation. With the sensitivity
the Commandexr had taught him, he knew that the Captoin was using the forcible
meld he had iwmposed to increase Kirk's suffering, heightening his own pleas-—
ure by penetrating deep into the Hawed'sd mind, enjoying his fear and shame.

When he could bring himself to look again Kirk was lying across the bed,
hig face hidden in the pillows +the Captain lay beside him, idly stroking his
hair. The deceptive tenderness was almost more sadistic than the outright
crueltys from the tension in Kivk's body the Commodore krew that he was
walting in fearful anticipation for the gentleness to turn to brutality.
After a moment, the Captain pulled Kirk round to face him, and leaned over
to kiss his mouthy when he raised his head wgain there was blood on Kirk's
lips.

"Tou may go now, James," he said. "I will tell you when I require you
again - and next time, do not keep me waiting."

Moving very slowly Kirk rose and dressed; then stumbled to the door.
He leaned against it for a moment, making a visible effort to pull himself
together before he passed out into the corridor, heading for his own quarters.
Once there he threw himself onto the bed, weeping helplessly in an agony of
humiliation and self-disgust.

The Commodore's hands clenched in furys he wanted nothing more that to
reach out now, at once, and pull Jim Kirk 4o safety, but he could not; the
equipment was not yet set up for the transfer. "ven now the scene was .
fading, the sensors falling under the strain - he had never watched for so
long at a time before. Hastlly he shut down the delicate machinery - he ..
dared not risk a breakdown nowi as things stood, it would teke him at least
two days to muke arrmngements to enter the other universe.

Despite his sense of urgency he sat a little longer, striving to make
sense of what he had just seen. Once before he had surveyed a universe in
which Kirk and Spock had shared a sexual relationship, but it had borne no
resemblance to this... obscenity. There, they had been linked by love,
each a willing paritner; here, Capitain Spock was truly what he had once
wrongly believed the Commander to be - a demented sadist. Yet he could nol
understand why this Kirk should submit 4o such humiliation - his terror
‘proved that it was not by his own choice.

He could find no answer, and at last rose briskly from his seat. There
was much to be done -~ he must enter that shadow-universe, speak to Kirk him-
selfy only by doing so could he solve the riddle, znd offer the Human a
means of esgcape.

K ¥ X

At last all preparations were complete; carefully he checked the vital
settings, straightening with a sigh of satisfaction that all was ready. He
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glanced round the securely-locked room- located deep beneath his home, no=-
one but himself ever came here — nothing would be drgturbed until his return.

Every detail had been attended to. In order to explain his absence, he
had ennounced his. intentlon of taking leave —~ he would need time, he knew,
to help Kirk adjust to his new life. A faint smile of anticipation touched
his lipsy he was certain that this time he had made the right choice — he
would not return alone.

“Turning to the controleg he focused on the Enterrprise, searching first
for the Captain - he must be sure that he was safely occupied while he con-
tacted Kirk. He gave a soft exclamation of satisfactions the Captain was
conferring with his englneers, and from their conversation hs seemed likely
10 be detained for some time.

The Commodore could not control a slight trembling in his fingers as
he keyed the instruments to Kirk. He was so close now to achieving his
long~-sought gozl, yet he could not rid himself of the fear that even. now
something would go wrong. The screen blurred and reformed as he stared in
cager concentration.

Kirk was asleep in his quarters. He had obviously retired, intending
to read, but had dosed offy fFfor the soft glow of the reading lamp illumine
ated the room, but the book had fallen from his hands to lie beside him on
the bed.

Delaying no longer the Commodore made the final adjustments and crossed
to the transmitter; a few seconds later he stood by the bed,

As he gazed down at the sleeping figurg the Commodore's lips iightened
in snger and pity. Dark shadows under Xirk s eyes stressed the pallor of
his skin; and even in sleep the lines of pain and suffering were etched
deeply on his face. Livid bruises stcod out clearly on his arms and
shoulderg, and the half-healed merks of o whip crossed his chest - in the
twe days since he had last seen Kirk the Captain had repested his assault.
Seating himself on the bed the Commodore shook Kirk awake.

"ake up, Jim," he oalled softly.

The response was immediate; Kirk's eyes opened, filied once more with
that heart-rending terror. He covered his face with his hands and shrank
back, shivering.

"Please, gire... not again,” he murmured. "I'm... so tired... please,
just let me sleep.Y

The weary desolation in his voice almost unnerved the Commodore; gently
but firmly he pulled Kirk's hands from his face.

"Jim, look at me," he said commandingly. "Take a good look.™

Kirk obeyed, gozing searchingly into %ke dork, compassionate eyes.
Gradually puzzlement mingled with his fear, then doubt, uncertainty.

"Whe are yout™ he asked wonderingly. "You look like the Captoin, but
you're. .. not the same.,"

"listen to me carefully, and try to understamd. I zm Spock, but not

the Bpock you have always known,! Slmply, carefully, the Commodore explained
the existence of the parallel universess he told of his own Jim Kirk, and of
his deaths; of his own first, abortive attempt to be reunited with Kirks; of
his meeting with the Commander, and his subseguent weary search through so
many time lines. "At last I found you," he concluded. "I know how... things
are for you heres will you return with me to my universe? You will be safe,
cared for... no-one will ever hurt you again."

Kirk lay back, gozing ot him with eyes in which a desperate hope had
been kindled.

"If I could only be sure," he whispered. "How do I know it's not
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another trick? It wouldn't be the first time he promised to let me go,
only o drag me back to an even deeper shome."

"If you will let me touch your mind," the Commodore suggested diffid-
ently, "I can convince you. It is impossible to lie in the meld."

4% his words Kirk made an involuntary gesture of revaelsicn: the mere
suggestion of 2 mind link seemed to terrify him. The Commodore cursed him—
self for his insensitiviiy; he had seen how the Capiain had used the wmeld
on Kirk, penetrating and degrading his most treasured thoughts ond dreams.
He sought for words to explain, dbut was interrupted by = hopeless sigh of
resignation from Xirk. '

Mihat doeg it matter?" he said submigsively. "IT you are what you
claim to be you will not hamm mesy if you are... the Captain... you know
already thet I cannot discbey you. Do as you wish -~ I can't stop you, and
I don't think... I even care, any morc."

Swiftly, mercifully, the Commcdore reached out, jolning his wmind to
Kirk'ss he made no attempt to read his thoughts, judging that any further
intrusion into his privacy would only hurt the Human. He concentrated on
projecting his compassion, his desire to help. The meld build gently,
casily, its utter honesty convineing Xirk, who ot last smiled up in relief.

"Iy like to go with you..., if you are certain it's what you want," he
said shyly. The Commodore smiled in responsc.

"It's what I've worked for all these years," be sald simply. "But tell
me, Jim... why?" He indicated the bruises on Kirk's shoulders. The Human's
face clouded. :

At first, when all this started, I thought he must be insane — but he's
not. When he took command of +he Enterprise he seemed all right - moxe
emoticnal than I'd expected from a Vulesn, but I put that down to his Human
blood. He was friendly... I even liked him in the begimning. Then one day
he told me about the mind link, and suggested we txy it: I had no reason to
suspect anything, and agreed... he overwhelmed ne, established total control
over my mind... but I didn't realise at first what he'd done to me. That
night he came to my quarters, and... and told wme... what he wanted from
me. I fought him, but he was too strong... then he told me that he could
make me come to him whenever he chose... 1 said he could force me, but T
would never submnit... he... he proved me wrong. OCh, I tried to resist in
the beginning, but he simply used the link to draw me o him, and then he
would... punish me for my defiance; in the snd it was easier simply to let
him do what he wanted. Once, vhen he was willing to tallk, I asked him why
he treats me like thieg, for in his own strange way I think he is fond of
Mesas Sometimes -.afterwards - he is for o moment almost gentle, as though
he's trving to show affection for me, but it always turns to cruelty. He
told me that when he was o child his schoolmates mocked him for being half-
Humans on Earth he was tounted as o freak.e It... warped him, somehow...
he's never forgotten if%... he hates everyone, but especially Bumansg. At
the same time he's very ambitiocus, and Starfleet offered him the power he
wanted. In wmeny ways he's eon ideal Captain, and because he's clever at
concealing his feslings the rest of the crew respect himg he's vexry well-
regarded by Starfleet Command... they don't know him ass I do...

He told me that I was to... provide him with the opportunity to... to
express bhis contempt for Humans: torturing me gives him emotional satlg-
faction. You'wve geen how he... uses me - he's worked on wuy mind so that now
I'm like a robot, programmed to respond sutomatically when he... desires
me. Spock, I'm not like your own James Kirk - you've got to know the truth,
to realise what he's made of me...

One night he wented me badly, and called me to his quarters; I was
delayed, and when I got thers he was so impatient he... ripped my shixt.
When he'd... finished with me, he sent me back to my quarters. I was ztill
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veo dezed, I think, end when I met Scotty in the corridor, and he wanted to
know what had happened to me, I wos so confused I... told him. FEe believed
me; tried to help, but we had no proof. The Captain found out what I'd done,
and... and killed Scotty. He... he made me watch... I can still hear him
screaming... and the blood... he made me touch the... the body, and told me
to remember... and that he'd do the same to anyone who tried to take me fron
him. He covered up well, made Scotty's death seem like an accident: only I .
knew the ftruth, and T couldn'% spesk - I didn't dare risk snother life. That
wag...» @about two weeks ago -~ I've scarcely slept since. This... " Kirk held
out his arms " -~ this is = part — of my punisiment. He had to wait until the
medical checks were over in case McCoy became suspicious." The haunted eyes
pleaded. "You must understand -~ I can take only so much pain... then any-
thing, even the degradation he brings me to, seems preferable. He really
enjoys hurting me... he's very... dinventive... I'm a well-trained slave
now, obedient, just as he wanteds but I'm =o lonely... he won't let me

mgke friends with the rest of the crew. Off duty he restricts me to my quart-
ersy; or to his; I can scarcely spesk to anyone elsc -~ he even resents lcCoy
because in examining me he has the right to touch me. I belong te him, you
see ~ he'll tolerate no-one that he sees as a possible rival. If he could,
he'd keep me confined where no-ons but he could see or touch me - and I'd sub-
mit to that, too, because I don't have the will to fight sny more."

The Human fell silent; lying back on the pillows he surveyed the Commode
ore wistfully for a moment, then sighed. "I'm not right for you, Spock - you
deserve better. You wanted a replacement for your own Kirk; I may wear his
face, but I'm... ne use. Once, perhaps... but I've been controlled too
long. I'd give anything... but he's done too much damage, I'd only let you
down. Find. someone else, Spock, someone more your equal - don't waste your
time with me.!

For a moment the Commodore was unable to speaks +ears threatensd to
choke him. "You're wrong, Jim; you are worth helping. TFor all your misery
you thought first of me, as he would have done. You need my help., I offer it
will you accept?!

0nly if you are certain you won'i be disappointed in me.m

The Commodore reached over and took Kirk's hands, "It's all over now,"
he said gently. "You'wre coming with me. M '

Kirk suddenly stiffened, tearing his hands away. "He's comingi" he gasped
wildly. "I can feel it ~ I always know. He can't read my mind at a distance,
but he can sense when someone is being... kind to me, and... and comes to
punish me. Can we go at once, before he arrives?!

The Commodore shook his head worriedly. "It will take several minutes +to
set up the return," he said. "I don't think we have enough time."

¥irk spreng from the bed and began to dress hurtiedly. "You nustn't be
found here! He'll kill you... and then... Oh Ged! What he!ll do to mei!

"Let me handle it," the Commodore suggested.

"No! He mustn't find you. Stay here, don't come out whatever happens —
perhaps I can distract him... I won't let him harm you too."

Kirk left the room as the outer door openeds; the Captain hed not sig—
nalled for admission, but walked straight in.

"Were you expecting me, James?® the cool voice asked smoothly.
N~no, sir," Kirk stammered. "Did you want me?!

"Later. At the moment, I want to know who is with you."
"No-one, sir. I'm alone.M

"I've told you before, James, you lie very badly. Have you found a lover
to console youf!
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"No, I promise you — there's no-one here, only you."

"o matter. I could, of course, see for myself, but I expsct she -~ or
he? - has taken advantage of this delay you so thoughtfully arraaged to leave
by the other door. & wise precaution. Still, it will... amuse me... %o
find out who it was by more... subtle methoeds, and when I do a sultable...
entertaimment... will be arrenged for you." The cold volce deepened, thiclk-

ened. "Now, James, I find that I do, after all, have need of your services.
Undress."

The sound of a blow, followed by a suppressed cry of pain from Kirk.
""Obey me, James. Undress.!
M"oees plecse... lot me gose. "

The tearing of cloth, a low sobhing. The Commodore could listen no .
longer, and ignoring Kirk's warning he rushed into the other room. Kirk, his
shirt torn away, was struggling in the Captain's arms, but was steadily being
foreced hackwards across the desk.

"Let him got!"

The Captain released his hold, allowing Kirl to sprawl limply over the
desk; he turned, smiling with satisfaction.

"I wag right - you are trying to take James from me. I thought your
concern would bring you... " His voice faded as he ook in the appearance of
the man before him. M"Pascinating! But explanations can waity for the moment..."
He sprang forward, closzing at once with the Commodore, who acted instinctively
to defend himself. Both men were evenly matched, but the slightly different
layout of the room confused the Commodore, who stumbled over a chair. At once
the Captain's hands closed around his throat, squeezing tighter and tighter...
he was being slowly strangled... as his vision began to fade his only thought
was regret for the added misery his interference would Dbring to Kirk.

Unexpectedly that fierce grip relaxed: there was a moment's pause, and
he was suddenly free. Rolling over, the Commodore saw Kirk kneeling beside him.
A Tew feet away sprawled the Captain, his hands clawing franticazlly at his back,
from which protruded the hilt of the small knife which had been lying on the
desk. He looked up then, his eyes fixed on Kirk's hands, and the green stains
there. He coughed harshly, painfulliy.

"y, James? Was it what my Vulcan heritage forced me to do to you that
kept you from realising that T really did love you? I never thought to say
this to a Human, but I knew that you liked me, and so I was zble to choose you
to satisfy my needs; then found myself unable to resist the bond. I held you
captive, but you held me Just as surely."

That dreadful coughing came again, and when i% guietened the Captain held
Kirk's eyes. "Whatever I've done, always remember... I really did... love
youes. " With a last agoniged effort he reached ovut to Kirk; a violent tremor
shook him, and he slumped forward to lie limply on the floor.

Kirk began to tremble, his eyes filling with tears. "I didn't mean... he
was going to kill you... I couldn't let him... "

His voice dissolved into hysterical weeping. In automatic response the
Commodore reached out o him, but the Human shrank sway instinctively, reminded
despite himgelf of the Captain's arms, of the horror of the times his masier
had pretended to be gentle. The Commodore felt his terror, and quickly guided
him to & chalr, realising that at this woment Human reassurance would be of
more value than any comfort a Vulcen could offer.

"Can you trust McCoy?" he asked abruptly.

"McCoy? TYes, he's my frisnd -~ or he would be, if... he'd... =allowed
me¢ to have any."
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The Commodore ectivated the intercom. "Bpock here. Dr. HeCoy to the
Mirst Officer's quarters - quicklyi"

ELE I

He met MoCoy at the door, silently indicating Kirks; +the Doctor stared in
amazement as he opened hig medical bag. In his confusion he did not notice
the Commodore's uniform, and took him at first to be the Captain.

