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She Who Hesitates is Lost
By Lisa Countryman
Chapter One: Holograms and broken hearts
Seven of Nine stood in the pub and watched as a mere Hologram announced his relationship with the captain. Her face remained unchanged for the most part, with the exception of a slightly raised eyebrow. The rest of the crew present showed their surprise in their expressions but they tried to act unaffected. "Sullivan" was the holo-character’s name, and he had apparently been programmed for drunken self-pity. Seven watched his display for a few moments and then quietly excused herself from the Fairhaven program.
Tom Paris had created the program for the crew’s recreational enjoyment, but Seven had not enjoyed it at all. In fact, the former Borg drone found the holodeck a complete waste of time. Indulging in fantasies when there was work to be done seemed an ineffective use of time. Now Seven had to face the fact that not only did Captain Janeway find the holodeck an acceptable use of time and resources, she apparently found its characters suitable for romantic entanglement.
Seven made her way to the Astrometrics lab without speaking to any of the crewmembers she passed, but that in itself was not new. She found superfluous conversation almost as wasteful as spending time on the holodeck. Seven was a commanding presence, with her tall, lanky build accented by her striking blonde hair and blue eyes that alternated from an arctic blue to a deep cobalt depending on her outfit and mood. The crewmembers that saw her this day saw a young woman who looked much the same as the drone had when Janeway had first rescued her from the Borg Collective. Her face was cold, her features harsh, eyes deep blue and lifeless. Most assumed it was just another of her Borg moods, some wondered if she was having a bad day, but none could have guessed she was dealing with a broken heart.
Once she was safely inside the sterile confines of the Astrometrics lab, Seven began cataloging the scans from the last few star systems Voyager had passed through, trying desperately to get her mind off of the holographic bartender from Fairhaven. No matter how many intricate equations she worked on, she could not shake the images of Michael Sullivan touching the woman she loved. The idea that Kathryn would let a hologram touch her, love her, when Seven was aching to ease the captain’s loneliness, was physically painful. After two hours, Seven gave up and went to regenerate.
Seven kept to herself even when an interstellar storm battered the ship, but she had heard that the Fairhaven program was damaged, almost lost, yet it had been saved. Most of the crew went to the grand reopening to celebrate, but there were two notable exceptions.
Captain Janeway stayed away, warring with her own inner demons as she tried to understand how and if she could have fallen in love with a hologram. She was confused, and more than a little disgusted with herself since Michael Sullivan wasn’t even a sentient hologram. He lacked the sophistication of the Doctor’s program, unable to feel, or speculate, or to even understand his own existence. The more Janeway thought about it, the more she realized that it wasn’t so much Michael Sullivan she loved, but the idea of being in love. But that wasn’t exactly true either. It was the idea of being in love with someone acceptable. She had decided long ago that she couldn’t afford to get involved with any of her crew, and her recent conversation with the Doctor had only reinforced that belief. Starfleet allowed for captains to date crewmembers, but Kathryn had never been one to cross that line. She had always had her own built-in safety net, Mark, the ever-faithful fiancé, but now he had moved on. And to make matters worse, she was not just captain, but the supreme Starfleet officer in the Delta quadrant. So in effect, she was Starfleet command, and that meant her dating a crewmember would have been like an admiral dating a cadet. Janeway didn’t want to even consider crossing that bridge.
The other person who chose to miss the grand reopening was Seven of Nine. She had decided that the only use she had for the holodeck was to play Velocity, and even that didn’t interest her at the moment. Ever since she had discovered Janeway’s "relationship" with the hologram she had avoided the holodeck and the captain. Just the thought of either one caused the surprisingly fragile blonde’s chest to constrict and her throat to feel painfully dry. Instead, Seven studied the massive amounts of data she had recently collected when Voyager had been trapped in orbit around a planet out of sync with the rest of the universe’s timestream. She wished for a moment that she had beamed down to the planet because in that timestream, she would have long since lived out her life, and in fact would have been dead for centuries. She had heard that "time heals," and she wondered how much time must pass before simply thinking of Kathryn wouldn’t make her feel like crying. She remembered when One had died. He had been like her son, and she truly loved him, but his loss had not cut as deeply and Kathryn’s decision to be with the hologram. Perhaps it was the difference between losing someone to fate, and having them choose another.
Back on the holodeck, things were not going as expected. The bartender, Seven’s rival, was drinking more ale than he was serving. He was drunk and pining away for his Katie O’Clare. For the first ten minutes it had been almost amusing, but it quickly progressed to downright annoying. The program had been on-line less than a half-hour before Harry Kim deactivated the whining bartender. From there, things went down hill. Tom Paris decided to run his secondary beverage server. He activated Rebecca O’Toole, or "Becca", as she was known. Becca’s most noteworthy "attributes" were her extremely large breasts, her extremely revealing blouse, and her extreme willingness to share both. Unfortunately for Tom Paris, he was enjoying all of Becca’s attributes when his girlfriend B’Elanna Torres arrived. Tom’s head was buried inside Becca’s blouse chasing an olive he had dropped down her cleavage moments before, and Becca was all too eager to assist by arching her back and pushing her permanently erect nipples into Tom’s face.
"Oh, Tommy, me boy," Becca said with a thick brogue. "You’ve gotta’ talented tongue. Would ye like ta’ come upstairs with me like ya’ di’ last night?" She pulled him toward the back of the bar and leaned against the rough oak wall.
Tom’s hands were joining his mouth under the thin cotton blouse and his boyish giggle was unmistakable. "I’m expecting someone tonight," he said. "But I will take you up on that come the morrow," he answered in his version of the local dialect.
"Oh, surely ye kin sneak away fer a few hours?" the hologram laughed.
What happened next was not entirely clear considering that those who were close enough to actually see B’Elanna’s reaction were either knocked out of the way, or rendered unconscious. The Klingon-human hybrid ended Becca’s short holographic life with a quick snap of her slender neck. Though she had been only a fantasy creation, her body made a satisfying thud as she crumpled to the floor. Luckily for Tom Paris, Tuvok happened to be at the pub playing "rings" because the Vulcan was the first person to reach Torres. Tuvok was hurled over a nearby table, but his grip on B’Elanna’s arm caused her to tumble over the table with him. The two struggled on the floor while Tom dove behind the bar counter. Tuvok had B’Elanna in a headlock, but a well-placed elbow to his ribs doubled him over long enough for the svelte engineer to escape. She was over the bar counter in one leap, and Paris came flying back over the bar a split second later. It would have been an impressive leap on Tom’s part, except he had not propelled himself. B’Elanna had tossed him headfirst toward the "Rings" area and then followed him with a deep growl.
Janeway was in her quarters when she was called to sickbay. She was not amused by what she found.
When Janeway entered sickbay the first thing she noticed was that every bed was occupied. The second thing she noticed was that there was a security team around one bed apparently having an impromptu wrestling match with someone.
"All right," Janeway said with a take no prisoners whip of command in her voice. "What the hell is going on?"
"Captain, there was an altercation in the Fair Haven program," Tuvok informed her.
Janeway cringed, assuming Michael Sullivan was still pining for her. "And why did the crew get involved?" she asked, motioning toward the crowded sickbay.
"The crew started it," the Doctor said as he looked up from Tuvok’s obviously broken arm. "Why does everyone always blame the hologram?"
"Explain." the captain’s eyes narrowed.
"Ouch," Tom Paris yelled from a nearby bed. "Take it easy, Neelix."
"Maybe next time you won’t be so eager to help a hologram retrieve her lost garnish," Neelix snapped at the bruised and battered helmsman.
Janeway took a step closer to Paris. "Am I to understand you started this?"
"Pa’tak!" Torres yelled from across the room. "Let me go you son of a targh!"
The captain turned in time to see Jensen, who was of the burlier security officers, fly across the room.
"Get off of me!" B’Elanna yelled. "Let me finish what I started. Tom Paris you Denivian slime devil, I’m gonna’ rip your heart out and feed it to you."
"Lieutenant!" Janeway barked as she made her way toward the pile of security officers. "At ease, B’Elanna," she ordered.
Two of the security team shifted their focus toward the captain, one of them got B’Elanna’s boot against his jaw for his lack of attentiveness, and the other got her fist across his throat. Both men were dropped to their knees. Torres scrambled to her feet and lunged toward Tom’s position when Janeway’s steely glare froze her in place.
For a moment B’Elanna’s eyes darted over the captain’s wiry frame looking for a way past her, but Janeway’s eyes hardened and she squared her stance letting Torres know that she’d have to go through her commanding officer to get to her target.
"Captain," B’Elanna said as she sighed and relaxed her own stance. Her Klingon blood was in full battlelust, but she would never hit the compact woman who blocked her path. They shared a long and respectful friendship, and B’Elanna had come to see Janeway as something of a surrogate for the mother she hadn’t seen in too many years.
"I think you’ve got some explaining to do," Janeway said. The security officers managed to get back on their feet and quickly grabbed Torres by each arm.
"Let me go," Torres demanded, yanking her arms free with relative ease.
"Are you going to restrain yourself?" Janeway asked.
"Yes, Ma’am," Torres said through gritted teeth. The two security officers looked to the captain and then stepped away when she nodded her approval. B’Elanna sighed and ran her tongue over her teeth tasting blood, but she ignored the more obvious trickle of blood making its way down her forehead.
"I’m waiting." Janeway’s voice was quiet and low, warning B’Elanna that she wasn’t in the mood for any stalling.
B’Elanna’s eyes drifted to the deck plating. "Apparently Paris can’t keep it in his pants. He’s screwing one of those holographic sluts. It’s bad enough that he’s cheating on me, but with a hologram? He dishonored me, Captain. The whole crew’s laughing at me."
"And you felt that action warranted putting half my crew in sickbay?" Janeway kept her face calm, but inside cringed at the topic of sex with holograms.
"No, Ma’am. It didn’t involve any of them," Torres said motioning to the crowded sickbay. "This was between that Pa’Tak and me," she explained, pointing to Paris.
"I disagree," Tuvok said as he stepped beside the captain, his injuries healed. "Had you been left to your own devices, I believe Voyager would no longer have a helmsman for the alpha shift."
"Damn right," Torres said with a snort.
"That is unacceptable, Lieutenant," Janeway said, quickly silencing B’Elanna. "I don’t care what Tom did or who he did it with. You will not physically accost any member of this crew."
"But he dishonored me." Torres’ eyes flashed as she shifted her weight.
"Enough," Janeway said as she held up her hand. "You will sit down and wait for your injuries to be treated and then you will go to the brig. Directly to the brig, without stopping by Mr. Paris’ quarters, and you will wait there until I can figure out what to do with you." Janeway released a disgusted sigh. "Is that clear, Lieutenant?"
B’Elanna bit her lip and then looked into the captain’s slate blue eyes. "Yes, Ma’am."
Chapter Two: Consequences
B’Elanna Torres suffered the least during her punishment. She spent three weeks in the Brig reading technical manuals and Klingon history. She actually enjoyed the time she spent alone. The rest of the crew struggled during her absence. Most notably was Seven of Nine. With Torres out of Engineering, Vorik had first been put in charge, but after the warp core decided to throw several temper tantrums, Janeway put Seven in charge of the Engine room. The engines were running at peak efficiency, but the Engineering staff didn’t seem to enjoy being given Borg designations.
Seven looked up from the personnel reports when she heard the doors to Engineering hiss open. She sighed and focused on the data padd on her desk as Captain Janeway made her way across the room to the small office off to one side.
"Seven, can I have a word with you?" Janeway asked from the doorway.
"Of course, Captain." Seven stood and gave Janeway her full attention.
"Would you care to explain this?" Janeway thrust a data padd at the former Borg drone.
Seven raised an eyebrow, then read over the padd. "Captain?"
"Explain." Janeway’s voice could have cut through the duranium deck plating. She took a deep breath and slowly released it.
"I am uncertain as to what you expect me to explain," Seven said as she handed the padd back to Janeway.
"What the hell were you doing?"
Seven seemed genuinely confused. "I was utilizing the holodeck to relieve tension."
"This is not an acceptable use of the holodeck," Janeway said quietly. "In fact, I think you should talk to the Doctor or perhaps Chakotay about this."
"Is this why Lieutenant Torres was imprisoned?" Seven asked.
"No," Janeway snapped. "She is in brig because she injured several members of this crew. I’m here because I am worried about you, Seven."
"Are you certain you are not here out of concern for the holocharacter? I did reset the program when I left."
"Seven, you killed a holocharacter, twice. What is this about?" Janeway stepped closer, but Seven moved away.
"Lieutenant Torres killed a holocharacter, and from what Tuvok has said, it was an efficient focus for her aggression," Seven explained. "He stated that had B’Elanna not killed Becca, she would have severely injured Ensign Paris. Tuvok stated that had the holodeck been full of holographic characters and not actual crewmembers, Lieutenant Torres would not be in custody at this time."
"That doesn’t explain why you did this," Janeway said waving the padd.
"The character annoyed me," Seven stated.
"You broke his neck."
"Twice," Seven amended. "He is an exceptionally annoying program. He grabbed my buttocks."
"So you killed him?"
"Captain, I am confused as to your objection. How is my use of the holodeck, or Lieutenant Torres’ any different than yours?"
"What?" Janeway’s eyes widened.
"I killed the annoying bartender, Sullivan," Seven said as she went behind her desk, or rather the desk she was using until Torres was returned to duty. "It alleviated some of my tension. B’Elanna and I chose to kill holograms, you choose to fuck them, both relieve tension. I fail to see why we are having this discussion."
"You are out of line," Janeway said. Inside she cringed at the blonde’s terminology. She hadn’t expected such a word from the exdrone’s mouth.
"Then perhaps you should send me to the brig," Seven replied. She knew her words hurt the captain, she could tell by the tiny wrinkles that formed around the older woman’s eyes when she looked at Seven, but she couldn’t stop herself from saying them.
"Don’t think I won’t," Janeway said, her voice was harder than she had intended, but Seven’s word had stung deeply.
"Are we finished?" Seven asked. "We are in need of dilithium crystals and I need to assign a crew to retrieve them."
"Seven, what’s going on with you?" Janeway asked sincerely, pushing aside her own hurt and focusing on her concern for Seven. "You’ve been avoiding me. You don’t meet me for Velocity anymore; you won’t even look me in the eyes. Talk to me. What is it?"
Seven briefly considered telling Janeway the truth, that she was deeply hurt by the captain’s decision to turn to a hologram, but she couldn’t. It was too painful to say out loud, so she changed the subject. "The dilithium crystals are critical. I have found a planet three days away by shuttle."
"You’re avoiding my questions."
"I will pilot the shuttle myself," Seven stated.
"Seven, don’t you think leaving the ship to avoid my question is a little over the top?" Janeway took a step closer to Seven as she spoke, but was only frustrated when the Borg moved around her and headed out the door.
"I do not see how my actions can be seen in any spatial placement, over the top or otherwise. I will be in the shuttle bay preparing for launch."
"Who are you taking with you?" Janeway asked, trying a different tact.
"I will go alone," Seven said dismissing the question.
"I don’t think so," Janeway said. "Protocol requires at least two crewmembers," she added with a wry grin. She was hatching a plot, and not one of her kinder ones.
"Fine," Seven said. "I will leave Vorik in charge and take Lieutenant Nicoletti with me."
"No," the captain said.
"I am acting head of Engineering. I have the right to assign my staff as I see fit," Seven said indignantly.
"And I am the Captain. I have the right to assign my crew any way I see fit." The petite redhead crossed her arms over her chest and eyed the tall blonde. "I think Lieutenant Torres has been in brig long enough, but I don’t think her punishment is quite finished. I think a little dilithium collection would be just the thing for her." Janeway almost laughed as she saw anger flash across Seven’s sculpted features. It was no secret that Torres and Seven had a volatile and unfriendly relationship, and both women generally did anything to avoid spending time alone together. An away mission that required three days travel each way in addition to the actual time it took to collect the dilithium would be enough to bring the two to blows. "Sure you want to go yourself?" Janeway challenged.
Seven stared at Janeway’s lips; they were edging up at the corners the way they always did when she found something amusing. The exdrone suddenly pictured that same smile directed at the hologram Sullivan. "I am sure Lieutenant Torres and I will manage."
Chapter Three: It’s only six days
B’Elanna stared at Janeway as if she had grown a second and third head.
"Me and Seven?" B’Elanna turned at let her eyes wander over the tight confines of the cell she had come to call home. "No thank you, Ma’am. I think I’ll stay right where I am." B’Elanna walked back to her bunk and flopped onto her back and stared up at the ceiling.
"You don’t have that option," Janeway said. She was beginning to get more satisfaction from her present plot than she really should, but with all the trouble Torres and Seven had been giving her lately, she intended to milk it for all it was worth.
Torres sat up and turned toward Janeway. "You can’t be serious, Captain. I’ve just served three weeks for busting up Tuvok’s security squad. You send me off for six days with that…that… with ‘her,’ and I’ll end up court martialed."
Janeway gave Torres an evil, predatory smile. "I’m hoping you’ve learned your lesson."
B’Elanna snorted and stood up. "I’m a slow learner, Ma’am." She paced the small room, not crossing the doorway despite the fact the forcefield was now down.
"You’re going. Consider it the last of your punishment."
"If I’d known this was part of the punishment, I never would have lost my temper," B’Elanna said as she ran her hands through her dark hair.
Janeway laughed. "Well, just remember that over the next six days. If either of you returns with so much as a broken fingernail, I’ll lock you two in one of these cells, together, for a month."
Torres released a sigh and her shoulders slumped in defeat. "Do I at least get time to go pack a bag?" she asked without looking up.
"Make it quick. Seven’s in the shuttle bay now, and she hates tardiness," Janeway said, unable to avoid tossing out one last dig.
B’Elanna stood outside the shuttle bay for several minutes before actually entering. She nodded to passing crewmembers who seemed surprised to see her out of the brig. Once she had her temper firmly in check she entered and went to the Delta Flyer.
"Lieutenant Torres, you are late," Seven said instead of a greeting.
"Yeah? Well, considering I just got drafted for this little mission, you’re lucky I’m here at all." Torres brushed past her traveling companion and went inside the shuttle directly to the small sleeping area in the back and tossed her duffel bag onto one of the bunks.
Seven stood in the doorway behind the compact Klingon-human hybrid and crossed her arms over her chest. "Your tardiness was intentional," Seven accused. "I inquired as to your location and was informed that you were waiting at the entrance to the shuttle bay for the last six minutes. Explain."
B’Elanna spun and glared at Seven, who didn’t react. "Just be glad I did. I’ve been standing out there going over every reason I could think of to not ring your scrawny neck."
"Indeed?" Seven smirked, and tilted her head to one side. "And the reasons were so abundant that it took you six minutes to list them?"
"Don’t start with me, Borg." Torres squeezed around Seven and went out to the shuttle’s helm. "It took me that long to come up with one reason."
Seven followed on B’Elanna’s heels. "And what was the reason?"
"I didn’t want to get my hands dirty." Torres flopped into one of the chairs and began the preflight checklist.
Seven sat in the chair to B’Elanna’s right and began assisting her. "I assure you, I have impeccable hygiene."
"Yeah? Well, you’re still a Borg. The idea of touching a drone doesn’t appeal to me," B’Elanna shot back. She was surprised when she saw Seven actually flinch.
"I am no longer a drone," Seven said quietly. "Perhaps we should agree to keep our conversation to a minimum."
"Fine by me," Torres said as she finished her preflight check.
Twenty four hours later, Seven of Nine was in the cargo hold double checking the containment field that was supposed to transport the dilithium crystals. She avoided Lieutenant Torres for the most part, only needing to actual speak with her on one occasion to point out a necessary course adjustment. The former Borg drone was used to people avoiding her, and she occupied her mind with calculations to increase the sensitivity of the shuttle’s sensors.
It was not as easy for B’Elanna to remain completely quiet. During the three weeks Torres had spent in the brig she had been able to talk with her guards and keep up on ship’s gossip. The complete silence of the shuttle quickly began to grate on her nerves. She decided she was desperate enough to talk to the drone.
"Hey, Seven, what are you doing?" Torres asked as she leaned against the shuttle wall.
Seven raised her blonde eyebrow in response.
"Okay, I admit it. I was a little tough on you yesterday." It was as close to an apology as Torres would get. She ran her hand though her hair and cleared her throat. "So, what are you doing?"
Seven accepted the gesture for what it was. People often said that she was like a child in many ways, and one of those ways was in her willingness to move beyond disagreements.
"I have fine-tuned the sensor array to increase its sensitivity by 32 percent." Seven stood up so B’Elanna could access the panel.
"Yeah?" Torres knelt down and examined the changes. "You rerouted the auxiliary power feed to the imaging matrix. Good idea."
"Thank you," Seven said cautiously.
Torres turned and looked up at the athletic blonde. "You know, Seven, I can recognize good work."
"I am aware of that fact, Lieutenant. You are a brilliant engineer. Part of that entails the ability to notice the skill others possess." Seven linked her hands behind her back, forcing her chest into stark profile as she turned toward the front of the shuttle.
"Thank you, Seven." B’Elanna stood and looked at her companion. B’Elanna had noticed Seven’s perfect body on many occasions, and what amazed the half Klingon most was that the exdrone seemed oblivious to her own beauty.
"I merely stated the obvious," Seven explained.
"Brilliant? Wow." Torres motioned to a panel cover lying on the floor behind Seven. "So are you finished in here?"
"Yes," Seven handed Torres the panel and then extended her hand and pulled her to feet.
A beeping from the helm cut off their first civil conversation. They both moved to the helm and sat, B’Elanna quickly accessing the readings. "Well, Seven, looks like your improved sensors are picking something up."
Seven leaned over against B’Elanna and gave the computer a few quick commands, her fingers moving gracefully over the controls. "I am detecting…neutrinos. They appear to be from a stabile source," Seven said.
"Stabile?" Torres stood and leaned against Seven’s shoulder to get a better look at her readings. "Could that be a wormhole?"
"Possibly," Seven said, trying to ignore the warmth of B’Elanna’s body against her arm. "These readings are similar to the data I have received from Voyager’s records on the Bajorian wormhole. The stabile neutrinos have only been found at that artificial wormhole."
"So you think it’s the same wormhole?" B’Elanna’s eyes widened.
"No," Seven stated. "Only that both anomalies share stabile neutrinos."
"Damn. Well, I say we go investigate and see just where this wormhole leads. It could be just the short cut we’re looking for."
"It could also lead us directly back into the heart of Borg space," Seven pointed out.
"Always the optimist," Torres whispered under her breath as she changed course toward the neutrino emissions.
"The captain did not give us permission to investigate any…phenomena," Seven said even as she adjusted the sensors to scan the area in question.
"I’m not passing up a possible wormhole back to the Alpha Quadrant. Janeway should be glad we found it. I still can’t believe she stuck me on this stupid mission," Torres grumbled. "Like it really takes a Chief Engineer to pick up some dilithium deposits."
Seven glanced over at her companion and waited a few minutes before commenting. "I believe it is my fault you were assigned to this mission."
"What?" Torres said as she spun toward Seven and glared at her.
"I wanted to participate in this mission. Given our well known incompatibility, I believe she sent you to either dissuade me from coming or to punish me." Seven sighed and gave the control panel her full attention.
B’Elanna stared at the exdrone trying to decide if she should be angry or laugh. It hadn’t occurred to her that Seven was so keenly aware of human nature. Finally, her own curiosity made her break the silence.
"Umm, Seven? What did you do to piss off the captain?"
"Tom Paris is an idiot," Seven said instead of answering Torres’ question.
"Yes, he is, but that wasn’t what I asked."
Seven turned to B’Elanna and took a leisurely look at the Klingon’s muscular frame. "You are the second most attractive female on board Voyager as well as one of the most intelligent, and yet he choose to jeopardize everything you offer by… copulating with that hologram."
B’Elanna felt her cheeks darken and her face became warm and she cleared her throat. "Uh, thanks," she said unsteadily, then frowned when she realized Seven’s implication. "Second most attractive? You really are full of yourself, Borg."
Seven seemed confused. "Who else would I be full of?"
"I suppose you think you’re the smartest and best looking?"
"No," Seven said honestly. "I do not. I believe of all the women on Voyager… I am the least appealing. As you are so fond of pointing out, I am Borg."
"So who is the most attractive?" B’Elanna stared at the blonde, unable to grasp that she didn’t know she was one of the most beautiful women many had ever seen anywhere.
Seven blushed and looked away. "It is irrelevant."
"Okay," B’Elanna said, drawing the word out. "So what did you do to warrant the punishment of six days with me?"
Seven turned slowly back toward B’Elanna. "I killed a hologram, and then pointed out to the captain that it was no different than her use of the programs."
"Who’d you kill? Her bartender?" Torres said jokingly.
"Yes," Seven said.
"Oh. Well, what else did you say to her?" Torres asked.
"That it shouldn’t matter if member of the crew used them for killing or fucking. Both are methods of relieving stress."
B’Elanna burst into a howling laugh, letting her Klingon self fully enjoy the moment. Finally, she wiped her eyes and looked at Seven who seemed mildly amused herself. "You really said, ‘fucking’?"
"It is the correct term. It means a sexual act of a vulgar or unseemly nature. I can think of nothing more unseemly than sex with a hologram," Seven said with her typical bluntness.
B’Elanna studied Seven for several moments, rubbing her chin as a realization came into her consciousness. "The woman who is the most beautiful… in your eyes… it’s Janeway, isn’t it?"
"Yes," Seven said without looking up from the panel. "I am getting strange readings from the area ahead. There appears to be a nebula around the wormhole. If it is indeed a wormhole."
"Let’s ease into the nebula and see what we can see," Torres said. She looked over at Seven and realized the exdrone was in love with the captain.
"Wait," Seven said, dropping the shuttle to one half impulse. "There are several beacons between us and the nebula."
"Are they armed?" Torres asked.
"They do not appear to be," Seven answered.
"You’re in love with her, aren’t you?"
Seven’s hands froze on the console. "You are mistaken," Seven said, her voice like ice. "I have no feelings for the captain."
"You react pretty strongly for someone who doesn’t have any feelings."
Seven bit her lip and then looked at B’Elanna. For some reason B’Elanna’s recent loss at the hands of a holographic character made her feel closer to the Klingon. "I am… no longer in love with her," Seven stated.
"Oh," B’Elanna said, amazed the exdrone admitted as much as she had. "Does she know? I mean, did she know how you used to feel?"
"It is irrelevant. We had developed a certain closeness. After she convinced me to return to Voyager during my confusion about the conspiracies, I thought we understood each other." Seven looked away, embarrassed by both the admission and the reference to her brief delusion about the crew of Voyager after she overloaded her cortical implant by using Borg technology to download all of the ship’s logs. "The person I thought she was would not ‘fall in love’ with a hologram."
"I’m sorry," B’Elanna said sincerely. She was suddenly glad to be on the shuttle with Seven. For the first time she thought she understood the exdrone, and she was finding out she was very much like Torres herself.
