Title:Feelings fromthe Frontier
Aut hor: Ri chard Chu

Seri es: VOY

Part: 0/ 4

Rati ng: PG

Codes: K/ 7

SUMVARY: After Seven returns to the Borg follow ng the away

team s successful retrieval of a transwarp conduit, Harry plays a
role in discovering why she left, and learns to appreciate the

i mpact Seven has had on his life. In the end, they cone to
understand each other and further their relationship.

Aut hor's Notes: Set during "Dark Frontier.” NOTE:Incl udes

di al ogue fromthe episode. Basically an episode addition

consi sting of scenes on Voyager while Seven was on the Borg

Uni - conpl ex, and Janeway was in the Delta Flyer |ooking for her.

Aut hor's Notes 2: Can be considered a sequel to "Reason for

Living." It doesn't necessarily fit well yet, but that's because
the story that does isn't finished yet--i.e. "View fromthe
Qut si de. "

Di sclai mer: Star Trek:Voyager and all the Star Trek properties
are copyright to Paranobunt. The author is using the context for
non-profit creative purposes. Copyright infringenment is not

i ntended. The author reserves the right to maintain ownership of
the story and el enents not copyrighted to Paranount.

Having said _all_ this, | accept all constructive criticisms,
granmatical to stylistic. | will accept the good, the bad, and
the ugly--however, doesn't nean | wll accept open flanes. One
of the major things | want to find out is the stylistic things
that m ght have bothered any reader. And if certain scenes
"didn't work', being too long, too short, whatever you thought
was the problem Those who have received feedback fromnme on
their stories know how picky | can be. Be as 'ruthless' to ne!
I can't learn if | don't know what |'m doing wong! To
lurkers--Lurk no nore! 1'd love to hear fromyou. |In any case
whoever you are, if you liked or disliked the story, please give
at | east one reason

Pl ease ennil feedback to: Richard chu@anada.com

khkkkkkhkkhkkkhxhxkx

"What's taking themso |ong?" Harry asked Tuvok as they stood at
the transporter co-ordi nates on the Borg Sphere, having conpleted
their role in the mssion to steal a transwarp conduit.

"I don't know," Tuvok responded with Vul can concern.

Suddenly their conm badges activated. "Chakotay to away team
The Sphere has detected Voyager. They've altered course to
intercept, and they're chargi ng weapons. W've got to get you
out of there now "



"Maybe we should go find them" Harry suggested. "I know the
| ayout of the Sphere.”

"No," he warned. "W cannot risk losing you in your search."

"But, they..." Harry cut hinmself off as Janeway cane around a
corner. Harry looked to find Seven but she was no where to be
found. Before he could ask the obvious question, Janeway stood
behi nd Tuvok and commanded over her comm badge, "Bridge, we're in
position. Three to beam up.'

"Three?" Chakotay asked

"Energi ze!" Janeway ordered, deferring an answer until the
remai ni ng menbers of the away team were safely aboard.

The quick march fromthe transporter roomto the bridge was
silenced by the Borg threat they now faced w thout the assistance
of their resident Borg. As soon as the turbolift doors opened on
the Bridge, Chakotay asked the question that plagued Harry's

m nd. "Were's Seven?"

"She had a change of heart," Janeway answered, her voice hol ding
in the confusion and sorrow for the one she liberated fromthe
Coll ective. "Report."

"The Sphere's changing course. They're retreating.”

"They're bringing their remaining transwarp coils online,"
B' El anna reported.

"Pursuit course. Target their propul sion system" Janeway
order ed.

Bef ore Tuvok could fire a shot, the Sphere di sappeared fromthe
viewscreen in a green flash. Paris punched in a few comands to
ascertain the direction of the Sphere, but couldn't get the

information in tine. Resigned he said, "They're gone, Captain."”
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Al one, Harry kept hinself busy in Astronetrics while the rest of
the crew was cel ebrating their successful away mssion. They had
managed to take what they wanted fromthe Borg, and that seened
li ke the best news the crew had heard in a long tinme. For the
first tinme, they had managed to out wit the Borg, and it pleased
t hem

He shook his head slightly as he thought about the crew s
reaction to their 'feat'. They were acting |like young children
just learning about the norals of right and wong, taking profuse
pl easure in the thing they had stol en, snickering to thensel ves
knowi ng that what they were doing was wong. But it didn't
matter. They took sonething fromthe bad guys. They won't care.
There were nmore transwarp coils where they canme from



But this success cane at a price, a price no one el se seened
bothered to pay. They had lost their resident Borg. This

bot hered Harry nore than the disregard of basic ethics because it
struck deep down into the noral fibre of every crewrenber who

implicitly accepted the arrival of the transwarp coil. Their
| ack of any second thought to the fact that Seven was no | onger
with them nade themno better than Ferengi nmercenaries willing to

pay any price for what they wanted. |t seened |like they'd rather
have an inani mate piece of technol ogy than the presence of a
beautiful, intelligent, spirited, quirky, liberated drone.

H's train of thought was broken by a warning beep fromthe
computer after he mindlessly keyed in a usel ess sequence to the
console. It was good enough to be a preverbal splash of cold
water to his mind as he realized what he was thinking. The whole
moral dilemma he created was just a front to the confusion,
sadness, and enptiness caused by Seven's return to the

Coll ecti ve.

And that's what it was. Her return. Yet, he sinply did not
under st and why Seven woul d want to go back after all this ting,
and after all she had experienced since she came aboard. She had
| earned so nmuch, and was only begi nning to understand the nuances
of humanity. She only begun to understand his feelings for her,
and they were just beginning to explore their possibilities
together. There was so rmuch nore he wanted to show her, give
her, but now all of that was gone. Their future together
dissolving on a transwarp trail as she flew back thousands of
light years back to her old hone.

He tried to focus on sonme work, but the gnawing feeling in his
stomach wouldn't let himtry to suppress the swell of enption
flooding him He pushed on the console buttons hard and harder
trying to focus hinmself, acting on the irrational thought that
the harder he pushed, the | ouder the button sounds woul d be. But
he just wanted sonething to divert his mind, and the sound he was
creating with each touch on the console was his attenpt at doing
so. It didn't matter that he was running a | evel 5 diagnostic of
the sensor array over and over and over again.