"What's going on?" he asked as he treated Kirk's injuries. "How did Jim
get into this state, and... who's that?" he added as he caught sight of the
crumpled body on the floor. The Commodore turned over the limp figure with
his foot, and McCoy stared from one %o the other, blank amazement in his eyes
a8 he took in for the first time the Commodore's uniform.

At that moment Kirk, still dazed from shock, reeled in his chair; the
Commodore moved forward, Kirk hesitated, then accepted the support of the
strong shoulder. ‘

"You explain... Spock," he gaid shaklly. "Listen to him before you do
anything, Mcloy, please — it's a long story, and you're going to find it
difficult to believe, dut... but T didntt dare tecll you before what was
happenings; the Captain would have killed you if he'd even suspected you knew."

The Commodore glanced up, meeting the steady blue eyes calmly azs he des~
cribed who he was and what had happened. The Doctor's cold eyes softened as he
described Kirk's suffering and humiliation. Looking down at the still body; he
commented at last, "He deserved it - and more. What happens nowfp"

"Jim is coming with me, back to my universe.”

"o Kirk's voice, faint but determined, broke in. "I can't go with
you =~ not now."

"You must." McCoy's voice wasg sharp with snxiety. "If you ramain hero
you will have to answer for the Captain's death ~ we can't hope to conceal it.
I believe your story, but could you bear tc reveal all those details in court
before a crowd of unsympathetic sirangerst"

"iicCoy, T can't go. I've killed the Captain, Scotty is dead - did I tell
you the Captain muirdered him? - I'm the only Command officer left. You know
how important the carge isy; I can't just abandon the Enterprise in Klingon
territory. Over four hundred lives are at stake, as well as the success of our
nission. I smust take the Enterprise hope, then worry sbout what will happen
to ne.M

The Commodore recognised only too well the surprisingly calm, deitermined
tone of his voicej even so would his own Kirk have spoken. It seemed strange
that the Capiain should have allowed Kirk even this degree of decisiveness,
but he would think ahout it later - for the moment it heartened him to know
that desplte the captivity in which his mind had been held for soc long, the
Captain had not succeeded in totally bresking Kirks his basic integrity was
st11l there, nesding only the opportunity to surface. He considered carefully.
He had not comec so close 1o success only to lose Kirk now.

"That was your mission?" he asked.

"I suppose you would call it espionage," Kirk replied. "We were ordered
to partol near Klingon territory - there hed been rumours that ships had been
massing, as though they plammed o attack. We didn't learn much, but we did
hear about a new Klingon interrogation device that was being used with devagt-
ating effect, and the Captain thought it would help his ambition if he could
capture one. He took the Enterprise deep into Klingon space, and of course we
were challengeds; when we had defeated the ship, we found it carried a Mind-
sifter... "

The rest of Xirk's explanation went unheard., The Commodore sat frozen in
position, plunged unexpectedly into a daxrk wold of horror, swept away by
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memories that threatened his sanity -~ he must not think... forget, forget...
but how docs a man forget The thihg that destroyed his 1life? Remember, then.
Remember the pain, the aching loss, the hatred that burned so deeply. And
know., Know that the madness has returned. It almost destroyed you once, it
threatens to do so again... Jim, lost in the eternal darkness, Jim here, now,
it touches again... It must not be, but it will be, unless...

The two men moved uneasily, aware only that the Commodore was staring
blindly into space, like a man caught in a wed of crawling horror.

"What's wrong, sir?"
"Spock, are you all right?!

Somehow the anxious voices reached him, dragged him back. "Yes, it's
oniy... you gaid the Mindsifter?

"Mhat's what we call it," Kirk said., "It's a device the Klingons
recentiy began usings we don't know wuch about it yei, but it's the only
thing known that can bresk Command training. The Captein took it from the
ship we defeated -~ as soon as the ¥lingons reaolise 1t's gone they'll be after
us, trying to get it back. We're a long way from the nearest Starbase, but
we must succeed - too much is at stake for us to fail."

McCoy broke in then. "If Starfieet can figure out how it works we may be
able to come up with 2 method of resisting it. It's a fiendish device — we
saw 2 nan it hod been used on... "

"So have I." The Commcdore's voice was very bitter. "I $0ld you that my
Jim Kirk... died. We were on o mission, ond he wag captured. The Klingons
used the sifter on him - but he didn't have the information they wanted. They
wouldn't believe that, and probed deeper and deeper... at last, it... broke
nim. We got him back, but it was too late... his mind had gone. What was
left of him died in my arms, screaming, terrified. Then ~ much later - I
learned that in the Commander's wniverss I might have been able to save him."
The dark eyes came slowly to rest on Kirk's face. M"The Commander can protect
nis Kirk - perhaps ny knowledge of the Mindsifter will enable Starfleet to
devige a way to protect you. TYes, you must get it back - but there still
remainzg the problem of the Captain. How do we explain his death?!

The Commodore met McCoy's eyes considervingly: the Doctor shared his
concern.

"We can't let him suffer any more, sir," the Doctor whispered. "ie
degerves some peace of mind ~ there must be something we -can do.M

"Perhaps there is," the Commodore said thoughifully. "Jim will not leave,
but... I can remain here."

Kirk looked up, his attention caught. "What do you mean?"

"Both you and the Doctor thought I was the Captain at first - others will
think so too. We can take... this... back to my universe, and seal the barr—
iers I will assume his position ag Captain of the Enterprise. Only you,
HMeCoy and I will ever know. On my side of the barrier, Commodore Spock will
simply... disappsar.”

HBut you're a Starfleet Commodore, Spocks to go back to being a Captain..m

The Commodore smiled wistfully, "If my James Kirk had lived I would still
be at his side. I only tock the Enterprise after his death because I knew he
wighed it... then, when I learned of the existence of the parallel universes,
I knew I would need the facilities of a Starbase to conduct my research, so I
accepted further promotion. I did it all only to find you... It would give
me... great happiness... if you would permit me to remain with you, but if
you prefer it, I will help you account for the Captain's death, and... leave.
I will understand if... 1f you do not wish me to remain..., your memories of
Spock cannot be other than... painful.?
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"I dontt know what I want," Kirk said migerably. "3o much has happened
so fast.Y

The Commodore knelt at Kirk's side, and gazed into the hazel eyes. Kirk
returned the almost hesitant scrutiny with growing confidence; +his man had
suffered toco, was as lonely as he. Perhaops...? His lips broke into a trem-
uloug. smile, and he reached out hesitantly to rest his hands lightly on the
Commedore's shoulders.

"Please.,. stay," he whispered. "You are not like... him. I think I
can trust you... " ‘ '

"If you are quite sure, I will stay." They held ecach other's gaze a
monent longer, then the Commodores roge and turned to McCoy. "Will you help
me, Doctor? We must take the body dback through the barrier, and destroy my
equipment: but first we must see -to Jim -~ he needs rest M

"Of course, sir.'

Together they helped Kirk back into his sleeping quariers, where McCoy
gave him a sedative. As he stood back, the Commodore approached the bed.

"Sleep well, Jim. When you awake I will be here - it will all be over."

Kirk smiled his relief as he fell asleep. Spock watched him for a moment
longer; then followed McCoy out.

"our uniform, sir," McCoy reminded him.

"hat's your first lesson, McCoy - forget my rank. What did you call
him?" The Commodore indicated the body. '

"Usually Captain, sometimes Spock - depending on circumstances."

"hen you must remember to c¢all me Spock - from this moment I am the
Captain of the Enterprise." He stripped off his uniform, then stopped, seeing
the blood which soaked the back of the Captain's shirt.

"Wait, 1'11l bring you a cleam one from his room.'" McCoy slipped out,
returning shortly. During his absence the Commodore put his discarded shirt
on the Captain's body, and got rid of the blocdsetained one in the disposal
unit. Dressed agein, he helped the Doctor swing the Captain onte his shoulder
and picked up the knife, which he had removed from the wound in oxder %o get
the shirt on the body. When all was ready he sctivated the return mechanismy
soom the walls of the underground chamber formed around them.

"But him there, MoCoy," he sald, indicating the seat at the control panel
and dropping the knife bedide it. While the Doctor obeyed Spock set the
sensors to destruct.

"I ovan trigger the esxplosion when we are safely back on the Enterprise,"
he explained.

cCoy glanced worriedly at the chair. "You'wre sure he won't be found?V

"As far as my people are concerned, I am on leave - any search will start
far from here. No-cne has come down here for many years, and the door is
well-concealed on the outside. Bven if by some chance he should be found,
however, Commodore Spock will have been killed by someone undiscoverable,
since the only fingerprints on the knife are either my own or those of a man
long dead in this universe - Jim Kirk."

McCoy cast 2 last look at the huddled figure, and shivereds "letl's go
homa," he murmared.

Spock nodded agreement, and within minutes they were back in Kirk's
quarters, where he triggered the destruct signal.

"That's it," he said. "We are committed now - the barrier between the
universes is c¢losed."
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licCoy went in to examine Kirlk, who was sleeping peacefullys alrealy some
of the Strvain had gone from his face. "Will you stay with himwuntil he wakes
up?" the Doctor asked.

"Yes, it will be best . if I am here. Dispose of this, please, Doctor -~ it
will not be neaded again.!

McCoy took the destruct mechanism, and eyed Spock thoughifully. "He must
have been quite & man, your Kirk, to inspire all this.®

"Me,e. was. Jim is... very like him."

"Degpite everything that's happened to him?"

"Despite everything."

"] gses. Well, I'm glad you're here. Take care of him."
Nl owill,M

The Dootor turned to leave, out Spock detained him. '"McCoy, there's one
thing more.”

"Yosp!

"T am going to need your help. My Dr. ¥MceCoy had a compassion, an under-
standing... I believe you share those qualities. Jim is going to need a
great deal of help, perheps more than I can give... I still do not fully
understend Humsns. Jim... You do not know the worst yet, but... +he Captain
alnost destroyed him. Will you work with wme, goide me?!

"Tt11 do what I can, of course, but from what I've seen, I think you'll
help him wore than I will. Goodnight, Spocik.!

NGocdnight, Dotdor.M

Locking the door behind MceCoy Spock returnsd o the inner room; pulling
up a chalr he sat down and surveyed Kirk's sleeping figure thoughtfully. After
a moment he took from his belt a small leather wailet, the only possession he
had brought with him from his own universe, and opened it. The eyes of his
own Jim Kirk smiled up at him, the last likeness that had been taken of him
juet before his death.

"Forgive me, Jim ~ 1 had $o do it... you shouldn't have left me," he
whispersd, knoving that his dead friend would indeed understand the almost
insane grief that had set him on this curious path. Ralsing hie head he looked
from the dead to the living man, so like yet so different. Ths young Commander
possessed indeed many of Jim's qualities - his alwest ruthless honesty, his
concern for the welfare of the BEnterprise, his shy charm; but Spock wondered
to what extent the Captaints depravity had corrupted him. He could not be . ..
gure, for he would not risk touching this Kirk's mind for a long time - 1t
would be necessary to gain his confidence, and fear of the meld had been deeply
engraved on his mind. Considering all he had seen, Spock began to feel hope~
fuly he had recognised in this Kirk an underlying stubbornness, an innate,
vasic integrity, that reminded him all too clearly of Jim. They could do 1%,
he thought, but 1t would not be easy -~ this Kirk's memories would be very
bitter.

As he watched Kirk stirred restlessly in his sleep and moaned softlys
Spock reached out,; touched him gently. Af once Kirk's fingers closed tightly
around his and the Human relaxed, sleeping quietly again. Spock walted,
watening patiently for him to awaken. His thought touched fleetingly on those
few who would mourn his supposed death. McCoy, Scotty, Uhura, Sulu, scattered
now and with new dreams, new responsibilitics, would pause for a moment in
their busy lives to remewmber, and to grieve, but in time the memory would fade.
He knew that Mcloy would find comfort in the belief that Spock's long years of
loneliness were over; and he would be right, he thought with a wry twist of
hig iips -~ but in a way he could not have imagined.
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Firmly he closed the door on that 1ife and turned to face the new, filled
for the first time in years with a sense of almost breathless anticipation. It
had to be possible to find & way to restore Kirk's self-confidence, so that

they would once again be the best partnership in Starfieets whatever the
cbataclas, he would make it happen, he vowed.

Then, as he returncd his gaze to the sleeping figure, Kirlkk's eyes glowly
opened.

L

SEALED TAPE - to be transmitted to Commander James T. Kirk, First Officer of
the U.5.5. Enterprise, on the death of Capfain Spock. Found in his safe,
and delivered by Commodorce Spock, Captain, U.S5.S5. Enterprise.

The Emotion Humans call 'love' is utterly meaningless to mes what, then,
do I feel for you, James Kirk? You asked me once why 1 treat you as I do, and
I could not answer, for in truth I scarcely know! I must try to formulate my
thoughts. '

When I learned that Iwas to be given command of the U.8.5. Enterprise I
was well-satigfied. I, the despised half-breed, would now order the lives of
these arrogant examples of racial purity; and at the same Zime my ambition
had progressed one stage further. Yet I krew at once that my true motives
must still remain concealed behind the smooth bland mask I have learned to
vear so easily.

One thing thrsatened my safety - I had reached the age when pon farr would
soon be upon me, and the unleashing of its savage violence would surely betray
me. T'Pring's treachery, when she deserted me for the pure-blooded weakling
Stonn, had aggravated my problem — I had no bond-mate to turn to, and I feared
the mockery of these Humansg when my weakness was revealed. The solution was
obvious - I must find on the ship one with whom I could drop that mask, one
who would be Torced to accept me for what I am. My pariner must be one I could
dominate completely, using the mind link to impose my will so strongly that I
could rely on silence, and total submission; but that would not be difficult -
Humans are utterly defenceless against telepathic powers.

There was however, one other requivement ~ I am much stronger that a
Human, and in the grip of pon farr would inflict on my partner great physical
paing among Vulcans, the sexual act is... not gentle. For this reason, I
rejected the women - they were too fragile, my hunger would destroy them. That
left... the men. I confess, the idea appealed to me - how much sweeter it
would e to humiliate and degrade one of these proud, confident Human malesi
But... which to choose?

My decision was..,., easily made, after all, when I met my senior officers
in the briefing room. Your golden, glowing cyes looked into wine in shy
welcome; 1 was lost — and from that moment, so were you.

You seemed so very young, but already you were spoksn of as an excellent
First Cfficers no-one thought it strange that I should seek your company. You
learned to trust me, for I freated you as a friend, and you responded eagerly.
You confided that your childhood had been lonely, unhappy as mine had been,
and you turned to me for companionship with an innocent candour that... almost
+.. made me hegitate. But pon farr was drawing closer; I would not permit
mawkish sentimentality to stand in the way of my need. How easily you fell
into my trap when I suggested the wmeld! Your mind was so defenceless - you
were mine within moments, but you did not know it - not at first.

Your awskening must have been brutal. That night I went to your quarters.
Tou welcomed my visit, not understanding why I had come. It was rape — for
you, a horror, for me... the most exquisite pleasure I had ever knovn. Your
body delighted me, and even sweeter was the shame and anguish I read in your
mind as I possessed you. Then - your horror and disgust when you realised how
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completely I owned youl At first you atbtempted to defy me; but a combination
of the mind link and sheer physical punishment soon brought you to my fest, an
ohedient slave.

So thewre it was,., Simple. A warm, submiseive, sexually-responsive body,
gsummonad, to my bed at a moment's whim, dismissed asg easily. Oh yes, you were
responsive -~ 1 trained you well. I+t amised me to make you beg for my attent-
ions, as though you came to me of your own free will.