"Thank you," Seven said, and then went back to the control panel. "There is a communications relay on the beacon. It is activating."
"Got it," Torres said. "Audio only. I’m opening channels now."
*"Alien vessel, you are entering a restricted zone. Leave now or you will be prosecuted for violation of the Dengari Border."*
"Friendly aren’t they," B’Elanna said. "The same message is on a continual loop."
"We should return to our original flight plan," Seven said as she began plotting a return course.
"The hell we will. There might be a wormhole in there. We aren’t just gonna’ turn tail and run. There’s no sign of any ships in the area." Torres began plotting her own course into the nebula.
"That would be ill-advised. The message was clear, and we have no reason to violate their border." Seven reset the course heading.
"Yes, we do," Torres put her hand over Seven’s and held it in place as she used her other hand to lay in a course to the nebula. "I think I saw some debris in there. Could be a damaged ship… we have to look for survivors."
"I doubt the veracity of your claim, and I doubt the Dengari will find it a plausible excuse either." Seven pulled her hand free.
"Come on, Seven. Where’s your sense of adventure?"
"Borg have no sense of adventure," Seven deadpanned.
B’Elanna smiled, baring her razor sharp canines. "But you’re not Borg anymore, now are you?"
"I hope I do not find myself wishing I were," Seven said as she leaned back into her chair so that Torres could take control of the helm.
Chapter Four: Justice for all
"It’s not my fault," B’Elanna said for the fifth time in ten minutes.
"Indeed?" Seven said as she turned around and stared at Torres who was sitting on a small bunk in the tiny, dingy cell. "And exactly whose fault is it?"
"Stupid Dengari," B’Elanna said under her breath. "How was I supposed to know they had two battle cruisers in that nebula?" Torres asked as she stood and crossed to Seven.
"On the bright side," Seven said sarcastically, "We now know there is a wormhole inside the nebula."
B’Elanna glared at Seven, but said nothing.
"Unfortunately, I do not think a wormhole that goes to the Dengari penal colony will assist Voyager in any way." Seven walked to the doorway and studied the forcefield with her Borg eyepiece looking for any weakness. She saw none.
Torres was glad to see the two guards coming down the corridor. It meant she didn’t have to respond to Seven’s remark. The guards were muscular, but lanky, with dark coloring and had thick black hair pulled back over there ears. Their uniforms were as black as their hair, made of reflective material that absorbed phaser fire, much to Torres’ horror. She had tried firing on the boarding party that over took the Delta Flyer only to watch in stunned silence as the shots simply disappeared into their clothing with a muted hiss.
"We’ve got company," Torres whispered as she stood and moved next to Seven. The former Borg stood to her full height and positioned herself between the entrance and B’Elanna. The Klingon noticed, but said nothing.
"It is time," said Kendo, the shorter of the two guards. He was still at least six inches taller than Seven. Malok, his silent companion, was almost ten inches taller than the lanky Borg and he held two sets of shackles in his hands.
"Time?" B’Elanna asked as she tried to step around Seven. "What the hell does that mean?" Seven shot her an angry glare but the Klingon ignored her. "When are we gonna’ talk to someone in charge?"
Malok nodded toward B’Elanna before speaking. "Your sentence has been decided. You are very lucky that you have been given the minimum term."
"Sentence?" Torres yelled. "We haven’t even had a trial!"
"Lieutenant," Seven said quietly.
"Suspects are not worthy of appearing before the magistrate. Had you been found not guilty, you would have been given an audience with the magistrate," Kendo explained.
"How can we be found not guilty if we can’t give a defense?" Torres demanded.
Kendo paused and then smiled. "Were you in Dengari space?"
Seven nodded.
"Then you are guilty," he explained. "Come."
"What is our sentence?" Seven asked.
Malok frowned and studied the deck plating, not wanting to meet their gaze.
"Two and one half years," Malok said.
"Unacceptable," Seven said, pushing B’Elanna behind her. "I forced Lieutenant Torres to violate your space. I will serve both terms for a total of five years and you will release her."
"What?" Torres yelled.
"A noble offer, but that is not how we do things," Malok answered. He motioned to his partner and the man stepped forward. "Co-operate and you will not be injured…again. Please."
"Please, B’Elanna," Seven said gently. "Do not resist. Voyager will find us in a matter of days and the captain will figure something out." She didn’t add that she been terrified when she had seen B’Elanna beaten into submission during their capture. It had taken three guards and five broken ribs to restrain Seven when she had seen B’Elanna go down.
"Fine," Torres said, noticing that Seven had used her first name and said please. She held her hands out to the second guard and flinched as he snapped the shackles into place. She would have fought, but when she had woken up in a strange sick bay and looked across the room to see Seven being operated on, she had known it was her fault. Luckily, the Dengari had technology similar to Voyager’s, and they had repaired Seven’s damaged ribs and punctured lung.
The guards escorted them onto a small ship without any windows and motioned them into two seats near the front of the cramped cabin.
Malok, the taller guard finally spoke. His voice was deep, and sounded almost sad. "Secure," he said as he clamped B’Elanna into the chair. He had small ridges on his cheeks, much like his companion, but more pronounced. Torres found the species almost attractive, except that they apparently thought throwing someone in prison without a real trial was completely acceptable.
"Now you," the shorter guard said to Seven.
She sat, and placed her arms on the chair as B’Elanna had done. The taller guard moved closer and began fastening the heavy metal clamps, two near the wrist, two on her upper arm. His eyes met Seven’s and he quickly looked back to his hands.
"Please," Seven said to him, her eyes pleading. "My left arm is damaged. This exoskeleton helps support it. Could you loosen the clamps?"
Torres almost choked when she heard the blatant lie. She was amazed how easily the fabrication rolled off the former Borg’s full lips. The guard seemed moved, and he studied her left hand.
"Does it hurt?" he whispered.
"It is painful, but I can tolerate it. I cannot bend it, so the clamps cut into my flesh," Seven said, then tilted her head and actually batted her eyelashes at him. "Please."
"Okay," he said quietly and loosened the clamps. "How’s that?" He put his fingers under the clamp to check the tightness and sucked in a deep breath when Seven flinched and whimpered when he touched her skin. He frowned and loosened them a bit more.
"Thank you," Seven whispered as he stepped away. She looked over at B’Elanna who was biting her lip to keep from laughing.
"What about our shuttle?" Torres finally asked.
The shorter guard turned. "It will be held until your release. You have the option of having any personal items with you, except for weapons or communications devices."
"We’ll take everything," Torres said. "And there’s a power converter we need from the cargo bay."
"You won’t have any power where you’re going," he answered.
"She’ll die without it," Torres said motioning toward Seven with her head. "Her, injuries, make it necessary for her to take energy directly from the converter." It wasn’t entirely true, since Seven could eat solid food and sleep when she had to, but the power converter allowed her to maintain more productive levels and made sleep almost unnecessary. B’Elanna also hoped she could use the converter to make a signal device.
"Is it portable," Malok asked.
"Yes," Seven said.
"We’ll load it," he said. "It might help."
The two guards left and B’Elanna looked over at Seven. "Any bright ideas?"
"We will adapt," Seven said. She looked down at her loosely restrained left arm. "Thank you for bringing up the power converter."
"It’s the least I can do," Torres said quietly. "Sorry I got us into this. Oh, and by the way, Borg… what did you think you were pulling trying to take the fall alone? You think I’d go back to Voyager and just leave you here to serve my sentence?"
"No," Seven smirked before continuing. "I expected you to go to Voyager and bring back help."
"Oh," Torres said.
The two guards returned, their arms full of items from the shuttle. Malok began packing them into a large locker at the back of the cabin. He carefully examined each object as he placed them into the storage container while the shorter guard returned for more things.
"Medical supplies," Malok said. "These will come in handy if you can keep them."
"Where are we going?" Seven asked, turning her head to try to look at him.
"Jusari Prime. It’s our penal colony," he said as he continued to pack things into the locker. "The shuttle will come down just outside the outer limits of Non-V City, the secondary city. It’s for non-violent offenders, but you should still be wary. The violent offenders migrate toward Non-V to take advantage of the newcomers. As soon as they see the shuttle come down, the scavengers will head for your position. They’ll kill you if they can."
"Great," Torres said. "Any other good news for us?"
He finished putting the things in the locker then stood and held out a laser-cutting torch. "I can’t let you have this. It can be used as a weapon."
Seven leaned toward him. "What else can you tell us?"
"Try to get as far way from the city as quickly as you can. Most of the life-sentencers gather there." He moved closer and knelt between the two women and took a map off of the flat dashboard. It had no instruments and seemed designed more for storage than anything else. He opened the map and held it up to them. It showed the entire planet’s surface with four continents around the equator. "V-City is here. You should avoid that area at all costs," he said pointing to the center of the largest continent. "This is Non-V, it’s not much better." He pointed to an area near one of the eastern most seaboards.
"Why do we have to go to either?" Seven asked.
"We send offenders to one of the two starting points. It’s up to you where you go then." He reached into his waist pack and took out a device that looked like a large hypospray and adjusted the setting. "As long as you stay within the area near the equator, the weather is moderate. If you go further, the weather is harsher, but there are fewer people."
"How do we get back?" Torres asked.
"This," he said pressing the hypospray into Seven’s neck. "I just set it for your release date. It has a genetic marker as well as a radioactive tracer. We already installed a universal translator at the hospital." He pressed the hypo into B’Elanna’s neck and stood. "At the end of your sentence you will be retrieved by transporter."
Seven tilted her head to one side. "Why not transport us onto the surface?"
Malok leaned against the dash and looked at her. "The shuttle is supposed to give you a fighting chance. It allows you to take your possessions with you, but you won’t be able to bring them with you when you return, so leave anything of value here. If you can keep the scavengers away, you can use the shuttle for shelter, but I wouldn’t suggest it. They make good targets."
"Malok," Torres whispered. "We have a ship that will come looking for us, Voyager. Tell where we went. Please."
"It won’t matter," he said. "They’ll never get through the wormhole."
"You are mistaken," Seven said. "Our captain will not give up on us."
He sighed and stood. "It won’t matter. I’m sorry. Oh, and don’t waste your time trying to get this shuttle to fly. It isn’t designed to leave orbit. We launch it from a cruiser into the atmosphere, and its guidance system takes it to the landing zone. Takes about ten minutes. It doesn’t have any communications equipment at all." He turned back and looked at Seven. "Stay out of the cities. Your golden hair is very rare. They’ll… they’ll like you."
"What the hell does that mean?" Torres demanded.
He looked into the Klingon’s dark eyes. "These are not nice people. She will be a primary target."
"I am no one’s target," Seven said.
Malok turned to Torres. "If you can, dye her hair black. It might help some. If it doesn’t, well… the transporter retrieval system will pull out anyone with your DNA markers. If… well… any offspring will be beamed out with you."
"Offspring?" Seven asked.
"You can’t send her down to that hell hole," Torres said as she struggled against her restraints.
"I’m sorry," he said as he went to the door when Kendo returned with his arms full of gear.
Kendo placed the energy converter into the locker and turned around as Malok continued stowing the rest.
"It’s against rules," Kendo said quietly to Torres. "But I took one of the solar collectors from your cargo bay, maybe you can use it to help your friend."
"Thank you," Torres said. She felt her chest tightening and began to wonder if Voyager would ever find them. The two guards were competent, and kind, but what worried her was the way they kept looking at Seven with sincere regret. Whatever they were headed for, B’Elanna would do whatever was necessary to keep Seven safe.
"It’s time," Malok said as he secured the locker.
"Good luck," Kendo said. "You will be retrieved exactly two and one half years after you land, no matter where you are. If you get separated, you will be reunited when we retrieve you."
"Stay away from the cities," Malok said as he squeezed Seven’s shoulder, then he and Kendo left the shuttle.
B’Elanna and Seven said nothing as they listened to the outer door being locked down. They felt the shuttle vibrate as it was lifted into the launch bay. B’Elanna flexed against her restraints, but the alloy didn’t budge. She looked over at Seven and raised her eyebrows in question.
Seven twisted her wrist and grimaced when her thumb popped out of its socket. She rotated her shoulder as she worked for the best angle. Her wrist was still at the wrong angle to clear the second restraint so she pulled her entire weight away from her arm. Torres groaned when she heard the bone snap and watched as Seven pulled the flopping limb up through the restraint. Once clear of the restraint she turned and examined the clamp holding her fully human arm.
"Kahless!" B’Elanna said. "Didn’t that hurt?"
"Pain is irrelevant at the moment," Seven said as she pulled at her restrained arm. She placed her Borg enhanced hand near her fully human hand and accessed the tiny control panel near her wrist. Her assimilation tubules slithered out of her hand and she held them up to the restraint. The tiny tubules contained microscopic drills in the tips, which Seven used to eat away at the alloy holding her in place. After several minutes she yanked her arm free and went to B’Elanna’s chair and began drilling to free her.
"That thing’s pretty handy," Torres said as she watched the Borg drills eat through the alloy with ease.
"There are some advantages to being a drone," Seven said. The final clamp broke in half and Seven went immediately toward the locker at the back of the cabin.
"Get the bone mender and let me fix that arm," B’Elanna said. She stood and began looking over the small cabin.
"There is no time," Seven said as she grabbed a tricorder from the pile of supplies. "Use this to find the best way to access the propulsion system. We can alter the shuttle’s course."
"Umm, Seven? This thing isn’t spaceworthy," Torres said even as she began scanning the cabin.
"Correct, but if we can access the propulsion, we can land somewhere away from the two major cities." Seven pulled out a box of tools and began digging through them with her uninjured arm. "I believe it would be to our advantage to avoid contact with any of the planet’s current inhabitants."
"Good idea." B’Elanna paused near the back of the cabin. "Here, there’s a fuel line to the main thrusters."
Seven began tearing away the panel with a large spanner. "Once we access this, you will need to figure out how to restrict the flow to alter the shuttle’s flight path. I will begin scans of the planet so I can determine the best landing zone."
"Got it," Torres said as she lifted the panel out and leaned into the opening.
Seven reset the tricorder and tried to scan through the shuttle’s thick hull. "I can’t get any interstellar readings, but I am getting a clear image of the planet. We are coming in over the main continent. Reduced fuel to aft thrusters by 40 percent. That will put us into a tight turn."
"Okay," Torres said and grabbed the edge of the panel. The shuttle responded, tossing Seven across the floor. She rolled onto her knees and continued scanning the planet surface.
"Lieutenant, do you have a preference? Desert or mountain?" Seven asked.
"What?"
"Desert or mountain," Seven repeated. "We can reach two areas, one is desert, one mountain."
"Mountain," Torres said. "But it better not be cold."
"Increase aft thruster to 72 percent," Seven said, raising an eyebrow.
"72 percent? Seven, I’m winging it."
"Winging it?" Seven asked, mortified.
"I don’t exactly have a comm panel here. I’m just kinda’ cutting off the flow a little."
"Then ‘kinda’ cut off the supply to 72 percent of normal." Seven crawled closer to Torres. Seven continued scanning. "Reduced aft thruster to 60 percent."
B’Elanna glared at Seven and then tried to estimate her adjustment.
"Too much, increase thrust to 74 percent," Seven ordered.
"I’m gonna’ kill Janeway for this," Torres said even as she increased the thrust.
"We are coming in for a landing," Seven said. "I suggest you brace for impact. I do not believe this shuttle was designed for a rough terrain landing. I will monitor our descent."
"What about your arm?" B’Elanna asked.
"Go. After landing I may have more serious injuries for you to attend." Seven began making minute adjustments to the thruster but it was difficult because she could only access one of the shuttle’s two sets of thrusters. By increasing or decreasing the thrust she was able to make the shuttle turn, but only in one direction, to the right. So if they needed to turn the left, they had to make a three-quarter circle to the right to effect a one-quarter turn to the left.
"Seven, leave it," B’Elanna said. "Take cover."
"1500 kilometers…" Seven said, glancing at the tricorder, still making adjustments to the thrusters. "1000…"
"Seven, brace yourself. That’s an order."
"500…" Seven made one final adjustment. "Impact in 6 seconds…"
"I told you to take cover," Torres yelled. "Seven, get…" The shuttle’s impact cut Torres off. She had tied herself back into the restraint chair and was thrown forward, knocking the wind out of her chest. The sound of metal on rock filled her ears and she wondered if the small shuttle would tear into pieces or just burst into flames. She was pitched to the left and saw a flash of blue go past her, followed by the sound of flesh against steel. The grinding stopped and Torres found herself still in the chair. She looked over and saw Seven under the front panel of the shuttle.
"Seven?" B’Elanna ripped at her ties and then crawled over the very still body under the dash. "Seven? Don’t you die on me, Borg. That would be just like you to leave me to fend for myself." She careful turned the blonde over and saw a deep gash across her temple. "Damn it."
"Lieutenant, must you always use such colorful euphemisms?" Seven whispered as she sat up.
"You’re damn right I do," B’Elanna answered. "Are you okay?"
Seven stared at the half Klingon before answering. "Given our current situation, I believe any answer would be relative."
"You’re fine," Torres said as she moved to get the medical pack. She quickly scanned Seven and then healed the deep cut on her temple. "No concussion. Must be that hard head."
"We should verify our location," Seven said as she tried to stand.
"Not so fast," Torres said, yanking her back down to the floor. "Let me fix that arm first. Where’d you park us anyway?"
"I attempted to land on the smaller of the two continents off the western coast of the main land mass." Seven held her arm out for Torres to examine. It had swelled and turned a deep purple and seemed to have an extra bend in the middle of her lower arm.
"How close are we to the main continent? The one where the cities are?" B’Elanna frowned at the tricorder. "Damn, Seven. You snapped the radius and the ulna."
"There are 2,500 miles of ocean between us and the continent with the prison cities." Seven grimaced as B’Elanna tried to straighten the damaged arm. "As for my injury, I had to break the bones in order to free myself from the restraints."
"This is gonna’ hurt," Torres said as she gripped the arm on each side of the breaks.
"It already hurts," Seven responded dryly.
"It’s gonna’ get worse," Torres said. "Wait, let me give you a painkiller."
"No," Seven held B’Elanna in place with her good arm. "We may need the painkiller for more serious injuries in the future. I can tolerate the pain."
Torres studied Seven for several seconds and then nodded. "I’m sorry." She wrenched the bones back into place with a muted crunch.
Seven said nothing, but squeezed her eyes shut and took deep breaths and a tear slid down her cheek.
"Oh, God, I’m sorry," B’Elanna said again and gently set her arm in her lap. She wiped away the tear and cupped Seven’s cheek in her hand. "With that tough act of yours, you’d make a great Klingon."
Seven opened her eyes, expecting to see Torres mocking her, but found only sincerity. "Thank you."
"You’re welcome." Torres used the bone mender to knit the bones back together and then they both stood. "Let’s take a look around the neighborhood," B’Elanna said as she headed for the door.
Chapter Five: Home Sweet Home
Seven pushed the shuttle door open with her foot and then let B’Elanna go through first. Torres leaned out and paused, holding her hand up to keep Seven behind her.
"Wow, nice driving, Seven." Torres leaned back in and smiled.
Seven followed Torres out of the door and looked out over a vast valley full of evergreen trees that were hundreds of feet tall. She looked behind the shuttle at the exposed ground that stretched out for almost a mile where the shuttle had crashed through the dense forest, then she turned to the front of the shuttle itself. The entire front end was caved in and there were huge pieces of the structure torn away.
"Our survival was…unlikely." Seven touched the dented alloy, then jerked her hand back from the friction-heated metal.
"Yeah? Well, I say any landing you can walk away from is a good one." Torres turned and looked around the forest. "Looks like we won’t have to worry about a welcoming party. I say we try to set up a transmitter to contact Voyager."
Seven looked at B’Elanna suspiciously. "That could prove to be difficult given the lack of communications components and given the fact that Voyager will not even be looking for us for at least four more days. Our more pressing concern is survival."
"Oh, all right," Torres said with a dramatic huff. "But I’m telling you right now that I hate camping. I’d be much happier playing with circuitry then playing campfire girl."
"Playing? I do not believe we should be wasting our time playing."
"Oh, shut up and find some firewood, Seven." Torres retrieved the tricorder and then went into the forest and began scanning the area.
Seven frowned and leaned against the shuttle and watched as Torres walked in circles, scanning and rescanning the area. After several minutes she went inside and began cataloging the supplies they had.
Nine hours later Seven had a huge roaring fire built in front of the shuttle wreckage. It looked more like a small forest fire than any control burn. Torres came out to check on the inferno for the third time.
"Seven, I said start a fire, not burn down half the forest. What are you gonna’ have left to burn tomorrow?" Torres moved closer, holding her hands out to warm them against the cooling night air.
"Perhaps you would prefer to freeze to death," Seven responded as she used a branch to push a large rock into the flames.
B’Elanna ignored the comment and stared into the flames and then looked up at the night sky. It was filled with brilliant stars and two moons, both only half full. "I rigged the energy converter with the solar panel. It should hold you until Voyager finds us."
"If they find us. We should prepare for the possibility that they may not rescue us." Seven moved around the fire pit and pushed another rock into the flames.
"Yeah," B’Elanna said quietly. "We should get some sleep so we can get an early start tomorrow."
"I will be in shortly. Have you noticed anything on the tricorder scans?"
"Nothing except a few small animals. I think the bigger critters must have been scared off by our landing," Torres said. She moved around the fire next to Seven and watched her push another rock into the flames.
"Critters?" Seven asked without looking up.
"Yeah, animals." Torres pointed at the rocks in the flames. "What are you doing with those?"
Seven smiled and gave B’Elanna a sideways glance. "I believe the temperature will drop considerably tonight…and you requested that I avoid a cold landing zone. I will bring the heated rocks into the shuttle to increase the temperature."
B’Elanna smiled, and blushed. "Thanks." She turned and went inside, hoping Seven hadn’t noticed her reddened cheeks.
"No," B’Elanna yelled at Seven. "Why should we build a cabin when we have a perfectly good shuttle to sleep in?" Torres took a bite of her ration bar and rested her head on the large boulder she was stretched out on top of.
Seven stepped away from the downed tree she was stripping and stalked over the B’Elanna. "Because the shuttle does not have enough insulation. It is designed for the short flight from orbit to the ground and half of the fuel cells were allocated to heating the interior. We will freeze if we do not build more efficient shelter."
"Efficient? Oh, that’s the Borg I know and love," Torres yelled as she jumped off of the rock. "How many Borg log cabins have you built? Or did you just assimilate them?"
Seven glared at Torres and moved closer to her until their chests were almost touching. "I am not a Borg. We have been here three days and it is obvious we cannot communicate with anyone on the surface let alone in orbit." Seven stepped closer pushing Torres back into the rock she had been resting on. "It is entirely possible we will not be rescued. We must build a shelter before the winter weather sets in."
"Back off, Borg," Torres growled, pushing Seven with both hands.
Seven picked her up by the collar of her uniform jacket. "I am not Borg. If I were, you would be a drone or dead," Seven said through clenched teeth and tossed Torres off to the side.
B’Elanna took a deep breath and prepared to attack, but then looked at Seven’s arrogant features and noticed something else; she saw pain. She stood in place and studied the tall blonde. Seven had her hands clenched, the knuckles gone white, and her jaw was trembling.
"Seven?" B’Elanna said gently.
"What?" Seven said without looking up.
"I know you’re not a Borg. I was just angry." Torres edged closer to her volatile companion.
"Anger is irrelevant. Your opinion is irrelevant." Seven turned away.
"Okay, I tried," B’Elanna said as she turned and walked back to the log Seven had been stripping of branches. She kicked at the pile of bark Seven had already peel off. "You gonna’ use this for kindling?"
"Yes," Seven answered, still not turning around.
B’Elanna began gathering up the bark, the closest thing to a peace offering she could think of.
"B’Elanna?" Seven asked without turning. She was looking out into the dense tree cover and her voice sounded small and alone.
"Yes?" B’Elanna asked as she continued with the bark.
"The men in those cities? The ones Malok spoke of?" Seven said in a whisper.
"Yeah? What about them?" Torres carefully put the bark into a small pile and studied Seven’s back.
"Malok said…any offspring would be beamed up with us," Seven said. "He was referring to unwelcome sexual advances and the possible children from those couplings, was he not?"
"Yes, he was." B’Elanna stood and moved a few steps closer to Seven.
"If those men had… attacked me, would you hate me?" Seven asked, so quiet that if Torres hadn’t been focused on her, she wouldn’t have been able to hear.
"No, of course not, Seven." Torres moved closer and put her hand on Seven’s shoulder and eased the taller woman around so that she could look at her. "Why would you ask that? Seven, I would never blame you for that."
Seven lifted her head and looked into B’Elanna face. There were tears sliding down the former drone’s alabaster cheeks. "The Borg took me against my will. I had no choice. Every time you call me ‘Borg’ or ‘drone,’ you remind me that you have not forgiven me for being attacked."
B’Elanna felt like someone had thrown her out an airlock. She felt like all the air was ripped from her chest and just looking at the pain on Seven’s face felt like a dagger being plunged into her stomach. It had never occurred to her that Seven felt such pain from her assimilation. Now that she heard the words, she wondered how she could have ever missed it. The pain on Seven’s face was so intense, and obvious, even under her thinly veiled attempts to look emotionless. She saw in Seven’s face her own attempts to hide her own shame from growing up a "half-breed" that was never accepted by either race.
"Seven, I… I never knew." B’Elanna closed her eyes and rubbed her ridged brow. "Geeze, I know how stupid that sounds. I… I’m just sorry."
"I did not tell you this to receive an apology, only to clarify as to why the situations are different," Seven said sincerely.
"They’re not different. And I promise you, I won’t forget that." Torres pulled Seven back toward the downed tree. "Come on, let’s get back to work on that log cabin."
After eight days of back breaking work the shelter was not finished, and there was still no sign that Voyager had come looking for them. ‘The Homestead,’ as B’Elanna had decided to call the small cabin, overlooked a deep blue lake and a rolling green valley. It was almost finished. Seven had used chunks of the hull plating and fashioned them into axes. The walls of the cabin were double thick and packed with a one foot thick layer of mud and insulation from the inside of the shuttle walls. B’Elanna had suggested using the shuttle’s thin insulation to add to the cabin’s walls and Seven had quickly volunteered to salvage the itchy material from the hull.
B’Elanna warmed her hands as she stood next to the small fire in front of the budding cabin. They had a lot of work to do before the structure would be a shelter, but she needed to do another parameter survey. She wanted to make sure there weren’t any other prisoners in the area. She looked over at Seven, who was using a sharpened piece of hull plating as a makeshift plane, slicing off layers of wood to get the lumber to conform to her ‘master plan’ for the cabin. That in and of itself was rather comical, making B’Elanna smile at the picture of a Borg carpenter, but there was more. Seven was singing, almost as if she was doing it unconsciously. The sounds of her melodic voice carried across the meadow and would have been quite awe inspiring if she hadn’t been singing one of the Doctor’s favorite ditties.
"Seven," B’Elanna said as she walked over to the beautiful blonde. "Can’t you sing something else?"