But she was not something easily ignored, and like a slap in the
face, her image flashed in his mnd. Her body facing away from
himready to exit a room her head turned towards him her face
beaming a warmsnile. Such a beautiful smile. That first snmile
while they were on the fake Starfleet ship, the Dauntless, was
his first glinpse into her humanity, and such a wonderfu

glinpse. Up to that point it was such a rare thing to have Seven
respond in any enotional capacity, and her snile was proof that
she wasn't the cold, calculating Borg she was brought up to be
She was capable of being nore, and it was conforting at the tine
that she was willing to share one of her first human nonents with
hi m

Now, with her gone, it was a bittersweet nenory. It nay have
been her first, but it was his last ook at the human Seven of
Nine. Wy |eave now? He suddenly asked hinself. She seened |ike
she was only beginning to fit in with the rest of the crew,



understandi ng the significance of the many ' human idi osyncratic
activities' of the crew She was only beginning to enjoy life.
Way stop now? "Why?" he said out |oud as the Astronetrics doors
opened.

"That was going to be ny question," the Chief Engineer stated as
she wal ked in.

"B El anna!" he said as he turned in surprise.
She gave hima curious |ook. "Catch you at a bad tine?"

"No, not really," he said in a forced cal mas he turned around
back to the console and started to scan some nearby system..any
near by system

"So then nmaybe you can explain to ne why you were running |level 5
di agnostics on the main sensor array."”

"I was trying to find the cause of a dip in the array's
resolution."

"47 times? Come on, Harry. Not even a first year cadet would
run a diagnostic that many tines."

Harry seenmed unfazed by the teasing insult. She put her hand on
hi s shoul der and turned himaround to face her. "Wat's wong?"

He gave an ironic laugh. "Everyone acts as if nothing's
different. W take a piece of technology and ignore the price we
paid for it. Just like old tinmes, huh?" he said sarcastically.

She gave a squinted |ook. "This is about Seven, isn't it," she
rhetorically asked. He gave back an affirm ng | ook. "Look,
Harry, | know you cared about her, and |I'm sure she cared for you

in her own...unique way, but you can't expect her to abandon her
hore. "

"Voyager is her hone."

"Voyager is where you'd 'like" her to accept as her honme. But
you can't change what she is."

"How many tinmes do we have to have this conversation?" he asked
furiously. "She's human. She belongs with us.”

B' El anna stayed calm "Harry, she was human for the first six of
her 30 years. 1'd hardly call that a strong foundation in
humani ty. "

"I't's enough to know that she was human. And where it matters,
she knew what she was and wanted to becone.”

"How can you be so sure?"
"Well let nme ask you, how did you know Tom wasn't the wonani zer

everyone thought he was, even though everything you heard and saw
of himjust oozed that reputation?”



She gave his question sone thought before answering. "l guess,
after we had spent sone tinme alone together, when he didn't have
the need to prove to everyone his nanhood."

"Well, it's the sane with Seven. |'ve spent enough tine with her
al one to know what kind of individual she is. And in her heart,
she's a hunan woman. "

"Then why did she | eave?"

He gave a resigned sigh. "I don't know. But |I'msure as hell
going to find out."
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It was 0230 when Harry neared Cargo Bay two. He knew by then,

the crew assigned to salvage duty of the Borg debris would have
left for the night. Wile it was finally tinme to get rid of all
the useless junk fromtheir salvage of the destroyed Borg probe,

he had hoped that one piece of Borg equi pnment still remained
When the doors opened, he found Seven's al coves still in one
pi ece, and still activated. This one practical hurdle resol ved,

he now turned to the ethical dilemm of what he was about to do

If he didn't have a reason to come, he probably woul dn't have

The idea of just standing in front of an enpty al cove woul d' ve
been too painful. The flood of nenories would only overwhel m
him But now, he had conme to retrieve sonething of a persona
nature. He had come to find Seven's data node containing her

personal | ogs.

VWile it was a blatant invasion of Seven's privacy, he had to

find out why she had left. Wile she was still aboard, she had
given himand the rest of the crew every indication that she
wanted to stay. |If her logs said otherwise, it would at |east

give hima reason for her apparent reversal of opinion. He had
only read her |ogs once before, when she first escaped fromthe
ship and found her parents' ship The Raven. He justified to

hi nsel f that because he had to read her logs to find out why she
|l eft then, her logs would tell himwhy she | eft again. The
possibility of knowi ng why she | eft seened strong enough to
suppress his noral objections. The irony was that he was nore
willing to accept the possibility of confronting her about his
actions than not having seen her again.

Walking in to Seven's al cove, he found the data node attached
behind a Borg panel. He renoved it and headed for his quarters.
>From there he hooked it up to his conmputer consol e and used the
Borg transl ation program he devel oped when he first accessed her
| ogs:

**xx%*BEQ N LOG QUEUE, STARDATE 52444, 6******

Personal Log. Seven of Nine. Stardate 52444.6. Today | wll be
assisting Lieutenant Torres in masking Voyager's warp signature,



as well as creating detailed schematics of the crippled Borg
sphere for the purpose of recreation on the hol odeck. 1In
addition, Captain Janeway has asked nme to read through ny human
parents' logs in the hopes of obtaining relevant research to
assist in our nission to board the Sphere and take a transwarp
conduit. It will be a busy day. End |og

Personal Log. Seven of Nine. Stardate 52457.4. | have conpl eted
nmy tasks with Lieutenant Torres and Comrander Chakotay regarding
the warp engi nes and the hol o-program It was, however, not

wi t hout personal difficulty. After reading 23 PADDS contai ni ng
the Hansen's field notes, | have had difficulty sustaining focus
on nmy duties. Brief flashes of nmenory energe into ny
consciousness. There are tinmes when | can hear the voices of ny
parents in ny mnd. This has resulted in an erosion of ny
efficiency in carrying out the various tasks. | cannot focus ny
mnd when it is saturated with feelings of sadness due to |oss,
as well as a growing resentnent against ny parents for their
arrogance that led to ny assimlation. To control these
enotional outbursts, | have put to use the nmeditative techniques
I learned from Conmander Tuvok, and they are hel ping ne cope.
Nevert hel ess, reading the |l ogs has resulted in the discovery of
various technol ogi es that can be used on our mission to the Borg
Sphere. As the information contained in the Hansen logs is vita
for the success of the mission, | nust put aside nmy persona

di sruptions. End Log.