Simple? Not so. Pon farr ended; my desire for you... 4id not. To my
horror I found I still oraved the exciiement of your presence, still burned
with a fever only you could quench. I knew panic, then. Was it possible that
I had become... fond of you? THAT, I would not permit! You are Human,
physically and mentally infexrdor, of the desplised race that has tortuped me
all my life for my mixed blood. You are beautiful, you arouse me..., dhut 1
would as soon admit that I could love an attractive animal.

I acted with cold ruthlessness o kill the growing tenderness I was
beginning to feel for you. I remembered that first night, when you writhed in
agony as L took you » no guixotic thoughts then of affection, it was sgheer
nead that drove me. Your pain had heightened my pleasurs, and would do so -
again.

It worked. TVYou grew to fear me even more, yet £till you csme, obedisnt
0o my summons, your body shaking with terror as I took you to bed. You are so
easy to deceive; do you remewber the night I held you c¢lose for a long time,
kigsing you tenderly as though I would win your consent, until you began to
grow calm, daring to hope that I was learning $o be gentle with you? A Vulcan,
gentle! You are such a fooll The sexual act is savage, degrading, brutals
who should ltnow that better than we? Love... such soff emotiong are useless
to ma, would render me vulnerabley and that you should dare to dream that T,
a Vulcan, could stoop to love onz of your contemptible race! You paid dearly
foryour presumption, and your suffering only increased the pleasure you gave
me. It amused me Ho invent new ways to humiliate you, csuse you pain, and as
time passed you became ever more submissive.

I grew careless. I was so sure of you, so confident that you had at last
learned not to defy me... then you broke down, confessed to Scotbt. Tou rem=—
ember what followed, don't you, James? I found out, of course; you could not
hope to conceal such a betrayal from me. Never before had I felt such anger -
not with you, treachery is not unexpected from your race - but wy hatred of
Scott was overwhelming. He was going to take you from me, deprive me of the
consolation I found in you for all my years of solitude.

Aware of the danger, I acted swiftly. It did not take me long to...
persuade... you to decoy Scott to that deserted cargo hold. I wonder, will
you ever forget the lock in his eyes when he learned that you had betrayed him
too? You pleaded so abjectly for his 1life, acknowledging in his presence ny
mastery of you, but I could not spare him. You must undergtand that — I had
to teach you that I will never let you go.

He was s ¥rave man -~ he died hard. You will not easily forget his
screams, I think, Afterwards, when I reached for you beside his still-warm
body you took my stained hands without protest, crept trambling infc my amms,
for you knew then that I made nc idle bhreats — I would kill to hold you.

I know your concern for that meddlesome fool McCoy, and though I would.
gladly be #id of him, his safety is another chain to bind you. It angers nme
that he has the right to touch you - it is not concern that brings me so
swiftly to your side when you are hurt, but a sick jealousy when I think of
hig hernds on you. There was a time on Vulcan when I would have had the right
to enslave you openly, keep you secluded for my own pleasure, but those days
are gones here I must be cautious, discreet, suffering when 1 zee another
claim your attention.
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Yet, when our duty on the bridge isg over, and the door to my gquarters
closes behind us, I reach for you, James, and you pay dearly for every pang of
jeazlousy you have caused me. So the obsession growa, and I yield to the sweet
fiery insanity, for you are the one indulgence I permit myself.

I am secure now. You fear me, bul you are obedient - that is all I ask.
I control you utterly; your most hidden thoughts, your most cherished memories
are open to me, and I roam through your mind at will, dominating your spirit as
completely as I possess your body.

I keep you as close as I dare, for there is always the fear that somepna
may agsin tmy 4o “tuke you from me. As my ambition advances I will leave the
Enterprise one day, but you will go with me - I camot give you up now, you are
in my blood. Poor James, I can slmost pity you - so young... eand oh, so vul-
nerable. My hunger for you grows ever stronger; be restgned to your fete, as
L have learned to accept mine. I have killed the weakness I sensed in myself,
the growing tenderncss I felt for you, and without one pang of reworse I use
you ag T wishe..

vos  Yet sometimes, when you lie in my arms, having sobbed yourself to
sleep at last, your exhausted body torn by my insatiable desire... sometimes,
I lean over you, when you cannot know my weakness, stroke your soft hair, kiss
your tearwstained mouth... and I wonder... if I were not made as I am, if I
couldbewe won you willingly %o my bed... 1if I could just once, see your
golden eyes tuxned to me glowing with love and desire, your arms extended in
welcome, your mouth soft, warmly responsive to mine...

God damn you to hell, James Kirk - I have learned to love youl

* ¥R X K N K X

PART IT

Commander James Kirk, First Officer of the U.S.S. Bnterprise, loocked up
from the chessboard, his face lighting with an incredulous grin.

“Checkmate!" he exclaimed triumphantly.

Spock surveyed the board with an air of assumed disbalief, and reached out
%o topple his king., "Condeded," he said at last. "™Well played, Jim."

As Xirk began to reset the board Spock studied him covertly, noting with
approval his relaxed attitude, and the laughter in the hezel eyes. Yes, Kirk
had changed since the Captain's death, but... had the change gone decp snough?
Spock had made the transition from the desk-bound duties of a Commodors back to
the more immediate urgency of a Captaincy with swift ease, but Kirk had only
with diffiiculty begun to adapt to his new freedom. On duty his single-minded
decisiveness had touched Spock with a haunting familiarity, but in his personal
life his self-eonfidence secmed to have been totally erodeds; he was incapable
of any indepandent thought or action at first; secking Spock's apvroval of
every decision, and though the Vulcan encouraged him 4o think for himself,
progress had besen heart-breskingly slow.

The simplest social relationships were difficult for Kirk; he was shy,
hesitant, seeming much younger than his years, and his constant feat that
others might know what he had been to the Captain made him diffident in COMPAILY
Closely confined by the Captain in his off-duty hours, he had become almost a
stranger to the other officers, who considered him withdraswn and unsociable -
they could now know that the Captain had punished with hideous brutality any
attempt on Kirk's padt to make friends, or indeed any friendly approach made
to hime.

Understanding this, Bpock had enlisted McCoy's help; despite his some=
times acid wit the Doctor was popular with the crew, ahd gradually drew the
young Commander into his circle of friemds. Finding himself accepted, Kirk's
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confidence grew, and as he becams more secure Spock began to build their
friendship. He moved delicately, warily, at first, for he knew how much Kirk
had heen hurt, but his patience was rewarded by the trust and companionship
that was gradually growing between them. Spock had been compelled to devise

a method of allaying Kirk's fears, and this had proved o be even more diff-
icult than he had expected - so many apparently harmless things held terrible
agzgoclationg for him and it was useless to attempt to tackle them 2ll at onces
instead he had dealt with each nighimare in turn, gently taking the Human over
and over the same ground until Kirk could accept that thet particular fesr no
longer threatened him.

Tonight's game marked another success, Spock realised with quiet satis-
factions he had learned that the Captaln fregquently played chess with Kirk,
but had twisted their games into yet another torment, ensuring that he could’
not win by making him play without a2 gueen, yet punishing him for losing. Kirk
had confided that the Captain always forced 2 mind 1ink on him when they
played, enjoying his growing feer as he realised that he would lose yet again,
and insinuating into his mind details of the punishment he would suffer.

To soften these memories, Spock began to play with Kirks; the Human still
lost, but he lost fairly, and was shown where he had gone wrong. With guid-
ance his game improved, and Spock had to concentrate harder to beat hims to-
night Kirk had won for the first time. It had been a hard-fought game, and
now Spock sat back enjoying Kirk's triumph. Knowing that he had won on his
own merits, that Spock had fought him every inch of the way, Kirk was flushed
with success at his victorys he glanced up, smiling.

"Thanlk you foxr the game - I enjoyed it."

"Then we will play again. However, you would do well to study the game
with more attention, Jim — you could have won eight woves ago, but you falled
to take advantage of your opportunities.”

"T still won, though," Kirk said, laughing. He looked up again, then
studicusly returned his attentiorn to the placing of the chessmen.

"Did you often play... with your own Kizk?" he asked shyly.

Spoclkt did not reply for a moments he had thought -~ hoped -~ that ad time
passed the pain would fade. He never, of his own accord, mentioned his dead
friend:; but this Kirk, anxious to learn of his counterpart, occasionally
asiked some question that, as now, brought the past alive again, starkly 1it
against a background of anguished memory.

"Wesg, I did," he said at last, rousing himself to replys he could symp-—
athise with Kirk's eagerness to understand the man he so closely resembled,
whosge life had been so different. "iLike you, he approached the game in a most
++» 1llogical fashioni but he zometimes beat me, az you did tonight." He
paused for a moment, wondering how to continues +to cover his hesitation he
lif4ed one of the chessmen and fingered it absently. "I offen teld hime.. "

The call of the intercom snapped both men to alertmésa. Spock rose to
answer the summons, handing the chessman to Kirk as hes did so. He spoke
briefly, then turned back to his Pirst Officer.

"I am needed on the bridge — there are some unusual readings at extreme
gensor range. 1t may be nothing, but... there is still the chance that we
may be pursued by Kiingon ships. As yot there is no immediaie danger, but I
must be certain -~ we dare not risk the recapture of the mind-sifter.m

Kirk sprang to his feet. "I'1ll come with you." He knew the hatred and
abhorrence Spock felt for the mind-sifter -~ it had cost him his own Jim Kirk,
and he was determined that in this universe at least the Federation would bo
given every chance to discover its secreis.

"There is ne need - I will call you if necessaxy."

Spock had several times wondered at the contrast between Kirk the man and
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Kirk the Pirst Officers in a duty situation the Human was as trustworthy, as
dependable, as his own Kirk had been. BEven that [irst evening, confused by the
Commodore's sudden appearance, shocked by the Captain's death and his own res-
pongibility for it, the Pirst Officer had responded to the needs of his ship
and crew, preferring to lose his chance of escape rather than abandon them. In
the confusion of the moment, Spock had not taken the time to congider it, but
ke had recalled it later. Since then he had seen that same response several
times, and had at fimzst wondered why the Captein had not enslaved that part of
Kirk's mind too. Consideratlon soon supplied the answer. Por all his faults
the Captain was an excellent commanding officer, and would not risk his ship

in the hands of a mindless incompetent. There would be times when the safety
of the Enterprise would depend on Kirk, and the Capiain would have ensured

that he was fully capable in that sphere at least. In addition, a useless
First Officer would soon come to the attention of Starfleet, and would bs
replaceds +he Captain would not risk the loss of his favourite amusement. It
was on the steadiness of the TFirgt Officer that Spock based his hopes for the
recovery of the man. Now he smiled briefly at the Human.

"It's my watch anyway - and if we do run into the Xlingons, I'll need you
alert. Go and get some rest - I'1l see you later, Jim." His hand fell on
Kirk's shoulder, gripping it tightlys +then he was gone.

Kirk watched him lesve, then sat back for a moment considering the evening
of quiet companionship he had just enjoyed. With instinctive delicacy, Spock
never invited him to his gquarters, understanding the memories that lingered
there; dinstead they met in one of the rec rooms, which tonight had emptied
as they had played, so that now Kirk sat alone. He smiled as he thought back
over the last weeks — it had been so marvellous, 1o awaken each morning free
from fear, to move among his fellow officers as one of them, sharing for the
first time in so long their company and friendship. The Captain had claimed
him soon after he had taken command of the Enterprise, and Xirk had almost
forgotten what it felt like to lead a life free from lies and concealment;
and he owed 1t all to Spock.

SBuddenly realising how late it was getting he hurriedly returned to the
task of resetting the chessbeard; automatically he reached ocut to position
the piece Spock had handed to him, glancing at it for the first time as he
did =o.

"IN

A harsh sob of disbelief broke from his lipss he stared down at a black
knight.

¥ R X X

For a long time Xirk sat motionless, his eyes fixed on vacancy with a
dreadful staring blindness. At last he rose stiffly from the table, and
moving very slowly he left the ewmpby room, heading for his quarters. McCoy
greeted him in the corridor, but he passed without replying - the Doctor's
volce had triggered a sudden wave of blind panic, a desperate need to hide.

He was running as he fturned the final corner, his hends clawing for the door
reiease; he almoet fell into the room, and stood for a moment leaning against
the door, his breath coming in harsh gasps as though he had made some tremend-
ous physical effort. When he was sure that he could trust his legs to support
him he moved forward, and seated himself at the desk. Placing the knight
before him, he stared at it with a desperate concentrations the tiny jewelled
eyes seemed to return his gaze with unwinking malevolence, threatening to
drown him in a horror he had belleved vanished for ever.

Did Spock know? That was the question he strove frantically to answer,
trying to Jjudge the Vulcen's actions, to determine if he was sware of the
significance of that delicately~carved chessman,

In thisg Starfleet; Vulcan officers were very rare, normally serving as
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husband—-and-wife teams, for the wales were regularly gripped by an irresist—
able compulsion to mate. Twice a year the Captain had been driven to Kirk -
with a savage hunger that far outsbripped his usual persecution of the Humansg
the hours of the night were no louger enough - he kept Kirk closely confined
in his guarters, visiting him whenever the need became unbearable.

In order to conceal Kirk's gbsence from duty he was supposed to he engaged
on important research in the science labs, and was not to be disturbed; the
door of his office in the sclence department was kept securely locked o give
the impression that he was there, and as only the Captain had the authority to
question the Pirst Officer's movements, his enforced retirement aroused no
comment.

The onset of the mating drive was sudden, and in the Caplain's case not
easily predicted because of his mized bloods it had amused him to devise a
signal to summon the Human to his gquarters - he would, during one of their
chess games, hand Kirk a black knight, or make some poilnted reference to the
piece in his hearing. Kirk had quickly learned that the summons was not to be
disregarded.

So, did Spock know? Had he selected that particular piece deliberately,
er had it been mersly a ghastly coincidence? Kirk thought back o the scene
at the table, but he could not be certain - there had been several pileces
close to Spock's hand, but he could not tell whether the Vulcan had actually
chosen the kanight.

Kirk bit his lip anxiously - he must decide soon. Then he remembered. He
had been present when Spock studied the Captain's personal log, and had watch~
ed his face turn white with disgust and horror as he learned more fully how
his counterpart had ftreated Kirk. The task had been distasteful, but nec~—
egsary - he had to learn about the Captain in order to replace him -~ but Spock
had destroyed the log at once, and had never referred o its contents since.
There must have been some reference %o the signal in the log, and knowing that
Kirk would understand, Spock had clearly indicated his wishes. Of course...
it was clear now... that touch on his shoulder, +the quietly-spoken, "I'1l see
you later, Jim." Spock wanted him.

But why? Why now? He could at any time have summoned Kirk %o his quart-
ers, but he had not done so... Yes, of course, that was clear now too. Spock
was also a Human/Vulcan hybrid, affected for the first time in this universe
by the mating time; driven by that savage hunger he had turned to the one
person who knew, and who could satigfy it. Xirk understood at lost. He must
gerve the Commodors as he had served the Capiain.

With faint surprise Kirk found himself actually considering the situation.
When the Captain was alive he would not have risked a moment's delay in ans-—
wering the summons - had he done so the Capitain would have drawn him by mind
iink, or come in search of him. Spock had not, and Kirk thought he knew whys
the Vulcan was allowing him to choose. He had indicated his need, but it was
for Kirk +o decide how he would respond., It was a measure of the difference
between the two men.