Seven stopped, the words to "I’ve been working on the railroad" dying on her full lips. "You do not like my song selection?" she asked as she looked up from the wood shavings littering the forest floor at her feet.
"Do ya’ see any railroads?" B’Elanna asked as she swung her arm in a wide arch.
"No…" Seven said slowly, "However…I am working." She glanced over at the evidence, a stack of perfectly formed boards, each one shaved to within a centimeter of perfection.
"Yeah, well," B’Elanna said, suddenly feeling uncomfortable as Seven studied her. Seven’s deep blue eyes seemed to look beneath her skin, directly into her soul, and it made the Klingon nervous. "Can’t you pick something that seems…relevant to your situation? I heard enough of that song from the Doctor… although I like your version much better," she said before she could stop the words from tumbling out of her mouth.
"Thank you," Seven said and then blushed. "I will try to choose a song more to your liking."
"Umm, you’re welcome," B’Elanna said. She was mesmerized by the blush moving across Seven’s skin like a wave, not just her face, but down her neck and plunging under the fabric of her biosuit. B’Elanna wondered how far down the color managed to spread, and then realized Seven was looking at her. It was B’Elanna’s turn to blush. "I should get going."
"You will be careful?" Seven asked. She sounded genuinely concerned, as opposed to the smug, condescending tones B’Elanna was used to hearing from her on board Voyager.
"I will," B’Elanna promised.
Seven stood and went to pick up a small pack that was sitting next to her. "I packed a nutritional supplement for you consisting of nuts, berries, and two ration bars," Seven said as she held out the package. "I also including an emergency blanket."
"Thank you…" B’Elanna was stunned by the gesture. "I… I shouldn’t be gone more than a few hours, but this is… wow. Thanks."
"You are welcome. I didn’t want you to be caught unprepared. I am however, glad that you will be… back before nightfall." Seven said. She had to stop herself from calling the small encampment home.
B’Elanna laughed as she secured the pack to her waist. "Don’t worry, I’ll be here to keep you warm." B’Elanna suddenly blushed anew. "I mean… I…"
"It is all right," Seven assured her. "Your Klingon physiology does make your body heat… desirous. I was uncomfortable sharing our heat at first but it does seem most…efficient."
"Yeah, efficient little heater. That’s me," B’Elanna said as she headed off into the forest, escaping while she could. ‘My Klingon physiology does more than make me put off heat,’ she thought as she moved quickly through the trees. ‘It also makes me want to do more than share heat with you,’ she thought of the previous night. ‘I want to generate some heat of our own.’
As B’Elanna moved through the trees, she remembered the night before. She and Seven had both been shivering despite the large heated rocks Seven had moved in to warm the shuttle. Finally, Seven got up and came to B’Elanna’s bedroll and settled next to her, spooning her from behind. B’Elanna thought her heart was going to beat out of her chest. She had known she was attracted to the exdrone for some time, but in that moment, in the near darkness, she could feel Seven’s skin before they ever touched, as if B’Elanna’s body was calling out to Seven’s. She had asked Seven what she was doing, and Seven had slid under the blanket next to her, replying, "Conserving heat." Seven had no idea how much heat she was generating with the press of her lanky body against B’Elanna’s more compact form. It took several hours for B’Elanna to fall asleep, the distraction of Seven’s sighs and sleepy groans had made B’Elanna want to roll over and take the former Borg into her arms. It took all of her willpower to stop from doing just that.
B’Elanna made her perimeter sweep around the valley in a few hours and the sun was high in the sky when she returned to the cabin site. As she neared the meadow, she heard Seven’s voice echoing across the grassy hillside. She had taken B’Elanna’s words to heart and was singing something else. It was a song B’Elanna was unfamiliar with, but she was taken by it none the less. She made her way through the dense forest and found herself being as quiet as possible, as if disturbing Seven would have been a terrible crime. She crested the last hill to see Seven standing at one end of the cabin structure tying off boards that would become the rafters. The exdrone was singing as she worked, occasionally stepping back to inspect her handy work, but never losing her perfect pitch. B’Elanna leaned against a tree and enjoyed the scene.
Seven continued working, tightening the ropes as she sang the chorus. "I want to lay down on your shoulder, just inside your arms," she sang. "I wanna listen to you heartbeat and your breathing on and on. I want to lay down on your shoulder, surrender to your peace… and go to sleep." Seven moved to the pile of wood and picked up a large board, struggling to lift it, but kept singing. "After we’re gone a million miles. Made true our dreams with sweat and bone. After we build it up… with our bare hands. Made strong a place we can call home…"
B’Elanna wondered what had inspired Seven to choose that song. Was it their experience the night before? B’Elanna had awakened in the night to find Seven snuggled on top of her. Seven had been mortified when she woke up a few minutes later. She jumped up and apologized profusely. B’Elanna had chalked it up to the fact that Seven hadn’t ever slept next to anyone and had naturally sought out the warmth and comfort of another body. Now she wondered if the unconscious gesture had a deeper meaning, that Seven might have feelings beyond friendship.
B’Elanna shifted her weight, causing a small branch to snap.
Seven turned, her eyes flashing and her expression angry. "Do not ‘sneak up’ on me," she yelled, obviously embarrassed. "You have accused me of being rude…and yet this behavior is exactly what you instruct me to avoid." She fell back into full Borg mode as she slammed a board into place over the doorway.
"I didn’t mean to sneak up on you," B’Elanna said, although she had been quite stealthy in her approach. She went to Seven and tried to help her lift one of the larger boards. "It was beautiful," she said quietly.
"It was… a reflection of my mood," Seven said, and then realized what the admission sounded like. "I am…tired, and require sleep."
"Oh, I see," B’Elanna said, not buying the excuse for a second. "Why don’t you go take a nap. This isn’t a Borg cube. I don’t expect you to work yourself into the ground."
"Into the ground?" Seven asked as she clenched her hands, trying to relieve the cramping in her fingers. "Borg cubes have no ground." Seven shifted the board, trying to get it to drop into the notch she had carved into the rafter.
"I meant, don’t overdo it," B’Elanna said. She knew full well that Seven understood. She was beginning to get a handle on the exdrone’s dry sense of humor.
"I see," Seven said as she made sure the board was in place before letting go. She stepped back and absentmindedly rubbed her sore palms.
"Did you hurt yourself?" B’Elanna asked, pointing at the exBorg’s hand.
"It is nothing," Seven replied. "We have much work to do before nightfall."
"Let me see," B’Elanna insisted. She grabbed Seven’s hand and pulled it to her. Seven held her arm firm, throwing B’Elanna off balance. "Come on, Seven. Just let me have a peek."
"I am fine," Seven said as she relaxed her arm and let B’Elanna examine her. She uncurled her fingers and revealed bloodied blisters covering her fully human palm.
"Kahless! Why didn’t you say something?" B’Elanna exclaimed. She tugged Seven toward the first aid kit just inside the area that was going to be the cabin’s living room. "This must hurt like hell."
"My pain is irrelevant. We must…"
"Not to me," B’Elanna shouted, making Seven stop mid-sentence. "Damn it. Do you think I want you hurting?" She lifted Seven’s hand and blew on the bloodied and overheated skin. She could smell the blood, mingled with sweat and thought of her Klingon heritage. This was considered a romantic aroma, and yet the thought of Seven’s blood made her chest ache. She didn’t like the idea of anything hurting the exdrone. She wondered when her feelings had shifted toward Seven; her animosity was gone, replaced by concern. Perhaps she had always been attracted to her, and just hid it beneath Klingon hostility.
"Lieutenant?" Seven asked after a few minutes. She was enjoying the sensation of B’Elanna’s warm hand cradling her injured appendage, but was becoming distracted by B’Elanna’s warm breath over her sensitive skin. Seven identified the emotion that went with the sensation. She was becoming aroused. She had to make B’Elanna stop immediately. The way the Klingon was pursing her lips and gently blowing on her palm was extremely distracting, as if she were frozen in mid-kiss. "I fail to see the medicinal value of your action," Seven finally managed to say.
"Huh?" B’Elanna looked up and realized what she was doing. She had been caressing Seven’s hand while blowing across the injured area, leaving the dermal regenerator sitting on the ground. "Oh, yeah. I…needed to make sure there wasn’t any sawdust in the wound," B’Elanna explained lamely.
Seven raised an eyebrow, letting the Klingon know that she didn’t quite believe the excuse.
"Hold still," B’Elanna said as she healed the injury. Once finished, she continued holding Seven’s hands in her own. She turned them over repeatedly as if checking for any missed blisters.
"I believe I am fully healed," Seven said, though she was reluctant to lose contact. She liked the way B’Elanna’s higher Klingon temperature made her hands feel as if there were nimble infernos dancing over Seven’s skin.
"Oh, yeah." B’Elanna released Seven’s hands, instantly missing the weight of her willowy fingers. "From now on, stop when you get a blister and let me heal it."
"I will," Seven promised. If the tender treatment was standard procedure, Seven hoped she got many more blisters.
Two more days passed without incident, and the two women continued to sleep curled around each other at night. Neither mentioned it, but both felt passions awakening toward the other. Both were too afraid to mention their budding emotions, certain their feelings were not returned.
The sun rose from behind the mountains in the east, and B’Elanna stopped her work on the cabin roof to watch as the golden light broke over the summit. She found the difficult work strangely rewarding, and while it didn’t involve schematics or warp cores, there was a great deal of engineering involved in designing the cabin. B’Elanna had insisted on a large fireplace in the middle of the structure. It opened on two sides, one that faced the sleeping room, and another that heating a small cooking area. The Klingon-human hybrid looked down through the rafters into the room below and watched as Seven concentrated intently on some project. B’Elanna smiled and leaned her chin onto her hand as she watched as Seven worked near the hearth. After several minutes, Seven stopped and looked up at B’Elanna and caught her staring.
"Lieutenant Torres, do you require assistance?" Seven asked with a tiny smile as she shielded her eyes from the sun coming through the bare rafters.
"Ahh…no," B’Elanna said.
"You have quit working. Are you tired? I would be glad to take over for you." Seven stood up and went to the ladder they had crafted a week earlier. She grabbed a Starfleet canteen on the way and climbed the ladder with ease. "Are you dehydrated?"
"No," B’Elanna said. She didn’t want to admit that she had been simply enjoying watching her companion. "Just resting." Seven handed her the water and Torres took a long drink.
"If I assisted you, we could finish the roof by lunch," Seven offered.
"Thanks. That’s a good idea, then we can finish moving the rest of the supplies down from the shuttle." B’Elanna looked up the hillside at the shuttle. It was at the top of the ridge, and it would have been almost impossible to see were it not for the angry tear across the landscape their landing had caused. They had decided to build the cabin down by the lakeshore so that they could use the natural protection of the mountainside and would be close to an abundant water supply. B’Elanna turned back toward the lake and realized it was a utopian setting.
Seven sat on the roof and looked down at the lake, then at B’Elanna. She had been driven to distraction by the Klingon’s habit of striping down to her tank top while she worked in the sun. The sun was barely up, and already B’Elanna had been working three hours on the roof, long enough so that her arms were glistening with sweat and her muscles were pumped into sharp angles. It was most distracting.
"It’s very beautiful here," B’Elanna said.
"Yes," Seven said. "Although I believe the Borg would have found this planet unremarkable."
"Good thing we didn’t invite any Borg to our little party," B’Elanna said and then took another drink.
"Party, indeed." Seven raised an eyebrow. She looked down at the roof, and then turned to Torres. "I find that I am feeling a sense of…satisfaction as we near completion of the ‘Homestead,’ and yet, I would gladly leave it unfinished if Voyager were to arrive and rescue us."
"Well, it’s a damn fine cabin for two women who’ve spent more time in space than they have with grass under their feet." Torres handed Seven a stack of shingles. "You did a great job on these. I didn’t have the patience to cut them."
Seven seemed uncertain how to respond to the complement. "I am certain you could have managed." She reached for a handful of square nails from a pile near Torres. "These nails were an insightful invention."
B’Elanna laughed. "I didn’t invent nails, I just figured out how to slice up the deck plating and shape them. Now, let’s get to work. I can’t handle all this warm and fuzzy talk."
Seven nodded and they went to work, both distracted by thoughts of Voyager and why they hadn’t been rescued yet.
Chapter Six: The Food Chain
B’Elanna looked up at the finished roof and stretched her back. "Well," she thought, "if I can’t get back to Voyager, maybe I’ll have a career as a roofer." She rubbed her shoulder, trying to work out the knot that had been there for the past two days. She wondered what was taking Seven so long; she had left over a half-hour earlier to get fresh water. The lake was only five minutes away.
"Lieutenant," Seven whispered as she came running up the path from the lake.
"What is it?" Torres turned and saw that Seven didn’t have any of the water containers she had left with.
"There are large beasts at the lake, and they are coming this way," Seven said as she reached B’Elanna.
"Beasts?" B’Elanna didn’t like the sound of that.
"Large creatures, two meters at the shoulder and covered with thick fur. And they have large horns." Seven’s eyes darted around the camp area looking for some kind of weapon.
"Oh great," B’Elanna said as she dragged Seven toward the cabin. "Just what we need, company." She pushed Seven inside and then stood in the doorway.
"We should seal the door. If the creatures see us they will attack the structure." Seven paced the small room.
"Shhh," Torres said as she looked toward the lake. "Something’s coming." She watched as the trees along the path shook and a low rumbling sound proceeded whatever was heading toward the camp.
A large black animal came into view, followed by three white ones. They were four legged animals, slightly larger than Bison from ancient earth. B’Elanna studied them as they meandered up the path. Several more broke through the treeline and wandered around the camp before stopping to graze on the tender shoots of grass under the trees.
"Get back," Seven whispered. "They are formidable predators. Did you see their horns?"
Torres smiled and looked out at the grazing animals. They had three horns down the center of their foreheads, the largest on top and the smallest on the bottom between the eyes.
"Those are not predators," B’Elanna said as she continued watching the animals.
"What are they?" Seven asked as she edged toward the door. As a Borg drone she had little experience with large animals and found them somewhat intimidating.
"Dinner," Torres said with a feral smile.
"You cannot be serious. Those creatures will eat you alive." Seven pulled B’Elanna away from the door.
"Seven, those things don’t eat meat. They’re giant cows. You’re looking at a ton of hamburger on the hoof," B’Elanna said, remembering that Seven had actually enjoyed Neelix’s version of grilled burgers during Voyager’s summer barbecue.
"And how do you plan on killing it?" Seven demanded. "Simply walk up to it and ask it to jump onto a bun?"
"Uhh," B’Elanna looked out at the animals. They moved slowly around the camp, chewing lazily on the grass looking very much like cows, but their size was intimidating.
"I see," Seven said and crossed her arms over her chest triumphantly. "Shall I get the buns?"
"Oh, shut up." Torres flopped onto the floor. She reached over and pulled a piece of scrap metal over to her and began studying it.
Seven peeked out the door at the ‘cows’ and studied them. Once she knew that they wouldn’t devour her, she was curious about them. There were at least thirty of them around the cabin now, in many different shades from black to a creamy white.
"Lieutenant," Seven whispered, waving her hand to draw Torres over to the door.
"Seven, can’t you just call me B’Elanna? It’s not like we have a command structure here," she said as she turned the metal over in her hand.
"B’Elanna, come here."
"Fine," Torres said with a sigh and stood. "What is it?"
"There are offspring." Seven pointed at a group of young calves frolicking around the larger cows. One was a pale reddish blonde and its horns were just beginning to sprout. "That one resembles Naomi Wildman," Seven said.
"Hey, I could take one of those down with a crude knife," Torres said.
Seven was mortified. "You wouldn’t."
Torres looked at Seven’s horrified face. "Oh, all right. I won’t kill the one that looks like Naomi, but we need food, and I call this a nice delivery service."
"Are you certain we must kill them?" Seven asked.
"Seven, Voyager should have found us by now." Torres stared out at the herd of animals as she spoke. "We’ve been here almost two weeks, and I don’t know how much longer the ship will stay around to look for us."
"I have thought of that," Seven said quietly. "Perhaps we should prepare meat for long term storage."
"I figure we can dry whatever we can’t eat right away," B’Elanna said. "We’ll put it that large storage area at the back of the cabin. It would help if we had some dried nuts and grains, too." B’Elanna held the piece of metal out to Seven. "Think you could use that Borg tubule drill of yours to hone an edge on this for me?"
Seven took the metal and turned it over slowly. "I believe so, however there are other alloys at the shuttle that would be more effective. The hull plating at the front of the shuttle is duranium. It is much harder and will hold a sharp edge longer. Also, it will be less likely to break off should it strike bone."
"Can your tubules cut duranium?"
"Of course," Seven said.
"You’re just a regular Swiss Army knife." B’Elanna stood and wandered the small room.
Seven wasn’t sure what the reference meant, but thought it was a compliment. "If you mount a duranium point on a spear, you would have a weapon that could bring down one of the cows."
"I’ll do it. I’ll go out as soon as we have the spears made, and when I… when I’ve finished, you can help me bring the meat back."
"Is it safe?" Seven asked.
"Hey, it’s a cow. I’m a Klingon warrior. Do the math."
"Indeed. Perhaps I should accompany you," Seven offered.
"What? And have you naming the rest of the herd? I’ll be fine," B’Elanna promised. "Maybe you can take the tricorder and find some edible nuts and fruits."
Seven didn’t seem convinced, but then nodded. "I will give you four hours and then I will come find you."
"Eight," Torres said.
"Six," Seven countered.
"Okay," B’Elanna said and then wondered how in the world she was going to bring down one of the giant animals.
B’Elanna left the next morning at first light armed with four duranium spears. She followed the wide path left by the herd and tracked them to a huge meadow a kilometer from the cabin site. She watched the animals for quite a while before deciding on a small male that had moved off to a stream to get a drink. Her first throw hit its mark, cutting through his ribcage and bringing him down to his knees. She rushed the beast and used a long dagger to slit its throat and quickly ended its suffering. Seven had surprised B’Elanna with the dagger the night before. It was an amazing piece of cutlery, the blade as long as B’Elanna’s forearm, and honed to a razor sharp edge. Any Klingon warrior would have been proud to carry the blade, and B’Elanna noticed that Seven had taken the time to carve Klingon symbols into the hardwood handle. The handle was perfectly balanced and fit B’Elanna’s hand as if she had been born with it. It was a touching and useful gift, one B’Elanna already cherished.
As she skinned the animal she thought of Seven and how much she had opened up in the few short weeks. Torres wondered why she had never taken the time on board Voyager to get to know the complex and beautiful woman. "Beautiful?" she thought. "Man, I’ve got it bad. I’m gutting an six hundred pound steer and thinking how beautiful Seven is." She wondered if her attraction to her companion was obvious, and more importantly, she wondered if Seven was getting over Captain Janeway.
B’Elanna cut the animal into manageable chunks and then wrapped most of the meat in the hide. She used some fiber optic cables she had salvaged from the shuttle to hoist it into a tall tree and out of any scavenger’s path and then headed back to the cabin with as much meat as she could carry.
She reached camp and was surprised to find Seven still gone. Apparently she was still out collecting nuts and berries so B’Elanna began cooking a large piece of meat and smoking the rest. After another three hours, she was beginning to worry. B’Elanna was torn between being furious and being terrified. She was pacing when the door to the cabin opened.
"Where have you been?" B’Elanna yelled before the door was even halfway open. "You scared…" the words froze on her lips when she saw Seven. The blonde was paler than she had ever seen her and covered in blood.
"I found a predator," Seven said and then collapsed onto her knees. Her biosuit was torn across the chest with blood seeping through the material. Her leg had a deep gash and was leaving a trail of blood across the floor.
"Oh, my god." B’Elanna grabbed her and eased to onto the floor. "Where’s the medical kit?"
Seven looked up at Torres with glazed over eyes. "You are beautiful."
"Yeah, thanks, but where’s the medical kit?" she asked as she tore the damaged material away. She scanned the room and saw the kit and quickly retrieved it. "Hold on, Seven. What the hell did you run into?"
Seven’s eyes rolled back into her head and she moaned, struggling to stay conscious. "It was not a cow," Seven finally said.
"I never should have sent you out alone. This is all my fault." B’Elanna studied the deep wounds and gave Seven a painkiller, then began gently cleaning them. "I’m gonna’ have to used the muscular regenerator before I can heal the skin surface. Hold on."
"It is not your fault. Did you get a cow for dinner?" Seven asked.
"Yeah, I got a cow. Now if you just hang on, and I’ll cook you up a nice steak for dinner." Torres frowned when she saw how deep the gash in Seven’s leg was. The slice reached down to the bone.
"B’Elanna, the creature may have followed me." Seven tried to sit up, but fell back, the painkiller making her dizzy.
"Hold still. Unless you want one leg shorter than the other," Torres said as she mended the wound. "I’ll take care of whatever did this to you." Inside she was seething. Whatever had injured Seven was going to die at the end of the blade Seven had given her the night before.
"Big," Seven whispered, "with… sharp teeth." She passed out.
Torres sighed and finished healing Seven’s wounds. "At least you won’t have to feel this. Damn it, Seven. You went out to get nuts and berries; leave it you to hunt down something big with teeth."
Two hours later Seven woke up alone in the cabin.
"B’Elanna?" She eased herself up and noticed that her biosuit was in shreds. She stood and walked unsteadily to the door but before she could reach it, it swung open.
"Seven, how are you feeling?" Torres moved into the room; her arms were covered in blood, but she appeared to be uninjured.
"Where have you been?" Seven stared at the blood soaked fabric of B’Elanna’s pants.
"That thing won’t ever hurt you again." B’Elanna went to the small cooking area and took the pot of hot water off of the fire and began washing her arms.
"You killed it?" Seven demanded.
"Damn right, I killed it. Used that knife you gave me," Torres smiled up at Seven who was standing next to her.
"You could have been damaged." Seven grabbed her and began looking for any sign of injury.
"I’m fine," B’Elanna said with a smile. She picked a piece of flesh off of her arm and flicked it into the fire. "Yuck."
Seven pulled B’Elanna into a tight embrace. "Do not ever do that again. I could not… if anything had happened to you…"
"I’m fine," B’Elanna said, but she didn’t pull away. She actually enjoyed the closeness, and wondered if perhaps Seven returned her blossoming feelings. "Shh," she whispered as she pulled back and looked at Seven.
Seven reached out and gently touched B’Elanna’s cheek. "B’Elanna?" she whispered.
"Yes?" B’Elanna answered, her throat gone dry.
"I, may I? Can I…" Seven leaned down until her lips were almost touching B’Elanna’s.
"What?" Torres asked in a husky whisper. She was keenly aware of the feeling of Seven’s body pressed against her, the softness of their breasts molding together, the strength in the arms enfolding her.
Seven let her lips touch B’Elanna’s instead of answering her. It was a timid, tentative kiss, but she followed it up with a more aggressive touch, this time letting her tongue ease out and flicker across B’Elanna’s mouth. B’Elanna moaned and pulled Seven closer to her and deepened the kiss. She opened her mouth and welcomed Seven’s exploring tongue. Finally Seven pulled back and gave B’Elanna an angry glare.
"Don’t ever risk your life like that again," Seven said, but the effect of her words was greatly diminished by her hands roaming seductively down B’Elanna’s back.
"I won’t," B’Elanna promised and leaned in for another kiss. After several long, leisurely kisses, the half-Klingon pulled back again. "Wow."
"Wow, indeed," Seven said and then smiled. Her hands were still moving across B’Elanna’s back, learning every curve and nuance.
"I, didn’t know you felt, umm, felt the same way I do." B’Elanna reached up and pushed a strand of hair out of Seven’s eyes.
Seven pinned B’Elanna in her gaze. "B’Elanna, I believe I am beginning to falling in love with you." Her blue eyes were pale as ice, and showed the anxiety she was feeling.
"I think I am, too." B’Elanna cleared her throat. "I never expected this."
"Is it an unwelcome discovery?" Seven asked quietly.
"No," B’Elanna said. "It’s a very welcome discovery. I just don’t know where we should go from here."
"Perhaps we should…make love," Seven said and smiled coyly at the half-Klingon.
B’Elanna laughed and eased away from the tall blonde. "I don’t think we should move quite that fast." She studied Seven, wondering what possessed her to suggest taking things slowly. B’Elanna couldn’t deny the obvious attraction she felt for Seven.
Seven stuck out her bottom lip and looked like Naomi Wildman when she was pouting. "How fast should we move?"
B’Elanna looked at Seven and shook her head. She couldn’t believe how cute Seven was when she didn’t get her way, and only a few weeks earlier she couldn’t stand being in the same room with the woman. Perhaps the sparks between them had always been from repressed attraction. She knew that was how she and Tom Paris had initially interacted.
"Seven, have you ever been with anyone?" B’Elanna asked.
"No," Seven said. "But I am open to new experiences."
"You said you were beginning to fall in love with me, right?" B'Elanna moved back toward the cabin door with Seven on her heels.
"Yes."
"Well, your first time should be with someone you are in love with. Someone who loves you too." B’Elanna took Seven’s hand and kissed her knuckles. "Let’s see where things go, okay?"
"All right," Seven said and smiled at the way B’Elanna continued to kiss her knuckles.
"Now, we’ve got a giant cow to drag back here and smoke, and a big toothy whatever to deal with down by the lake. I think it’s some kind of bear, but I’ve never seen one with claws that long." She tugged Seven’s hand and pulled her out the door. "You up to walking?"
"Yes," Seven said. "I have recovered and can assist in the retrieval of the meat." She walked alongside B’Elanna, not releasing her hand until they reached the spears lying against a tree.
"Here." B’Elanna handed her one of the longer spears. "Keep your eyes open in case that bear thing has family."
Chapter Seven: New Feelings
Two months passed, and B’Elanna and Seven fell into a familiar routine. They woke up with the sun and had breakfast together, talking about their thoughts about dozens of topics. B’Elanna would go out and hunt for game, usually small rabbit-like animals that had tiny round ears and long hind legs. They would eat the rabbits as fresh meat, and about once every two weeks B’Elanna would hike out to the meadow to take down one of the ‘cows.’ The herd had stayed away from the cabin once they discovered the two humanoids were predators, but there were six large herds that roamed the valley. All of them came down each morning to drink from the lake and graze in the huge meadow. B’Elanna would kill and dress the animal and then Seven would come to help her bring the meat back. It took almost an entire week to dry the meat and even longer to tan the hide, but most of the labor involved slicing the meat and hanging it. After that, they only had to turn the meat while it smoked in the large shack that B’Elanna had built just for curing the meat.
Seven spent the early mornings collecting nuts and working with the various barleys and wheats she had harvested from the surrounding valley. She was using her own nanoprobes to bio-engineer a hardier plant with a fast rate of maturity, unfortunately, it still took far too long for her. In the afternoon, Seven would spend a few hours regenerating with the modified power converter. The solar panel didn’t provide as much energy as her alcove on board Voyager had, but it also didn’t have to power a comm station and a full database like her station on the ship had. She was taking in more and more energy from food, and the regeneration only had to power her Borg implants, but B’Elanna still checked the power converter everyday to make sure it was working at peak efficiency. The Klingon also made a point of finding something to do at the Homestead while Seven was regenerating. She was never more than ten feet away from her companion while she was unconscious during the process. Even though they had set up the small device inside the cabin near the hearth, she wasn’t going to risk Seven being attacked.