Personal Log. Seven of Nine. Stardate 52478.1. | have been
assigned on the Awnay M ssion to the Borg Sphere, along with
Capt ai n Janeway, Commander Tuvok, and Ensign Kim For six hours
the crew has been sinmulating the nmission, practising for the

actual incursion onto the Sphere. In that time we have managed
to inprove our efficiency, reducing the time required to achieve
success to two minutes, 12 seconds. It is, however, stil

unacceptable as we are limted to a nmaxi rum of two minutes
follow ng the disabling of the Sphere's sensor grid. To give the
away teamnore tine | have been assigned to continue researching
the Hansen's logs to extract information regarding their ability
to remain within a Borg vessel undetected. This is increasingly
difficult due to ny increasing inability to control ny enotions.

I have had a disturbing 'daydream involving Naom W /I dnman
assimlating into a drone. She had asked questions that |
renmenber Anni ka Hansen asking her father prior to the Raven

crashing and her assimlation into the Borg. It is an unsettling
ni ght mare extrapol ating ny fear that the mssion on the Borg
Sphere will end in failure. | nust nake sure that the m ssion

does not end so. End Log.
******END G: L(I; QJEUE******

Harry | eaned back in his chair and sighed. There was nothing in
her |1 og that gave any reason for her desire to return to the
Borg. In fact, everything suggested that she wanted to stay.
She explicitly said she did not want the mission to end in
failure. Wile on the one hand, he knew that statenent could be
her basic desire for perfection—+failure being the opposite of
perfection...it could also nean that she wanted to make sure no



menber on the away team woul d succunb to assimilation.

He paused a nonent as he recycled his |ast thought in his mnd

He read the last log again. "I have had a disturbing 'daydreamn

i nvol ving Naom W/l dnman assinilating into a drone,"” she had said.
She ended the log by saying, "It is an unsettling nightnare
extrapolating ny fear that the m ssion on the Borg Sphere wll
end in failure. | nust nake sure that the m ssion does not end
so."

He sat up in his chair, a realization energing. "Could it be?"

he said aloud. He got up out of his chair and started pacing his
quarters contenplating the possibility of his interpretation of
Seven's actions aboard the Sphere. The nore he thought about it,
the stronger the possibility in his mnd. In an instant he
darted out of his quarters, heading straight for the Captain.

EE R S I O

It hadn't surprised Harry that the Captain was in her Ready Room
It was understandable that, like him she was too distraught to
sl eep. The loss of Seven to the Borg was not sonething either of
themtook lightly. After chimng her door, he entered to a see a
tired, yet surprised Captain Janeway. "Harry, what are you stil
doi ng up?"

Approachi ng her position near the wi ndows he snmiled and said,
"Probably doing the sanme thing you are. Wndering why Seven
isn't with us."

She returned a sad snile and wal ked over to her persona

replicator. "Wuld you like sonething to drink? Coffee
per haps?"

"Actually, | wouldn't mind a cup of tea."

"Jasm ne?"

"That'd be fine."

She ordered his cup of Jasmine tea, and ordered herself a coffee.
Handing the tea to Harry, she asked, "So what brings you here?"

He nodded his thanks for the beverage and sat down on the sofa
under the observation windows after her offer to sit. "Il've been
wondering why Seven woul d consciously decide to | eave Voyager to
return to the Borg, and an answer cane to ne just before | got
here. "

"And what did you cone up with?" she asked as he took a sip of
the tea.

"Well, it occurred to me that she had cone to | earn the basics
about individuality, and she began to see the value of it. How
inmportant it is to keep it, not only for herself, but also for
everyone el se on the ship. After what she'd been through in the



past two years, she's probably | earned that the nost one could do
with one's individuality is sacrifice it to save another's."

"I't's an interesting thought,"” she commented. "What nmakes you
think she sacrificed herself for us?"

Harry was grow ng unconfortabl e because her question was | eading

to his access of Seven's logs. "Wll, | guess, everything we've
gone through. | nean, when she linked herself to the ship's
systens a year ago, and | was willing to sacrifice nyself to save
her, she later asked me why | was willing to make such a

sacrifice for her. Then just a few nonths ago when | was hit
whil e deflecting the Shakari an weapon platforns from her shuttle,
Tuvok told ne she had risked the entire mssion by going back
into the sensor grid to save ne. | just think these things show
that she was becom ng nore aware of the consci ous decision of
self-sacrifice."

Janeway failed to hide her smle. "You know, all these acts of
self-sacrifice seemed to be ainmed at you."

"I know, " he said, blushing slightly. "But the point is now,
she' s obvi ously expanded her reason for sacrificing herself."

"Well, you were on the away mission this tinme, too," she teased
"I think that's just incidental. This time, the whole crew was
at stake. After all, the Sphere did retreat after we had beaned
of f."

Her | ook turned to serious contenplation. "Yes, | know It was
as if.."

"As if what?"

"As if they had gotten what they wanted and |eft."
"Like us."

"Yes. And that troubles ne."

"l guess | never thought of it that way."

She turned her attention back to Harry. "Wat nmade you take the
direction you did?"

He cleared his throat a bit. "Like | said, just her experience
with self-sacrifice."

"l can see how you extrapol ated your theory, but you seempretty
sure that you're right. How can you know for sure?"

He | ooked down away from her face, his actions catching up with
him "l read her personal |ogs."

"l see," she said sonberly.



"I knew it was the wong thing to do," he explained, "But | just
had to find out. W had been through so nmuch together, | just
didn't understand why she'd just get up and | eave everything.
She gave nme no indication that she was unconfortable with being
with ne, | nean, with being on Voyager," he corrected quickly.
"I just had to know why."

She sat quietly, gazing at the passionate Ensign. To Harry's
surprise, she didn't get angry. "I know the two of you have
becone close. | actually can't think of two people better suited
for each other. The two of you can share a |lot together."”

"Thank you, Captain," he said hunbly.

"And, | don't blane you for what you did." Harry |ooked up at

her in surprise. "Because, | was thinking of doing the sane
thing."

"You were?"