Kirk knew he had to consider his responsge very carefully. His instinot
was to refuse, but he owed Spock so much. The Vulcan had abandoned his home,
his carecr, his whole way of life for his sske; had shown him what friend-
ship could be. Cut off from whatever release he had in his own world, his
desperate need had forced him to turn now %o Xirk, dbut he would not compel
the Human to obey. Had 1t not been for Spock, Kirk know that he would even
now be helpless in the Captain's bed; and he knew algo what would happen to
Spock if he refused. Was the price too great to pay?

He tricd to visualise Spock as a sexual partner, and found he could do so
without the sick terror the Captain had always produced in him. In the Cap-
tain's armg he had known only pain, the humiliation of belleving that he was
valued only for the pleasure his body could give, the ruthless vioclation of
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his most oherished thoughts. With Spock, it would be... different; the
Vulcan would certainly make use of him, but he was accustomed to that, and he
could not believe that this man would freat him with the cynical brutality he
had known from the Captain. Perhaps... perhaps Spock would even be... gentle.

Hirk sighed wistfully, knowing what his decision must be. He would answer
Spock's summons, and if the Vulcan allowed him a little more dignity, even the
illusion of freedom when he wasg not needed -~ well, that was more than he could
have hoped for at the Captain's hands.

He rose and went fto the shower before changing into a fresh shirt. His
lips twisted cynically as he smoothed his hairj what was he geiting so upset
about,; anyway? His own body disgusted him since the Captain had claimed i+
using it to relieve Spock's distress was at least more worthwhile than satis-—
fying his former master's sadism,

As he wallzed along the corridor Kirk was apprehensive, for he did not know
quite what Spock would expsct of hiwm, but his customary terror on this Journey
did not affect him. To his surprise his signal for admission to Spock's
quarters brought no response, and after a slight hesitotion he stepved inside.
The Captain had keyed the lock to admit him at any time, so that Kirk, like
MeCoy, had voice overrides had it been possible, the Captain would hove Tes-
tricted McCoy's right of access, but Starfleet regulations insisted that the
Chief Medical Cfficer should have unrestricted access to all sections of the
ship, and he did not dare risk arousing the Doctor's curiosity by counter—
manding his freedom of movement.

The rooms were empty — Spock must have been detained on the bridge longer
than he had expected. OCuriously, Kirk circled, examining the changes in the
once~familiar roomss much of the decoration hod been cleared away, the fur-
niture thet remained being purely functional - with one exception. The Vulcan
harp, that in the Captain's time had hung on the wall, an urused ornament, now
stood on & shelf by the desk. Kirk touched the strings softly, wondering if
Spock played, and how the music would sound, He was beginning %o realise how
little he really knew about Spock!s thoughts and ideals.

At last he summoned the courage to enter the sleeping quarters, but here
too changes had been made, dulling most of the room's terrible associaiions.
The fur rugs and hangings had been stripped away, giving the room an almost
spartan simplicity. With relief he saw that the chest had gone -~ that
strangely-carved box that had held the Captain's 'toys', the whips and instru-
ments of torture he had delighted %o use on Kirk. There was only one personal
item visible, a small leather wallet standing on the bedside looker.

Impelled by = compulsion he could not understand, Kirk lifted and opemed
it -~ his own face laughed up at him.

Startled, he looked closer; the clear hazel eyes held no shadows, the
sengitive mouth curved in & teasing, affectionate grin. This was the James T.
Kirk whose loss had driven the Coummodore on his almost insane search, a scarch
which had brought him here at the time of Kirk's own greatest need.

The young Commander studied the expressive face with envys +this man had
never known the utter self-disgust he had lived with for so long; had never
cringed in cowering obedience to a'man to whom he was, quite literally, a
possessions his mind had never beenm rathlessly inveded to heighten the cruel
plessure of his master. Kirk knew to whom that engaging smile hed been dir-
ected, and would have given anything to stand as an equal at Spock's side, as
this man had done.

"Did you do... this... Ffor him too?" he whispered, trying, as always, to
gauge the mind of his counterpart. "He must have caved for you, to suffer so
at your deatb... he won you for a friend, and you look so happy, he cannot be
as savage as the Captain. I'll pay my deb% to him, James Xirk, but oh, L wish
~ess I wish it didn't have to be this way."
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Kirk replaced the picture carefully and turned awasy, wondering what to do
next, what Spock would demand of him... The Captain had not liked to be kept
waiting... He undressed slowly, approached the bed, hesitated. Perhaps it
would be better not to presume too far... After a moment he dimmed the lights
and moved to a chalr in the corner of the room, where he sat waiting...
walting...

¥ KK K

Kirk woke with a start — he must have been more tired than he realised.
For a moment he wordered what had aroused him, then he heard the soft tones of
the harp in the next rocm. For a little while he forgot his nervousness,
caught up in the enchantment of the music. The sad, simple little tune fitted
his own mood so well, regret and longing mingled still with a little hope...
Suddenly came o discordant sound asg though the musician had set the instrument
aside abruptly, and the breaking of the spell returned Kirk to an awareness of
reality. He found he was trembling slightly... soon it would begin. Inste
inetively he shrank back in the chair ag a swift rush of footsteps brought
Spock through the doorways without turning on the lights the tall figure
pagsed through to the shower, reiturning shortly dressed in an informal robe.
Spock seemed abgtracted, withdrawn; he paid no attenticn to Kirk, who sat
motionless, unsble even to speak. The bedlight came =wn at its lowest setting,
and by its dim glow Kirk could see Spock standing by the bed. One long-
fingered hand reached out, lifted and opened the picture case. He studied it
for a long time in silence, then with a scarcely audible sigh olosed and
replaced it before stretching himself out on the bed.

Kirk sat tensely, walting for the summons that must surely come now; the
Vulcan lay motionless. After a time Kirk rose and approached the bed quietly
- Spock appeared to be asleep. Kirk hovered irndecisively - what ¢id Spock
want? Perhaps he had changed his mind... but it might be a test... HE had
enjoyed tormenting him with such tricks... Spock might have found release
elsewhore... but there was no-one 6lse... Spock was kind; but the mating
drive turned Vulcans savage... and yeb:Spock seemed at peace; perheps he
had found someone else... 1o go or to sitay - which?

Slowly he knelt by the bed, his eyes fixed on the Vulcan's face; delicate~
ly, timidly, he touched his lips to Spock's, alert to respond to his wishes.
The reaction was one he had not anticipatéd. Light though it was, the pressure
of his mouth woke Spock instantly: the Vulcan's eyes flew open, his hand shot
out, striking Kirk across the face to send him sprawling to the floor. When he
dared to look up Spock was standing over him, his eyes blazing with contempt.

"How dare you!" The very quiestness of his voice made the disgust in
Spock!s tone all the harsher. "1 thought there was something in you worth
saving = I see now I was wrong! Did you rezlly enjoy the humiliation after
all, %o come crawling to my bed? The Captain really did destroy your integ-
rity ~ you're as corrupt a2s hel I gambled everything on you, and I've lost -
for the rest of my life I'11 have to look at you, see Jim's syes, and know the
warped mind tha+t's behind them. Get out of my sight -~ it makes me sick to
look at you. Go and find someone else to play your degenerate game!

As the bitter denmunciation flowed over him Kirk could only crouch on the
floor, sheking hig head in bewilderment. . What had he done wrong? He had only
respornded to Spock's summons, as he had been trained to do. Dazedly he tried
to move, but sank back as a wave of sick dizziness swept over himj; he lifted
o hand to his face, and found the stickiness of blood - he had struck his head
in falling, and blood also trickled from his mouth where Spock's blow had
fallen.

"Pleass... " he moaned, reaching out in confusion to the only help he had
ever known.

"Don'+t touch me!" Spock derked back as though the touch of Kirk's hand
would contaminate him. He gawed down at the bowed head, filled with a dburning
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primitive rage, a savage desire to reach out and destroy that once-loved
face, hating to the point of madness the man who wore it now, who had dared
-to smirch the memcries it carried for him. As he took an involuntary step
forward Kirk looked up, blinded by the tears that ran silently down his face.
He made no sound,; but the utter misery and confusion in his eyes halted Spock
abruptly. A% last Kirk seemed to take in Spock's threatening movements a
mask of sheer terror closed over his face and he shrank back, lowering his
head in abject submission.

"1 ask... forgiveness, sir," he whispeved, as he had done once before.

Remembering the circumstances under which he had last heard those words,
and what had followed them, Spock was shocked back to sanity; what had he
been about to do? Jim's eyes, afraid to meet hiss Jim, cowering in terror
at his feet, Jim's blood on his hands. Pilled with remorse he began to reach
out, then dropped his hand in confusion — the Human was too afraid of him, he
could sense it.

Spock moved into the washroom and returned with a basin of water and a
towels; in his absence Kirk had tried to get away, but his confusion had
betrayed him. Now he crouched by the bed, his face buried on his arms, sobb-
ing bitterly. Spock lifted his head and began 4o clean up the cuts on his
forehead and mouthi gradually the gentleness of his hands penstrated the fog
of fear surrounding Xirk, and his tears slowly ceased.

"Hush, Jim," Spock said quietly. "It's all righty I'm not angry any more
~ I won't hurt you again."

Kirk's skin was cold to the touchs Spock went to fetch a robe and wrapped
him warmly before lifting him on to the bed. He would have drawn up the
chair, but Kirk clung to him so tightly that he could not move.

How g said sof ink we both have some expleining to do.
"Now," h id softly, "I think both h laining o do."

Kirk nodded; not yet trusting himself to speak; he was still shocked,
bewildered by the Vulcan's unexpected viclence, but at least Spock no longer
seemed to be angry with him.

"Jim, look at me." The voice was very gentle, but demanded cobediences
Kirk met the gquestioning dark eyes, his own filled with shame and confusion.
Spock gazed at him sternly for a long time, then his set expression imper-
cepiibly relaxed.

"There is more here than I thought," he said at last. "Jim, why did you
come to me tomight? Did you really believe you would be welcome?!

Kirk's eyes flickered nervously - was this some new test? IHe could only
answer with the truth, even 1f Spock already knew it.

"I onlys.. answersd your summons," he replied simply.
"Wy summons?" Spock seemed genuinely bewildered.

"The black knight."

"Thé blackes, Jim, explain.”

"AZl right, I'1l go along with your game, Spock; God knows, I've had
enough practice.” He continued in a2 monotone. "HMost of the time the Captain
used me for pleasure, but twice a year he was subject to a... compulsion to
mate. I had fo be in his gquarters twenty-four hours a day for three days;
to prevent comment on my absence, I was supposed to be working in the science
department. He ordered me to his quarters by handing me a chessman - the
black knight. You are a Human/Vuloan hybrid as he was - you must have the
same needs. I knew you must have learned about the... the signal from his
log ~ when you used it, I thought you wanted me. I cawme."

"I see. You were afraid of me, then?

- "I... don't know... Not really, but... at those times, he became...
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uncontrellably savage 1f he couldn't get what he wanted. T failed him onece
«es he taught me.,. not to fail him again."

"What happened?"

"I'd been injured, and McCoy kept me in sickbay. Hs... came to visit me
++« when he left, I found the knight. I begged McCoy to discharge me, but
he wouldn't — you know how stubborn he is - he said I needed another day, he
wanted to make more tests. I was frantic... Thaet night... he... came
again, while McCoy was with me. He did something with his mind, I don't know
what - McCoy didn't seem able to see or hear what was happening, it was as
though he was in a trance. He talked to me, told me... he wouldn't force
mee... this time. Then he said, 'But I cannot be alone tonight., It is for
you to choose, James; .I will have you... or him.! He pointed to McCoy. I
couldn't let him... I was used to it, but McCoy..., He hurt me... badly...
that night, for the delay had angered and frustrated him, but he was clever
enough not to mark mej; McCoy suspectzd nothing. The next day I was dis—
charged... I went straight to him... and he... " Kirk buried his face in
his hands, unable to continue.

"You thought that I would do likewise?!

"ol Kirk's denial wag swift. "Truly, I didn't think you meant to harm
méy Crees O 8nyone... bute... L knew what would happen to you if I didn'+
come. I didn't want you to suffers.. "

S0 you chose to come?M

Kirk hung his hezd in confusion. '"Yes. You've been... very kind to me,
Spock; I wanted to repay you. I thought... if it would help... I could
do this much for you."

Spock raised Kirk's head and met his eyes steadily. "Jim, I swear to you
~ there was no mention of any signal in the log. It was merely an unlucky
coincidence that I picked up a knight. I am immune tc the pon farr - the
mating drive, as you call its it has never affected me.!

Kirk drew a long breath. 'No wonder you were so angry. When I came to
you, you thought,., M

"I thought that the Captain's... attentions... gave you pleasure, after
all. When I saw you there I believed that you had been utterly corrupted.
Forgive me, I have wronged you desply. It was a generous thought, after all
your suffering, to overcome your fear Tor my ssake.m

"I wanted to help, and I wasn't afraid, not really - I was sure you would
be gentle."

"Gentle! I almost killed you."
"You didn't understand. My behaviour must have seemed... unforgivable.!
"I should have known.., I should have trusted you."

Kirk smiled wistfully, but said seriously, "I told you once, I'm... very
different... from your own Kirk."

Spock shook his head. "In many ways, you are very alike. He offered his
life for mine many times - you offered your peace of mind. I wonder... which
would have been the greater gsacrifice.”

"Don't compare ug, Spock. I know what T am, snd I'm learning... what he
was. He would despise me -~ and rightly.Y

"I think not. Had your circumstances been diffsrent, there would be little
to choose between you. He would have told you, as I am trying to tell you -
it's not your fault that you became the prey of someonc so much stronger.!

"Your Kirk would have resisted, he would not have given in so easily."

"Jim, everyone has a breaking point. You were beaton before you knew there
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was anything to fight; that was your misfortune, not your fault. I don'st
want to hurt you, Jim, but I must make you accept the truth as I see it. TYou
were forced to share the bed of a sadisi who used you to satisfy both his
cruelty and his lust; you were mentally enslaved by an unscrupulous telepath

who broke your will as a child breaks a toy. Mentally or physically, were
you strong enough to resist?

"Wo.as Dbut I should have been M

"Don't be ridiculous. You have no telepathic skills, Humans are physic-
ally weaker than Vulcans. How, then, could you have fought him?!

"I could have agked for help."
"You tried that, and a friend paid with his life."
"Then I should have killed myszelf.,"

"Jim, he thought of that. When I touched your mind that first evening,
I sensed that you had been mind-blocked against suicide. He feared that
shome might eventually make you try tec kill yourself, and he would not take
the risk of losging you. Be honest - this is the first time that the idea of
death as a solution has occurred to you, isn't it?"

"Why, yes... I didn'+t reanlise... !

"You were caught in a cage of physical and mental bars - now you are
free. But Jim - a caged animal often fears freedom when it comes at last,
and clings blindly to the familiar safety of his prison. That's what you've
been doing. It would be... so very easy... to let you go on doing so, to
hold you safe... but I know what you will become if you can find yourselif
again. I've been hunting Jim Kirk through a thousand shadows; I haven't
guite fourd him yet, but I will - and so will you."

"Do you really believe that I can become... Ilike the man you knew?"

"I dos you have so many of his gualities. When I first offered you
escape you thought of me, urged me to find someone... how did you put it?
+o» Someone more my equal; aftser the Captain's death you thought of the
crew and would not desert them, although you knew you could be tried for
murders you understood the importance of your mission, and would not abandon
it to ensure your own safetys you refused to buy yourself a respite from the
Captein's cruelty at McCoy's expense; and tonight you overcame your reluct-
ance because you thought I needed you. These are hardly the zctions of the
wesk-minded coward you apparently believe yourself to be.!