Each day the two women grew closer, they had not moved into a sexual relationship yet they had become increasingly more comfortable with each other. B’Elanna had never considered herself an overly affectionate person, but she found herself drawn to Seven in a way that was completely new. Anytime she was around the lanky blonde she felt the need to touch her. Seven seemed to feel the same way, constantly touching B’Elanna’s waist when she eased past her in the confines of the cabin, or just wrapping her arms around her from behind when they would watch the sun set. B’Elanna felt cherished, and it was a new and welcome feeling, one she never had the entire time she had dated Tom.
"Good morning," Seven said as she came out of the cabin. She walked over and sat next to B’Elanna on the long bench they had set up looking out over the valley. Their bodies seemed drawn together, Seven’s leg pressing against B’Elanna’s as soon as she relaxed.
"Yes, it is," B’Elanna said and leaned against her companion.
Seven wrapped her arm around B’Elanna and leaned over and kissed her temple. "Are you going hunting?"
"I was thinking about taking a day off." B’Elanna snuggled into the embrace and ran her hand over Seven’s top. It was made of leather from one of the cows, the golden colored suede a pleasant contrast to Seven’s pale skin that peeked through the leather laced opening. Seven’s biosuit had not survived her encounter with the large bear.
"I have been perfecting the barley," Seven said. "I believe I have solved the problem of the extended growing season. Perhaps you would like to assist me?" Seven asked. The truth was that she loved spending time with B’Elanna no matter what they were doing.
"I’d like that," B’Elanna said and then kissed Seven on the cheek. "Maybe later we can go on a picnic."
"Acceptable." Seven blushed, something B’Elanna found endearing. "I have altered the dermal regenerator, I think I may be able to use it to accelerate the growth of the barley."
"Really?" B’Elanna thought the idea was brilliant. "So can we look forward to some Borg barley for breakfast soon?"
Seven smiled, she had grown comfortable enough with her companion and herself to engage in gentle teasing. "Perhaps, if you behave yourself. Otherwise I will be forced to eat it myself."
"Lucky Barley," B’Elanna said and stood up. She turned and offered her hand to Seven and helped her up.
Seven smiled and led the way to the makeshift nursery she had set up near the curing shed.
The dermal regenerator ending up working better than either had expected. By lunchtime they had a six by twelve-foot area of barley that was ready for harvest. Seven was leaning over the barley waving the regenerator over the shorter stalks, deeply concentrating on providing the perfect amount of assistance to the smaller plants.
"Hey, time for lunch," B’Elanna said as she wrapped her arms around Seven’s waist. Seven shifted to one side causing them both to tumble into the waist high barley.
"You are not behaving yourself," Seven said as she rolled over and pinned B’Elanna to the ground.
"Did I tell you how brilliant I think using that regenerator is?" B’Elanna pulled Seven’s full weight onto her enjoying the intimate press.
"Four times." Seven smiled.
"Seven?" B’Elanna stared up into Seven’s eyes; they were dark blue and sparkling the way they always did when she looked at B’Elanna. It was a color no one on Voyager would recognize since it was her passion for the Klingon that had darkened them.
"Yes?" Seven was lost in B’Elanna’s deep brown eyes.
"I love you," she whispered uncertainly, terrified she was rushing Seven.
Seven’s lips trembled, and her eyes began to tear up. "I love you, too." She leaned down and kissed B’Elanna with complete abandon. Soon they had rolled over and smashed the rest of the barley.
B’Elanna laughed as she picked a stray piece of barley out of her mouth, not quite knowing how it got there. "We’re crushing all your hard work."
"I do not care," Seven said as she continued kissing B’Elanna.
"Okay, this is one way to bring in a harvest." She rolled Seven over and began unlacing her top, eager to reach her full breasts. Her hands were shaking, making it difficult to loosen the leather laces, but finally she was able to slide her hand through the opening. The leather was soft and the earthy smell filled her nostrils, but Seven’s skin was softer. B’Elanna moaned when she felt her lover’s breast heavy in her hand and warmed by the contact with the leather.
Seven arched into B’Elanna’s hand wanting to increase the contact. "B’Elanna," she whispered.
"Call me Lana," she answered as she squeezed Seven’s breast and kissed her throat.
"Lana…" Seven smiled, liking the way the shortened name sounded. She moved her hands down B’Elanna’s back and began lifting her shirt. Their kissing continued and Seven managed to get her hands under the thin fabric of B’Elanna’s tank top, her hands migrating to her breasts.
"Inside…cabin," B’Elanna gasped. "Now."
Seven didn’t seem convinced and she continued her gentle massage of B’Elanna’s breasts. When B’Elanna sat up, Seven seized the moment and tore off the Klingon’s shirt and took her bra covered nipple in her mouth and pressed B’Elanna back down into the fresh barley.
"Oh, god." B’Elanna guided Seven’s hands to her bra and they tossed it aside.
Seven stared openly at her lover and then began kissing her hardening nipples.
"Inside the cabin," B’Elanna said even as she moaned at the contact. She was a romantic, but the barley was poking through her pants distracting her, and she didn’t want any distractions when they made love for the first time.
Seven pulled back, her eyes wild and darting over B’Elanna’s exposed body. She took the half-Klingon into her arms and carried her to the cabin continually kissing her neck.
Once in the cabin, Seven kicked the door shut and let B’Elanna down. She turned to lock the door and felt B’Elanna tugging at her top. Seven turned back, smiled at her shorter lover, then peeled off the leather shirt.
"You’re beautiful," B’Elanna whispered. She moved closer until their bare chests came together with an almost electric touch. "I love you," she whispered into Seven’s mouth as their tongues met. They stumbled to the bedroom and B’Elanna eased Seven down onto the pile of blankets and furs and crawled down beside her.
"‘Lana, I… I want to…" Seven was shaking and looked down at the blankets. "But, I…"
"What is it?" B’Elanna asked as she took Seven’s face in her hands.
"I do not have any experience with…" Seven looked back down at the blankets and blushed.
B’Elanna smiled and caressed her lover’s cheek. "There’s no hurry. We can go as slowly as you like."
Seven gave B’Elanna a frustrated glare. "I do not wish to go slowly. I am simply unsure of how to proceed."
"Oh," B’Elanna laughed. "We can take care of that, darling."
"Darling?"
"It’s a term of endearment. Is it all right?" B’Elanna looked shyly at her lover.
"Yes, it is." Seven leaned over and kissed B’Elanna and let her hands roam. "Show me what to do."
"You’re doing fine," B’Elanna said with a whimper. "Just keep touching me." B’Elanna let her body collapse onto the blankets and held her arms out to Seven.
"I will." Seven climbed onto her and began kissing her neck. They continued to explore each other for several minutes until their remaining clothes became problematic.
"Clothes off. Now," ordered B’Elanna. She tugged off her pants and then helped Seven out of hers.
"Now what?" Seven rolled onto her back and looked up at B’Elanna.
B’Elanna leaned over and straddled Seven, resting her weight on her hands and staring down at her. "We make love," she said as she lowered her weight onto Seven’s body. They continued kissing until B’Elanna eased off to the side and began caressing Seven’s chest and making her way down to her belly.
"Show me, Lana," Seven whispered.
B’Elanna took Seven’s hand and placed it on her own breast, demonstrating how she liked to be touched. Seven was a fast learner and soon her mouth joined her hands. After a few maddening moments B’Elanna edged her lover onto her back again and began guiding Seven’s legs apart. Seven rolled her head on the pillow and moaned, her legs spreading of their own accord.
"Like this," B’Elanna whispered. She ran her fingers down and over Seven’s belly, alternating between gentle touches and a slow scraping of her fingernails over Seven’s muscled abdomen. Every few passes she would detour to let her fingers tangle in the blonde thatch of hair between her lover’s legs and then return to her belly. The entire time, her lips traveled from Seven’s mouth to her neck and then down to her breasts. Finally, when Seven’s nipples were painfully erect, B’Elanna let her hand slip down to her lover’s thigh and slowly moved back toward her center.
Seven’s breathing was coming in ragged breaths and she was alternating between whimpers and moans, not knowing what her body was craving, but certain that B’Elanna was the only one who could provide it.
"Lana," Seven whispered. "Lana…" she felt lightheaded, like she was leaving her body, which at the moment was the last thing she wanted to do. Right now her body was feeling things she hadn’t known existed and she wanted to be there for the entire experience.
"I’m here," B’Elanna whispered into her ear. She kissed Seven’s cheek and then nipped at her throat. "Right here. Are you ready?" B’Elanna asked as she let her fingers caress Seven’s opening. The moisture she found flowing from her lover answered her question. "Oh, yeah, you’re ready."
"Yes… I do not know what I am ready for…but I know I am ready," Seven said between gasps. She was panting, arching her back each time B’Elanna kissed or touched her.
The Klingon laughed, deep and throaty, and pressed Seven’s hips back onto the blankets. She leaned up and kissed Seven tenderly as her fingers dipped into the waiting wetness. She was like molten slick velvet, her labia swollen and saturated.
"Yes, that," Seven yelled. "I am ready for that." Her legs trembled as B’Elanna circled her with loving sweetness.
"You feel so good, Seven," B’Elanna said between kisses.
Seven could only whimper in response and turn to kiss B’Elanna again. She dug her willowy hands into B’Elanna’s thick sable hair, trying to deepen the kiss even more. B’Elanna growled into her mouth and tugged at her lip as she pulled away and looked into her cobalt blue eyes.
"No," Seven begged, trying to pull B’Elanna back to her mouth.
"I want to look at you." B’Elanna had tears filling her passion darkened eyes.
Seven nodded and looked up at her lover as she felt B’Elanna enter her. "Oh," Seven moaned, her eyelids drooping as she felt herself filled for the first time. "Lana, I love you." She continued moaning, her voice rising with each thrust. Their eyes remained locked and Seven felt her own hot tears sliding down her cheeks and a power was building inside her toward some unknown focus. Then, she knew she was there, her body stiffened and she felt her breath leave her body and her muscles seemed to be warring with each other, torn between clenching to keep B’Elanna inside her and shaking her into a million tiny pieces.
B’Elanna felt Seven gripping her fingers and felt the rush of moisture as her lover climaxed. She continued her caress, lightening the contact as she guided Seven through another peak, then slowed and let her come down. Seven went limp, as if her bones had been tossed aside and B’Elanna eased out of her and gathered her into her arms, snuggling down on her chest and showering her skin with fleeting kisses.
They lay in their cabin, covered in sweat, gasping as they fought for their hearts to slow. B’Elanna clung to Seven, not wanting to lose the connection with the woman who held her twin hearts.
"B’Elanna?" Seven finally managed to ask, her voice hoarse and rasping.
"Yes, love?" B’Elanna asked without lifting her head from its warm resting place on Seven’s breast.
"Thank you, for loving me."
B’Elanna felt Seven’s chest begin to shake, and she lifted her head to see that the one-time Borg was sobbing. She shifted her weight so that she could stroke Seven’s cheek with the back of her hand. "What’s wrong?"
Seven shook her head, smiling through the tears. "Nothing."
"Oh, darling." B’Elanna laughed and kissed each of Seven’s eyes, savoring the salt. "I love you."
Seven slid to the side and positioned B’Elanna on her back. "I want to love you." She kissed B’Elanna torturously with gentle, soft kisses that she didn’t deepen, teasing the Klingon until she was growling like the bear she had killed months earlier.
"Please," B’Elanna begged.
Seven smiled into another kiss, then pulled back. "I am glad you are the first, the only one I will ever love this way."
It was a promise of monogamy that B’Elanna had not asked for, but one she would be eternally grateful for, because in that moment she knew she had given her soul to Seven. She had never understood the Klingon rituals that swore eternity to a partner after making love, but now she did. She realized that she had never made love until this very day with Seven and she knew she would never touch anyone else or be touched by another because Seven owned both Klingon hearts beating inside her chest.
"You are the only one," B’Elanna said, her voice breaking. "I am yours, Seven. I pray to Kahless you never tire of me, because no one but you will ever touch my soul again."
"Tai be’nal?" Seven whispered. It was a benediction and a request, the Klingon term meaning, "honored wife?" When uttered during love making it was a promise of love beyond the grave and a request for your partner’s pledge in return.
"HIja’ epetai-zana," B’Elanna answered without hesitation, telling Seven "It is true Honored and exalted one," in Klingonese. The response meant that she belong to Seven forever.
Seven kissed her and then eased away and turned her cheek to B’Elanna for the ritual bite, but B’Elanna shook her head.
"Never pain, my wife." B’Elanna then kissed her on the cheek instead of sinking her teeth into her flesh. "I will spill my last drop of blood to prevent you from shedding even a drop of blood or a single tear in pain."
Seven nodded and reached up and turned B’Elanna’s cheek toward her and pressed her lips to the tender flesh and left a lingering kiss in place of a bite. "I will never hurt you, B’Elanna," Seven promised. "If I had a god to pray to, I would thank him…or her…for bringing me to this planet with you."
"Even if Voyager never comes for us, I will thank Kahless everyday for giving me this time with you." B’Elanna pulled Seven on top of her and their kisses deepened as Seven began to love B’Elanna as she had been loved, but she had been a Borg, so it was her goal to improve on the perfection of B’Elanna’s touch. They spent the rest of the day and night learning ways to bring each other to heights of passion unknown to either woman before. The animals of the valley heard new cries that night and more than one beast looked out into the night wondering what predator had such fierce cries.
Chapter Eight: Voyager to The Rescue
Captain Janeway had a knot in her stomach, and that meant something was wrong. If you asked her, she would deny believing in such obvious superstition, but years of experience had taught her not to ignore the feeling.
"Mister Kim, see if you can hail the away team on subspace," Janeway ordered.
"Aye, Ma’am." The handsome ensign quickly sent out a message, never thinking to question why the captain would need to call the shuttle that had only left two days earlier.
Janeway sat in her chair and stared at the stars on the viewscreen with a casual expression while waiting for Harry’s report.
"Everything all right, Captain?" Chakotay whispered as he leaned over from his position beside her.
"Fine," she said casually. "Just thought I’d make sure our missing black sheep haven’t killed each other yet," she joked. She often referred to the crew as her flock, and surely her devotion to them rivaled any shepherd.
"Good idea," Chakotay said with a gentle smile. "Those two are like oil and water."
"No," Janeway said, shaking her head. "Water isn’t explosive. They’re more like matter and anti-matter."
Tom Paris nodded his head. "And just as dangerous."
"Captain," Harry said from his comm station. "I’m not getting any response, and there’s no sign of them on long range scanners. I’ve checked their entire flight path, all the way to the planet."
Janeway stood and turned to the worried Ensign. "Extend the scans outside the flight path." She looked over at her Chief of Security. "Tuvok, scan for debris and look for any sign of raiders."
"Aye, Captain," Tuvok said, having already begun the scans as soon as Ensign Kim had said he couldn’t find the shuttle.
Tom turned and looked at the captain, his eyes asking if he should set a new heading.
"It’s probably nothing, Tom," she said calmly, but inside she knew something was terribly wrong.
Three hours later Kathryn Janeway felt like a cat in a room full of hunting hounds. There had been no sign of the lost shuttle, and she was beginning to lose patience with the sensors, the scanners, and the crew manning them.
"Report," Janeway barked as she turned to give Harry Kim a deadly glare.
"Nothing ma’am," Harry said as he continued to reset the scanners hoping to find something.
Tuvok straighten his already perfect posture. "Captain, I have detected a small nebula in sector 3259. It could be masking the shuttle’s signature," the Vulcan said.
Janeway looked at her dark skinned officer, her eyes asking him if it was worth a detour. She had known him longer than anyone else on board, and his deep brown eyes were telling her that it was the only thing left to check.
"Mister Paris, set a course for that nebula." Janeway sat in her chair, crossed her legs, and waited.
Two hours later, Voyager was sitting at the Dengari board, nose to nose with a battlecruiser.
Alloc, the Dengari leader spoke with an almost lyric tone, soft and soothing. "Captain Janeway, we do not wish to enter conflict with you. Be on your journey and all will be well." His face was tense and the thick ridges on his cheeks reddened as he spoke.
"I don’t think so." Janeway remained in her chair, her shoulders squared and her jaw set. Her voice was calm, and deep, and left no question that she would not be toyed with. "You are holding one of my shuttles at your space station. I want to speak to my people, now."
Alloc looked off to the side of the viewscreen, then nodded and turned back toward Janeway. "That will not be possible."
"Why?" Janeway demanded.
"Because your crewmembers," he paused to look at a data padd, "Torres and Nine, are no longer here."
"Where are they?" Janeway’s eyes darkened and her voice became even more menacing.
"They violated our space. They have been sent to our penal colony," Alloc said quietly.
"I need to speak to whoever runs this penal colony of yours," Janeway said. It was not a request.
"Captain, you are in no position to demand anything." Alloc shifted in his chair, uncertain of his own words.
"You can either arrange a meeting with the head of the penal colony, or I will go in there and get my crewmembers on my own. I’d rather do this diplomatically, but I will do it." Janeway stood, and crossed her arms. Behind her, Chakotay mirrored her body language, folding his own arms.
Alloc hesitated, and Kathryn Janeway knew she had him.
"I’m waiting," she said.
"Follow me to the space station, but remain at impulse and do not charge your weapons. All sensors must be kept off-line. This is a correctional facility. If you wish to enter the station you must use the docking facility and leave your transporters off-line." Alloc seemed more confident handing out orders. "Follow us to the station and maintain station keeping 2000 meters off of the port docking ring and await orders."
"We’ll be right behind you," Janeway said.
After an hour of stalling, the Dengari allowed Voyager to dock and then sent a ‘welcoming party’ to meet them at the airlock. Janeway headed the away team herself, bringing Tuvok, the Doctor, and Neelix as well.
"Captain Janeway," Alloc said when the airlock hissed open. "If you will come this way." He motioned down the corridor.
"Where are my crewmembers?" she asked as she moved into step with him. Tuvok, the Doctor and Neelix walked directly behind her, followed by four muscular Dengari guards.
"As I said, they are not here. I will take you to the Overseer’s office. She will explain." Alloc moved quickly and said nothing more.
They stopped at the end of a long corridor and stood next to a large metal door with a guard on either side. They nodded to Alloc and the door opened revealing a stark waiting area.
"This way," Alloc said.
"My patience has limits," Janeway said as she paced the small room.
Before Alloc could answer, a smaller door opened and a woman stepped forward. She was almost seven feet tall, and had long, impossibly straight, jet-black hair pulled back neatly over her ears and had faint ridges on her cheeks.
"I am the Overseer," she said with a deep, sensual voice.
"I am Captain Kathryn Janeway of the Federation Starship Voyager." Janeway tended to use a formal introduction when she wanted to intimidate someone, but she doubted this woman intimidated easily. "I’m here to get my people."
"Their sentence has begun. You are too late." The Overseer stopped in front of the captain and looked down at her, studying the much shorter woman.
"What was the sentence?" Janeway asked. Behind her, Tuvok and the rest of the away team stood at attention, but said nothing.
"Two and one half years." The Overseer moved past Janeway and studied Tuvok.
"For trespassing?" Janeway asked and then moved around the Overseer and blocked her path.
"It is the minimum sentence for entering a restricted area. We cannot tolerate any incursions into our correction facility," the Overseer explained. Her voice was gentle as if she understood the stress the captain was going through.
"I’m sure it was just a misunderstanding. If I could talk to my people we could figure this out and find some way to end this amiably." Janeway edged closer and gentled her own voice. "I’m sure your government has dealt with cultural misunderstandings in the past. Isn’t there some way to work this out?"
The Overseer studied Janeway and then nodded. "Cultural misunderstandings are not uncommon, but we cannot allow our laws to be broken with impunity. Chaos would ensue."
"Well, we wouldn’t want chaos," Janeway said with a disarming smile. "I hardly think that two crewmembers wandering off course would start the breakdown of your social structure."
The Overseer smiled and nodded. "I will contact the Magistrate and ask him to review the case."
"Thank you," Janeway said warmly.
"Wait here," the Overseer said. She nodded at the guards and they exited through the large door. "I will return after speaking with the Magistrate." She turned and exited through the smaller door.
"That went well," Janeway said as she turned to her away team.
"Perhaps too well," Tuvok said.
Neelix stepped forward and whispered despite the fact the guards were no longer in the room. "Captain, this place has a bad feel to it."
Tuvok raised his eyebrow. "Mister Neelix’s ‘feelings’ aside, I believe the Overseer was too easily convinced."
"Doctor?" Janeway asked, wanting his unique input as well.
"The guards don’t seem to enjoy their work," he said.
"Oh?" Janeway asked.
"Well," the Doctor explained. "They don’t even make eye contact. I’ve been studying humanoid interactions, and these guards don’t want to face us. They don’t like what’s going on here."
"Did it occur to you, Doctor, that the cultural norms may be different for Dengari?" Tuvok asked. "It may not be acceptable for lesser workers to make eye contact with someone of our stature."
"Enough," Janeway said. "I think we need to keep on our toes. I get the feeling," Janeway paused and looked at Tuvok, "Sorry, old friend… I get the feeling that there is more going on with this Overseer than meets the eye."
The Overseer entered her stark office and went directly to a communications panel on the far wall. She tapped in several commands and then stood at attention as an elderly man appeared on the screen. His ridged cheeks were wrinkled and his black hair was streaked with grey. He looked at her and then frowned.
"Magistrate," she said quietly.
"What news?" he asked.
"The Captain of Voyager is most insistent. She is demanding that I let her speak to her crew." The Overseer sighed and cleared her throat. "She is persistent."
"How long have the convicted been on Jusari Prime?"
"They began their sentence yesterday," the Overseer said.
"Does Captain Janeway understand Jusari Prime’s unique nature?"
"No, Magistrate. She has no idea. What should I do?" she asked.
"Stall her. Tell her that I have to mediate a dispute and I will return in seven days. After she objects, argue with her for at least an hour, then return to your office and wait another hour. Then go tell her that I have canceled my mediation and will arrive in four days." The Magistrate smiled and picked up a small statue from his desk. "Justice will be served."
"Yes, sir. And if she discovers the temporal differential?"
"See that she doesn’t. In five days their sentence will be completed. You know the law. If they do not serve their term, you as Overseer will complete the sentence."
"Yes, Magistrate," she said.
"Good day," he said and then closed the channel.
The Overseer accessed the panel and an image of Jusari Prime appeared. It was a blue and white planet with swirling patterns around its length. The poles had deep sinkholes dipping into the core of the planet. She sighed and rubbed her ridged cheek, wishing she hadn’t been born into her position as Overseer. She would see that the sentence was served, if only to avoid being sent to Jusari Prime herself. She didn’t like the idea of spending even a second on the planet that existed outside regular timespace causing it to experience an accelerated existence. She sighed and sat in her chair and decided to let the Starfleet captain wait a while longer. She briefly wondered what had become of the two officers in question, knowing that they would have already experienced months on the planet. She pushed the idea from her mind. As Overseer, such thoughts were unacceptable.
Chapter Nine: Changes
Seven looked out of the cabin door at the falling snow and smiled when she heard B’Elanna in the kitchen. She turned and followed the sounds of the Half-Klingon heating something on the hearth.
"Good morning," B’Elanna said without turning around. She could hear Seven’s approach, and smiled knowing what was coming next.
"Good morning," Seven answered as she wrapped B’Elanna in her arms and kissed her neck. "What are we having?"
"Borg barley." B’Elanna tilted the large pot away from the fire to show her wife their breakfast. She leaned back into Seven’s body and sighed, savoring the contact.
"Did you put bee saliva in it?" Seven asked as she wrinkled her nose.
"Yes, I put honey in it. It’s too bland without it. No offense, love, but that barley is gross." B’Elanna struggled as Seven playfully poked her ribs.
"And how exactly does adding bee saliva make the meal less gross?"
"It just does," B’Elanna said. She put the pan back onto the burner and turned to face her lover. "Trust me."
"I require convincing." Seven tilted her head down and gently kissed B’Elanna. They kissed briefly before Seven pulled back and caressed B’Elanna’s cheek.
"Convinced?" B’Elanna asked, smiling when her taller partner nodded. She toyed with the laces of Seven’s leather shirt, noticing the way it was a bit looser on one side than the other. "How come we can build a cabin, make weapons, pots and pans, but we can’t make a simple shirt that does you justice?"
"I had not considered it." Seven looked down at the garment. In truth, she hadn’t noticed, she considered the fit of the apparel irrelevant, but if it bothered her wife, she would find a way to fix it. "Perhaps we are better engineers and warriors than tailors."
"Yeah? Well, right now, I’d promise Kahless himself a day in the sweat caves if he’d send us a tailor." B’Elanna turned and took the barley cereal off of the heat and began filling the two bowls on the table. "And while I’m thinking about it, maybe Kahless could send us a plumber too. I’m tired of not having a shower."
Seven picked up the canteen on the table and poured two glasses of tea. She had discovered some sweet, tangy leaves that grew near the lake that made a beverage far better than anything Neelix had ever created. It was a tea blend that was bitter but when raspberry leaves were added it became quite pleasant. It also had a potent caffeine kick.
"I could help you with your bathing," Seven offered with a coy grin. She enjoyed watching B’Elanna use the steaming water from the hearth and a soft rag to wipe her body each night. She liked the way the cooling water made her lover’s caramel skin erupt into goosebumps and the way her skin seemed even more sensitive when she finished. Many nights Seven couldn’t even wait for B’Elanna to take the used water outside before carrying her to their bed to make love to her. They would wake up in the morning and have to wash the soiled pot before preparing water for their morning wash routine. Of course, since it was Seven’s fault, she had to do the predawn chore, but she didn’t consider it a sacrifice, quite the contrary.
"You could help me in a shower too, or better yet, a nice hot bath." B’Elanna smiled, her mind wandering to images of Seven in a fragrant bubble bath.
A loud roar suddenly shook the cabin walls. Seven jumped to her feet and ran out of the door with B’Elanna close behind. They jogged to the middle of their camp and watched as a craft shot overhead and went down in the trees on the other side of the lake.
"Damn, it." B’Elanna shifted her weight from foot to foot. She had rushed out barefooted and the thin layer of snow felt like pins in her feet. "We need to go check that out."
Seven turned, quickly noticing her wife shuffling her feet and scooped up the feisty Klingon. "You should not be outside without your shoes," she chastised.
"Seven, a shuttle just crashed, and for all we know it could be a murderer or worse and you’re worried about my bare feet?" B’Elanna held on around Seven’s willowy neck as she was carried back inside.
"Whoever they are, they will wait for you to put your shoes on. I will not have you injuring yourself." Seven gently placed B’Elanna next to the fire and went to get her boots.