She smiled at his tone. "Yes, | was. | couldn't think of a

reason for why she left. And ny only thought was that nmaybe the
Borg sonmehow | ured her back when she beaned onto the Sphere.”

"You may well be right."

"So could you."

He chuckled. "I guess we haven't gotten very far, then."

"Ch, | don't know. What's the saying? 'Wen one has elimnated
every possi bl e explanation, the one remaining, no matter how

i nprobabl e, nmust be the truth.'"

"And whi ch expl anati on woul d that be?"

"Maybe it's a little bit of both."
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"Computer, isolate the sensor readings for tinme index 114.6.
Identify source,"” Janeway asked, exam ning sensor |ogs from her
desk in the Ready Room

"Random subspace energy fluctuations,” the Conputer replied.

"I solate the sensor readings for tine index 166.2. Source?"
"Random subspace energy fluctuations.”

Janeway gave a perturbed | ook. "Computer, run a trans-spectra
anal ysis on all subspace fluctuations," she ordered as her door
chi med.

"Yes?"

Tuvok entered, a slightly anused | ook on his face. He announced,



"A menber of the crew has requested an appointnment with the
Captain. | informed her that you were..occupi ed, but she was
insistent."

Janeway didn't bother to | ook up, still exam ning the sensor

|l ogs. "Whatever it is |I'msure Comander Chakotay can handl e--"
she stopped as she | ooked up normentarily to find Naom W I dman
peaki ng from behi nd Tuvok's | egs. She paused to consi der whether
to give Naom her attention while she was busy, but acqui esced.
"Request granted. Send her in," she said, hiding in her slight
annoyance.

Tuvok nodded and noved away to reveal Naonmi's position before he
returned to the bridge. The little girl tried to hide her
apprehensi on at speaking to the Captain, finally standing at
attention after her Vulcan front was gone. Wl king up she handed
Janeway a PADD and stated, "Pernission to submit a proposal for
your review"

" Proposal ?"
"It's a rescue operation for Seven of N ne."

She gave an inpressed | ook, scanning over Naom's work. "Ch, you
created this plan all by yoursel f?"

"Yes ma'am"” the girl said proudly. She explained her proposal
"You see, if we change our |ong-range sensors to Seven's cortica
i mpl ant frequency, naybe we can find her."

Janeway tried to soften the reality of the situation. "The Delta
Quadrant is a very big place. And Seven could be thousands of
Iight years from here.”

Naomi was undeterred. "Wat if we boosted our sensor range wth
power fromthe nmain deflector?"

Janeway gave a soft chuckle. "You' ve been spending too rmuch tine
in Engineering.” She finally had to say, "lI'mafraid it's not
that sinple. But thank you crewman. Your initiative is duly
noted. "

Naom turned to | eave, disappointed, but she had to ask,
"Captain, you're not going to give up are you?"

Janeway heard the sadness in the little girl's voice. It said
that Naom had | ost one of her closest friends. Janeway put down
her cup of coffee and got up to wal k over to the other side of
her desk to encourage Naomi . "There are three things to remenber
about being a Starfleet Captain. Keep your shirt tucked in;go
down with the ship.And never abandon a nenber of your crew "

Bef ore she could say nore, conpl eting beeps from her conputer
consol e diverted attention. "Trans-spectral analysis conplete,”
it announced.

Janeway turned the console around and was amazed to see the data



on the screen. "Take a look at this Naonmi. Wat do you see?"
"Sensor logs," she said matter-of-factly.

Janeway seemed to gl oss over Naom's answer, explaining, "These
aren't random energy fluctuations. They're Borg conm signals.
And they were all directed at Cargo Bay two."

"You nmean the Borg were talking with Seven of N ne?"

"It sure | ooks that way; Cone on," she s aid, as they left her
Ready Room together, the answer to Seven's return partially
expl ained with sonme scientific fact.

Once on the bridge, Janeway asked Naomi, "Can you go back to your
quarters? W have a |lot of work to do."

"Are we going to find Seven of Nine?"
Janeway smiled reassuringly. "Yes we are.”

The little girl smled brightly and joyfully turned and wal ked
into the turbolift. Janeway turned to see a confused first
officer. "ls there sonething you know that we don't, Captain?"

She wal ked to her chair and sat down. "Only a working
hypothesis. | want you to go through the Hansen | ogs and | ook
for anything relating to trans-spectral frequencies. 1 don't
thi nk Seven stayed on the Sphere totally out of her own free
will."
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A few hours later, Chakotay was reporting his findings to Janeway
in her Ready Room "I've reviewed the Hansen field reports.

Their research had stunbl ed upon an entity they described as 'the
Borg Queen.' They nmanaged to find and tag a drone that was
wor ki ng and communi cating with her. He examined the drone's
crani al transceiver logs, and as it turns out, his hunch was
right. The drone had been receiving direct commands fromthis
Borg Queen. | analyzed the commsignals.”" He pointed to a

di agram on a PADD he handed to Janeway. "Look at the
trans-spectral frequencies."

"They match the ones that were sent to Seven," she deduced.
"What did the Hansens |earn about this Queen?”

"I"'mafraid they never got a chance to find out."

"One thing is certain," Janeway stated, "She contacted Seven of
Ni ne. And the next day, Seven rejoined the Borg. Obviously, she

exerts sone influence."

"You think Seven was instructed to | eave Voyager?" Chakotay
asked.

"Instructed? Coerced... She insisted she join the away team



She was adamant that if she didn't board that Sphere our mi ssion

would fail. Sounds to me she was being threatened. M instincts
told me she was hol di ng somet hi ng back, but 1.l didn't pursue it.
I let her go."

"If you hadn't we mght all be drones by now. "

She turned away, gazing out into the stars outside her w ndow,
speaking to the Borg threat that tainted the void of space.
"What's running through that collective mnd of yours..You' ve got
t housands of species to choose from billions of individuals, why
Seven of Nine? You should have assimlated us while you had the
chance."

Chakot ay was concerned by Janeway's words. "Captain?”

She turned to himand ordered, "I want you to keep anal yzing the
Hansens database. Conpile a list of every technol ogy they
created to track the Borg. Assenble a team of Engineers to
assi st you."

He knew where this was going and warned, "If you're planning a
rescue mission, that research will only take us so far."

" d.]?n

"I"ve studied their log entries long enough to realize that as
brilliant as the Hansens were, they made a fatal m stake--They
becane over-confident."