"I am weak, Spocks even now I'm afraild to leave you, afraid of being
alone. Your Kirk would neveres. ! :

"My Xirk was Human, as you are; he was often tired, afrsid, lonely. It
was..., my greatest joy... that I could cowfort him then. But he would stand
ailone, defying the universe... that's what I want for you, Jim. Won't you
try, for wmy sake, if not your ocwmf"

"I want to try... but I don't know... perhaps I'm nct strong chough..."

"The strength ig there, I know thats I can help you find it. Never for-
get that 1 too am... lonely. Jim Kirk was ny 1ifeline, my link with
Humanity... without him, half my life was gone."

"Ten't there... something... I can give? I would be ashamed... only
10 take.! '

"Tou will find that the question of giving or teking is irrelevant, Jim
- we have s0 much 1o share."

"To share," Kirk said wonderingly . "I like the sound of that, Spock."
His volce was soft, sleepy.

"We will continue this discussion in the morning, Jim. You are tired -
go now and rest.'
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"Hoi" Kirk's hands clung with renewed nervousness to Spock's shoulders.
Meeting the Vulcan's questioning gaze he went on, "It's just... I don't want
to be alone tonight. If I wake up, and you're here, I'1l be able to believe
what you've told me; but if I'm alone, I'll remember... HIK... and I don't
want to do that, Spock, not now. For the firet time I can see a future in
which T don't have to be afraid, but..,. the past is strong... HE... g1ill
SUIMMNONS MBess

"They are only dreoams."

"I know, but... Oh, Spock, they confuse me so... I keep seeing his
eyes ag he died... and his voice, when he told me... he loved me... and he
knewes., I'd killed him. I keep thinking... it was my fault, T could have
nelped him... perhaps I should have.,.. %ried... to love hime.. "

"Jim, stop that!" BSpock's voice was sharp, sbruptly curbing Kirk's
riging distresss his tone softened ag he went on, "Don't torment yourself
with what might have been. Stay here, then, for tonights T will keep the
dreams from you. Tomorrow I will feach you to gzuard yourself.!

Kirk sighed tiredly and settled closer as Spock adjusted the lamp, dir—
ecting its light away from the Humen's face; when he looked back Kirk was
asleep, his head resting on the Vulcan's shoulder.

MWith a sigh of resignation Spock shifted into the most comfortable
positions in the dim light he could see Kirk's face clearly. The Human
slept easily, like a tired child safe in its father's ams. Spock's confid-~
ence, which had been badly shaken by Kirk's seeming depravity, was rcestored
and heightened. Despite being so cruelly hurt, XKirk had learned to trust
hims he had made no mistake in his estimation of how much the Human had
fearsd and loathed the Captain's demands, yet Jim had cared enough to over-
come his revulsion to bring the comfort he had thought was needed. There are
some things more precious than life, Spock thoughts and this Kirvk hags offered
everything., That his sacrifice was not needed did not diminish the value of
the offering. ‘

Unconaciously his arm tighteneds he would save this Kirk, whatever. it
cost him. He touched the slseping face lightly, brushed back the familiar
stray lock of hair from his forehead. A searing stab of pain lanced through
his mind - how often he noticed that detail in the past, how little he had
really bellieved that he would ever see it again.

The Human was still so defencelessy aa he had %old Kirk, it would be so
easy simply %o take the Captain's place, to keep the Human safe at his side,
to control his life; easy, but not what he wanted. He wanted the stubborn,
charning, self-willed, impetuous man he had known, and the seeds of that per—
sonality lay dormant in the tormented wman in his arms. That conviction
brought a filerce determination 40 see this Jim Kirk grow and develop as he
was meant o do.

B

Dr. McCoy, who was never at his best first thing in the morning, never-
theless answered the summons to the Captain's quarters with a lively cur-
logity. He was the only other to know that the man who sat now in the Cap-
tain's chair was even morgc of an alien than the man who had occupied it by
right. Across the impossible gulf between two dimensions he had come to
free Kirk from a torment no-one had even suspected:; he had his own reasons
for dolng so, of course, but the Doctor could only be thankful that the long
agony of the man who was fast becoming a close friend was over.

The day after the Captain's death Spock had brought Kirk to sickbayy; he
had swept the startled McCoy into his own office; had explained, concisely
and explicitly, exactly what had been done to Kirk in the days since McCoy
had lagt examined himy; anéd had entrusted him with the task of healing the
damage. The superficial examination he had given Kirk the previous evening
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had not prepared McCoy for what he found; accustomed though he was to suffer-
ing, the sight of those appalling injuries deliberately inflicted produced in
the normally gentle surgeon a depth of hatred he would never have believed
possible. He remembered previous occasions when Kirk had been brought to him
badly hurt —~ the time when he claimed he had fallen in the gym, the day he
returned from shore leave saying he had been attacked and robbed ~ snd shudd-
ered at the realisation of how long hig suffering had lasted. Even now he
glept badly, forcing the reluctant lcCoy to prescribe sedatives, but that
could not continue indefinitely - there wag always the risk of addiction.

Yet gradually the scars had healed — the physical ones, at leasts of his
mental recovery, McCoy was not so confident. Spock had asked for his help,
and he had given it willingly, waiching with compassion as Kirk slowly, tim=—
idly, begen to feel his way into the mormal life of the Enterprises one day
he had chuckled at one of Sulu's remarks, and with a stab of pity McCoy
realised that fhis was the first time he had ever heard Kirk laugh.

Then last night, in the corridor, his eyes had been.,.. haunted, dark-
ened by old shadows. McCoy had been concerned, and had called his quarters,
but there had been no replys; he had intended locking for him, to see 1f he
could help, but there had been an emergency in sickbay. Leter he would find
Jim, try to persuade him to talks but first there was Spock's summons.

Spock. What was he, that strange, enigmatic man? The same ancestry,
the same environment, had produced, each in his own universe, Commodore and
Captaing they could not have been wore unlike. Spock hid hig thoughts with
the same ease the Caplain had done, but McCoy had seen his face as he stooped
over Jim's unconscious body, and had not been deceived a second times there
was a compassion here, a gentls caring, that the Captain could never have
knowr. McCoy had healed the physical damage Jim had suffersd, dbut he knew
that only the Vulcan's wisdom and strength could banish the mental scars.
Now, as he waited for admission, McCoy wondered - did Spock know what had
upset Jim last night? The door slid open.

"Thank you for coming so promptly, Doctor." The deep voice held a note
of welcome, almost of relief. "There is something... I want o show you.t

“cCoy followed Spock into the sleeping quarters, glanced round asuto-
matically, stared in disbelief. Jim, clad only in a Vulcan robe, lay asleep
in Spock's bed. His mouth was cut and swollen, a fresh bruise darkened his
face. TFor a moment all the doubt, all the anger came flooding back: the
violence of his rage left MoCoy trembling as he glared in accusation at the
impassive Vulcan. Fot trusting himself to speak, he looked azain at Jim, and
realised how quickly he hed assumed the worst. Jim was sleeping easily,
quietly relaxed, his face tranquil and somehow very young - he could not have
lain so peacefully if he had been forced thers against his will. Somothing
unusual had happened to bring him here - that was obvious - but not what he
had feared. He glanced at Spock, knowing that the unspoken apology in his
eyes was accepbted even as he asked,

"What happened?!

"Thank you, McCoy."

"What for?!

"For asking. I was afraid you might think... "

"Nonsense. I was startled for a minute, that's all - it's obvious Juet
from looking at him that he's taken no harm from you. Want to tell me about
it

"That's why I called you. We have arrived at a moment of crisis, McCoy,
and I will need your help. I am partly %o blame for bringing wmatters o a
head so guickly, but we have no time to waste now. You may not lknow, but
Vulcans are subject to a regular meting cycles I myself am immine, but the
Captain was apparently strongly sffected. He required Jim's presence




26

continuously while the mating urge lasted; +o conceal his absence from duty
it was their custom to pretend that Jim was engaged on ressarch. Thers was

a signal the Captain employed to summon Jim to his quarters: by an unfort-
unate chance I happened to give the signal. Jim believed I shared the Qap-
tain's... needs,; and came to my quarters last night prepsred tc give himself
to me to spare me suffering., T regret to say that I misunderstood his mot-
ives at firs%, believing that he desired z sexual relationship between us.
I.es struck him... We have solved that problem, but it has become clear to
me that Jim carnot continue longer like this, partly free, yelt s$till a pris-
oner of the Captain's training. He must decide, and soon, whether he des~
ires complete freedom, or whether he will continue to need my protection. It
is vital that he choose freely; will you be with him while I explain the
alternatives, so that he knows I do not pressure him in any way?"

"Of course, Spock." The Doctor chuckled softly, then went on apologet-
ically, "I'm sorry, I know it's not really funny, but you must have had quite
a shock when Jim turned up.”

For an instant the Vulcan's mouth curved. "Indeed. When I woke up %o
find hire... however, Doctor," the flash of humour vanished abruptly, "this
is neither the time nor the place for such a discussion - we have work to dol"

"Right." MoCoy wes at once all serious attention. U"How can I help?"

"I need informetion. What, in your opinion, caused Jim the greatest
distress

lcCoy did not hesitate. "Unguestionably, the mind links he's simply
terrifiied of it, despite the fact that your meld didn't hurt him. As I
uvnderstend it, your link was very shallow, only enough t0 reassure him - it
didn't go deep enough to remove his fear. That's your biggest lmrdle, Spock
— basically, he trusts you, but he can't forget the things that the link
with the Ceptain compelled him to do. He knows that you have the power %o
force a wmeld on him, too; and while he doesn't really believe that you will,
he has lived too long with fear to be able to control it now. He's learning
to come to terms with the physical abuse he suffered, but his terror of the
link - and of you for your mastery of it - will only grow strongers; he'll
fight it, as best he can, but we both know the damage that's been dons.
He'll fight, and he'll lose -~ and there's nothing he can do sbout it."

"There is, however; something I can do. TYour judgement confirms mine,
McCoy. I had hoped to leave it a little longer, to allow him more time to
recover naturallys but the svents of last night, when he reacted instinct—
ively to a chance irigger I knew nothing sbout have made me realise that
there may be other such conditioned responses in his mind which I would not
like to set in action - for his sake.

To remove such conditioned responses I must touch his wind; I would
like you to be present so he will not feel he is being coerced, and alsoc to
help persuade him. I musgt link with him, but he will instinctively resists
we must convince him that after this, he need never feel the meld again.
Come; we may as well begin at once.™

The two men turned back to the bed. Kirk woke at Spock's touch, to lie
for a moment gazing up in confusion. MNemory returned as he met Mcloy's
quigzzical eyes, and he coloured faintly before turning to Spock with a
trusting dependence that touched both men deeply.

"What's wrong? Why is McCoy here? he asked.

Spock loaned closer. "Nothing is wrong - lMcCoy is here for your pro-
tection, to ensure that whatever you decide now is your own free choice.

Jim, you cammot continue longer in this state of uncertainty; it is
time for you to chooge, and I must present the alternatives for you to con~
gsider. I promised you once that nothing would hurt you again - I can keep
that promise, but only if you remein dependent on me for the rest of your
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1ife. T can seours your safety, suarantee your peace of mind, but you will
never be free of wmy controcl. Or I can help you to become the man you would
have been if the Captain had never entered your life. Which do you choosge?!

Habit was strongy Kirk tried to think clearly, but the weaskensd will
sought as always for the caslest path, the cne that led to approval. '"What
do you want me to do, Spock?" he asked hesitantly.

"L want you to decide." Bpock's voice was very gentle, encouraging. "I
cannot choose for you in this, Jim; you alone can decide what you want."

Kirk glanced appealingly at McCoy: +the blue eyes were smiling, but
neutral - thers was no help there. It had been... so long... s=ince he had
bveen able t0 make any personal decisiony his indecisiveness now was somehow
.+ frightening.

Xirk forced himself %o think clearly, considering the alternatives. He
could remain with Spock, that warm genileness surrounding and protecting nim,
never having to think, never having to be afraid; no demands would be made
of him, he would be safe and sheltered always. It was... tempting.

Or he could try to become the man Spock obviously believed he could bes
it would be possible, with his help and MeCoy's, to relearn the confidence he
nad once possessed, to go back and find again the dignity and self-respect he
had believed gone for ever when the Capiain claimed him, shattering with his
cruelty all his hopes and dresms. If he tried... if he could find the
courage to try... he would know pain, and fear, and sorrows but one day
the patient dark eyes would meot his, acknowledging an equal, and that was
what he now wanted with a fierce longing that would not be denied.

In his weakness he had almost hated that other James Kirk, envying his
courage, his self-reliance; now he knew only a sudden determination to
equal his counterpart, to make himself worthy of Spock's friendship. If he
remained as he was he knew that the Vulcan would ksep his promise, would
care for him, but he would feel oniy pity for a ruined, wasifed life. If he
+o. dared... to take up the challenge he might fail, but the prize was
worth the effort; and he might - he just wight - win through, become the
companion Spock had sought and deserved to find.

The room was very still as the two men gtood awaiting Kirk's decision.
McCoy watched with pity as his friend fought to break the conditioning he
had been under, understanding how the tired mind twisted and turned in an
attempt to reason clearlys Spock's face was unreadablie as he stoed looking
down at Kirk's bent head, at his nervously-twisting hands. The waiting
seemed endless, for when it was over he would know which Kirk claimed his
future - the tormented, crippled victim, or the man, marked though he was
by pain and sorrow, who would beocme the friend he hoped for.

At last a long sigh broke the silence; Xirk raised his head, his eyes
glowing with hope, and reached out to Spock. "I'd like... o try," he
whispersd softly.

Spock tock the outstretched hands in hig and held them in silence, his
Joy and relief as evident as if he had shouted aloud. Then he sat down
beside Kirk, motioning to keCoy to draw up a chair. '

"Thank you, Jim," he said quietly. "I promise you, you will not regret
your decision. WNow, I must ask you to trust me completely. Don't be afraid,
MoCoy is here, you will not be harmed."

"fhat are you going to do?"

"Fim, I must touch your mind."

Mo!"  The rejection was immediate as Kirk tried to shrink away, terror
building in him despite his eflforts to control it. Y"Please... not that! I
can't... I won't... opleage don't link with mel" Kirk tried vainly to

wrench his hands away, remewmbering only how his enslavement had begun...
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gertainly his first link with Spock had not hurt him... bdbut then, neither
had the Captain's...

Spock tightened his grip on Kirk's hands, instinctively aware of what
was passing through the Human's minds his voice was compassionate, but
determined .

"I must. Believe me, Jim, I understand your fear, but I must remove
ite If T do not, my ability will always stand between usjy you will always
be a little afraid of me, and that fear will grow until it destroys anything
we try to build. Tell him, McCoy.m

"Spock's right, Jim. He can help you - you must allow him to."
"I'm s0rry.e.s I can'ft..."

"ou ean and you will, Listen, now. If you permit the meld, it will
no% hurt you - I know how t¢ approach your wmind. You will learn much of me y
that I have not yet told you, and when you know enough o trust me completsly
I will be able to teach you to shisld your mind so that no-one, not even I,
can link with you without your consent. When you are confident that your
mind is again your own I promise you the fear will die and you will be truly
free. Otherwize you will fail before you start, for you will not ve able to
trust me enough to let me help you. Tou must, for your own sake, permit me
to link with you, but I will not compel you to do so3 essential though the
meld is, if you admit me to your mind it must be by your own choiece."