"You’re not my mother," B’Elanna said, but her complaint was softened by the wide grin on her face and the fact that she was warming her chilled feet on the hearth.
"No, I am your wife. I outrank your mother." Seven used a towel to dry B’Elanna’s feet before handing her a fresh pair of socks.
B’Elanna laughed and finished putting on her footwear. "You just remember you said that when you meet my mother."
Seven and B’Elanna dressed warmly, collected the med kit, and then gathered all of the weapons they had before heading toward the crash site. Both were quiet, each worrying about the other and what they might find.
They reached the site after an hour and a half of hiking. The snow was a light dusting, having only fallen a few nights before, with most of it melting off except under the thickest trees. Seven used the tricorder to locate the exact location, but B’Elanna insisted on taking the lead as they followed the long rut carved through the forest by the ship’s impact.
"Over there," B’Elanna whispered and pointed to a shuttle exactly like the one they had been sent down in.
Seven nodded and made her way around a large boulder. She scanned the wreckage, seeing two lifesigns. "Lana," she whispered and then held up two fingers to indicate the number of occupants. The Klingon nodded and gripped her spear tightly as she raised it up to her shoulder. As they rounded the boulder they heard a loud moan, and stopped.
"Who are you?" B’Elanna demanded as she stepped out and straddled a man leaning against a downed tree. He was almost six feet tall, and well muscled, his hair brown peppered with grey at the temples and he had a thick brow ridge.
He looked up, terror filling his eyes and then looked back toward the shuttle.
"Who are you?" B’Elanna asked again, adding a throaty growl for good measure.
"Please don’t hurt him," a woman said from the shuttle as she leaned out of the door. She was smaller than the man, with mousy brown hair and small pretty features. Both she and the man looked almost human except for a slightly thicker brow ridge that made them both look rather unintelligent like the Cro-Magnon’s of Earth’s past.
Seven stepped out of the trees next to the shuttle, startling the woman who screamed and jumped back, but quickly recovered and leaned back out.
"One more time," B’Elanna said. "Who are you? Answer now or I get…grouchy. "
"B’Elanna," Seven interrupted. She turned to the woman. "Can he understand?"
The woman nodded slowly.
Seven tilted her head to one side and glared at the woman. "Then I suggest he answers the question."
"I am Tach," the man said as he tried to stand. His leg gave out and he fell to the wet, cold ground.
"Well, Tach, what are you doing here?" B’Elanna asked as she moved the spear to a less threatening position at her side.
He seemed to relax slightly once the weapon was no longer posed to hit him in the throat. "My wife and I were imprisoned for carrying contraband."
"Contraband?" B’Elanna asked.
He nodded. "We were transporting our livestock, Kelvin cattle. We didn’t know that they had been outlawed in this system."
"How long are you here for?" Torres asked as she knelt beside him and examined his leg.
"One year," he said warily. "Who are you?"
"Trespassers," B’Elanna said with a smile.
Seven eyed the woman. "We will not harm you."
"I’m Nara," she said as she climbed down. Once she was out of the door it was clear why she had stayed inside. She was pregnant, and judging from the size of her belly, it wouldn’t be long before a child joined the small group.
"You are pregnant," Seven pointed out.
"Yes, but only for about another month," Nara said quietly.
Seven looked inside the cabin, noticing that the chair restraints were in place and realized Tach shouldn’t have been hurt in the crash. "How did you injure yourself?" she asked, suddenly suspicious. "How did you alter your trajectory away from the prison cities?"
"The guard, Malok, reprogrammed the guidance system. He said we wouldn’t want to go to the cities," Nara said as she made her way toward her husband.
"And this leg?" B’Elanna asked.
Tach mumbled something and looked away, while Nara smiled.
"What?" B’Elanna asked.
"I fell out of the shuttle," he said.
"Oh," B’Elanna said and bit her lip to stop from laughing. "Seven, bring me that med kit." She looked into Tach’s eyes and smiled. "I’m B’Elanna. This is Seven, my wife."
"Nice to meet you. We are Narians," he said. "Does your wife run your house, too?" he asked with a wry grin. B’Elanna smiled and bit her lip.
Seven placed the kit next to Tach’s leg and leaned over near B’Elanna’s face. "Do you trust them?" she whispered.
B’Elanna shrugged and mended the leg. "Seven is human, and I’m Klingon, well mostly. So, Tach, what are you gonna’ do?"
He flexed his leg and then stood carefully, smiling when his leg held his weight. "We brought our tools. We are farmers, so we will farm." He moved careful toward the shuttle hopping from rock to rock.
"Tach, don’t break the other one," Nara ordered.
He smiled and squeezed her arm when he finally reached her. "Even my luck isn’t that bad, Nara."
Seven looked to B’Elanna and raise an eyebrow. "We should go. The snow could start again soon."
"Thank you, for your help," Tach said. "Perhaps we will see you again."
"Thank you, for helping my husband. Tach, we should build a fire. Don’t dawdle." Nara went back into the shuttle. Tach obediently followed.
B’Elanna watched, then turned to Seven. "Maybe we should, you know, help them until they can get on their feet. I mean, she’s pregnant for Kahless sake."
Seven smirked, and crossed her arms. "Kahless? Perhaps these are the tailors you asked for… or the plumber."
"You were gonna’ offer to help all along, weren’t you," B’Elanna accused with a smile.
"Falling in love has made me weak," Seven replied and took B’Elanna’s hand.
"Hey, Tach?" B’Elanna yelled.
"Yes?" he asked, leaning out of the shuttle with his arms full of tools.
"You wouldn’t happen to be a tailor would you?" B’Elanna asked and squeezed Seven’s hand.
"No," he said, obviously confused. "But my Nara is quite a seamstress."
Seven’s eyes widened. "And are you a plumber?"
"Great Goddess, no," he laughed. "As I said, I am a farmer. But I have done my share of home repairs. Unfortunately, I don’t think we’ll be having a home other than this shuttle for a while."
"Kahless?" Seven whispered and looked at B’Elanna.
"Don’t look at me," B’Elanna said in a whisper. "Um, Tach, can you two travel?"
"Nara can, but I can’t guarantee myself. I am a bit…clumsy." He flinched and Nara leaned out.
"I told you not to dawdle. Where’s the firewood?" She stretched and rubbed the small of her back.
"If you’re interested, we have a cabin a few hours from here. It’s warm and dry, and we have a good supply of food," B’Elanna said.
Nara leaned into Tach, and wrapped her arm around him. "We have nothing to offer in return," she said.
"You’re a farmer," B’Elanna said. "You can help us… uh, farm. Can you hunt?"
He nodded.
Seven stepped forward. "Nara, you are a seamstress? We require…assistance," she explained, then pointed to her shirt to prove the point.
Nara jumped down from the shuttle and approached Seven, carefully examining her clothes. "You’re a big one, aren’t you?" she asked. "And you certainly do need…assistance."
Seven pulled away and glared at the smaller, rounder woman. "Do you wish to accept our offer?"
Nara smiled. "I like her." She turned to B’Elanna. "Are you as difficult as she is?"
"Worse," Torres said as she stepped onto a rock behind Seven that put her several inches above her wife. She wrapped her arms around Seven from behind and rested her chin on her lover’s shoulder. "Much worse."
"It’s a deal," Nara said without looking to Tach.
Chapter Ten: Close Quarters
It took just over two hours to get back to cabin, which surprised B’Elanna. She had expected a clumsy farmer and his pregnant wife to slow them down, but both proved to be competent. They traveled quietly through the trees and didn’t complain about the weight of the tools. Once back at the cabin, the farmers were impressed.
"I don’t think you’ll be needing much help from me with the cabin," Tach said as he shook his head. "That’s a sturdy structure, and from the size of that smoke shed, looks like I have some hunting to do."
"Come on inside," B’Elanna said as she opened the door. The fire in the hearth was mostly burned down, but there were coals glowing brightly thanks to the hard wood and the well-crafted fireplace. The room was warm and the smell of breakfast still lingered.
Nara followed B’Elanna and smiled as she took in the surroundings. "Well now, we can work with this," she said as she looked at the stack of furs off against one wall. "I’ll have you in shirts in no time." She moved to the hearth and warmed her hands.
Seven and Tach came in last and stacked most of the tools near the door. Tach picked out a small box and carried it over to the table next to the fire.
"Get those boots off," Nara ordered. "I won’t be tending you in a sickbed."
"Yes, dear," Tach said as he sat on the floor at his wife’s feet.
"Oh god," B’Elanna thought. "He’s me… and we’re both whipped." She turned and looked at Seven who had both eyebrows raised and her arms crossed. Her blue eyes were pinned on B’Elanna’s wet boots.
"Yes, dear," B’Elanna said with a huff and tugged her boots off.
Tach smiled at the Klingon and she shrugged her shoulders and sat next to him.
Seven ignored her own wet feet and stoked the fire, pausing her run her hand through B’Elanna’s hair as she passed. Once the flames were putting off as much heat as a warp core breech, she went to the kitchen and started heating some water and collecting spices and some dried meat.
Nara came up behind her. "Can I help you with that?"
Seven turned at looked at the shorter woman’s bulging belly. "Perhaps you should rest. I do not want the child coming out early."
"No chance of that." Nara laughed and rubbed her stomach. "I love Tach, but that man’s never been early to anything in his life."
"And the child knows this?" Seven asked suspiciously.
"Great Goddess, I hope so." Nara laughed again. Seven liked the sound of the tiny woman’s rich laugh. "What is that?" Nara asked, pointing to the pot.
"B’Elanna calls the animal a cow, but I assure you, that is a deceptive designation." Seven tossed in some wild mushrooms.
"Well, if they’re cows, Tach will get the best from them."
"We do not…farm them. They are wild and we take them as we need them," Seven said a bit sadly.
"You don’t much like killing them, do you?" Nara moved closer and examined the various vegetables on the counter, tossing in a few that interested her.
"No," Seven said quietly. "I have seen enough death."
"I hope you never change that way of thinking. Death should never be welcomed. We take a life when we need it. The Goddess doesn’t like waste. Take what you need and leave the rest." Nara smiled up at Seven. "And soon, we’ll be having new life."
Seven nodded, liking the idea of new life, but uncertain about who the goddess in question was. "I have never seen a lifeform from its initial emergence."
"Well, you will," Nara said as she looked around the kitchen, stopping when she saw the power converter. "What’s that? I didn’t think there was any electricity on the planet."
"It is a solar converter. I require it to augment my…implants." Seven glanced out toward the other room, suddenly nervous.
"I noticed your…prosthetics. I didn’t realize your injuries required special treatment. Where you injured in an accident?" Nara asked.
"I was Borg," Seven said quietly.
"Borg? What is that? I don’t understand?" Nara moved closer, staring at the implant over Seven’s eye.
"Be glad you do not. If you did, we would most likely not be meeting now." Seven stepped away and turned to leave. "The stew needs to simmer for a while before it is tender. Help yourself to anything you want." Seven went back out to the fire and sat next to B’Elanna.
"You’re soaked," B’Elanna whispered as she wrapped a fur around her wife and then crawled around her and began taking off her shoes. Seven said nothing, just watching as B’Elanna removed her shoes and rubbed her feet to warm them. The compact Klingon then moved around behind Seven and rubbed her shoulders. Seven relaxed into the touch and leaned back against her.
"You been married long?" Tach asked, smiling at the two women.
"Almost five months," B’Elanna said as she leaned down and kissed Seven’s temple from behind.
"Four months twenty eight days," Seven corrected. "Our anniversary is in two days."
"Then I guess we’ll be having a party," he said. He noticed Seven’s eyes widen. "Or perhaps the two of you can celebrate alone. I remember being newly joined."
"It’s not that," B’Elanna said, though she knew that was a big part of it. "We’ve been alone for a while, and we may need some time to adjust to having…company."
"Good enough," he said.
Nara came in and sat on one of the seats at the small table. She leaned back and let her head fall over the headrest and released a long sigh.
"Are you having the child?" Seven asked, sitting up.
"No," Nara said without moving. "Just nice to be off my feet."
B’Elanna pulled Seven back to her and giggled. "It’s not just gonna’ come shooting out without warning."
Seven turned her head and kissed B’Elanna’s cheek. "Are you certain?"
"Well, yeah," B’Elanna said. "Well, pretty sure." She looked over at Tach. "That thing isn’t gonna’ come flying out of there is it?"
"Goddess, I hope not," he said calmly.
"Tach," Nara said, her eyes still closed. "I think you need to go out hunting tomorrow and help bring in some meat. You need to pull your weight."
"Our weight," he corrected then looked over at B’Elanna. "You mind showing me around in the morning?"
"Not at all. I was going out myself." B’Elanna felt Seven squeeze her arms and she pulled the blonde closer. She enjoyed the closeness, then remember something else. "There are a few rules, though," B’Elanna added.
"It’s your valley," he said carefully. "What is it?"
B’Elanna rubbed Seven’s arm as she spoke, the feisty Klingon not even aware she was doing it. "Well, we use whatever we kill, all the meat, and the hide. And we don’t take the best animals of the herd, leave those for breeding," she explained.
"You sure you’re not a farmer?" he asked. "Those are good rules. It’ll keep the herd strong."
"Oh," B’Elanna said. "One other thing. There’s a honey red calf, you leave that one alone."
"Breeder?" he asked.
"No," B’Elanna said as she kissed Seven’s hair. "That one is my wife’s pet. You don’t want to hurt that one, as a matter of fact, maybe you shouldn’t take any of the honey red ones. I don’t."
Seven blushed, touched by her lover’s words. She had known that B’Elanna would never kill the calf she had named after Naomi Wildman, but she hadn’t been aware that the protection extended to all the reddish blonde cattle.
"I didn’t know," Seven said, turning to B’Elanna.
"Well, I didn’t think you’d want to look at a hide the same color as your little Naomi Wildcow." Torres began blushing too. She wasn’t used to having witnesses to her soft side.
Seven didn’t seem phased by the newcomers. "I love you, Be’nal."
"Me too, my wife," B’Elanna said quietly.
"Naomi Wildcow?" Tach asked with grin that proved he had his own soft spot.
"I have a friend, a child. She was my family on board our ship," Seven explained. "Her name is Naomi Wildman. The calf looks like her. Well, it resembles her…slightly."
Nara sat up. "Tach, you best not be bringing home any ‘honey red’ hides or I’ll string you up myself."
"Yes, dear," he said. He looked over at B’Elanna. "Will you show me exactly what a ‘honey red’ cow is?"
B’Elanna nodded and rested her chin on Seven’s shoulder. It occurred to her that her life on this prison planet seemed more full and rewarding than being Chief Engineer ever had, although if they ever got back to Voyager, she knew her life would be just as full. It wasn’t the planet, or mountain air, or even the new friendly couple. Her life was full because of the woman she held in her arms, and nothing would ever change that.
Captain Janeway was tired of waiting. The Overseer had promised her that the all-powerful "Magistrate" would arrive soon but it wasn’t fast enough for Janeway. The Magistrate was due in three days, but Kathryn decided she would have her crewmembers long before that.
"Tuvok, you’re with me," Janeway said as she came out of her ready room. "Chakotay, you have the bridge. I’m going over there and I’m not coming back until I have news about B’Elanna and Seven." She didn’t wait for a response and Tuvok had to rush to make it to the turbolift with her.
Chakotay nodded. He had already argued with the fiery redheaded captain, trying to convince her to just wait until the Magistrate arrived, but she didn’t agree. He looked down at Tom Paris who was obviously concerned as well and the two men sighed in unison.
Janeway and Tuvok waited at the airlock for their escort. They had been traveling the corridors everyday to appeal to the Overseer to allow a visit, but so far she had not agreed. Janeway had seen several groups of prisoners being led to battlecruisers that always disappeared into the nebula. She had decided to take Voyager into the nebula and retrieve her lost crewmembers if she didn’t get satisfaction soon.
"Captain Janeway," the tall guard said as he opened the air lock. "I will take you to the Overseer’s office."
"Malok, isn’t it?" she asked.
"Yes," he said, shifting his weight.
"I keep seeing prisoners leaving, but none arriving. Why is that?" Janeway walked alongside the giant of a man while Tuvok seemed almost bored as he followed behind her. Tuvok’s expression was impassive, but behind his dark eyes he was noticing every detail of the space station, from the leaking pipe near the airlock to the fact that Malok’s boots needed a shine.
Malok glanced around before speaking. "The prisoners arrive at a different docking ring, near the medical facility."
"Why would they need a medical facility? Doesn’t the prison have doctors on staff?" she asked. She was well aware that a guard should not be sharing any tactical information, and that this man was probably risking his job or worse. She waited for his answer, figuring that if he was going to answer, he would do so when he felt safe.
They walked awhile longer then Malok paused and looked at a small atrium that most likely helped process the station’s air supply. Janeway stood next to him, waiting.
"Jusari Prime is not exactly a prison," he said quietly.
Janeway nodded, keeping her face calm.
"Prisoners are released in two main cities and must fend for themselves," he said.
"And the medical facilities?" she asked.
"There are none on the planet. After retrieval, prisoners are checked for any illness and their genetic markers and universal translators are removed. We use the markers to track and retrieve the prisoners." Malok turned away and watched as another guard approached and passed by. Janeway said nothing.
"The doctors are very conscientious," Malok said. "They also handle placing the children."
"Children?" Janeway asked, truly confused.
Malok turned and faced her. "It is my people’s greatest shame, Captain. The violent criminals are given life sentences, and they become…predatory. Many of the women return with children. We place the ones the mothers do not wish to raise and terminate any unwanted conceptions."
All the color drained from Janeway’s face and she actually felt lightheaded. "You send women down there to be preyed upon?" she asked, her voice cracking.
He looked down, unable to meet her eyes. "There are not many women sent to Jusari Prime. Our own citizens are not sent there except for heinous crimes, and there are not many female travelers in our space."
Janeway glared at Malok, her eyes completely grey. "So you won’t put your own people in harms way, but you send others into hell?"
"As I said, my people are ashamed. The Magistrate began this new system seventy five years ago. It has cut down on crime and it is cost effective," he said quietly.
"Cost effective?" Janeway demanded in a harsh whisper to avoid being overheard. "I want my people out of there, now. What kind of monsters allow this to go on?"
"Most citizens know nothing of the actual horrors of Jusari Prime." His expression was pained. "Those who work here are born to it. We have no choice. If I were to leave, I would be captured and sent to Jusari Prime for life."
"How do I get my people out of there?"
"I cannot help you," he said. "I do what I can to help the prisoners."
"How? By apologizing for dooming them?" Janeway said. Her voice was more snarl than speech.
"I look the other way, leave a restraint a little too loose, accidentally send the nonviolent offenders off course away from the city," he explained.
"What about my people?" Janeway looked down the corridor at a small group that was approaching. Four guards were dragging two men in shackles.
Malok began walking with Tuvok and Janeway flanking him on either side. "Your people seemed resourceful," he said. "The golden haired one complained of an arm injury and asked me to loosen her restraint, but I do not think she was injured. I… agreed to loosen the restraint." With that he was silent, and walked quickly to the Overseer’s office.
Janeway was beyond angry. She was horrified at what her away team might be going through and furious with herself for not demanding their release sooner. She only hoped B’Elanna and Seven had been able to hold there own so far. "A few days… they’re both strong. They can keep themselves safe for a few days," she told herself, but inside she wasn’t convinced.
Once they reached the office Malok leaned closer to Janeway. "There is more," he whispered. "But to reveal it means certain death. Find out about the planet, study it."
Janeway moved closer. "What am I looking for?" she asked, wondering what other horrors could be worse than what he had already revealed.
"Hurry," he said and then marched back down the corridor leaving Janeway at the Overseer’s office under the supervision of the two guards at the door.
Chapter Eleven: Answered Prayers
Nara stood in the doorway of the kitchen and cleared her throat. B’Elanna jerked her head around, startled. She had been sitting at the table removing the hulls from some small nuts while Seven stood in the corner regenerating near the cooking hearth.
"Need something?" B’Elanna asked quietly.
"Can she hear us?" Nara asked as she studied Seven.
"She’s aware of my presence, I don’t know about you." B’Elanna stood and moved over to the door, blocking Nara’s view. "Look, I’m not real comfortable with anyone hanging around looking at her while she’s regenerating…"
"I didn’t mean to intrude," Nara said sincerely. "I was just concerned. Is she all right?"
"She’s fine," B’Elanna said quietly. "I didn’t mean to bite your head off, it’s just that, well…"
"You worry about her," Nara said with a smile. "As it should be. I’ll tell Tach to stay out of the kitchen whenever she’s…uh… regenerating. How long does it take?"
"About two hours, sometimes more if I don’t keep after her to eat right." B’Elanna walked into the main room with Nara, but continually looked over her shoulder. She wasn’t used to having Seven out of her sight when she was so unprotected.
Nara shook her head and smiled. "Go back to her. I’ll just be looking over the skins you’ve gathered so I can start showing Seven how to make those shirts fit a little better."
"Thank you," B’Elanna said. She went back the kitchen and continued cracking open the nuts. It was a time consuming task made more difficult by the fact that the Klingon constantly caught herself staring at her wife and wondering what she did to deserve the beautiful woman.
Tach closed the door to the smoking shed and washed his hands in a nearby bucket. He turned when he heard footsteps.
"B’Elanna," he said. "I finished hanging that meat. Those cattle of yours are a little bigger than I’m used to." He smiled shook the water from his hands.
"You’re done?" B’Elanna asked. "It usually takes me until evening to prepare it for drying."
"You took that animal down like a first class hunter, but thirty five years of experience butchering cattle gives me an advantage in there." He pointed to the spears on the ground. "Those’ll work, obviously, but I think I can rig up a crossbow if you’re interested."
"I like the way you think." Her smile widened.
"I took the liberty of having a good look at the storage area this morning. Might be nice to set up a cold room, maybe somewhere we could hang a few sides of meat." He fidgeted with a stick from the ground. "Don’t mean to be presumptuous."
"Not at all," B’Elanna assured him. "We thought of that too, but we haven’t found anyway to rig it."
"Well, if we built an insulated building a little bigger than the smoke shed, couldn’t we use some of the coolant from the shuttle and some tubing? Don’t all thrusters need coolant?" he asked.
"For a farmer, that’s pretty good thinking. Unfortunately, we checked into that, and there isn’t enough coolant or tubing to rig it." B’Elanna sighed, thinking how nice it would be to have fresh steaks instead of just jerky and rabbit.
"Even with our shuttle?" he asked.
B’Elanna stopped in her tracks, her mind calculating tubing and coolant requirements per square foot of the area to be refrigerated. She was in full engineer mode and it felt good.
"I’m gonna’ enjoy having you around, Tach." She pulled him to a stop and looked into his pale brown eyes. He might look like a Neanderthal, but he was a godsend. "Ya’ know, right before you two got here, Seven and I were asking for a tailor and plumber. Looks like he sent me an engineer too."
"Asking who?"
"Kahless." Torres laughed. "I don’t believe much in prayer, but it seems like he heard me."
"Have you paid tribute?" he asked.
"Uh, no."
"Well, you must. Won’t you incur this Kahless’ wrath?" Tach seemed extremely concerned, looking around as if Kahless would jump out of a tree and strike them both dead on the spot. "What is the expected offering for such a gift?"
"Um, well, I was joking about going to the sweat caves for a day… we were just kidding." Now Torres looked around, expecting to her wife jump out of a tree and strike her dead for getting trapped in the current conversation. "Besides, we don’t have sweat caves here," she tried.
"A sweat house is easy enough to prepare," Tach said waving one hand in the air. "We should wait until Nara has brought the child into being. We will need her help."
"Um, Tach…If I were to do a sweat, I hardly think I’d need your wife’s help. No offense." She looked around for her own wife thinking the fates would probably drop the exdrone on her any minute.
"No offense taken." He studied B’Elanna. "Have you ever entered a ritual sweat?"
"Well, not exactly."
"And it is part of your spiritual quest?" he asked.
"Well, I’m only half Klingon. But I have had experiences," she said, thinking of her unpleasant visit to the Barge of the Dead.
He smiled. "We will help you through it. I sense you are a woman of honor, B’Elanna. If you promised your Kahless a sweat, you must give it." He walked away, obviously considering the subject settled.
"Thanks," she said. She walked toward the cabin, thinking about her words before the shuttle arrived. Each step closer to the Homestead made her realize how much Tach and Nara’s arrival had been exactly what she had requested, and she was Klingon after all. Besides, how difficult could a day of sweating be? She sweated everyday. It might even be kind of fun.
The next month passed quickly, with everyone keeping busy. Nara taught Seven and B’Elanna faster ways to tan the hides and helped collect herbs, berries and nuts. Their days were busy, despite the fact that they had four people working. The first thing they did was build the cold storage house for the meat, then they moved on to expanding the cabin, which Seven was especially grateful for. The two weeks it had taken to add a separate bedroom had been the longest of her life. She had become quite short tempered in the close quarters, not appreciating the fact that she and B’Elanna had to limit their lovemaking. She enjoyed making love with her beloved Klingon at least once a day, and preferred the spontaneity of grabbing B’Elanna whenever the mood stuck her, often spending the afternoon in bed. She was not amused by the concept of planning lovemaking around times when they had the cabin alone, not amused at all.
The first night after the new bedroom had been completed she and B’Elanna moved into it, the group deciding that the "Newly Joined" should have the more spacious addition and the privacy it afforded. The first day after it had been completed, Seven and B’Elanna never left their bed.
Once Seven felt properly reintroduced to her wife, the group began B’Elanna’s dream project. They added a bathtub with running hot and cold water as well as putting in a real toilet with leech fields. The Klingon decided she was in heaven. Indoor plumbing and a hot bath seemed almost decadent, add to that a private room with six feet of hot-blooded blonde, and life couldn’t get any better. Now they just had to wait for Nara’s baby, and then settle the minor matter of the sweat she owed Kahless.
Seven was sitting in front of the fire making a jacket for B’Elanna. She and Nara had carefully prepared the calfskin so that it was as smooth as a newborn’s bottom, or so Nara explained. Seven would wait until she actually felt the child in question’s bottom before deciding. She had used a rich brown dye made from tree bark on the leather. She thought it would complement B’Elanna’s eyes and looked forward to giving it to her.
"Seven?" Nara said from the small table.
"Yes?" Seven looked up from the leather covering her lap as she sat in front of the fire.
"How long before Tach and B’Elanna get back?" she asked, knowing that Seven had an incredible ability to keep track of time and estimate when any given task would be completed.
Seven raised an eyebrow. "They were going out to the herd at the end of the lake. If they were successful with their hunt, they should be back in under two hours," she explained and then went back to her project.
"Um, Seven?"
"Yes?" Seven asked, looking up again.
"It’s time," Nara said.
"Time?" Seven stared at Nara, then the realization sank in. Her pale features lost what little color there was and then she stood and tossed the jacket onto the floor. "You must wait until Tach returns," Seven decreed.
"It doesn’t work that way," Nara said with a faint smile.
"I do not care how it works," Seven said as she moved to the table. "You will wait for Tach."