She | ooked straight into his eyes and said, "W won't nake the
same mistake.” And with that she left her Ready Room

*khkkkkhkxkkhkx*k

Captain's log. Stardate 52523.7. Wth the know edge that Seven
of Nine did not choose to | eave Voyager and return to the

Col | ective out of her own will, | have decided to nount a rescue
m ssion. This will be a long-range tactical rescue. It could
take days, even weeks before we find our m ssing crewnan.

Li eutenant Torres is equipping the Delta Flyer with the transwarp
coil. It will allowus to cover nore territory. An away team
will take it into transwarp space, where Tuvok believes we can
track the Sphere that abducted Seven of N ne. Thanks to the
Hansens, we'll be well prepared for an encounter with the Borg.
Their nulti-adaptive shielding will make the Flyer virtually
invisible to Borg sensors, and narrow beamtransporters wll
allow us to penetrate the Sphere."

The crew sat attentively in the Briefing Room listening to

Janeway explain her plan. "M. Paris. You'll man the helm
Commander Tuvok; Tactical. Doctor, there's no telling what
condition Seven will be in when we find her. You'll cone along."

"Yes, Captain," the Doc replied.

"I''I'l be leading the away team " she continued. "The rest of you



will remain on Voyager and naintain position at the threshold of
our transwarp conduit. W may need tactical support when we
return. You'll be taking your orders from Commander Chakotay.
W' || be searching for one individual anong thousands of drones.
But she's one of us. And |I'mnot about to |let her go." Pausing
to | ook at each nmenber of her staff, she said,

"Lets get started.”

Everyone quickly left to prepare for the mission, with the |ast
one to | eave being Ensign Kim He was about to | eave, when he
turned to her. "Captain—

"l know you want to be on the shuttle with us," she interrupted.
"But | need you here on Voyager."

Harry was di sappoi nted, but gave an understanding smile. "Then
I"1'l wish you luck."

"Thanks," she smiled back. As the doors to the bridge opened,
she gained his attention one last tinme. "Harry. 1'Il bring her
horne. "

He turned a confident smle, and left for his station.
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"Shuttle has cleared Voyager,"
station.

Harry reported fromhis bridge

"Go to yellow alert," Chakotay ordered

"The Flyer has initiated their warp drive. Transwarp coi
appears to be functioning within acceptable tolerances,"” B El anna
stated over the comm from Engi neeri ng.

"Open a channel to the shuttle," Chakotay ordered.

"We're at critical velocity,
l'ine.

Paris noted over the open comm

"Engage, M. Paris," Janeway ordered.

"Transwarp in four...three...two..." Paris' voice cut out with a

static fuzz.

"They've entered the transwarp conduit,"” Harry stated. "W've
| ost contact."

After ordering the helmofficer to take Voyager closer to the
threshol d of the transwarp conduit, he sat down in the Captain's
chair. "Now, we wait."
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B' El anna entered Seven's Cargo Bay to find Harry crouched down,
sitting on top of a square container in front of Seven's al cove



"I had a bad feeling that you'd be in here," she said as she
wal ked up to him

"Was that before or after you asked the conmputer?” he said
wistfully.

"Before, obviously. Wuo needs a conputer when | have a wonman's
intuition," she said teasingly.

He didn't seemeffected by B Elanna's friendly taunts. Hi s face
was focused on the green el ectrode tube on the top of Seven's

al cove as he was engulfed in his own thoughts. "You know,
Seven's been quite an influence on ne."

"Has she?" she replied with a tone of doubt.

"If it wasn't for her, |I'd probably not be the perfect Ensign
everyone things I am"

"What do you nean?”

"Well," he | aughed enbarrassingly as he said, "Before she came on
board, the only other crew person that | thought of enul ating..was
you. "

"Me?" she asked in surprise

"Yeah, strange, huh? | thought that since you were so innovative
and you managed to be so creative outside the restraints of
Starfleet protocol that | could try to think outside the
standardi zed Starfleet box. Just like you. | thought | could

| earn about the reality of.well, of everything, engineering

physi cs, design, anything, by ignoring, or transcending Starfl eet
regul ations."

B' El anna was astounded. "I...l don't know what to say."

"You don't have to say anything. Your actions said plenty. It
wasn't surprising that the Captain chose you as Chi ef Engi neer
over Carey. That appointnent only solidified nmy faith in you."

She kept the surprising thought in her mnd until she realized
that it was a 'past' thing. "How did Seven change that?"

"Well, she's |like the opposite of you, yet the results were
equal ly inpressive. She sticks to protocol, albeit Borg
protocol, but protocol nonetheless, and it gets the job done.
Knowi ng that, | guess | changed ny thinking back to ny old ways,
back to the tried and true Starfleet protocols."

"l see," she said, a disappointing tone evident.

Harry heard it and quickly added, "It's not like |I think any |ess
of you or anything. You're still a great Engineer, and | respect
you because of your abilities. And | care for you alnost like a

sister | never had."”



She smled at his tender honesty. "I care about you too

Starfleet. | have ever since the first time | saw you."
He smiled back before continuing. "l guess a big part of it too
was the fact that | was attracted to her fromthe nmoment | laid

eyes on her."
"Good enough of an excuse to ignore ne," she teased.

He turned to her and | aughed. "Hey, you're not such a bad

| ooki ng wonan yourself. If | didn't think of you as a sister--"
B' El anna quickly interjected, "I would have ki cked your butt for
trying."

H s laugh grew. "Ooh, should I be scared or excited?" he taunted.
"Scared, Harry. Very scared," she said slyly.

They | aughed together at the odd conversation, until Harry
continued. "Eh, seeing such perfection both in work, and in
body, | guess | wanted to show myself off a bit."

"A bit? You nmade yourself nore green than Saurian Brandy."

"If that's what it took..."

"Cbviously, it wasn't enough," she said, quickly regretting her
words. Harry's denmeanour suddenly lost its joviality.

"I guess it wasn't..."

"Harry, | didn't mean--"

"No," he stated, "You did. And you're right. | just wasn't
enough. She easily decided to go back because | wasn't a strong

enough hook to keep the Borg Queen fromtaking her."