Kirk studied the dark ayes seriously. Spock wanted the meld, but would
not compel him; McCoy was here, he would be safe; it would be... s0 won-
derful... to have his mind his own again, sitrong, shielded; but first the
meld - could he bear it?

Suddenly he realised that he faced the first step on the vath he had
chosen, and felt a sudden surge of confidences the other Xirk would not
have been afraid to link with Spock, but had never been sble to do so, for
only after his death had the Vulcan's latent powors heen developed. This
would be something he alons could share with the Vulcan, something that was
uniquely theirs, a2 total commitnment.

MeCoy gave an unconsclous sigh of relief as Kirk nodded consent, know—
ing how hard his friend's decision had been, how vital it was that he make
it. His hands tensed as he leaned forward in his chair, willing them to
succeed.

It was the most difficult thing Kirk had ever done, to sit there
motionless ag Spock's fingers reached for his faces he could feel hig heart
pounding with a fear the Vulcan must surely sense, but if he could command
that fear, accept the contact, Spock's task would be easier. The Captain's
mind - how greatly he had feared the pain of the linking; his brain torn
apart by the viclence of the intrusiony how he had loathed the sly, crawl-
ing insinuation of thoughts and ideas that seemed to be, but were not, his.

Spock's hands, so gentle on his face; Spock's eyes, compassionate,
understanding. At last the summons, softly calling 1o him.

-~ Jim, I am here. Open your mind to me -
-~ I don't know how -~ .
~ Think that I am welcome. Don't be afraid, T will go carefully -

Kirk was unsure how to proceed; this delicate approach was so new to
him. Instinctively he raised a hand to Spock's cheek, and found the contaci
steadied him., He was conscious of warmth, light, a sanse of utter weli~
beings as Spock's mind flowed gently into his he knew a sudden wonderful
calmness.

He had been alone, trapped in a worass of sclf-disgust, despising him-
self for his weakness, loathing his own body because the Captaln desired ift,
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certain that 1f others knew the truth about him they would turn from kim in
abhorrence. Now Spock's clear mental gaze ranged over his wmind, evaluating
everything he had been and done since he fell into the Captain's handss
and he waited, ashamed butf somechow serene, sensing the affection in that
tender scrutiny, fearing and yei longing for Spock's verdict. Instead he
was simply welcomed, accepted both for his fallings and abilities, seen and
understood as he had never dared to dream he would be.

The direction of the contact aliered: he was now loocking into the
Vulcan's wmind, seeing with equal clarity Spock's life, his dreams, his
ideals, the agonising pain of loss, the sudden impossible hope, his plans
for $he future. It was a new experience for Kirks the Captain's mind links
had taken everything, given nothing ~ nothing save pain. But Spock... Spock
was revealing himself totally in this incredible exchange. TForcing himsgelf
to disrvegard normal Vulcan reticence, he allowed the Human 1o see his weak-
ness as well as his strength. Kirk gasped with pity as he understood at
last the terrible loneliness that haunted Spock, and saw the apprehension
that stili trembled within him - the dreadful fear that Xirk, scarred zs he
was by the Captain, might even yet reject hig hesitantly-offercd friendship.
For a moment Kirk wavered, feeling so helpless before that sense of utter
desolation, but firally understanding came - here was something of value he
could give to the Vulcan, for hig past experisnce enabled him to comprehend
that utter isolation as the other Kirk never could.

All fear of the meld faded before Spock's desperate need; deliberately
Kirk reached out, drawing the other's mind deeper into his, urgently pro-
Jjecting his joy and welcome. Spock responded with pleasure and delight:
their minds floved together, wmerging, blending, cach healing the other's
pain, answering the other's need. So this was what the meld should bel
Kirk knew a moment's pity for the Captaing his twisted mind had robbed them
both of this wonderful sense of unity. Whatever happened in the future,
whether he succeeded or failed, he had at least experienced this miracles
and with a full heart he thanked Spock for the gift, receiving in exchange
the other's contentment in his happiness.

The angle of contact shifted yet againg now Kirk saw himself through
Spock's eyes, both as he was, and as he could become: and he trembled at
that vision, for it seemed too wuch to hope that he would ever equal the
Kirk whose memory had been so clearly devictad in Spock's mind. Even as the
doubt began to form came denial, swift reassurance -~ Spock believed in him,
trusted him ~ such perfect confidence must be fulfilled.

Gradually the insight bezan to fade, leaving cnly the surprisingly warm,
healing contact of the meld, and Kirk relaxed; enjoying the sensation, until
the calm voice spoke again in his mind.

- Are you ready, Jim? You have much to learn -
~ 1 don't need to nows I'm not afraid any more, Spock -

- You must. You trust me now, but the fear may return. It is necessary
that you learn to protect yourself. Only when you have confidence in your
own strength can we be truly equal -

- But... will T never feecl this... belonging... againp -

- Tou wills but only when you wish it. We will be able to reach each
other if necessary, but I will not be able to link with you without your
consent. Now, attend to me -

Spock was a goed teacher, for he himself had been well taught. In his
own universe the Commander had been the most powerful telepath his race had
ever known, and much of that skill he had passed to the Commodore. There
was the added difficulty of working with a Human mind, but Spock brought all
hig abilities into use.

Slowly, graduaily, Kirk's shialds begen to form and strengtheny he
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learned how %o protect his mind from any form of invasion, and how to lower
hisg defences when he wished 4o do sgo. Spock taught hin how to initiate con-
tact, and how to accept it; finally only one thing remained ~ to teach him
to defend his barriers against Spock himself.

Satisfied at last, the Vulcan withdrew; Kirk took a deep breath, sur-
veying as he had now been taught the wind thet had become his own domain again,
and would remain so until he himself wished otherwise.

UThere remaing only the £inal test," Spock's voice came quietly, recali-
ing him to the purpose of his lessons. Once more the Vulcan's hands rested
lightly on his face, once more came that gentle summons. This time, it went
unanswered. As the pressurs grew Kirk brought all his newly acquired skills
into play, resisting. He could tell that Spock was using all his power in an
attempt to force contact ~ and his shields held.

With a soft sigh of satisfaction the Vulecan dropped his hands and sat
back, smiling faintly. "Well done, Jim. Your mind is stronger that I dared
hope - you resisted me eagily.m"

T didntt really want to, Spock; the meld wne... wonderful.h

"We will experience it again, Jim, when it is needed. At least 1 know
now that you are safe -~ in this universe the Captain was an unusually power-
ful telepath, and I am stronger than he. If you can withetand me, you need
never fear anyone else. Now, you should rest - you will find that the dreams
will not trouble you again.! :

Kirk smiled and lay back, his eyes following the tall figure to the door,
befors he turned to licCoy, who approached autcmatically reaching for his
medical kit.

"No, MeCoy, I don't need your sedatives now." The Doctor caught the note
of happiness in his volce, saw with very real pleasure the clear, unclouded
eyes. "fou don't lmow... 1it's so wonderful to be free of fear at last, to
know that I can sleep without dreaming of horror. I'm all rights go to
3pock —~ I think he needs you now.!

Ly MaCoy walked into the outer room he saw Spock sitting at his desks he
wag leaning forward, his head supported on his clasped hands in an attitude of
utter weariness. He started as McCoy's hand fell on his shoulder, and glanced
up enquiringlys it was o measure of hig tiredness that he did nct attempt to
sonceal his fatigue — the dark eyes showed the tension he had been under, but
glowed softly with renewed hope and confidence.

nTim?" he asked.

MHe's just fine = it'1l do him good to sleep without drugs for once."
McCoy spoke cheerfully, but he was concerned - Jim's intuition had been right,
there was s411l something troubling Spock, something that showed as a flesting
shadow in the depths of his dark eyes. He wanted to help, but was unsure how
to approach thisg proud, resgerved man. At last he sald quietly,

"That was a pretty wonderful thing you did in there, Spock."
"I do not understand your meaning."

"Don't pretend with me. I know how much you felt your Kirk's death,
enough fo pursue his ghost through a thousand shadows, to give up your entire
world for the chance to find him again. Now that you have found him you
could have kept him safe, kept him always with you, at the cost of his indiv-
iduality. Instead you had the courage to let him go, even at the risk of
losing him yet again."

"T owed him that chance," Spock said quietly, "but I wonder - was I right,
MeCoy? T was... tampted... but I'd have been as bad as the Captain if I*d
kept him ag a useless, helpless companion - worse, in fact, for I don't even
have the Captain's desire for him as an excuse. 3o, I... healed his mind as
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best I could, and now he will begin to live his own life again. It will be
worth it to see him free and uneofraid, but now... I fear Tor myself."

"Tell me," MoCoy invited, knowing he must take advaniage of thig tem—
porary crack in the Vulecan's composure if he was to help.

"I can't even claim any credit for my actions -~ my motives were purely
selfish., I had Jim Kirk, but I wanted more -~ I wanted the companion I had
once knowns but Jim was... very special. He could be so self-willed, so
impetuous... even that lagt time I begged him... still, that doesn't matter
now. He would seldom heed my advice = he could be so careless of his own
safoty... the risks he tock scared me so often... "

The Vulcan fell silent, gazing down at the hands now clasped before him
on the desk, lost ir his memories; when he looked up again the dark eyes were
filled with an agony of apprehension. "Now, I wonder... will it be so again?
McCoy, I could not bear... such a loss.. a second time." He laughed bitter—
ly. "For all my planning, all my thought, I did not forsse this moment. If I
try to hold him safe, I lose him; if I set him free, chance or accident wmay
take him from me again. I thought I knew what I was doing, but had I the right
to interfere? Jim... what does he face now? There are so many dangers he
must learn to cope with... will he suffer for my selfishness?"

McCoy waited, unsure how to answers he had noi expected such doubt from
the Vulcan. At last he replied hesitantly.

"It's not for me to judge, Spock. I only know that if you hadn't...
interfered, Jim would still be the Captain's possession, with nothing to look
forward to but a life of physicao and mental slavery. You freed him from
that, gave him the chance to live again as he was meant to, to feel he had
some worthwhile purpose in life. If he dies now, it will at least be as a man,
not ag a broken toy destroyed by a wilful child.

Yes, you might lose him again - there's no guarantee that you won't...
but if it hadn't been for you, this Jim Kirk would never have lived. And you
can't be sure, you know - remember that you are the Capiain here, you decide
wiat risks he'll tekes; and I'1l back your judgement on that."

"Yes, I'd forgotten that aspect," Spock said slowly. "I still have much
to teach him - perhaps this Jim Kirk will learn the value of reasoned thought
over precipitate actions mine never did."

"Well," McCoy rose with a sigh. ™You've got a ship %o run, and I've got
patients waiting. I still don't know what's going to come out of all this,
Spock, but... good luck.m"

"I don't belicve in luck," Spock said absently.
1
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KIBRX'S LOG — extracts

Captain Pike has been promoted. The new Captain is a Vulean, Spock.
Reports on him indicate he'll be good.

* K K K

He locks... I like him, and he is remarkably friendly: more so than I'd
have expected from a Vulcan. Of course, McCoy says he im half Human.

W ¥ M
Mind meld - sounds interesting.

* Ok K ¥

We've trisd the meld. Pleasant experience. I know now he does like me.
Pleagsant to have a friend at lagt.

* ¥ K X
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Tonight... he came to my casbin... Oh God! He ig gtill melded to we...
And what T read in his mind... horrible...

L3R
He has whips... Ee is so strong physically... He likes hurting mel...
If T submit to him... perhaps he'll be geniler... :

¥ K W R

Tt doesn't work! I submit.., yet he tortures me still, mercilessly...
EE I
I hate end fear him now... and yet... I cannot forget how I was drawn
to him when I first saw him.
* % K ®
Friendship - I've never known lagting friendshin. Everyone I ever knew

«e« oeven ny brother... When he left the orphanage, he forgot all about me.
I thought the Captain liked me, but he only wants my body. Oh, God...

EE 4

He leaves me g0 seldom alone... znd yet I am so lonely...
¥R N K
Scotty... Oh God, Scotty, please forgive me! I didn't know he meant to
kill you, I thought he only weant to make you forget...

* K K ¥

Will he never stop punishing me?
¥ Xk X X
Is it possible? The Commodore... will I waken to find that I was only

dreaming? And if I do... how can I be sure? They look so alike... but
Spock's eyes are kind...

* % ¥ X
The Captain left a tape for me. How could he claim to love me yet treat

me @8 he did? I could have loved him... dDut he never wanted my love - only
my cbadlence.

H* R X %

McCoy has been... vory kind., I had almost forgotten how to laugh.

* ook K ¥

I need never again fesr physical abuse. I am ashamed that I could have
thought that Spock must want my body too. But he was so very understanding -
even appreciative of what he called wy unselfishness. I would have doné& it
willingly ~ but thank God my offer was not needed.

¥ X K ¥
Spock ig teaching me so much..., including how to keep my mind my own.
How can he be so patient? He is the unselfish one, not I1.
L
I know at last what friendship can be. I can feel sorry now for the
Captain, for he alsc could have known it, if he hed not been so ashamed of
what he considered a weskness. The friendship I now share with Spock is more
gatisfying than I could ever have imagined. To know there is someone I can

depend on without question, who in turn depends on me -~ it is what I dreamed
cf all my 1ife, yet never dared hope for.

Now I know what hoppiness.is.

LR B A R A
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PART III

The Enterprise still maintained a stoady Warp Six as she fled Klingon
space en route to her recemtly arrenged rendezvous with the U.S3.S. Potempkin.
The readings that the sensors had picked up several days previously had faded
again, and although Spock maintalned an unceasing watch, he had begun to relax
& little. Soon - within twenty-four hours, in fact — they would meet the
Potempkin and pass on the mindsifter -~ that hellish contrivance the Klingons
had developed to probe a man's mind. Even having it on board made Spock irr-
ationally nervousi he remewbsred only too well its effects. He would be glad
when the Federation's top scientists had its perhaps then a satisfactory
defence could be found against it ~ even an eventual cure for those unfortun-
ates left mindless and insane as a Tesult of having it used against them.

The Enterprise's migsion thereafter was simple - to continue on course as
if they were taking the mindsifter to Starfleet Headquarters, while in fact
the Potempkin was taking it to Vulcan...

Spock allowed his mind to wander back over the past few days with a sat-
isfaction he was barely able to conceal. His only regret now was that he had
chosen not to force that particular issue weeks before, but he had thought it
better to delay; at first it had scemed sensible to try to build up Kirk's
confidence naturally, for Spock had not realised — not fully -~ just how com-
pletely Kirk had been conditioned to unthinking obediences then his Tesponse

. to an apparently innocuous situation had thoroughly shaken Spock, who had been
forced to act, as he thought, prematurely, yet the change in Kirk since that
healing weld was... unbelievable.

That the crew was puzzled by Kirk's completely altered habits, both men
Jnews +that the men had noticed a change in Spock himself he also knew. The
Captain had associated with his officers barsly more frequently than he had
permitted Kirk to do, and now both were mixing freely, even although they
found themselves, almost instinctively, turning to each other more than to
anyone alse. The curiosity was something they could do nothing about; for-
tunately no—one dared voice it. McCoy, when asked - which was inevitable in
view of his part in helping Kirk to associate with the other young officers -
claimed ignorance. In time, with the luck that Spock maintained he didn't
believe in, the crew would forget that at one time the Captain and First
Officer had chosen not to mix with the rest of the crew.