Nara laughed and shook her head. She had grown very fond of Seven and B’Elanna and was still amazed that Seven’s brilliant mind often had no understanding of day to day reality.
"I see no humor in this situation," Seven said, her voice rising as she paced around Nara. She stopped and cautiously looked under the table as if the child would come crawling out at her.
"Oh, Seven, believe me, this is funny." Nara stood, using the table to lever herself out of the chair.
"What are you doing?" Seven yelled and jumped back. She looked from Nara’s belly to the rug, edging closer and then pulling back, not sure if the child would flop onto the cabin floor.
"I’m having contractions," Nara explained calmly. "I’m going to walk around a little so my back doesn’t hurt so bad. Then I’m going to go over to the bed and get the supplies together."
"No," Seven ordered. "You should not be doing any of that. I will prepare the bed, and you should not be walking," With that, Seven picked up Nara and carried her toward the bed.
"I’m in labor, not crippled," Nara said.
Seven stopped and stared at the bed, then at Nara. "What do I need to do?"
"Let me see?" Nara said. "For starters…you can put me down."
Seven settled Nara on the bed and glared at her. "You are enjoying my discomfort," she accused.
"Yes, I am." Nara shifted until she was more comfortable. "Now get me a stack of towels, some clean, hot water and some jerky."
"What are you going to do with the jerky?" Seven asked, horrified.
"Eat it," Nara said and then burst into laughter. "Seven, how can someone as smart as you are know so little about birth?"
"As a Borg I had no experience with this process, and I do not remember my own birth," she said, somewhat offended. She hurried to the storeroom and came back with the jerky and towels.
"Thanks." Nara took the jerky and began chewing it while she put the towels on the bed under her and then started removing her pants.
Seven went to the door and looked outside for any sign of B’Elanna or Tach but saw none. She went back to the bed and stood with her hands linked behind her back.
"You must delay this child’s arrival. I have insufficient experience to assist you," Seven said.
"It probably won’t get here for a few hours anyway," Nara said calmly. "If it does, just do what I tell you."
"Very well." Seven nodded, somewhat more relaxed. "How many children have you delivered?"
"Well, none," Nara said.
"No," Seven said. "You will not have this child until they return. I forbid it."
"Seven, children don’t listen even after they’re born. They certainly don’t listen while they’re inside." Nara shook her head and looked to the door. She was trying to remain calm, but the idea of Seven as a midwife did not appeal to her. "Maybe you should go get them," Nara said.
"I do not believe that is the prudent course of action," Seven said, although the idea of leaving the cabin certainly appealed to her. She had complained about the foot of snow outside, but now she would be quite willing to go outside even if the snow increased to ten feet.
Nara looked at Seven and then the door while Seven studied the floor. They both knew Seven was in over her head. A sound outside caused both of them to turn toward the door. Seven sprinted outside without grabbing a coat or shoes. She saw Tach and B’Elanna lifting a side of beef into the cold storage.
"B’Elanna," Seven yelled, running toward her spouse.
Tach and the Klingon looked up, both covered in sweat.
"What it is?" B’Elanna asked as she moved toward her wife.
"Your child is coming," Seven said to Tach angrily.
Tach smiled and ran toward the cabin. His thick brow ridge crinkled as his smile widened with each step. B’Elanna began moving toward the cabin as well, but stopped when she reached Seven.
"Hey, is everything all right?" she asked noticing how pale Seven was and the look of terror in her eyes.
"No. No, it is not. You left me here and… and…"
She saw Seven shiver, and took off her thick cloak and wrapped it around her as she led her toward the cabin. "Good thing we came across this bull on this side of the meadow." She knew Tach was the only one experienced at assisting births, although his experience was limited to cattle. "Is Nara okay?" B’Elanna asked.
"She is fine. She finds the experience humorous." Seven stopped and looked at B’Elanna and then pulled her into a hug.
B’Elanna held her for a moment and then eased away. "Let’s go inside where it’s warm."
Seven nodded and kept her arm around B’Elanna the entire time. Once inside, they went to the bed to check on Nara.
"Her water broke," Tach said calmly. "Could still be a while, though. The contractions are still a ways apart."
"That is disgusting," Seven said after looking at the bed and seeing the water in question and then headed for the other room.
Two hours later B’Elanna was able to convince Seven to come back into the room. It was just in time for her to see the baby born. Suddenly, she didn’t find the experience quite as disgusting. She watched as Nara and Tach held their son, a child their love created, and she felt an unfamiliar ache inside.
B’Elanna seemed to feel her lover’s pain and took her hand. "You okay?" she asked.
"I did not realize," Seven whispered as she watched the tiny child struggling to hold Tach’s finger in his fist.
"Realize what?" B’Elanna ran the back of her fingers down Seven’s cheek. The taller woman smiled into the touch and lowered her face down to her partner’s.
"He is already a person," Seven said as she pressed her forehead against B’Elanna’s. "A person who is loved just for being… for existing."
"That’s the way it’s supposed to be." B’Elanna kissed Seven’s nose. "Come on, let’s give them some time alone." She led Seven back to the main room and they sat in front of the crackling fire and held each other, unknowingly thinking the same thoughts. Each woman was wondering what a child of theirs would look like and hoping that the other would someday want to have children, but each still too unsettled by the new feelings to voice them.
Chapter Twelve: Revelations
"I want my people off that planet now," Captain Janeway demanded as she stalked into the Overseer’s office and grabbed the data padd from the tall woman’s hand.
"I have already informed you…" the Overseer began.
"I don’t care," Janeway said, her voice dangerous and deep. "You led me to believe they were in a prison, not thrown into a free for all where they would be stalked like animals."
"Someone on my staff has been a bit too generous with information," she said as she came around her desk and took the data padd back from the smaller woman.
"Thank you for not insulting my intelligence by denying it. I want my people and I want them now." Janeway looked up at the imposing woman and locked her in her gaze, daring the Overseer to argue.
"I wish I could help you, Captain, but it is not within my power," the Overseer said quietly.
"Not good enough," Janeway said menacingly. "Give me the coordinates and I’ll get them myself."
"I’m afraid it will take you seventeen years to get there at maximum warp." The Overseer moved the comm panel on the wall. "Unless you have access to your own wormhole."
"What are you talking about?" Janeway moved closer to her, inside the taller woman’s comfort zone, causing her lean away from the small but imposing captain.
"The Nebula is artificial, as is the wormhole it conceals. Without the wormhole, there is no way for you to reach Jusari Prime."
"Then I’ll use your wormhole," Janeway said. Her mind was reeling at the possibilities an artificial wormhole represented, but until she had her missing crewmembers, that would have to wait.
"That will not happen." The Overseer shook her head slowly and laced her fingers together under her chin.
"Oh?" Janeway challenged.
"Your ship is not able to access the wormhole or handle the gravimetric stress once inside." She sighed and studied the captain and then stared at the comm panel. "Even if your ship could handle the increased stress, the wormhole cannot be opened on a whim."
"A Whim?" Janeway put her hand across the comm panel and leaned against the wall. "I don’t call rescuing my people a whim."
"A poor choice of words," she replied. "What I meant, captain, was that the wormhole opens when it opens. We know the gateway schedule, but you do not. And before you think about using the previous battlecrusier flights into the nebula to decipher the timetable, you should know that it changes each day. We have no control over it, but after years of study we do know its complex cycle."
"Sounds like you’ve covered every angle." Janeway turned and rested her back against the comm panel. "The problem is, you’ve lied to me so many times, I don’t believe you."
"Your beliefs are immaterial," the Overseer said. She looked into Janeway’s eyes and for the first time, allowed her remorse to show. "It is too late," she whispered.
"What does that mean?" Janeway asked. She felt fear grip her, squeezing her heart, pushing her down into a place so dark she wasn’t sure she could ever climb back out. Her mind supplied the worst case scenario, that they were both already dead.
"The Magistrate will be here before we can dispatch a retrieval ship. You must speak with him, and he does not share my attitudes about this issue," she explained.
"Are they alive?"
"As far as I know," the Overseer said.
"I want to know everything about this planet that you do," Janeway demanded.
The Overseer said nothing for a moment as she considered the request. She nodded and went to the comm panel. "I can show you an image of the planet, but it will not show you much beyond the climate and continental configuration."
"It’s a start," Janeway moved closer to the panel and waited while the other woman pulled up the data. The image filled the screen; Janeway stiffened and her jaw clenched as she recognized the unusual make up of the planet. "What is the temporal differential?" Janeway asked, her voice at its most deadly register.
"I, you… how did you know?" The Overseer stepped away from the captain, surprised by Janeway’s recognition of a planetary mutation she hadn’t know existed anywhere else and more than a little intimidated by the chilling quality of the small woman’s voice.
Janeway turned and grabbed the taller woman by the jacket and shoved her against the wall, surprising the Overseer with her strength. "What is the temporal differential?"
"Time moves 180 times faster on Jusari Prime than in the rest of the Universe." The Overseer’s voice cracked. "By the time we can recover your people, their sentence will be complete. Each day here is more than a half year for them."
Janeway pushed away from the taller woman, her hands shaking. Every instinct told her to choke the life out of the woman in front of her, but she was a Starfleet Captain, and she would not give in to the primal desire. She walked to the door and took several deep breaths before turning.
"I want to talk to someone who has been there," Janeway stated.
"That isn’t… I…I will arrange it. There is a group docking in two hours. You may observe their arrival, but I cannot allow you to speak with them." The Overseer saw the determined look on Janeway’s face. "It is the best I can do. The Magistrate will be displeased that I have even offered to let you witness their arrival."
"Displeased? I don’t think you have any idea of how displeased I am, and you don’t want to see what that is going to mean to you." The captain’s eyes narrowed, they were cold, showing no hint of the compassion Janeway was known for.
"You may witness the arrival… and no more," the Overseer said. She reached down and signaled for the guard and the door opened. The guard immediately stepped inside.
"Overseer?" he asked.
"See the captain to her ship, and then escort her and her party to the observation room for the next arrival."
"Ma’am?" he asked, obviously confused.
"You have my orders," the Overseer said and turned her back to the captain.
"Yes, Overseer," he said.
Janeway followed without a word. She was too busy picturing Seven and B’Elanna and wondering how they could survive on the planet. She walked back to Voyager, her thoughts traveling back to Seven. She was still so new to humanity and Kathryn wondered what emotional scars the beautiful young woman would return with. She had only been on Voyager for three years, but she had made so much progress. Now, trapped for almost as long on a planet full of inmates without any humanity, all of that had probably been erased. She hoped B’Elanna could look beyond her dislike of the tall blonde and keep her safe, although, even as that thought crossed her mind she felt guilty. Of course B’Elanna would do everything she could to keep Seven out of harm’s way. The Klingon was an honorable woman with fierce loyalties to her crew. She would give her life to save any of Voyager’s crew. A shiver ran through the captain’s spine as she realized that the situation could very easily call for that. "Keep each other safe," Kathryn thought as she reached the docking clamp to her ship. "And for god’s sake don’t kill each other."
She entered the familiar corridors of her ship and headed for the bridge so that she could call the senior staff together. On her way, she passed the holodeck and briefly thought of Michael Sullivan. The weight of the past hit her like a phaser blast. She couldn’t love him…it. It wasn’t real; she couldn’t go to him and share her anguish because he could no more understand the dilemma than he could walk off of the holodeck. Worse, she realized as she continued toward the turbolift, there was someone she desperately needed to talk to, needed to touch, if only for an instant to get the grounding sense of peace their connection always offered. That someone was on Jusari Prime.
"I’m in love with her,"
Kathryn thought, the words shocking her, causing her to stop and lean against the wall for support. "It’s always been her." She pictured Seven standing in Astrometrics, smirking when she had just pointed out some error the rest of the crew had missed. She remembered the day on the shuttle when Seven had been convinced a conspiracy would be her undoing. She remembered in exacting detail how she had asked the former Borg to trust her, and how relief had washed through her when the forcefield came down. She remembered kneeling down beside Seven, so close that she could see the tiny crinkles around Seven’s eyes that were evidence of her fear, but something else had been revealed as well. Seven eyes were a deep blue, so deep they begged to be drowned in, blue and pleading. Those eyes that so many saw as cold chips of ice were full of life and hope and love. "She loves me," some part of Kathryn’s mind had whispered as she had knelt at Seven’s feet like a lover proposing marriage. That was the moment, the moment that sent her running to the holodeck like a coward to find someone, something, to hide behind. Her love for Seven had peeked out on the shuttle, and Kathryn had run screaming for the nearest exit.
"You have to be all right, Seven," Kathryn whispered in the empty corridor. "Come back to me and I swear I won’t let my fear stand in our way." She entered the turbolift replaying her last conversations with Seven and realized how much she had hurt the woman she loved. Seven had struck out at the Michael Sullivan character, and Kathryn had missed the jealousy it exposed. "Come home to me," she whispered before ordering the lift to the bridge.
Snow fell lightly each day on Jusari Prime and the weeks passed quickly. The adults in the Homestead adjusted to the routine established by its newest member. The tiny child had a name bigger than he was. Tyralanar had been Nara’s favorite uncle, and she proudly gave her son his name, but it was quickly shortened to Ty. She would reserve the use of his full name for when he was older and in trouble, much like humans who only used a child’s first and middle name when serious discipline was about to ensue.
Tach seemed content to stay at the cabin with his new son, which was fine with B’Elanna and Seven. They would go out each morning to hunt, relishing the time alone in the beautiful snow covered setting, although Seven let B’Elanna do the actual killing. When Tach and B’Elanna had gone out at the break of dawn, they quickly found a few rabbits to bring down and returned in a few hours. With Seven along there seemed to be no reason to hurry. The two women took their time, often pausing under the cover of a tree to just hold each other and enjoy their surroundings. They would eventually find a rabbit or small deer, and sometimes they would watch the animals going about the forest. B’Elanna learned quickly to kill and dress out their meal before ‘nature watching’ because once they had seen a rabbit hopping around in the snow or wrinkling its nose, Seven invariably found some reason to spare the animal. Of course it was always a logical, unemotional reason; it was too thin, or too small, or it had too much fat, or it looked tough. B’Elanna would frown and grimly agree that yes, it was a miserable looking animal and they would find another.
The day came to repay Kahless, and B’Elanna was both excited and nervous. Tach had prepared the sweathouse in only a few hours, creating a domed frame and covering it with heavy hides. He built a huge fire at the front and placed carefully chosen stones to heat while he waited for B’Elanna to arrive.
"It is ready," Nara said as she stomped the snow off of her boots. She was standing in the doorway with a smile B’Elanna couldn’t quite identify.
"Okay," B’Elanna said as she wrapped herself in a thick cloak. "I’m almost ready."
"We are almost ready," Seven corrected as she stood up from the chair next to the hearth. She cradled Ty in her arms, his face nuzzling her breast as if he expected her to provide a warm meal like his mother always did.
"Wait a minute." B’Elanna turned and shook her head. "I made this promise and I will pay the debt. You are not going through this."
"Indeed?" Seven asked as she walked past the flustered Klingon and handed Ty to his mother. Nara smirked and went to her bedroom to change Ty’s clothes.
"Seven, you have no idea what this involves. It’s very demanding." B’Elanna stood with her hands on her hips watching helplessly as Seven gathered a thick fur cloak around her willowy frame.
"Are you implying that I am unable to handle its demands?" Seven leaned over a stack of diapers and grabbed her boots.
"Well, no…I…" B’Elanna growled and threw her hands into the air. She was screwed and she knew it. If she agreed that her wife couldn’t handle the ordeal the stubborn blonde would do it just to prove her wrong, and if she conceded that Seven could handle it, well, Seven would climb into the sweathouse with her.
"Yes?" Seven asked with a knowing smile.
"Fine, but don’t come crying to me when it gets too hot," B’Elanna grumbled.
"Borg do not cry," Seven said as she pulled B’Elanna into a gentle kiss.
"Yeah, well…what was I saying?" B’Elanna leaned against Seven and pulled her face down for another kiss.
Nara cleared her throat, but the two women didn’t break their kiss. She cleared it again, more loudly, and rolled her eyes as the two deepened the kiss. "Let’s go," the tiny woman finally ordered.
Seven looked at the sweathouse and thought it was the most incorrect designation anyone could have come up with. It was a fur hut in the snow, and she couldn’t imagine anyone sweating with the foot and half of snow that covered the surrounding area. To call the structure a house was indeed generous. She knew that even B’Elanna couldn’t stand up in it, and doubted she and her spouse would be able to fit inside at the same time.
"You can still back out," B’Elanna said smugly as if reading Seven’s mind.
"I will…adapt." Seven looked over at Tach who had settled by the fire with his back to the sweathouse. He had Ty on his lap and was telling the infant some long involved tale.
"Okay," Nara said crisply. "Take off those clothes."
Seven’s eyes widened. "I am already cold. How am I supposed to sweat if I remove my clothing?"
"Strip, Borg," B’Elanna said as she began tossing her clothes into a pile next to the small dwelling.
Seven glanced back at Tach, and once she was convinced that he was not looking at her wife, she smiled. "We are both going to be nude?" she asked. She watched as B’Elanna’s nipples hardened instantly when the frigid air hit them. Suddenly she liked this idea very much. Obviously she and B’Elanna would go inside the cramped building and create their own heat. Seven ripped her clothing off and stood naked in front of Nara awaiting the next command.
"That was fast." Nara was a bit surprised by how quickly the tall woman had disrobed and more than a little distracted by her perfect body. She might be married, but she was not immune to Seven’s considerable assets.
"Inside, my little exhibitionist," B’Elanna said. She shivered and rubbed her arms, moving from foot to foot on the cold ground.
"Little?" Seven asked as she bent down to crawl into the sweathouse. B’Elanna didn’t answer, distracted by the tantalizing view of Seven’s backside as she wiggled through the small opening.
It was hot, hot and impossibly dry inside the sweathouse. Seven felt like someone had pushed her into a plasma manifold, or perhaps under it, because the heat was oppressive, making her feel like it was forcing her to the ground. She felt B’Elanna’s hand on her hip, and what should have been a pleasant, arousing caress became a distant, dull reminder to keep moving. Once inside, the former Borg drone wondered what she had gotten herself into.
"Kahless, it’s like gre'thor in here," B’Elanna said. It seemed odd that a payment to Kahless would be so much like a visit to the Klingon equivalent of hell.
Seven nodded, and pressed her body onto the heat-baked soil hoping to find cooler air at the lowest point in the tiny structure. Her body was already covered in sweat and she realized that Tach was indeed an expert builder of sweathouses. She sucked in air trying cool her body but the air was like an oven and seemed to only heat her from within. This was not what she had expected.
B’Elanna settled onto her back on the ground beside Seven and looked over at her. Seven’s blonde hair was soaked in sweat and sticking to her face. B’Elanna enjoyed the silky strands and was happy that Seven was letting it grow out. She reached over and wiped it off of her closed eyes. "I like the longer hair," she whispered.
Seven opened one eye, and did not look amused. "Right now, I miss my Borg hair style."
"Not on your life," B’Elanna said quietly. "I love your hair and I can’t wait ‘til you can braid it down one side."
Nara crawled into the tiny space and handed each woman a container of water that they eagerly drank down. "Easy," she said. "Not too fast." Nara’s thick brow was cover in sweat, but she seemed unaffected. She took another container of water and poured it over the rocks filling the room with steam. Seven instantly missed the annoying, dry heat. The steam seemed to add to her misery. Nara noticed her discomfort and poured some water onto Seven’s back. It felt amazing. B’Elanna raised her eyebrows in silent request and Nara poured the water over her chest then ducked out of the room and left them alone.
"How long must we stay in here?" Seven asked without opening her eyes.
"Until we a have a vision or turn into jerky."
Seven kept her eyes closed and tried to relax despite the weight of the heat on her body. She took small breaths, trying to avoid too much over heated air entering her lungs at once and fought to relax. She had tried meditating with Tuvok on board Voyager but found it inefficient. Now, she had no where else to be, so she focused on the sound of her beloved B’Elanna beside her and the sound of her own heart pounding in her ears. She reached over and gripped B’Elanna’s smaller, darker hand, smiling when she felt a reassuring squeeze.
B’Elanna felt Seven take her hand and her body relaxed, but then Seven always had that effect on her. She shifted on the ground and took slow breaths and waited for her Klingon side to do something. She hoped it would show up soon, but she also hoped it wouldn’t send her running outside naked in full blood lust looking for an enemy to slay.
"Ahem." Nara cleared her throat and put her hand on her husband’s back. Tach had his forehead gently pressed against Ty’s tiny belly and was growling, not the most dignified thing for a sacred firekeeper to be caught doing.
"How are they?" he asked, smiling down at Ty who whimpered when his playmate pulled away.
"They will be fine," Nara said and sat next to Tach. She reached over and pulled Ty’s covers around his neck against the cold.
"They argue as much as we do," he said with a wry grin.
"Yes, and B’Elanna loses every time… just like you."
"Not true," he said. "Seven lets B’Elanna win sometimes…unlike you."
Nara smiled and snuggled closer thinking about their two friends. It was true of course, B’Elanna won some of the daily conflicts, but more often than not, Seven would cheat. She would look at B’Elanna with her big sky blue eyes, tilt her head to one side, flash a meek smile, and the Klingon would give up. Although, whenever they discussed something serious, they seemed able to come to the best resolution, no matter who was the winner of the argument. Nara thought she might just take that into mind the next time Tach seemed to have a valid point.
Seven felt like her body was shrinking and she thought she was suffocating. She was still stretched out on the ground with her face pressed to the dried mud, but now she was using her Borg hand to dig a tiny hole next to her face in hopes of finding cooler air to breathe. She felt as if she were floating, and the only sound was her heart, or was it a drum? She had a vague memory of a Klingon myth about the drum of Kahless, how warriors with true hearts could hear its beat, and if they were worthy, their hearts would pound in time with it. But that was a myth, and she didn’t believe in myths.
B’Elanna remained on her back, the earth was a grounding presence until she felt it begin to sway from side to side. She opened her eyes and realized that she was on a ship, a ship she had seen before.
"Not again," she said disgustedly, and then the bargemaster turned, but instead of the keeper of the Klingon dead, she saw her mother, Miral.
"B’Elanna, Ka’pla," the older Klingon said.
"Please tell me this is a heat induced hallucination."
"Do not concern yourself. You are not going off to Stovocor just yet." Her mother slapped her on the back, almost knocking her over.
"I should have known better than to try one of these damn Klingon rituals." B’Elanna walked to the edge of the ship and looked over at the swirling sea of lava. "Probably fried my brain. Seven’s gonna’ kill me if I ever wake up."
"You chose well, daughter. She has a true heart." Miral leaned against the rail and mirrored B’Elanna’s gaze over the fiery surface.
"Yes, she does." B’Elanna turned to the hallucination. "But she’s not a Klingon. I can’t imagine that pleasing you."
"She does not have to please me. It is enough that she pleases you. You must find your own way, and not worry so much about living your life for others." She reached out and turned B’Elanna toward her.
"Now, I know you’re a hallucination." B’Elanna studied the older version of herself.
"You walk a path of honor. Nothing else matters. You adapt our ways for yourself, as it should be," Miral said with a wistful smile.
"So, am I to believe that you are dead? Or do you just happen to be on your own Klingon vision quest right now somewhere in the Alpha Quadrant?" B’Elanna asked.
"You think too much." Her mother took her chin and turned her face to the side and kissed her on the cheek the way B’Elanna had done to Seven during their bonding ritual. "Be happy daughter."
"Thank you," she said. "I am."
"She is worthy of you," her mother said with a smile. "And I never thought I would say that about anyone."
B’Elanna smiled. Hallucination or not, she was enjoying this talk.
"You must go back," her mother told her. "Your Be’nal needs you. She listens to the drum of Kahless, and you must call her back."
"Call her back? How?" B’Elanna asked. "From where?"
"She hears the drum, and will leave with it unless your heart calls to her." She leaned forward and gripped B’Elanna’s arms in a warrior’s grasp. "Go, daughter. Be happy."
"What drum?" she asked as the ship began to fade. She tried to remember where she had heard of the drum, then it hit her. It was an old myth, one she had loved as a very small child. The warriors who had true hearts would hear the drum of Kahless and their hearts would begin to beat with in time with it. It was said that the truest of hearts would sometimes fade as the drum slowed and Kahless would take them with him to Stovokor.
"Seven," B’Elanna yelled as she sat up, but she lost her balance in the steam filled room.
Seven heard a sound, it was relaxing, and it comforted her. She opened her eyes and found that she was in a cave. There were two people standing several feet away with their backs to her and another was far in the distance. "Apparently," she thought, "I have mastered meditation, and am having a vision." It was annoying that her once rational mind was being cluttered with such human jumbles of archetypal images.
"Seven of Nine, tertiary adjunct to unimatrix zero one," the darker figure on the left said as it turned. It was Seven, or rather the drone she had been. "We have been polluted by humanity. Return to the collective where we belong."
Seven looked at her former self and frowned, and then raised an eyebrow. "You are an imperfect vision. I do not wish to engage you."
The second figure turned and Seven was looking at the person she would have been if she had not been assimilated, Annika Hansen, beautiful, and fully human. "Hello, Annika," the apparition said to Seven and smiled warmly. She was wearing a billowing white dress that was waving gently despite the lack of a breeze.
Seven glared at the newcomer, not finding it any more appealing. "Why am I seeing versions of myself? What kind of vision is this? Am I not supposed to speak to great masters who will enlighten me?"
Annika laughed, her voice carefree and playful. "Who better to explain yourself than us?"
"This human is insignificant. Seven of Nine, why do you insist on reclaiming that which makes you weak?" the drone demanded.
"I am her strength," Annika said. "I am the part of her that loves."
"Love is irrelevant," the drone responded.
"And that is why the Borg will never achieve the perfection they seek," Annika said as she crossed her arms over her chest.
"Humans are weak, their necks snap easily," the drone said as she moved toward Annika. "We will demonstrate."
"How can you do that?" Annika asked. "You are alone here, without the collective to guide you, you’re a puppet with its strings cut. And you don’t look much like Pinocchio."
Seven looked at the two and then sighed. She turned and walked back toward the sound of the drum in the distance. She found the arguing pair tiresome and didn’t want to see either one. They continued arguing even as Seven left, which seemed wasteful since it was Seven’s vision and they were bickering out of her range of hearing.
"Seven, Be’nal of B’Elanna," a deep voice said. It was a commanding voice, yet there was a sincere quality to it. Seven turned and saw a robust and familiar Klingon standing behind her.
"Well," she told the third being. "At least you are what I expected to see in a self-induced hypnotic state. Kahless, I presume?" She studied him, and decided that he seemed rather unremarkable. "For a god, you lack the perfect physique I would expect. You have a rather large protruding stomach, and your incisors needed sharpening. My wife’s teeth have a much finer edge."
He laughed a held his large belly. "I like you," he said taking her by the arm and leading her away from the other two apparitions who were still arguing with each other. "You spend your time denying both sides of yourself when you should be embracing both."