"Harry," she said, crouching down to see the right profile of his

face, "l don't think there would be anything strong enough to
conbat the lure of her old Collective. It's like a drug. |If you
take enough of it, and then stop, when you take it up again, it
will only be a stronger, easier addiction.”

"“Maybe. .. But still..."

"Starfleet," she said affectionately, "Sitting here and worrying
about what coul d have been won't make things any better."

"And what does your intuition say about why |I'm here.”

"It tells me that you're wasting tinme worryi ng about whether the
Captain will find Seven or not."

"Wasting in the sense that they will, or they won't find her?" he
asked, in a pensive whisper.



She put her hand on his shoulder. "That |I couldn't tell you,"
she said softly. She could feel his breathing grow ng uneven and
short, his body beginning a slow trenbling.

"l guess there's a linmt to a wonan's intuition, huh?" he said,
trying, but failing, to make a joke, a tear swelling fromthe
side of his right eye, finding its way down his cheek

Seeing the tear caught B Elanna off guard. Being so physically
close to it, the inpact of it hit her |like a splash of warm
water. The tear |ooked so big, so full of enotion, she couldn't
help but followit trail down the side of his face. "You |ove
her...very much, don't you?" she asked softly, conforting him by
caressing his back.

"It's so stupid, isn't it?" he said angrily, the sadness stil
apparent as he swiftly stood up and wal ked up to the al cove.
Turning to a still crouched B Elanna, he said, "I nean, here

am the last officer in the chain of command, falling for a wonman
who's so out of ny |eague, there's a betting pool wth
astronom cal odds just to see what stupid nove | nmake next."

"Harry, it's not as bad as you think--"

"COF course it is. Here we are, one Borg-perfected wonman, and one
Starfleet officer with the shortest career record on file. Both
of us stuck on one of the smallest ships Starfleet manufactures,
and 'best' of all, we're stuck with each other on a journey that
could last a lifetine. That just screans a living nightmare for
the rest of ny life."

"Not when the two of you finally get your acts together and 'be
t oget her. "

He didn't hide a sarcastic laugh. "I can't believe it;now|'m
getting advice on love froma Klingon!"

She tried a nore forceful, but sincere tone. "Harry, she's good
for you."

"Since when did you becone a Seven supporter?"
"I haven't," she said frankly. "No matter what happens between
the two of you, I'msure Seven and | are going to bug the hel

out of each other this entire trip. But | ama supporter of one
Harry Kkm and this supporter.this sister says, that a Borg
perfected wonman is exactly what a Starfleet perfected man needs."

H s anger subsided with her reassurance. But it only weakened
his will as he slunped down to the floor of Seven's al cove. "I
wi sh she could see that."

"She will," B Elanna reassured. "Take ny word for it. As a
worman, | can tell you we're a stubborn bunch. W're never wong.
And even when we are, unless our lives are at stake, we as hel
won't admit to it."



"Great, | have to wait until Seven's life is at stake. And
when's the next time that happens where |I'm not stuck thousands
of light years away to help her 'see the light'?"

"Now is a great time. After all, 'distance nakes the heart grow
fonder.""

"If she cones back," Harry said discouragingly.
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Personal Log. Ensign Kim Stardate 52580.1. |'ve given sone
thought to what B Elanna said to nme yesterday in Seven's Cargo
Bay. Wiile | still find it odd to be getting |ove advice froma

Kli ngon, her words were quite convincing and encouragi ng.

Per haps the benefit of having a sister would be a greater insight
into a wonan's psyche, (or a nessed up chil dhood), but B' El anna
did tell nme sonething inportant. | can't rush sharing ny
affections to Seven of Nine. Wile the two of us have shared
several nonments together, it hasn't necessarily come to the point
that either of us are ready for a nore intinate relationship.

For all | know I could still just be lusting after her, ny carna
desires masquerading as feelings of love. As the one who has a
consci ous, and nore or |ess, conprehensive know edge of enotion,

I shouldn't be the one to initiate the next step. She has to.

If I truly love her, I'lIl be willing to wait. And for now, |'m
willing to wait. End | og.

Acting-Captain's Log. Commander Chakotay. Stardate 52589. 3.
After three days waiting at the threshold to the transwarp
conduit the Delta Flyer entered, we have yet to discover any
indication of their return. Wile Kathryn did say it could take
weeks to find Seven of Nine, I can't help but feel concerned
after just 72 hours of waiting. | have encouraged B El anna to
find ways of tracking the shuttle by devel opi ng ways of sending
probes into the conduit. Wile success fromher efforts is
unlikely due to the multitude of unknowns, at least it gives the
crew sonmething to do other than stand at their posts waiting for
the tiniest sign. End |Iog.
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On the bridge, B Elanna stood at the aft central consol e just

behind the Captain's chair. "lIs the probe ready?" Chakotay
asked.
"It's |l oaded and ready for |aunch," she said. "It's been

reconfigured to detect transwarp fractures of the transwarp
conduit and stay within its threshold. That should be enough to
keep the conduit open enough for us to scan through it."

"Good work. Launch when ready."

"Firing," Harry reported.

The torpedo shot out in an orange flash only to produce a green
spl ash before disappearing into the conduit. "The probe is



transmtting," B Elanna said with satisfaction.

"Can you detect any ships?" Chakotay asked.

"I"mscanning the probe's entire sensor range. So far nothing.
But the resolution is limted by the subspace distortions."

"I'mgoing to try emtting anti-neutrinos. Maybe that'll clear
things up," Harry suggest ed.

"Do it," Chakotay ordered

After a few nonents B' El anna reported, "Sensor sensitivity up by
35%" Turning to Harry she smled. "Good work."

He smiled back, only to | ook back on his console after it beeped
for his attention. "I'mdetecting a trans-kinetic wave
approaching. It could be a sign of a ship."

"The Delta Flyer?" Chakotay asked.
"It's possible.”

B' El anna consol e suddenly started beeping. "I'm picking up
transwarp signatures. There's a conduit approaching. 30,000
kil onetres of f our port-bow "

"Battle stations,"”
arrive?"

Chakotay ordered. "How long until they

"Approxi mately 20 seconds," she repli ed.

"Hel m" Chakotay commanded, "Back us off to 40,000 kilometres. |
don't want them accidentally run us over."