What pleased Spock most was that Kirk was now taking an active part in
discussions, putiing forward tentative persopal opinions instead of supporting
whatever view Spock helds the evening before, he had, for the first time,
initiated a discussion. His premise had been a little shaky, but Spock treat-
ed it seriously, welcoming the Human's growing self-confidence and determined
that he would say nothing to undermiue it.

Spock glanced round now at his First Officer, noting with approval Kirk's
steady and systematic check of his board. After a moment, Kirk seemed to
become aware of being watched; he looked towards the command chair, smiled,
then turned his attention back to the scanner. He adjusted it slightly, then
straishtened.

"Picking up an object at extreme range, Capteing dead ahead."

tMyll magnification,” Spock ordered.

I% didn't help much. One of the stars became a little brighter, no more.
Spock studied the screen carefully. "A ship, Mr. Kirk?"

Kirk adjusted the scanner again. "It seems to be, Captain... but I can
make out no identifying deteils. There's nothing in the computer banks that
matches it." He bent over his instruments once more, glad, for the... how
manyth? time that he was no longer speaking to Captain Spock, whe had never
considered lack of data an acceptable excuse - at least, not from him.
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Certainly he had not punighed for i%t.,.. buit he had made his dissatisfaction
abundantly clear. "I'm sorry, Captain — I can give you no further informat-
lon as yet.m

He sounded a 1ittle subdued; ungoaded by fear, he sought to give Spock =
deeper allegiance and even more efficient information than he had sver given
the Captain, and he hated the thought of failing hin.

"Don't let 1t worry you, Mr. Kirk," Spock replied easily. "We will soon
be close enough to communicate. We should soon discover who they are. MNr.
Sulu -~ maintain full shielding. We would be foolish to take any chances.!

"Shields on full, sir." BSulu sounded a little doubtfuly the ship lying
thare looked completely dead.

They were now close enough to study the design. It was wholly alieny i1t
bore no resemblance to any known ship in this universe, Spock knew, otherwise
Kirk would have identified ity nor was it like any ship he knew from his own
uhiverse.

It was long, vagucly rocket-shaped, and had four nacelles situated, two
above and two beneath, projecting to right and left of the hull. There was no
sign of any viewing portsy the main hull appeared to be completely unbroken.
It hung motionless, and apparently lifeless.

Uhura glanced up sharply. "Picking up a signal, sir... it's weak...
audio only."

"Put it on the main speaker, Lieutenant.!

"ews help us! We had an accident, an explosion in our engineroom...
many circuits inoperative, others only partially working. Alien vessel, can
you help us?!

"Open a chamnel, Liesutenant... Can you give us any estimate of the
damage to your enginercomf!

"Hoe.o. our engineers were all killed. There is a radiation leak...
Only an engineer would be able to examine the damage quickly enough to avoid
prolonged exposure.s., "

"It might be possible., I will discuss it with my engineering staff and
contact you." Spock gestured, and Uhura cut transmission. "¥r. Sulu, you
have the con," he continued. "Liewtenant, tell Dr. McCoy %o meect me in the
briefing room. Mr, Kirk..."

Kirk followed him into the slevator.

In the privacy of the moving car, Spock asked quietly, "What do you
think, Jim?"

The Human frowned, considering. In a duty situation, he had never had
any difficulty in functioning... but somehow personal considerations seemed
to be demanding his attention here, confusing him. He gathered his thoughts
as Spock had so recently taught him.

"I don't like it," he said at lasgt.
"Why not?"

"There's no real reason... Jjust... I don't like it." fThe elevator
door opened,

They headed along the corridor. "Indeed. Your opinion tallies with
wine. 1 also, for no real reason, am... doubtful. It is strange that this
vessel should be lying directly in our path... an alien vessel, a long way
from unknown territory. Yet, on the face of it, their plight is genuine...
and they have admitted that the situation will be dangerous for us to exawine
their damaga... "
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Kirk nodded. "There's no sign of an operable power source aboard that

vesgel, and definite indications of abnormal radiation. Yet... the sensors
didn't pick up life form readings, Spock, and they should have done."

"Interesting... but it could, I suppose, be a life form of a type come-
pletely unknown to us and therefore net keyed to our sensors.!

Kirk nodded doubtfully. "At least the fact of living beings should have
shown up," he suggested, realisingevenas he did so that once he would not
have dared to make even that much objection to the Captain's opinions, even in
a duty situation.

Spock's memory slid back wany years. "Hoxtas.!
"Huh?

The Vulecan looked at Kirk's blank expression. "Interesting. You have
rot visited Janus 67"

Kirk shook his head. "There's no such place..., in this universe."

Spock's eyebrows shot up. "In wine... Jamus 6 was a mining planet. We
were called in because men were dying in mysterilous circumstances. It turned
out that there was a native life form there, based on silicon. But becausse
the tricorders were all attuned to carbon~based 1ife forms, the place showed
up as uninhabited "

"I see... I wonder what other variations we will find existing between
our two universes.!

Any answer Spock might have made was lost as they turned into the briefing
room. McCoy was already theres; it was clear from his face that he already
knew the situation.

"What are you going to do, Spock?” he asked biuntly. "These psople need
help, but we've no engineer capsble of coping with the situation.!

Kirk and Spock looked at each other. McCoy, it was clear, had no doubts.

"I have been considering that point," Spock conceded. "Jim, you still
know the abilities of the engineering staff hetter than I dog is any one of
them competent to deal with an emergency of this nature?"

Kirk shook his head. "WNo," he said positively. "You know what it ocan
be like on a well-run ghip - or were things different in your universe?"

"Probably not," Spock said drily. He could guess at what was coming.

"The Chief of Department trains up his crew the way he wants fthem until
they £it his level of efficiency ~ and they're promptly promoted away. That
happened in Engineering just before we left on this last mission - we weren'+t
really meant to go that far into Klingon space. I don't know why the Captain
took the chance — normally he didn't stick his neck out like that - except that
he was desperate for recognition, and knew that if his gamwble paid off he would
gain more prestige. Anyway, Scotty had & pretty inexperienced crew, a lot of
them straight from training. Acting Chief Kyle is really the Transporter Chief
-~ he just happensd to be the wost experienced man available after Scottye..
died.M

"So there is definitely no engineer available.!
"No. But Spock - as Science Officer, I'm qualified. I could go -
WNqlH

For a startled moment Spock found himself unable to think beyond the
possible danger to Kirk frow the radiation. Then he forced control on himself.
"I also am & trained Science Officer, Jims I am as qualified as you to go.n

"Spock, you're the Captain nows your place is here." TIn Kirk's mind
also was awareness of the danger, but he knew better than to mention it. "I
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am the ship's Science Officer; it is more my duty to go than yours."

"T wag the Science Officer in my own universe," Spock reiterated. "I am
as competent in that field as you." Probably more compefent, his thought
contimued, for I am many years your senior... more years youl senior than my
own Jim Kirk's. Strange that you should be so much younger. But it was a
thought that he could not - would not -~ utter, for it might damage Jim's grow-
ing self-confidence. Time enough for such honesty when Jim's personality had
fully reintegrated.

"You haven't served as a Science Officer for years, Spock," Kirk pro=
tested, more aware of the length of time since his counterpart died than Spock
had realised. "And besides, the technology in the two universes must be
slightly different - "

"Since this is an alien vessel, differences between their technology and
the Federation's will inevitably exis®," Spock pointed out.

McCoy looked from one to the other, suddenly aware that this had become
personal. Bach man wanted the other io remain in the safety of the Enter=.
prise. It was not his place to interfere, of course, but he hoped that Spock
wag realising this new develepment in Kirk's thinking.

"It wouldn't be asdifferent as that between your universe and this one,"
Kirk was protesting.

"I% might prove to be very similar to mine," Spock replisd. "Besides,
there is another consideration, Jim; as a Vulcan, I can tolerate longer
exposure to radiation because of Vulcan climatic conditions. YTou would
succumb to the effects much more rapidly. For the sake of the aliens, Mr.
Kirk, since we are equally qualified, I will go."

Kirk knew that Bpock's return to formality meant a command decisions
normally he would never have argued with the Captein's decision, whatever 1t
was, but hig growing affection for this man compelled him vo protest.

"Spock, the Captain is the last men who should go! Besides, while I'm
quite sure I could cope with the situation over there, I'm not so sure that - "

"JTim, I have every confidence in your ability to handle any situation
that might srise," Spock cut in, gently but firmly. McCoy found himself
relaxing slightly. Even in the face of the implied insubordination, Spock
had been considerate of Kik's growing independence.

The Vulecen paused long erough to maeke sure that Kirk was notv going to
reply, then turned to McCoy.

"Radiation, Doctor:; have you monitored that vessei?!

MeGoy shock his head. "There scemed no need to, at first; you called me
down here before I'd time to see to 1%, once I realised it would be necessary."

"fould you check it, please. I need to know how much -~ or how little -
exposure you consider advisable."

"T won't be long.”

As lMcCoy left, Spock looked back at Kirk. The Human was watching him
intontly.

MJim?"
"Be careful, Spock - pleases."
EE
Kirk waited in the command chair, tense, unrelaxed., He tried fo loosen

hig taut muscles, but in vain; anxiety for Spock was uppermost in his mind,
and it translated itself into bodily tension.

Strange, he thought, almost detachedly. He had never felt like this in
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his life before. Certainly he had been concerned for McCoy's safety, in the
days when Captain Spock ruled his 1life, but he had never before sxperienced
thisg degree of worry for anyone. It told him, as nothing else had, how imp-
ortant Commodore Spock had become in his life. In setting him free, the
Commedore had bound him far wmore securely than the Captain's cruelty hed ever
done.

Rediation. An hour, McCoy had estimated. No more. Kirk guessed that in
fact McCoy had allowed a safety margin, probably a generous one, but even soj
too much exposure would kill. SBlowly, but inevitably. The thought terrified
Kirk. .

It seemed thet he had never before known anyone who could make him forget
the neglect he had suffered in his childhood years. At his firet mecting with
the Gaptain, he had dared to believe that he had at Iast met someone who was
interested in him, someone 4o whom he was important. That belief had bheen
cruelly shattered - but now he kmew, beyond doubting, that that juvenile dream,
which had seemed so impossible of realisation, had finally comc trues mir-
aculoug ag 1t still seemed, hoe now had a friend who fruly cared for him, and
to whom he could give all the affection that had remained uncxpressed for so
many interminable years. And now...

It would have been easler to face such a death himself. To see 3pock
failing, watch him growing steadily weaker until he was forced to resign
through ill-health, watch him dying, knowing he could do nothing: to be
alone again, compelled to leave his great debt unpaid... though how he could
even begin to pay it was beyond his understanding... UNo. PFate could not be
so cruel. Surely fate could not bYe go cruel!

The depressing thought was terminated by Uhura. "The zslien oommander
is making contact, Mr. Kirk... visual."

Visuall There hadn't been time...

"On the main scereen, Lieutenant." Was that really his veoice, so calm
and steady?

The stars on the screen shivered out, to be replaced by an image that
sent a cold chill down Xirk's spine. 4 gloating face lsered out at him...

"Kiingon!"

Kirk had no idea who had spoken. He was too busy trying to conceal his
immediate reaction. He had thought he was already as tense as it was possible
%o bes the gight of thoe Klingon commander proved him wrong. More muscles
contracted involuntarily, and he fought to keep his face expressionless.

The picture on the screen widened, showing more of the Klingon's surr-
oundings. He was walting in » bare room; for a moment Kirk wondered why, then
realised that the Klingons had no intention of letting any Federation porsonnel
seec any details of the internal deslgn of the new ship.

The door behind the commander slid open, and Spock was hustied in, held
between twe Klingon guards who held his armg twisted vieiously behind his back
80 that he was unable to struggle. A third Klingon entered with thems; a huge,
brawny; heavy muscleman. There was a bruise already showing on ‘the Vulcan's
cheek, and a trickle of green blood from his lip. There could be little doubt
how he had come by the injuries.

The Klingon commander smiled from his chair - a sneering, gloating,
confident smile.

"You have something we want, Commander," he said silkily. The assumed
softness in his voice reminded Kirk of Captain Spocks he had 4o fight the
instinctive urge to reply,

"Tag, sir."

Kirk summoned all the control Spock had so recently taught him. "Do we!
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He managed to keep his voice light, although he never, then or later, knew
just how he managed.

"We offer a trade," the Klingon went on. "Your Captain -~ in exchange
for a boxe.. o little box that we know you found on a wrecked Xlingon ship.
It has no grest importance, you understand, dbut it is of value to us... If
you give us that little box, we will return your Captain unharmed."

"And 1f we refuse? Xirk already knew the answer; and he also knew
that whether they agreed or not, the Xlingons would never let them go. Not
without a fights and they would most certainly not release Spock, Vulcans
rarely fell into Klingon hands; they would want to try out the mindsifter
on Spock, and...

The Klingon commander moved a hand slightly. The waiting guard immed-
iately sent a fist crashing into Spock's stomach. The Vulcan jerked under
the force of the blow, and Kirk winced inwardly in sympathy; he had

experienced too many such blows himself not to know exactly which nerves
suffered. The blow was followed by a second, low fo the abdomen, then a
third. They were vicious punches, but Spock uttersé no sound.

"Fell, Commander?" The Klingon sounded confident. "You realise, of
course, that I have given you only a brief preview of the attentions your
Captain will enjoy in ocur interrogation room. Karez is extremely skillied
at extracting information from the ignorant, and he enjoys his work. Unfor~
tunately, his methods do tend %o leave his guests... er... slightly dam-—
aged. He hag had no previous opportunity to test his methods on a Vulcany
he is most anxious to discover if his studies of the Vulcan nervous system
have been sufficiently comprehensgive.!

Long years of exposure to sadistic treaiment told Kirk something of
what the Vulcan would suffer; the Captain had of necessgity had to stop shors
of inflicting permanent and disabling damage - the Klingern would have no such
restrictions. The nighimare vision of radiation poisoning faded, obliter~
ated by this hideous realityy a Spock mutilated for life - even though that
life might be very short. Xirk knew of Vulecan staminas as a race, Vulcans
had a much greater tolerance of pain than Humang, although they suffered as
greatly during the inflicting of it. Spock would suffer agonies for a hell-
ishly long time vefore merciful unconsciousness released him. 7The old sick
dread of deliberately inflicted physical pain rose fresh in his wind - no
longer directed inwardly, dbut aimed direcily at Spock... hig friend.

¥irk continued to stare at the screen for some moments. He had no
cholcey; duty compelled him. Whatever happened, he could not surrender the
mindsifter. But... equally impossible to abandon Spock to torture...

Once more he fought for the mental control so recently learned. How was
it possible to reconcile the itwo opposing requirements? An idea began to form.
For a mowment, he congildered rejecting ity the CGaptain had always said he lied
very badly. DBut there wag no other way that he could see, and with the poss=
ibility of Spock's safety dependent on this lie, he might just manage to pull
it off.

Suddenly glad of the years of torment he had suffered under the Captain,
he forced himself to smile, deliberately thinking back to the Captain's
treatmnent of him and pretending to himself that in fact it was the Captain
who stood there, a helpless prisoner, about to experience the psin he had so
delighted to inflict.

Do you really think it matters to me what happens to a Vulcan?" he
asked. He did not have to force hatred into his voice; 1%t was there, full
measure, as he consldered the Klingons. "I hate him, Commander. Do what
you like to him. I don't care.m

The Klingon's face showed a degree of surprise: Kirk noted it sub-
consciously. Were the XKlingons so gure of Human weakness, then? The
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commander gestured again, and Spock again jerkéd to the vicious blows that i
rained on him. 4 second trickle of blood eppeared on his face; a grunt
escaped him as the air was driven from his lungs by 2 jabbing knee and as he
fought for breath he was handicapped by further merciless punches.