"Predictable quasi-religious advice. I believe I have fallen asleep and I am dreaming," she said.
"Ha," Kahless said, waving his hand dismisively. "You must do as you choose; heed my advice or not. It matters not to me."
Seven walked around the cave examining the walls. "When do I wake up?"
"I am a warrior, not a nursemaid sent to wake you. I must go," he said and started to fade, as he did, the drum began to slow. Seven was being tugged away with him, then something pulled her back, away from the drum and the peace it offered.
"Seven," B’Elanna yelled again. She leaned over and felt her wife’s neck, her pulse was weak and so slow that the Klingon almost couldn’t find it. Seven didn’t move and her hand was limp when B’Elanna squeeze it.
Nara crawled into the sweathouse. "What’s wrong?"
"It’s Seven," B’Elanna pulled Seven to her, carefully shaking her.
"She passed out. It happens. Let’s get her outside."
"No, her pulse is weak," B’Elanna said, trying not to panic. They carried Seven outside and placed her on a fur that was spread out nearby. Tach looked away, thinking that they were just coming out to cool off.
Nara knelt beside Seven and grabbed handfuls of snow and began rubbing them onto her overheated skin. "Seven," she whispered. "Wake up. You’re scaring your wife." She noticed that Seven had stopped sweating, despite the fact that she had made sure both women drank plenty of water. "Tach," she said. "Go to the cabin and bring back the medical kit."
Tach stood and turned, quickly averting his eyes from the two naked women. "I’ll leave Ty over here," he said. Ty was snugly wrapped in a hard backed carrier, which Tach set close enough to the fire to stay warm, but far enough away to be safe and then ran for the cabin.
"Seven, come on, wake up," B’Elanna said as she held her lover’s face in her hands. She felt her pulse, and realized it had slowed even more. She thought of her mother’s words, and the drum of Kahless. She was watching her wife leave her.
"I don’t know what else to do," Nara said. "She should be waking up." She rubbed Seven’s arms and legs with snow, but nothing seemed to reach her.
"Help me," B’Elanna said quickly. She stretched out on her back next to Seven. "Put her on top of me," she ordered.
"What?"
"Put her head here on my chest." Nara helped as B’Elanna guided Seven to her. She held Seven’s face to her breast and breathed slowly.
"She should be on her back. It’s harder to breath the way you have her," Nara protested.
"Shh," B’Elanna said. She used one hand to hold Seven’s cheek to her, and pressed her other hand over Seven’s shoulder. She prayed she was doing the right thing.
Chapter Thirteen: Myths and fairytales
Seven heard a pounding, it was louder than the drum and she focused on the new beat. It was steady and familiar and she pictured B'Elanna as she struggled to move toward the sound. Her body felt light and it was so tempting to float away, but the pounding beckoned her. She felt herself growing heavier and she was cold, but there was something warm and soft under her. She leaned into the warmth and breathed deeply.
"Lana," Seven mumbled. She wanted nothing more than to go to sleep.
"I'm here," B'Elanna said. She rubbed Seven's back and began to sob. "I'm right here. Come back to me, Be'nal."
"Lana," Seven grumbled and wiggled closer to her wife's warm body. She was beginning to feel the cold air on her back.
"Right here, love." B'Elanna sat up, pulling Seven with her. She kissed her temple and smiled at Nara who was looking on.
"Cold," Seven whispered.
Nara grabbed another fur and wrapped it around both women. "You all right?" she asked B'Elanna.
"I am now," the Klingon answered without looking up. Tach came running up to them moments later.
"You're late, as usual, Tach." Nara turned and gave her husband a shake of her head. "Go see to your son."
B'Elanna insisted on holding Seven even after tricorder scans proved that she was all right, but Seven certainly didn't mind. Tach took care of Ty while Nara helped Seven and B'Elanna get dressed. They went back to the cabin, the entire group remaining quiet on the short journey.
Back at the cabin, B'Elanna was in full mother hen mode, a strange Klingon version, but recognizable as mother henning. She insisted that Seven go immediately to bed and brought her a thin broth and hot tea, then sat beside her and helped the embarrassed former Borg eat.
"I am fine," Seven said as B'Elanna tucked her in for the third time.
"You almost died," B'Elanna said, choking on the words. "Damn it, just let me take care of you for a while." She fidgeted with the blankets needing something to keep her hands busy.
"B'Elanna," Seven said gently. "It is more probable that I was simply in a deep hypnotic state and appeared to be in danger."
"Rest," B'Elanna ordered.
"Yes, dear," Seven said, mimicking her wife's favorite snide response and then sighed and leaned back to grudgingly allow B'Elanna to move the furs up around her neck as if she were a child. In truth Seven was uncertain what had happened. She had experienced something, but whether it had been a hallucination induced by the heat, a creation of her own subconscious expectations, or something else, she was not certain. The idea that it was more than her own mind creating complex archetypes was most disturbing to ponder. It made her entire existence as a Borg, focused on the rational, provable sciences seem faulty. Even though she had no desire to rejoin the collective, she found its consistency and infallible logic comforting and didn't like the idea of that being turned upside down.
"Seven?" After still more fidgeting with Seven's blankets B'Elanna finally seemed happy with the placement of the furs and then held her wife's fingers and rubbed her thumb over the back the pale hand.
"Yes, Lana?" Seven studied her hand in B'Elanna's, finding the contrast compelling. She loved B'Elanna's small hands, dark like coffee, the way they were strong enough for any task, yet capable of incredible tenderness and dexterity. Seven's own hands were larger, the color more like cream, but they had their own range of strength and gentleness.
"I need you to make me a promise," B'Elanna said after a few moments. Her voice was quiet, barely a whisper, and her hands began to tremble.
"What is it?" Seven shifted her weight and sat up, but kept her one hand in B'Elanna's which meant that she had to manage the maneuver one handed while not letting the furs slip down so that B'Elanna wouldn't begin fussing again.
"Promise me you will never put me through this again." She saw Seven raise an eyebrow in silent question. "First with the bear, now this…" B'Elanna explained. "Seven, I can't handle this again. Please promise me you won't ever put yourself in danger again."
Seven paused, then sighed and looked up. "I cannot make that promise."
"Please," B'Elanna asked, squeezing her wife's hand.
"B'Elanna, I can promise you that I will not take any unnecessary risks, but I will not make you a promise that I might have to break. Do not ask that of me." Seven eased her hand out of B'Elanna's and rubbed her forehead with both hands. "We both know there are times when we must do dangerous things. I cannot lie to you and say that I will not."
"All right," B'Elanna whispered after a moment. "Just be careful, and no more ritual sweats… unless absolutely necessary."
"Agreed." Seven smiled, recognizing the attempt at humor. "But if I am forced to go back into the sweathouse, next time I am ignoring the drum," she added almost to herself.
"What?" B'Elanna sat up and gaped at her wife. "What drum?"
Seven smiled and shook her head. "Nothing, a myth I read about somewhere. It involved the drum of Kahless."
"You heard it? And you tried to follow it?" B'Elanna felt her skin erupt into goosebumps.
"You are familiar with the legend?" Seven smiled, still dismissing the vision.
"Seven, I was told to go back for you because you were being beckoned by Kahless."
"Told?" Seven wasn't yet ready to believe in any mystical revelations.
"In the sweat house…I had a vision. I was warned that you were in danger, then I woke up and you were…were…"
"Did you see Kahless as well?" Seven asked, thinking that everyone must see similar self-induced hypnotic images.
"You saw Kahless?" B'Elanna demanded. "You saw Kahless, and heard his drum, and I got stuck with my mother?" She and paced the small room, channeling her fear into misplaced indignation. "You're not even Klingon."
"Well, he was rather unremarkable," Seven offered. "He was rotund and his teeth were not nearly as nice as yours are." She hoped to placate her wife, realizing that she perhaps shouldn't have volunteered so much information.
"Unremarkable? Geeze, Seven, you didn't tell Him that did you?" B'Elanna asked as she spun back toward the bed. She studied her wife. "You did!"
"He seemed to appreciate my honesty," Seven said defensively. "Besides, it is not as if it was the Real Kahless…if there even is a real Kahless. He was merely a manifestation of my subconscious expectations," she explained. "Although I found my other selves annoying in the extreme. As I left they were still exchanging insults."
"Selves?" B'Elanna sat back down next to the bed. "What else did you see?"
Seven proceed to explain the entire vision and B'Elanna listened quietly, although she did cringe when Seven repeated her insults about the greatest Klingon warrior who had ever lived. Afterwards, B'Elanna grew very quiet before explaining her own quest imagery. Seven found it most intriguing that they had similar themes of self-acceptance, but dismissed it as what they both subconsciously wanted to hear. B'Elanna wasn't so easily persuaded. When she brought up the drum, and her knowledge of Seven's danger, the exBorg was stymied, then suggested that perhaps B'Elanna had felt her pulse slowing while the were holding hands. Still, B'Elanna leaned toward a spiritual explanation.
Nara and Tach were thrilled with the revelations the sweat ritual provided, though Tach didn't want them to try it again anytime soon. He had been more frightened than he cared to admit when he saw Seven's limp body, and was grateful to find her conscious when he returned. With the debt to Kahless paid, they went about their daily routine with a new sense of purpose and belonging. Both B'Elanna and Seven secretly believed that their arrival on the planet was by far the greatest gift they had received.
Time passed more quickly than anyone had anticipated, and soon the day for Tach and Nara's sentence to end drew near. Seven found herself spending more time with Ty. The bright boy enjoyed every minute of it as he did the time with his beloved "Ba," as he called the Klingon. "Ba" had been his first word, which was no surprise to Nara who had been watching her tiny son fall in love with the rough, gruff, and surprisingly loving woman.
Tach and Nara were out taking a walk and Seven was cooking lunch. She heard the muted pounding at the back of the cabin followed by a very distinctive, demanding voice.
"Ba!" The pounding continued. "Ba! In… Ba in now."
Seven smiled and quietly walked toward her bedroom to see the tiny Narian boy at the door using a one of his father's extra boots as a makeshift battering ram on the bedroom door. As expected, the door opened and B'Elanna grabbed the boy, who squealed his mock fear.
"All right you little rat, now that you've got me, what are you gonna' do with me?" the Klingon asked as she picked him up over her head.
"Bear." Ty growled and pointed toward the giant bed that dominated the room.
"Don't you ever get tired of that story?" B'Elanna kissed his head. In truth, she never tired of telling that particular tale. She carried Ty over by the bed and put him on the floor. He sat on his tiny butt and wiggled from side to side as B'Elanna yanked the giant fur off of the bed and wrapped it around her body. It was the fur from the bear that had attacked Seven so long ago, she had tanned the hide and it had adorned her bed soon after. The Klingon began growling and crawling around the room, which might have been menacing except that the huge fur dwarfed the caramel skinned warrior, leaving half of its length dragging behind her. B'Elanna treasured the skin, it not only represented the first day she revealed her growing feelings to her wife, but it had covered the two women every night since they had first made love.
Seven stood quietly in the doorway, mesmerized by her spouse and the boy she had grown to love with all her heart. She kept the door mostly closed so she wouldn't disturb the scene forming in front of her.
"The huge, evil bear moved through the forest looking for something…or someone to eat," B'Elanna said in a deep voice. She paused to look at Ty and snarled, but instead of scaring him, it sent him into a series of delighted giggles. "There weren't any little boys, so the bear sat and wished for some lunch to come to him." B'Elanna peeked under the bed, licking her lips and smacking her lips.
"Evan!" Ty offered as a suggestion to the bear in front of him. He hadn't quite mastered "S"s yet, and that was his version of the former Borg's name.
"Hmmm," said the bear. "I think I hear something." B'Elanna laughed evilly and crouched down under the fur. "What's this? Here comes my lunch, and she looks tasty."
Ty wiggled and scooted closer.
"Well," B'Elanna told Ty as she stepped back into the narrator voice. "Along came a beautiful princess, who wasn't looking where she was going." Of Course the narrator wasn't looking at the bedroom door, and was oblivious to the "princess" witnessing the tale.
"The princess walked right up and sat not ten feet away from the bear and started picking berries," B'Elanna explained, although Ty knew the story well. "Then…" B'Elanna paused, gathering up the fur around her. "Grrrrrrrrrahh!" she snarled as she pounced on the imaginary princess. "He tried to gobble her up, but the princess was stronger than she looked and she punched the Bear. Grrrrrrrrrrr." B'Elanna fell over and rolled onto her back in a mock struggle.
Ty laughed and decided to assist by leaping onto B'Elanna and wrestling with her for a few moments before she lifted him off.
"Then the princess escaped," B'Elanna said, "and the bear was furious." To illustrate she howled and stomped in circles. "Then, the princess found a great warrior who healed her wounds and went in search of the evil bear."
"Ba!" Ty provided.
"Yes, it was the great warrior, Ba," she continued. "Ba searched everywhere for the bear." B'Elanna proved the point by looking under the bed, behind the pillows, and even lifted Ty up to check under his butt. "Finally the great warrior found the vicious bear…" B'Elanna said, the story building to a grand climax in typical Klingon form.
"And," Seven said as she burst into the room. "The "Great warrior" found the savage bear…taking a Nap next to the lake," Seven said as she crept over to the two dark haired playmates.
Ty giggled even more now that he had both of his favorite aunts with him. B'Elanna, however, frowned and glared at the exdrone who was taking the glory out of the tale.
Seven continued, her voice serious, "And the "Great warrior" snuck up on the bear and killed him while he slept." Seven pounced onto B'Elanna and pinned her to the floor with the fur trapping her inside it. Ty of course helped by jumping onto Seven's back. The three rolled around until Ba signaled her defeat.
"All right, I'm dead already," came the muffled surrender from inside the fur.
Chapter Fourteen: Waiting
Kathryn Janeway calmly explained the temporal differential of Jusari Prime to her senior staff while her stomach was turning inside out.
"Two and a half years?" Chakotay asked. He was always the one to ask the question immediately after the answer had been explained.
"Well, I can certainly empathize with their plight," the Doctor said smugly. "After all, I was stranded outside of the universal time differential for three years on MY planet."
Tom Paris wasn't one to be outdone by a hologram. "Well, Tuvok and I were on that planet of ours for months, and we didn't have a nice cozy apartment like you did," the strawberry blonde said.
"If you remember correctly, Mister Paris, I was on that away mission as well." The Doctor wiped an imaginary dust particle from his holographic tunic.
"You didn't have to eat spiders," Tom responded.
"Enough," Janeway said, halting the escalating contest. "This isn't a game of ‘one-ups-manship.' B'Elanna and Seven are alone on a dangerous planet."
"Harry," Tom whispered loud enough for everyone at the table to hear. "After two and half years alone with Seven, B'Elanna's gonna' be so happy to be back on board I'll be right back in with her. All that time… I'm sure she'll have forgiven me. Hell, Seven will have driven her nuts; she'll be begging me to take her back."
"Shut up, Ensign," the captain said. "You don't know what the hell you're talking about."
All eyes fixed on the auburn haired captain. They weren't accustomed to her using such harsh words with her crew.
"They're going to need all the support we can give them when they get back. This planet is… it would make a Cardassian labor camp look like Risa." Janeway rubbed her temples and her staff knew that if the always in control captain was letting her tension show to this extent, the news must be grim indeed. She proceeded to explain just how grim it was.
Several hours later the Dengari escort took Janeway, Tuvok and the Doctor to the viewing area to witness the arrival of a group of prisoners. Any hopes Janeway had harbored were quickly dashed. They watched from behind a one way mirror as the small groups came into the medical facilities. Most had empty eyes that testified to the unspeakable acts they had been through. They only saw two women arrive.
One was a tall Dengari, almost seven feet tall, and she looked as hard as the planet she had just arrived from. Her features were stark and her cheeks gaunt, but her eyes were not as dead as so many who had arrived before her. It soon became apparent why. One of the doctors bumped into her and she grabbed him by the arm, snapping the humerus in her grip. She was obviously one of the predators.
The second woman they saw arrive was about Tuvok's height, with light brown hair and features almost human except that her eyes were set almost twice as far apart. Those eyes were haunted, and her features that may have once been pretty were darkened with bruises of various ages, suggesting many beatings. She moved around the room like a domestic animal, going wherever the doctors pulled her, never saying a word. They moved her to an exam area and scanned her, pausing over her belly, then the doctors spoke off to the side and approached her again. She nodded and they led her off to another room.
"What was that about?" Janeway asked the guard who had been left in the observation room to watch them.
"An unwanted conception. They will terminate it." He was gruff, and the captain had not seen him before.
Janeway turned back to the window and watched silently as they disappeared through a door and out of sight. She wondered where Malok was, hoping that the Overseer hadn't discovered that he was the one who had told her about the conditions on Jusari Prime.
Tuvok and the Doctor were quiet, but for vastly different reasons. Tuvok's Vulcan sensibilities were indeed put off by the vile display, but the only show of emotion he allowed was an unconscious darkening of his features. The Doctor was horrified by the scene in front of him and was busy trying to come up with a treatment for Torres and Seven when they returned. His one attempt at adding a psychiatric subroutine had been disastrous, but he knew the Voyager crewmembers would need far more help than he was capable of.
After they had watched the arrival, the trio returned to Voyager and the captain went immediately to her ready room. She hadn't eaten anything all day and despite her stomach's growling she knew she couldn't eat. Even coffee didn't interest her. She had one cup in an attempt to find some sense of normalcy, and her body rejected it. The calm, cool, collected captain found herself rushing for her restroom as her stomach discarded the coffee. She hadn't been sick to her stomach over stress since she was a cadet, and even then it had only happened once before her first command of a war game that her father was coming to watch. As she rinsed her mouth with the cool water from the sink she realized that it wasn't just the stress of not being able to do anything, it was also the constant worry about what her two lost crewmembers were going through.
B'Elanna had been through so much in her young life, but the Klingon hybrid had made it through and was flourishing as Voyager's Chief Engineer. She had gone through a rough spot after hearing about the massacre of the Maquis back in the Alpha quadrant, but she had managed to work through it. B'Elanna was no stranger to horrific conditions, having witnessed Cardassian brutality first hand. Janeway hoped that B'Elanna would draw on those experiences to make it through her current ordeal. She also hoped that B'Elanna could help Seven survive it as well. She knew the Klingon would physically protect Seven, but she wondered how or if she would help Seven deal with the emotional side of what they were going through. Neither woman was very good at expressing their emotions and their constant animosity toward each other was legendary.
Seven was a great cause for concern for many reasons. Not only was Kathryn in love with her, but Seven had issues B'Elanna did not. Where as B'Elanna had a lifetime of humanity to draw from, Seven in reality had only the three years she had spent on Voyager. Spending almost as long on the prison planet could warp her beyond repair. Kathryn stood and went to the window and looked out at the space station, it was clean, and well designed, and gave no outward sign of the horrific secrets it held. She sighed and went to her couch and sank into the cushions remembering a night she had visited with members of her crew on "Ancestor's day." Seven had sat next to her, their bodies leaning slightly toward each other. Kathryn had noticed, but pushed it aside as the bond between mentor and student. Now she knew better.
She thought about the gentle soul Seven hid within, about the way Seven interacted with Naomi Wildman, and the way Seven continued to stand up for the Doctor, despite his many hurtful actions. Janeway had been hurt and angry when the Doctor had wanted to stay and live with his adoring "fans" on a planet recently, as she had when he had tortured Seven on Ransom's order during the Equinox fiasco. But Seven, she took it all in stride, accepting that in the case of the Equinox, he had no choice once his ethical subroutine was deleted. She even offered to help him add safeguards against further tampering, and as for the Doctor's willingness to abandon Voyager, Seven took that in stride too. She had been hurt, but when the Doctor's fans found a new flavor of the week, it was Seven who went to the Doctor to make him feel better. Kathryn prayed that by some miracle that gentle soul would find a way to endure on Jusari Prime. She prayed that when she returned she would be able to reclaim the humanity that was new to her, and most of all, she prayed that Seven could forgive a foolish captain for not admitting her love. Kathryn became more aware with each passing second how much her heart belonged to the former Borg. So much so that the captain had accessed the hologrid and deleted the Michael Sullivan character, which took some doing considering she had locked herself out of the hologram's character subroutine weeks earlier to avoid making anymore changes. Luckily, Kathryn was quite experienced at bypassing computer lockouts. She sighed and stretched out on the small blue couch, and wished that people were as easy to alter as holograms. If they were, she could simply erase any bad memories Seven brought back with her from Jusari Prime. It never for once entered Kathryn's mind that the memories Seven was forming on the planet were the happiest of her life, or that those pleasant memories would form an impossible barrier to the exdrone's heart that negative ones never could have.
Nara and Tach sat near the fire with Ty between them, not wanting him out of their reach when the beam out began. The entire day before they had let B'Elanna and Seven keep the boy with them. They knew the two women would miss their son and they wanted to give Ty a chance for a few more memories with his aunts. What would have been a day of celebration anywhere else on the prison planet was a somber one for the cabin's occupants. They felt like their family was being split in half.
"Now, B'Elanna," Tach said seriously. "You take care of Seven, and keep her out of trouble."
"I will," B'Elanna responded. Her eyes kept being drawn back to the dark haired boy in Nara's arms. Ty was sleeping after his breakfast and didn't understand why he didn't have to go to his bed for his nap, but he seemed more than willing to doze off in his mother's arms.
"I will make sure that B'Elanna does not continue to follow in Tach's clumsy footsteps," Seven said with a halfhearted smile. In the time the Narians had been on the planet, Tach had broken his leg twice and his arm once. B'Elanna had tumbled down a hillside recently and dislocated her shoulder. All of the injuries were easily treated, but painful nonetheless.
"Oh, hush," B'Elanna whispered as she leaned back against Seven.
"We've come to love you both." Nara had tears in her eyes. "When you leave here, if you can't find that Starship of yours, you come live with us on Nador Omega. We can always use help on a farm, and I know Seven is a great seamstress."
"There's always room for family," Tach added.
"Voyager has a long head start, although I don't know how long they may have stayed to search for us." B'Elanna turned and smiled at Seven. "Our shuttle is pretty fast, and maybe Seven can rig us a slipstream. I'm not giving up on getting home just yet…but, if we can't find them… we will keep your offer in mind."
"Voyager is the first family I knew after leaving the collective. I seem to have a knack for finding members of my family I never knew I had." Seven looked over at Ty and then squeezed B'Elanna to her chest. "B'Elanna's home is in the Alpha Quadrant, and we must try to return, but if that is not to be, I would be happy to come to Nador Omega."
"You're wrong," B'Elanna whispered and turned to look into Seven's eyes. "The Alpha Quadrant isn't my home. It's just a place. My home is right here," B'Elanna said as she placed her hand over Seven's heart.
Seven swallowed, trying to move the lump in her throat.
"You two act like you're still newly joined," Tach said as he rolled his eyes. Nara hit him with a well-placed elbow to the ribs and he winced. "See what I have to put up with?" he said.
"It is almost time," Seven said quietly. They all grew serious, knowing that Seven's ability to track time was almost flawless. If the Dengari were true to their word, the beam out would be very soon.
The talked for several more minutes and Tach held a small box of tools to his chest, hoping that they would be beamed out with them. They had belong to his father, and he cherished them, but if they were left behind, at least B'Elanna and Seven could use them for the last months of their own sentence. Without warning Tach and Nara and Ty began to sparkle and then disappeared, taking the toolbox with them. Seven squeezed B'Elanna tighter and began to cry. She was not alone; B'Elanna's own cheeks were wet with hot, salty tears.
The night shift came and went on board Voyager, and Janeway was awake the entire time. She was a woman of action, and not used to waiting helplessly while people she was sworn to protect suffered. Especially when one of them was the woman she loved. Hours passed for her, but she knew days were whipping by on Jusari Prime. So she waited, enduring each minute, knowing that certainly Seven and B'Elanna were going through hideous atrocities at the hands of god knew who.
"Wake up, Lana," Seven whispered to her lover who was slumbering deeply.
B'Elanna was in a comfortable, warm place, but the graceful hand that was teasing her nipples awake was too much to resist. She smiled and arched into the caress.
"Lana," Seven repeated and began kissing her wife's throat, nipping the delicious caramel skin.
"Mmm," B'Elanna moaned and then wrapped her arms around Seven's shoulders. "Yes?" she asked, drawing the word out.
"Wake up…I am ready for breakfast." Seven ran her hand over B'Elanna's belly. Neither woman wore anything to sleep in, enjoying the feel of flesh on flesh.
B'Elanna pried one eye open and studied her lover incredulously. "Breakfast?" She groaned and kissed Seven's temple. "I am so whipped," she whispered. "All right, Be'nal. You want breakfast… I'll get you breakfast. Are there any of those duck eggs left over from yesterday?"
"I do not want eggs," Seven whispered and moved her lips down to B'Elanna's nipple.
"Oh, god," B'Elanna said as her body screamed out for more. "You keep that up and I'm not gonna' be willing to get out of this bed."
"That is exactly what I had in mind for breakfast." Seven pressed her leg onto B'Elanna's center causing the Klingon to growl deeply, the sound making Seven moan and bite her lover's chest in response. Seven loved the deep, feral sounds her wife made when she touched her.
"And here I thought I was gonna' have to make Borg barley." B'Elanna ran her hands though Seven's hair, which had grown out and now reached more than halfway down to her waist.
"Lay back… I will get my breakfast ready. You need only be awake to enjoy it." Seven continued rubbing her leg from B'Elanna's hips down her legs and then back. Each pass made the Klingon more vocal.
B'Elanna sucked in a breath, fighting the urge to flip Seven onto her back and get her own breakfast from between the former drone's long legs. There were some advantages to having the cabin to themselves again, the most wonderful being the fact that their lovemaking was as spontaneous as it had once been. There didn't seem to be anywhere in the Homestead that Seven didn't find arousing, be it the kitchen table, in front of one of the two fireplaces, in the pantry, or the more traditional bedroom.
"Umm," Seven whispered into B'Elanna's chest as her hand slid down and tested the waiting wetness between B'Elanna's legs. "I believe my breakfast is ready."
"Oh, yeah, it's ready," B'Elanna responded. She had handfuls of Seven's blonde hair, loving the way it felt between her fingers. She let the satin strands slip away as her lover moved ever southward on her overheating body.
"Good," Seven answered. She kissed the well toned abdomen and raked her teeth over the muscles while her leg expertly parted B'Elanna's. Her hands were lingering higher, one over each of B'Elanna's breasts, gently tugging at the nipples in unison. She would shift her grip and rub the palms of her hands over the rigid peaks and then grip the entire fleshy weight of Lana'a breast in an unhurried massage that drove the Klingon to brink of oblivion. Many times Seven's attentive touch on her breasts would bring B'Elanna to release, but Seven had other plans on this morning.
"Oh, yes," B'Elanna whispered as she felt Seven moving further down.
Seven inhaled deeply once she reached her goal, her eyes closing when the musky fragrance filled her senses. She placed her mouth over B'Elanna and exhaled, her hot breath heating the area even more. B'Elanna screamed incoherently and relaxed her body, awaiting whatever Seven had in mind for her.