Fol | owi ng the conpletion of his order, Harry reported,
"Sorething's energing. By the size and displacenent, it |ooks
like the shuttle.”

>Fromthe viewscreen they saw a tiny green dot grow |l arger unti
it spit out the Delta Flyer in a green flash. "They're through,"”
B' El anna sai d.

I medi ately, Chakotay called the shuttle. "Voyager to Delta
Fl yer. Report."

"W've got Seven, but there's a Borg vessel right behind us,"
Janeway said over the comm

"B El anna, target the threshold perinmeter. Photon torpedoes,
full spread.”

" Commander ?"

He turned to her and explained, "It should destabilize the matter
stream and i npl ode the conduit for at |east a |light year."



Noddi ng i n understandi ng she keyed in the commands. "Tor pedoes
| ocked. "

"Firel™

Through the viewscreen they could see the Delta Flyer escaping
the threshold of the conduit, half a dozen torpedoes heading
towards the threshold perineter. They exploded in a giant flash
of green strands of energy, the inplosive inpact travelling
farther and farther away in a straight line, until the fina

expl osion |l ooked like a tiny blink of Iight.

"Voyager, report," Janeway ordered fromthe shuttle.

"W col | apsed the conduit. No sign of Borg activity," Chakotay
sai d.

Rel i eved, Janeway said, "Prepare us for docking. W' re comng
horne. "

Before they all could share in the joy of their return
B' El anna' s consol e began to gi ve warni ng beeps again.

"Commander, |'m picking up Borg signatures. Lots of them"
"Sour ce?" Chakotay asked.

"The conduit!"

"l thought you coll apsed it?"

"So did I'!"
"Standby weapons," he ordered. Over the commto the shuttle he
said, "Captain. Raise shields. W've got conpany."

"Here they cone!" B' El anna announced.

They all | ooked at the viewscreen again, their fears surfacing
frombeneath their trai ned conposure. Despite their belief of
success agai nst the Borg, again, they were to be hunbled by the
approachi ng eneny ship. They stared into the projection of space
to see a green-strand flash of light. But instead of a ship
what energed was a plune of Borg debris spew ng out of the
danaged conduit, the remants of a giant sphere spiralling
uncontrol lably as it enmerged fromtranswarp space. The entire
bridge crew took a sigh of relief, as they realized their fears
were proven wong. Finally, Voyager was triunphant on its own,
the threat firmy neutralized
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Harry observed a small orange dot on his nonitor. Touching it
with his finger, the nonitor activated to show all the vita
information on the Delta Flyer the sensors could detect. The
shuttle itself was noderately damaged, its hull integrity



weakened from a conbi nati on of energy di srupters and photon
torpedo bonbardments, shield generators weakened, weapon systens
di sabl ed. Residual energy signatures suggested that the shuttle
had been under the i nfluence of sone sort of tractor beam
"Must' ve been on hell of a ride,' he thought.

H s eyes focused on the |ife sign signatures sensors were able to
detect. Four lifeforms:one Vulcan nale, one Human nale, and two
Hurmman fermales. He grinned at the thought, 'See B Elanna? Even
the conputer thinks Seven's human.

After confirm ng that the other nmenbers of the shuttle crew was
safe and uni njured, he focused his attention on the young, fenale
life sign. To his satisfaction, it was strong and vital. The
comput er detected a slight shift in her bioelectric frequency,

but that was do be expected froma body augnented with cybernetic
implants. Knowi ng where she just came back from Harry
cross-referenced her old life signs with the new data. There was
a slight inconsistency;the new life sign showed a higher

bi oel ectric frequency. It wasn't enough to make her life sign

i ndi stinguishable fromher old life sign pattern, but enough to
make himworry.

Changing views on his nonitor, he watched as the Flyer entered
final approach to the shuttle-bay. He |ooked for the tinmer on
the screen that would indicate how long until they conpleted
docking, but he couldn't find it. He then remenbered that the
timer would only be there if the shuttle was on autopilot, and
Tom was never one to enjoy that particular feature. But timng
was i nportant because he wanted to neet Seven as soon as they

| anded.

He did need pernmission to | eave his post, however. Wth Tuvok on
the bridge, Harry would have had to follow protocol to the letter

and announce his intentions to the commndi ng officer fromhis
station. Thankfully, Tuvok wasn't there, so he | ogged off and
approached Chakotay who was sitting in the Captain's chair.
"Commander," he called quietly, |eaning over the railing.
"Perm ssion to assist the Delta Flyer crew w th di senbarking."

Chakotay turned to himand gave a curious |ook. "D senbarking?
Is this a new protocol that |I'mnot aware of ?"

"I wanted to make sure everyone cane back alright."
"You can do that from your station."

"I mean, in person, sir.

"I'd like nothing better than to see themright now too, Harry.
But | don't have the luxury of |eaving ny post."

Harry gave a di sappointing | ook as he | eaned off the railing.
"Yes, sir."

He was half way to his station when he heard | oudly, "Perm ssion
granted. "



He turned to Chakotay. "Sir?"

"You can go," Chakotay said, his face trying to hide a snile.
Harry had no qual ns about the joy he felt and smled
appreciatively. "Thank you, sir."

Tim ng was on his side for as soon as he entered the shuttle bay,
the hatch to the Delta Flyer opened, and out stepped Janeway.
"Captain!" Harry exclai mned between breaths as he jogged over.

"Did we catch you practising the Starfleet marathon, or are you
just eager to see us?" Janeway teased, noting Harry's heavy
br eat hi ng.

"The latter. | was hoping I'd get here just as you were docking,
but | didn't have a perfect estimate of how long it would take
for you to land."

"Tom was trying out a new | andi ng procedure,™
"So, he didn't use the autopilot.”

Janeway expl ai ned.

"Si nce when has he ever?"

"Never!" Tom stated as he exited the shuttle. "Landing is the
nmost inmportant part about flying a shuttle. It showcases the
best in a pilot. [It's one's...signature. And those things you

just shouldn't copy and standardi ze."
"Sure, Tom \Watever you say."
"Hey, | got everyone back here in one piece, didn't I?"

"That you did," Janeway said. Turning to Harry, she asked, "So,
how s the ship?"

"She's in good shape. Had better be since we didn't do nuch
except wait for you to cone back."