Kirk writhed with him; so many of the blows mirrored ones he had been
given over the years. But he knew that the Klingon was watching him closelys
he continued to smile, imitating as best he could the sadistic expression that
Captain Spock had worn so often. Abrupily the Klingon swung round.

"Take the Vulcan to the interrogation room," he snarled.

"You are going to let me watch what you do to him, aren't you, commander?"
Kirk managed to sound expectant.

The Klingon looked at him with an expression of utter disgust, and asg
Spock was dragged ocut, the pleture faded., Xirk knew then that he had won.

He shivered, becoming aware of the horrified stares of the bridge crew,
even as his assumed expression faded.

"Mr. Chekov, scan the Klingon for Vulcen readings - I imagine they won't
activate whatever they psed to make themselves look dead again, so you should
be able to find the Captain all right. Lt. Uhura, when will the Potempkin
reach us?"

"The Potempkin should be here within the hour, Mr. Kirk."

"At a guess, the Klingon doesn't know about our rendesvous or he wouldn't
have waylaid us here.., Chekov, haven't you found the Captain yet?"

* ¥ xR K

It seemed an age before the navigator raised his head. "Got him, sir."

"Give the co-ordinates to the transporter room.! Kirk mentally blessed
the recent development in transporter technology that now let them use the
transporter even when the shields were up. Without that, it would have been
impogsible o retrieve Spock. "Uhura, tell Dr. McCoy to report to the trans-
porter room to check the Captain's condition. Chekov, any sign of life from
the Klingon?"

"No, Mr. Kirk., He's just sitting there."

Kirk thought about it. I+t was possible that the Klingon commander had
been so sure his threat would work that he had ne other plan ready; besides,
he probably had orders to retrieve the mindsifter undamaged if possible. He
might yet attack, but only as:a last resort.

"Let me know if they make any move," he said. He guessed that the com—
mander, having seen Sulu's expression, Chekov's, Uhura's, was probably now
believing that the Enterprise's lack of action was due to his, Kirk's, attent-
ion being occupied with enforcing his authority over officers who disagreed
with his actions... Let the Klingons think that the Enterprise was already
half defeated by internal strife. Every minute that passed brought the Pot—
empkin nearer; with two Starships against him, the Klingon migzht be cap-
tureds and that was well worth the present risk to their ship.

* ¥ KER

liecCoy sprang forxward as Spock materialised. At first it appeared as if
his assistence was unnecessarys; then he saw the involuntary, almost unnotic-
able spasm of pain that passed across the Vulcan's face as he moved.

"Eold still, Spock."”

This McCoy was so like his own, Spock reflected,; always concerned, always
fussing... but 5t111, it would be a relief to know that the Klingons had not
caused any severe internal injury. He hoped Kirk hadn't seen the viecious kick
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they gave him as they dragged him out of the door...

The diagnostic scanner chuckled to itselfy McCoy's relief was plain to
see as he said, "I realise that for the moment you'll want to resume command,
but the minute you'wve delivered the mindsifter to the Potempkin — she's nearly
here - T'11 want you down in sickbay. I can't find anything other than deep-
geated bruising, but this little oy isn't quite as accurate as the sickbay
socanners and I want to give you a full checkup before you're much older.
Tou'll need to take it ecasy for a few days, ooy 1t'll hurt every btime you
move."

¥

"I know, Doctor." He headed for the door, McCoy at his heels.

EE

Kirk relaxed slightly as the transporter room reported Spock safely
aboard, but he was still aware of tension. Spock had been unfailingly kind,
extremely understanding, unfalteringly patient... dutb...

Although Spock had freed Kirk's mind from the conditioned bondage coused
by years of being forced to submit to the sadistic Captaln, cne minor area had
somehow remalned untrsated... the memory of the times when the Capiain had

pretended to let him go free - and then punished him for it, for net willing-
ly offering himself for the Captain's further indulgence. KXirk could recoghiss
now that at least part of the Captein's trouble had been caused by utter
insecurity, even although he had appeared to be gso confident and strong. He
had undoubiedly needed the emotional prop of having someone tied to him no
matter what he did. That being so, he would never have understood Kirk's
apparent bvetrayal. And the knowledge influenced Kirk's mind as he walted for
Spock %o come to the bridge, until he found himgelf thinking - could he sxpect
Spock to wnderstand what he had done? Why he had done it?

He tried to push the growing fear from his mind... but he was also
influenced by the knowledge that he had, in fact, betrayed the Captain. Spock
would remember that too... ¥Kirk began to worry that Spock would see his
behaviour as a subconscious desire 4o be revenged for the torment and hum~
iliation the Captain hed heaped on him ~ a revenge directed at the man who so
closely resembled his torturer. Even Spock's apparently unbounded compassion
must have its limits, and battersd by the shock of his capture and the strain

of concealing the pain the Klingon interrogator was inflicting, Spock's per—
ceptions must have been dulled. He would surely rememwber only how Kirk had
appeared 4o enjoy walbching him suffer, insisting that he hated the Vulcan, and

assume from that that Kirk was finding satisfaction in his suffering as proxy
for the Captain.

Kirk remembered toc, with painful clarity, @everal cccasions when his
trust had been betrayed. He remembered his parents, who had deserted their
children so that they had been brought up in an orphanage. There had been
caring there -~ Of a sort -~ but none of the intimate personal caring that his
parents had given until that day when they had wysteriously walked out, never
to return. Nor had they ever been traced; the orphanage lawyers had event—
uwally taken the matter to court, and they had been declared dead. His share
of the money they had left banked had ensbled him to stay on at school long
enough to obtain {he scholarship that took him to 3tarflect Academy.

He remembered his brother Sam, who had promisged to send for him as soon
as possible after he left the orphanage, but who never did. There had been
one letter from him which stated with brutal clarity that there was no plroe
in his brother's 1life for an unwanted burden. Kirk had never heard from him
again, and hed slowly realised that Sam had never meant to keep a promise made
sobely to shut up the homesick sobbing of his young brother in these early
orphanage days. Sam vanished, so completely that his shere of their inherit-
ance remained untouched, and it was doubtful if he even knew of it.

At the Academy, he had not been popular. Xnowing how hard he must work
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to keep his scholarship, Xirk had avoided the usual recreationg of the other
students so that they considered him conceited. He had retreated further into
himself, devoting himself to his work. Gary Mitchell alone of all the students
had shown friendships but when Mitchell left, he had made no attempt to keep
in touch. A4t least, though, he had made no promises.

¥inally, there was the Captain, who had claimed him -~ but only to use him.

He had lost everyone he had ever cared for. Ome or two, like Scotty,
had dieds but the others... what was there.about him that made them desert
him? His basic nature must lack something... was this it? Did they realise
that he might betray them? Had the Captain seen into the futurs and known
that he would be bedrayed? Was that why he had been so possessive, trying to
keep him from turning tc anyone else?

How could he expect Spock, alone of them all, to understand? Spock had
a model; a perfect James Kirk, as a comparison. He would compare them and
certainly find the living Kirk wanting...

Behind Kirk, the elevator door slid open, interrupting his brooding. He
glanced round, then quickly looked away again as he moved to hig own station.
The comfort of realising that Spock was apparently uninjured after all nearly
broke Kirk's fragile szlf controls he wanted 4o throw his aruns round the
Vulecan in relief and abandon his responsibilities %o Spock's capable handss
but the situation was still too scrious for that. He could not fail Spock in
this as well. He dared not even look too closely at the Vulcen in case he
broke down. As he turned away, however, he risked one more glance — in time
to see a flicker of... something... pass over Spock's face. Disillusion?
Afraid of the possible hurt and rejection that he did not want to see in
Spock's eyes, Kirk carefully avoided lLooking towards the command chair again.

A plip in his sensor caught his attention. He flicked switches.

"The Potempkin has just entered scanning range, sir," he reported tensely.
"The Klingon doesn't seem to have - " His voice broke off as the ship shook
under the Klingon's attack,

"Damage?" Spock asked, His voice was a little strained,
"Nothing — all shields holdiag.M"

"Mr. Sulu - phasers one and two. Fire."

"Firing, sir." The phaser beams impacted on the Klingon's sides.
No detectable damage," Kirk reported.

"Phasers three and four, Mr. Sulu.m

"Piring, sir."

"No damage," Kirk reported again. "They ~ " The Enterprise shook as
the Klingon's phasers connected. M"All shields holding... The Klingon is
veering off."

™Mr. Sulu - keep the Klingon between us and the Potempkin," Spock ordered.
The Enterprise swung gracefully round. The Potempkin was YETY Near NoWa...

There was a brilliant flash of light on the screens as it dimmed, Kirk
said quietly, "The Klingon has self-destructed.”

"Iwo to one," Spock said tightly. "They knew they had little chance of
escape - and they could not let a new design of ship fall into Federation
hands."

"Captain Shevas making contact, sir,” Uhuras announced.
"On audio, Lieutenant.™

The antennaed face of the Potempkin's Andorisn captain appeared on the
screen, "What was all that about, Spock?"
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"Klingons, Shevas. They desired our cargo. I will bring it siraight
over to you. Mr., Kirk, you have the cony and I would like a word with you in
my quariters when you come off duty." His voice was guietly formal.

Kirk had managed to relax a little during the baittle as Spock had given
no indication of his thoughtss now an unpleassantly familiar, hard knot of
tension formed in his belly.

"Weg, Capitain.!

L

Shortly after, McCoy called the bridge. "Is the Captain there?"

"No, Doctor," Uhura replied. "He said he'd be going to his quarters when
he came back from the Potemplin., He'll be there now."

"L don't like making house calls. I told that stubborn Vulcan... " The
intercom clicked off. McCoy's voice also sounded a little sirained although
it was clear he was only muttering to himself.

In the command chair, Kirk stiffened. Why should McCoy want to see Spock
now? It could only mean that the Vulcan was more serlcusly burt than had been
obvious. There was no way he could find out, either, except by waiting until
he went off duty and obeyed Spock's sumnons.

Ag it happened, Kirk was late going off duty. A series of minor problems
delayed him, and as the minutes ticked by he became more and more edgy, think-
ing of the Vulcen waiting for him. At leazst he knew he need no longer fear
physical punishment - but why had Spock, for the first time, chosen to =zee
Kirk in the privacy of his cabin? Fear of rejection rese stronger. OSpock was
a good commanders he would do nothing to undermine Kirk's position on board,
but did he want the privacy to tell Kirk clearly that he could no longer trust
him?

Perhapsg... 7perhaps he could offer to let Spock read his mind? - and he
would experience oncé more the wonder of that marvellous closeness. Or would
the Vulcan reject that too, in utter revulsion? Kirk could hear his own volice
only too clearly - 'I hate him, commander.' Even the Klingon had been dis-
gusted by his atiitude...

At lasgt Kirk was sble to turn command over to Sulu and head for Spock's
quarters. He left the elevator and walked slowly down the corridor. He hes-
itated at the door, as he had hesitated so often in the past, aware tha+t he had
never thought to be zo reluctant to enter this Vulcan's presence. If Spock
rejected him now...

Ee took a deep breath, and pressed the buzzer.
"Come."

At least McCoy had not rushed Spock off to sgickbay. That fear, at least,
was banished.

Moving very stiffly, Kirk entered, and crossed the room to stand to
attention at Spock's desk, staring straight shead in textbook military style.

"Jim?"

He looked then at Spock's face. HRelief washed over him as he realised how
utterly stupid his fears had been. He gripped the desk to steady himself as
his knees threatensd to give way under him.

Bpock moved too quickly, and pain showed momentarily on his face as he
rounded the desk. Kirk caught his arms anxiously.

Meow badly did they hurt you?®

Spock shook his head. "Some deep-seated bruising, no wmores McCoy said,
nothing serious. Although it would have beun, but for your quick thinking,
Jim." ' '
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"I didn't dare hope that you would understand,” Kirk said tremulously.
Minderstand?! Spock‘séid. A trace of hurt and desolation showed for a
moment deep in his eyes. "How could you fail o understand thet I trust you
completely?" He hesitated, then went on. "Had our positions been reversed...
I hope 1 would have had the courage to act as you did, my friend.” His voice

shook. "But I don't think I would have been able to hide my feoar for you,
Jimms.» o been able to face the possibility of being left alone agaln... "

"The danger of that always exists," Kirk said slewly. "I never really
realised it before. With... him... 1t didn't matier, I would have been
glad to see him go. At first, with you... it was enough to be fres of fear.
Ther you taught we so much... I was grateful, and I liked you, but I never
realised until today that... that... "

"YGS?”
"I learned today... how you must have felt... when your Jim Kirk died."

Bpock was silent for a moment. "I promised: not to let anything hurt
you," he said at last. "I didn't lie to you, Jim - at least, not deliberately.
But... there are some things I can't protect you from. Not now. Because
now... you are truly able to stand on your own feet, and make your own dec—
isions. Tou are, pesrhaps, not guite as you would have been had you never
known the Captain, but you have very little way to go."

"Your promise served its purpose, Spock,! Kirk replied seriously.

The Vulcan nodded. Then he added, "I can still say that I won't let
anything hurt you if I can prevemt it.M '

"I can say the same, now; Spock. You've finally given me the étrength,
the confidence, to stop being dependent on you." He took a deep, rslieved
breath. "I'm not afraid any more of being hurt. I can face even that at
last."

They fell silent then, an easy, comfortable silence as they looked at
each other, Kirk fully aware for the first time of the strength that was in
him, a strength that he knrew would always be at Spock's disposals Spock cont-
ent that he had finally succeeded in rehabilitating the Humen, knowing that
he had at last found the friend he had been wmisgsing for so leng. He would
never forget the man whose piciture szat beside his bedsy but the pain of that
Loss was suddenly no longsr so sharp, and he knew that the iiving Kirk would
blunt what was left even more.

His lips curved slightly. Xirk returned the swmile, then indicated the
harp. "I'd like to hear you play."

The Vulcan lifted the harp; they settled comforiably, and Spock begen
to play.

EE I

PERSONAL LOG - Commodore Spock

A4 last the years of loneliness are over; ag is the torment of the
last few weeks when I was forced still to see how nearly broken Jim!'s spirit
was. Today, circumstances completed his rehabilitation.

I need no longer fear that Jim will allow impetuosity -to overcomé his
Judgement; - his actions today have shown me that. In the other universe,
Jim would have attacked the Klingon ~ which would have led to many deaths
and would certainly not have ensured my safety as effectively.

I lock forward %o the future with confidence. I know that Jim will
remain at my side, as I would have remained at his in the other universe.
Here, Jim is the sironger for surviving all those years of suffering; and I
appreciate him all the more for the ysars of beling without him.
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We cannct know what the future will hold for us, but this I do knows
the bond that holds us, that held in every universe I observed, that held
even here, twisted though it was by the Captain's inebility to perceive 1ts
value and inevitability, that has drawn us together even through the barrier
that . geparates the universes, must have a purpose, little though I can under—
stand what that purpose might bve.

“Jim's death in {he other universe frustrated its fulfillment therei the
Captain's eadism in this universe, reducing it to a meaningless physical tie,
frustrated it here. . :

Although all my equipment wag destroyed, I could rebuild it; Jim and I,
now, may in time be able to fulfil the purpose- for both our universes. But

for the moment we must wait, secure in our friendship, until that purpose
is revesled.
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