"Thanks to everyone's work, we did cone back." He put her hand
on his shoulder and said, "And | kept ny promse."

Harry smiled a thankful smile and turned to see Seven energe.
She caught his gaze, and approached. "Ensign, why are you here?"

"I wanted to be the first to come down and wel cone you back."
"I see. And what does this involve?"
"Ch nothing nmuch. | just wanted to...see you."

"You have now seen ne. Thank you for the wel cone, Ensign." And
with that she wal ked down the shuttle bay towards the exit.

Tom | eaned over to Harry and asked, "She hasn't quite got the
whol e inprov part of the social graces has she?"



Harry smled, still |ooking at Seven as she wal ked out. "No, not
quite. But she neans well."
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For the rest of the day, the away team was stuck inside Sickbay
as the Doc perforned several post-mission tests. He felt it was
necessary that he catal ogue as nmuch informati on as possible since
they had travelled for such a long period of tinme in transwarp
space. He reasoned that if he, a hologram had experienced sone
disorientation, it was possible that the body could have simlar
side-effects, if not in the short-term in the long-run. It was
for that reason the Harry couldn't see any of themfor the rest

of the day.

Later that evening, when the Doc was satisfied that little, if
anyt hing, was possibly wong wh themfollow ng their travels,
Harry decided to visit Seven in her Cargo Bay. Wile he knew
that she, and the rest of the crew was ordered by the Doc to get
some rest, sonehow, he knew that she woul dn't be regenerating.
The Cargo Bay doors opening, his hunch was proven right as he
found Seven working at her console. She turned to see who
entered, and acknow edged his presence. "Good eveni ng, Ensign.
Do you require nmy assistance?"

"' Evening, Seven. No, | didn't conme because of work. | just got
off duty, and | just wanted to see how you were doing."

"I's this a continuation of your earlier welcomng in the shuttle
bay?"

"No, no. That was...that. This is just...this."

She rai sed her eyebrow. "Cbviously." She continued working on

her consol e, and nmused, "It appears your nethod of explanation
has not changed in ny absence."

He chuckl ed before saying, "Well, it appears your abrupt soci al
graces hasn't changed much either." He regretted his words as
soon as they finished comng out of his nmouth. He saw Seven's
body stiffen, her hands no | onger noving over the console with
their usual Borg efficiency. Trying to recover, he said, "Then
again, it's not like you had the opportunity to do much
practice."”

"No, | did not."

"I"'msorry, Seven...| didn't nean to--"

She turned to himand said, "An apology is not necessary. It was
my fault;|l attenpted to assert a hunoro us statenent. | failed.”

She tilted her head downward slightly, as if ashaned.

He noved cl oser to her, placing his hands on her shoulders to
reassure her. "No, no, Seven, it's not your fault.” He raised
her face with his hand. "You were funny;l was t he one who
wasn't. Wat | said was inappropriate given the circunstances.”



"Perhaps. But your statenent was correct. | have not inproved
since ny | eave of absence.™
"That's understandabl e, you were with the Borg."

"No you do not understand. The Borg wanted ne because of ny
humanity. They believed | was an asset to them because | amthe
only drone to return to an individual state. They believed
could assist themin assinmilating humanity."

"Well then, | guess at this point in time you are perfect.”
She gave hima bew |l dered | ook. "Explain."

"Well, you didn't understand the parts of humanity that the Borg
want ed, and yet you still managed to resist them You saw the
val ue of hunmanity enough to peak their interest, but not enough
to be of relevance to them Gven the circunstances, |'d say you
were perfect."”

"An interesting hypothesis."”
"Do you have anot her one?"

"In fact | do, however, | like yours better."

He was surprised by her statenment, and was surprised even further
when she smiled in anmusenent to his surprised |ook. "You know,
you may not have the nuances of certain social rituals, but
you're getting good at teasing ne."

Her breath touched his face as she asked, "And which soci al
ritual would that be a component of ?"

Harry smled, his eyes glancing down at Seven's lips. "It
woul dn't happen to start with a'C, would it?"

Her body inched forward mllinmetre by millinetre. "It would."

He gazed into her rich blue irises. Wile it was a foregone
conclusion his own eyes were dilated, he felt sure hers were as
he gazed. He said in a whisper, "The next letter wouldn't happen
to be an 'O ?"

"It is.

He cl osed his eyes, the menory of Seven's eyes forenost on his
mnd as his head tilted forward. "The next letter wouldn't
happen to be a yeu--" his attenpt to utter the letter 'U was
interrupt by Seven's |lips pressing against his.

They pecked gently, once, tw ce, before he grasped her face in
hi s hands and opened his eyes to look in hers to indicate his
passionate intent. He brought her lips to his, tenderly pulling
themwith his, feeling her lust flesh. He opened his nouth to
taste, his tongue pressing gently to be invited. Her |ips
opened, and to his surprise, he too was greeted with a supple
tongue. Their |ips open together, their taste buds caressed each



other, sharing their fluidic space.

Their passion grew in waves, each successive enbrace enpl oying
deeper enotions. Their first kiss was a statenment of desire
fulfilled. Their second, an act of intent, their third, an
active enbrace. Fromthis nonent on they were seal ed as one,
their spirit joined in passion, shared in understanding. Their
lips nowtold the other with perfect clarity their conpassion,

| ove, hope, and future.

When they ended, Harry found hinself smling uncontrollably.
"What is it?" Seven asked.

He | eaned his forehead on hers and said, "I've waited so long to
do this.™"

"17 nonths, 31 days, 15 hours, 10 minutes to be exact."

He couldn't help but |augh softly at her exact count. "I nust
have broken every record in the galaxy to wait so long."

"Perhaps, but | should informyou that | was willing to further
our relationship earlier.”

"You were? | didn't know. | nmean, | thought you didn't fee
ready. "

"You never asked."

"No, | guess | didn't." He wapped his arns around her wai st as
he said, "Wile you were gone, | kept thinking you weren't ready,
or you didn't want to take it a next step further. | guess it

was ny fault all along.”

"Possibly, but irrelevant. W have now taken that 'next step.'"
"Yeah, we have, haven't we?" he said happily. Chuckling, he
asked, "To nmake up some lost tinme, naybe | should ask right now
if you want to take our relationship to another |evel."

"Il let you know "

THE END.
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