"Mine," Seven said with a wicked grin. She raked her tongue up the length of her wife's opening gathering the thick juices as she went.
"Sweet Kahless, yes. I'm yours…yours, Seven."
"I know," the exBorg answered and went back for another leisurely swipe. She moved her hands down and wrapped them around her lover's strong thighs and parted them further, then drove her mouth into B'Elanna's pulsing center. The contact was firm, but unhurried, lingering with thorough enjoyment. When Seven needed more contact, she lifted one of B'Elanna's legs over her shoulder and drove her tongue inside the Klingon.
"Yours, only yours," B'Elanna promised, her hands finding Seven's head and stroking her temples to encourage her.
"Mine," Seven growled into her lover. She needed more, so she brought B'Elanna's other leg up over her shoulder, but didn't stop there. She pushed the coffee colored leg higher, opening Lana to her, then twisted so that she could get a better angle and enjoy every bit of the divine essence. B'Elanna, always willing to offer assistance, grabbed her own leg and opened herself even wider and Seven rewarded her by releasing the leg and letting her hand join her mouth.
"Oh, yeah," B'Elanna managed to whisper as she began to hyperventilate. She felt Seven's fingers tease her opening, dipping only slightly inside, and then backing out to circle her. A thin sheen of sweat covered both of their bodies, testimony to their mutual enjoyment of the activity, and B'Elanna arched into her lover.
Seven sucked on B'Elanna's engorged lips, and then moved back up to give the painfully hard nub a slow, gentle suck. She let her fingers edge inside of B'Elanna, moaning as she felt the slickened muscles quiver as she drove deeper. She shifted her face from side to side, letting her whole face stimulate her lover. Seven's fingers drove even deeper, then paused as the muscles around them pulsed and then clinched to keep them in place. Once B'Elanna's inner walls gripped her in place, she knew her lover was close. She tugged her fingers back, not enough to pull out, but enough to cause B'Elanna's grip to tighten to hold her. This was Seven favorite moment. She knew she had her beloved wife in the palm of her hand, in more ways than one. She could shift her fingers, just enough to imply movement and cause her lover to spasm, and that was exactly what she did, over and over again until B'Elanna was howling for release.
"Please, my Be'nal, let me go," the proud warrior begged. "Let me fall."
"Never," Seven responded. "I will never let you fall. I will always catch you." She went back to the salty sweetness and drove the Klingon higher. "But I will let you come," she said. With that she pinned B'Elanna's center in place with a gentle bite, not hard enough to cause pain, but enough to trap the hardened clit as it peeked out of its hood. Seven's tongue danced across the tiny muscle and she began to thrust inside B'Elanna, the length of her fingers drawing in and out of the fevered passage.
B'Elanna was lost, awash in the sensations, and then, her body froze, and she drew in a long ragged breath and held it while her very being shook with release. After the little death she released the breath in a long howling cry of Seven's name.
Seven crawled up the sweat-covered body of her lover and collapsed onto her chest. She had climaxed several times while pleasuring her wife. She buried her face between B'Elanna's breasts while she tried to bring her heartbeat back to normal, then just relaxed and let her weight press down on the exhausted Klingon.
They clung to each other like shipwreck survivors to a log in a storm. Each woman's arms heavy from her sated exhaustion, but unwilling to relinquish their grip for fear the moment might be lost. Seven finally began to stir, her body recovering first, and she placed tiny kissed on the skin beneath her.
"I love you, Lana," she whispered and then climbed up and fell half onto the pillow, with half of her weight still on her wife.
"Be'nal," B'Elanna whispered, turning her head to kiss whatever part of Seven that she could, which happened to be her narrow nose.
"Forever." Seven edged a bit closer so that their sweat covered foreheads pressed together. She would have crawled inside of B'Elanna's skin if possible, so deep was her need to connect on every level. They stayed there for several minutes, silly grins covering their faces like lovestruck teenagers, and then B'Elanna's eyes darkened and she eased back.
"I want to have a baby," B'Elanna whispered. "I know we don't have any way to do that while we're trapped here, but as soon as we leave here in three months, I want to find a doctor to help us get pregnant… I mean, if you want to…"
"Yes," Seven said. "I want to. But, we don't have to wait unless you want to," she added.
"Darling, I know you're a regular Swiss Army knife, but unless you've got an implant I haven't seen…I don't see how we can." B'Elanna smiled, relieved that Seven was as eager to have a baby as she was.
"While the Borg found single cell fertilization slow and much more time consuming than assimilation, there were times when it was necessary," Seven explained.
"Borg sex?" B'Elanna asked, then jealousy flashed across her features. "You never…you didn't, did you?"
"No," Seven said. She leaned over and gave B'Elanna a chaste kiss. "However I am…equipped to perform the procedure."
B'Elanna pulled back and then took a lingering look between her wife's legs.
"I don't think so, love," B'Elanna said and broke into a fit of very non-Klingon giggles.
"Very funny. Your ability to amuse yourself never ceases to amaze me." Seven raised her eyebrow and the Borg eyepiece along with it.
"I'm sorry, Seven, but…okay…" She pulled Seven back to her. "I really am sorry. How can you… we… you know?"
Seven paused, uncertain if she should continue. She had made the offer without considering that B'Elanna might not be willing to endure all that the procedure entailed.
"Hey?" B'Elanna lifted Seven's chin so that she could look into her eyes. "Can you really do this? Can we?"
"Yes, but it would be… it would involve my assimilation tubules."
B'Elanna's eyes widened, but then she realized that Seven would never do anything to hurt her. "Tell me how."
"It is simple," Seven said. "When Borg ships became stranded, or passed through an area devoid of any new species to…assimilate, the Collective used other methods to increase the number of available drones. Drones considered to have the most desirable traits were used to procreate."
"Oh?" B'Elanna said, the jealousy edging back to the surface.
"I was never in the position to need this technique," Seven said. "But I am capable of utilizing it. I can explain it to you in detail."
"No," B'Elanna said. "Don't explain it to me. Show me."
Chapter Fifteen: Duty and Devotion
Kathryn Janeway hadn't slept in the days since she had found out the truth about Jusari Prime. She went to her quarters only to take a sonic shower and change into a clean uniform. The mere thought of eating made the Starfleet captain sick to her stomach and even water made her queasy. She worked around the clock, trying to figure out some way to activate the artificial wormhole, but she simply didn't have enough information to even begin to solve the problem. Her body began to tire, and her temper grew with each hour.
Kathryn was in her ready room, at her desk, when she heard the door chime announcing someone's arrival.
"Come in," she said quietly. She straightened in her chair trying to at least look like she wasn't dying inside.
"Captain," Tuvok said as he approached her desk.
"Have a seat," she said as she motioned to the chair across from her. He raised an eyebrow, preferring to stand, but knowing she would not continue until he sat.
"Thank you," he said as he gracefully lowered himself to the chair.
"What can I do for you, old friend?"
He took a deep breath and regarded her.
"Must be serious if you need to think that hard about the answer," Kathryn said.
She had a way of making anyone comfortable, but Tuvok was Vulcan, so such an action was wasted on him. It did however give him a few more moments to formulate his answer. The Doctor had asked him to speak to her, feeling Chakotay had been a little too eager to disobey her orders lately and that she might be more likely to respond to the friend she had known longest on the ship.
"It has been brought to my attention that you are neglecting your own health," he said bluntly.
"Oh?" she asked, leaning back into her chair defiantly. "And isn't that normally an area the Doctor or even First Officer should address with me?"
"The Doctor," Tuvok said distastefully, "Was uncertain of your willingness to listen to your First Officer."
"And the Doctor was too chicken to speak to me himself," Janeway finished for him.
"He was…reticent…given his recent request to leave the ship and his subsequent return under less than stellar circumstances," Tuvok said. "I was…drafted."
"I see." Janeway stood. "Join me on the couch?" It was not a request.
"You have not been taking any off time to rest in your quarters," Tuvok accused. "And given your appearance, I do not believe you have slept in your ready room either."
"I'm having a bout of insomnia, nothing more." Janeway sat at one end of the couch and leaned her chin onto her fist. "Nothing that should alert the head of security."
"And you have not eaten in the mess hall," he added. He noticed that neither her customary coffee, nor her second favorite, a pot of tea, was anywhere to be seen. "And before you tell me you have been eating alone, I should inform you that I have accessed your replicator rations and I know that you have not eaten anywhere else either."
"I don't think I like you taking such an interest in my personal life," Janeway said, her voice deepening.
"Believe me, I do not enjoy it," he said. "Nevertheless, the fact remains that as captain your health effects the safety of the ship and therefore it does fall under my discretion."
"Tuvok, I'm fine. Or at least I will be once we get B'Elanna and Seven back on board." Kathryn rubbed her eyes and sighed. "It's part of being captain. When some of the lambs are out of the fold, you don't sleep."
"I believe this particular shepherd needs to consider her own health a priority." Tuvok had the annoying habit of using one's own analogy against them.
"Point taken," she said but she and Tuvok both knew she had no intention of altering her behavior.
"Captain, I do not believe the only issue is…lost sheep." He straightened his posture, not entirely comfortable with where he was about to take the conversation.
"Oh?" Kathryn's tone made it clear that she was even less pleased with the conversation than he was.
"I believe it is more a matter of which sheep are missing," he said. "Or rather…a particular sheep."
"Let's leave the sheep out of this and get to the point."
Tuvok raised an eyebrow and nodded his agreement. "You are in love with Seven of Nine."
"What?"
"I believe you heard me." Tuvok suddenly found his tunic too tight around his throat and had to fight the urge to tug at the collar.
"I hope not, because that topic is off limits. Did the Doctor make this little diagnosis on his own?" Janeway stood and paced. If her stomach hadn't been empty, she would have thrown up.
"The Doctor is unable to recognize his own feelings for Seven, I doubt that he has any idea about yours. He is rather…self-absorbed where emotions are concerned," Tuvok said. He actually flinched when the captain spun around and glared at him. "I have known you long enough to recognize the depth of your romantic attraction," Tuvok stated.
"I'm not going to discuss this with you," Kathryn said.
"Then who will you discuss it with? Because your concern for her is interfering with your duty to this crew." He stood and walked over to her.
"I have never let anything interfere with my duty to this crew," she snapped. She thought about the Sullivan hologram, and how her sense of duty had made her choose it over the woman she loved.
"Your maintenance of your own health is one of your primary duties," he pointed out.
"What do you suggest?" She rubbed her forehead, feeling a first class migraine trying to take hold, and she damn sure wasn't about to ask the Doctor for something to stop it.
"For now, nothing," he said logically. "All we can do is wait until tomorrow when Lieutenant Torres and Seven are released. Until then, I suggest that you go to your quarters and rest… even if that requires a sedative. Once they are back on board, I suggest that you tell Seven how you feel."
"You can't be serious."
"Vulcans are always serious." He raised an eyebrow making his face seem even sterner to prove his point. "When Seven was last on board, her actions indicated that at one point she returned your feelings." He linked his hands behind his back. He hated dealing with humans and their inability to see or face their emotions. If a species was going to have emotions, he thought the least they could do was to deal with them.
"At one point?" Kathryn asked quietly.
"Her actions suggest that she was… displeased with certain of your actions." Of all the emotions Tuvok had to deal with when working with humans, love was by far the most unsightly. "I believe that she was jealous of your involvement with… the hologram." He found the prospect of humans loving holographic representations of beings even more disturbing. "I do not believe she wished to retain the feelings that she had for you after that event."
"I hurt her," Kathryn translated.
"That is what I said." Tuvok nodded.
"And that's supposed to make me feel better?" she asked with a wry grin that never reached her eyes.
"My motive for speaking to you was to get you to sleep, not to alter your emotions. If you wish to do that, I am not the person to speak to."
"And let me guess, I should talk to Seven, right?"
"That has yet to be seen. Given the situation in which she has been immersed, her state of mind cannot be calculated." Tuvok considered his next words carefully. "She is a highly logical being, but the conditions on Jusari Prime as well as the simple passage of time may have altered her emotions. As humans say, ‘out of sight, out of mind.'"
"What about, ‘absence makes the heart grow fonder?'" Kathryn said, mostly to herself.
"Humans are full of inconsistencies," he said with a sigh. "How Seven will react is an unknown variable. Add to that, the fact that we know nothing of what she is experiencing, and the possibilities are…incalculable."
"So what are you suggesting?" Kathryn asked with a confused look.
"That you contact the Doctor and have him prescribe a sedative and rest until tomorrow."
"Take two pills and call you in the morning?" Kathryn asked with a shake of her head.
"Captain?"
"Never mind," she said. "I'll contact the Doctor."
"When?" Tuvok asked. He knew about the captain's tendency to procrastinate if it involved her own well being.
"Point taken. I'll log off duty and call him as soon as you leave," she promised.
"Are you certain?" Seven asked. She reached out and took B'Elanna's hand. "I would be required to… use my tubules to remove the genetic material from your ovarian follicles."
B'Elanna crinkled her face at that particular prospect, but she had decided.
"And then, I'd be pregnant?" the Klingon asked.
"No." Seven's eyes widened. "I thought you understood, I would have to carry our child."
"But, what about your nanoprobes?" B'Elanna asked. She sat up in the bed and eased Seven up until she was sitting next to her. "Wouldn't that mean the baby would be Borg? Would it be a drone?"
"I would never create a child under those conditions," Seven assured her wife. "When the Borg reproduce in this fashion, the fetus has no implants. It is born fully organic. Only after its birth can the assimilation begin. The nanoprobes that are present in the host drone… the mother… are not present in the child's body at birth. It was discovered that any attempts to assimilate the fetus internally would cause spontaneous abortion. Our child would not become Borg unless it were to be assimilated after its birth, like any other child, human or Klingon."
"Are you sure?" B'Elanna asked. "We don't have access to the medical facilities to remove implants like the Doctor did with you."
"I am positive," Seven said. "There are memories in the Collective mind of times the host…the mother… was injured, or killed during combat when close to birth. On all of those occasions the child was delivered and could not be retrieved. Those children were fully organic, and as so, they were expendable," Seven said in a whisper. The thought of a child being expendable cut her deeply. She thought of Ty, and Naomi, and realized that she would give her life to save either of them.
"If you're sure, let's do it." B'Elanna leaned over and pressed her lips to Seven's, letting her mouth relax into her lover's. Seven moaned and deepened the touching of lips to a fiery kiss, her arms surrounding B'Elanna and guiding her back into the bed.
They spent the next ten minutes just kissing, relaxing into the other's touch. Once Seven felt her wife's body molding completely to hers, she began.
Seven explained each step as she was doing it, mingling the technological description with caresses and kisses so that their child would be born of true lovemaking and not a sterile Borg procedure.
Seven's touch was passionate, but tender, as it always was. Her hand made its way across B'Elanna's belly. She massaged the area around B'Elanna's navel, making the Klingon giggle and squirm.
"You know I'm ticklish there," B'Elanna said into Seven's mouth. She bit Seven's lip, holding it in place while she ran her tongue over the delicate flesh. Seven smiled and tugged away and then leaned back to taste B'Elanna's mouth again, then pulled away and looked down to where her hand was resting on B'Elanna's stomach.
"My tubules will enter through your abdominal wall. It is smaller than the assimilation tubule, only large enough to remove one of your ova," Seven explained. She waited for B'Elanna to nod before continuing. "There may be some minor discomfort. I am sorry, Be'nal. I promised to never hurt you."
"Hey," B'Elanna whispered. "We made this decision. I know you wouldn't hurt me on purpose. Besides, I'm a Klingon, we live for pain," she joked. Seven smiled and nodded.
"I love you," Seven whispered. A tiny tubule came out of the back of her hand, barely bigger than a thread and B'Elanna briefly wondered if it was big enough for the task. The tubule slithered over B'Elanna's tummy, and then tilted into her flesh. She took in a startled breath, surprised more than injured.
Seven looked up to her, worry covering her pale features.
"Surprised me," B'Elanna explained.
Seven raised her eyebrow and then went back to her task. "The tubule is now entering the follicle, finding the most mature ova," Seven described. "It has it." She leaned forward and watched as the tubule extracted itself.
"That's it?" B'Elanna asked. "I've had worse hangnails."
"Now, I must remove my ova," Seven said. She reached for her own stomach, but B'Elanna's hand covered hers.
"I want to help," B'Elanna whispered and then guided her lover's hand into position. A tubule appeared, but it was the thicker assimilation tubule, dozens of times bigger. "Hey, why is it bigger?"
"It is necessary," Seven assured her. "This tubule must not only harvest my ova, but hold both ovum while they are matured. Then two of my specialized nanoprobes will enter the ovum and prepare them for joining. Once that is done, I must wait until the cells are joined."
"How long?" B'Elanna asked as the tubule moved over Seven's skin.
"A few minutes, the nanoprobes speed up the initial bonding." Seven could see the concern on B'Elanna's face. "I will be fine." The tubule angled into Seven's tender skin, disappearing into the tissue. The larger tubule was more intrusive, causing Seven to wince.
"I'm here." B'Elanna squeezed her wife's hand offering what support she could.
Seven nodded. "My ova has been extracted. The ovum are developing." Seven took a deep breath and closed her eyes, trying to focus on the life being created and not the sharp pain in her abdomen. She felt B'Elanna's lips on her forehead and opened her eyes to see B'Elanna's deep brown eyes studying her face.
"You okay?" Concern colored B'Elanna's words and her voice cracked. Seven nodded and rested her forehead against B'Elanna's. A thin layer of sweat covered Seven's pale skin.
After several minutes, Seven lifted her head. "The ovum are fully developed. The nanoprobes are joining them together."
B'Elanna leaned over and brushed her lips over Seven's. "Kiss me," she breathed. "Our child is being conceived." Seven whimpered and kissed her. It was a loving, delicate, and sensual kiss, meant to affirm their love instead of inflame the passion that was always brewing just below the surface and they both began to cry.
"They are joined," Seven breathed in B'Elanna's mouth. "Our child is within me, waiting to be implanted in my womb."
"I love you," B'Elanna whispered. She kissed away the tears from Seven's cheek, knowing that the salty taste would always remind her of this moment.
Seven inhaled sharply and her body stiffened, her eyes squeezing tightly shut.
"Are you all right?" B'Elanna asked. Seven nodded but bent over and panted.
"The Borg are… meticulous. Merely placing the joined cells onto the wall of my uterus is not sufficient. The tubule is boring into the tissue to assure implantation," Seven said calmly, but her face was sweating heavily.
"I'm here, Be'nal." B'Elanna held Seven to her, careful to not bump the tubule.
Seven's breathing slowed, and her body relaxed. "It is finished," she whispered. They watched as the tubules retracted and disappeared into Seven's hand. Seven rolled onto her back and took a few gulps of air while B'Elanna snuggled up to her.
Tears streamed down Seven's cheeks, falling onto the back of B'Elanna's neck. She turned, and studied Seven.
"Are you okay?" B'Elanna asked again.
"Yes, my Be'nal," Seven said. She turned and kissed B'Elanna tenderly. "This is the first time my tubules have ever created a life instead of destroying one." She lifted B'Elanna's hand and placed it on her belly and held it in place over their growing child.
They stayed in that position for a long time, until finally a kink in B'Elanna's neck forced her to shift her weight. "What's happening now?" B'Elanna asked as she settled back down beside Seven.
Seven turned and stared at her wife, then she began laughing. "B'Elanna, I do not know. I only knew what was happening before because my tubule was performing the actions. From now on, I will not know anymore than any other…mother," the last word stuck in her throat.
"We're gonna' have a baby," B'Elanna whispered.
"A daughter, " Seven corrected. "We have no Y-chromosomes, so we cannot have a male child. That would require a Y chromosome which can only be derived from a male donor."
"A daughter," B'Elanna repeated with a goofy grin. She seemed to have lost the ability to do more than repeat short phases.
"You will…however, have to…breast feed," Seven informed her. "My nanoprobes will not allow my body to produce milk. It was considered an inefficient energy source. You can be given an injection to stimulate milk production."
"Breast feeding? Wow." B'Elanna's speaking ability had still not returned. Seven hoped it didn't last for the entire pregnancy.
"Not for nine months," Seven pointed out and kissed B'Elanna's forehead, checking for a fever to explain the loss of her ability to speak in complete sentences.
"Nine months," B'Elanna repeated. Seven smiled and decided to give her beloved Klingon a while to assimilate the information.
Chapter Sixteen: Changes
Seven leaned into the toilet and promptly lost the contents of her stomach. B'Elanna knelt beside her and held Seven's thick blonde braid out of the way and then wiped Seven's face with a wet towel as soon as she stopped retching.
"Easy," B'Elanna said as soon as Seven leaned back against the wall.
"Your child is obviously doing some Klingon dance on my stomach," Seven accused. She rolled her head back against the wall and let out a whimpering sigh.
"How come when you feel great she's our child, and when you're tossing your cookies, she's my child?" B'Elanna pressed the cool cloth to Seven's forehead.
"Do not mention cookies," Seven demanded, then leaned forward as if deciding whether or not to throw up again. The urge passed and she rested against the wall again.
"Yes, dear," B'Elanna said. She was biting the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing, which experience had proven, was not a good idea. The only thing worse than a sick Borg was a pissed off and sick Borg.
"My memories from the Collective did not include this…this…morning sickness," Seven whined.
"Well, from what my mother told me," B'Elanna explained gently. "It only lasts for the first trimester…usually."
Seven's eyes popped open. "The first trimester! Three months of this?"
B'Elanna nodded and looked for a way to escape the tiny room before her wife became really angry.
"You knew this? And you did not tell me?" Seven stood up, now more pissed off than sick, that and the fact that her breakfast had already been ejected.
"It's different for each person," B'Elanna offered. She watched as Seven's eyes teared up, her hormones raging. "I'm sorry, love," B'Elanna said and opened her arms.
Six feet of blonde Borg filled her arms, knocking her back several steps and then she began crying. It was going to be a long three months.
By lunch time, Seven was convinced she was dying of starvation… dying of starvation and it was all B'Elanna's fault.
By dinner, the sun, the moon, and the stars all rose and set for B'Elanna, and Seven was committed to proving it to the Klingon. This was one aspect of Borg mood swings that B'Elanna enjoyed because in addition to Seven's declarations of undying love, the tall blonde was incredibly amorous.
Luckily for B'Elanna the roller coaster ride smoothed out after two months, too very long months.
They prepared for the upcoming beam out, excited at the prospect of getting back to the Delta Flyer and heading out in search of Voyager. At the beginning of their last month they stopped hunting at all. They wanted to use up all of the meat they had in storage, the animals of the valley had provided well for them, and they didn't want to leave any meat unused.
The storeroom was empty by the last week, so B'Elanna went out each morning to bring down a rabbit or sometimes a duck from the lake. Seven had initially wanted to accompany her, but the sight of the fresh kill always made her sick. The morning sickness had disappeared early in the second month, but the sight of blood was just too much for her. It was easier for both women if B'Elanna went alone.
"Seven?" B'Elanna asked as she came into the cabin from her morning hunt.
"Yes?" Seven asked from the kitchen. She came out, her hands covered with some sticky substance.
"You up for a walk?" B'Elanna asked. She knew that Seven missed their walks in the valley when they had hunted together. "What's that?" B'Elanna asked, pointing at the dripping mess on Seven's hands.
"Honey," Seven answered. "I was making tea, and it was not sweet enough, and well…" her voice trailed off.
"You hate ‘bee spit,'" B'Elanna said as she moved closer. She could see the honey at the edges of Seven's full lips.
"I know, but I believe this is one of those cravings you warned me about." Seven met B'Elanna half way, then paused and looked down at her sticky hands. Her blue eyes then locked on B'Elanna and lit up with mischief.
"Don't even think it," B'Elanna ordered when she saw what Seven was planning.
"You are not the Queen of me," Seven said with a wicked grin and moved closer. "You cannot control my thoughts."
"Please, Seven… not on my jacket…" the Klingon cherished the chocolate brown jacket Seven had given her. "Be'nal?"
"Oh, all right," Seven said and held her arms away from her body. "But I require a kiss as payment."
B'Elanna smiled and moved forward, then paused to make sure it wasn't trap. Convinced, she leaned into her taller wife's chest and kissed her. "Mmm," B'Elanna moaned. "You taste sweet." She licked the remaining honey from the edges of Seven's mouth. "Maybe we should bring some of that to bed with us tonight."
"An intriguing, though somewhat messy thought. Would you settle for the rug in front of the fireplace?" Seven nodded to the location in question.
"Yes. Yes, I would." B'Elanna kissed her again, sliding her hand along Seven's arm and grasping her wrist and bringing her honey covered hand to their mouths. They licked the honey off together, then cleaned off the other hand in the same fashion.
"I believe I underestimated my enjoyment of honey," Seven said when they were finished.
"Told you," B'Elanna said. "Are you up for a walk?"
"I would like that," Seven said with a coy smile. "I will get my cloak."
They walked out along the lake and across that valley to the huge meadow. B'Elanna led the way and finally stopped under a tall tree and sat, then pulled Seven down between her legs.
"Shh," B'Elanna whispered.
Seven settled in front of B'Elanna and leaned back using her as a Klingon pillow. She felt B'Elanna's smaller hands wrap around her and rest on her belly. It was a familiar position. Every night in bed B'Elanna's hand would migrate to Seven's belly and stay there the entire night, and Seven loved the feel of it. After several minutes under the tree, B'Elanna leaned forward and placed a lingering kiss on Seven's ear.
"Over there," B'Elanna whispered and nodded off toward the meadow.
Seven looked over and saw reddish blonde movement through the trees. The calf, Naomi Wildcow, had grown into a beautiful heifer. She meandered out of the trees, then turned back and made a deep braying sound. A tiny calf came prancing out of the tree cover and trotted over to Naomi.
Seven's eyes widened and she pulled B'Elanna's arms tighter around her. They sat in silence and watched the cow and new calf enjoying the sun, Naomi chewing contentedly on the grass, the calf romping around his mother. Occasionally the calf would make his way back to the cow and nudge her bulging udder and then drink aggressively before running off again. After a while, they moved on, but B'Elanna and Seven remained where they were for some time.
"Thank you," Seven finally said. She turned and kissed B'Elanna, pressing her into the bark of the tree.
"You're welcome." B'Elanna helped Seven stand by pushing her shapely behind from below, using the opportunity to enjoy the firm buttocks.
"B'Elanna?" Seven asked as they walked back to the cabin.
"Yes?" B'Elanna held Seven's hand on one side, and carried a crossbow in the other. She didn't want to surprise any bears without some serious firepower.
"Did you see the way the calf…ate?"
"Yes," B'Elanna drew the word out, not quite sure why Seven was asking.
"Will your breasts get that…full?"
"Kahless, I hope not." B'Elanna laughed and tugged Seven closer.
"Will our daughter be as… eager when she eats?"
"I… I don't know," B'Elanna said. Her dark face suddenly went pale as she imagined a baby attacking her chest the way the calf had rammed the mother and lifted her hind quarters off of the ground… and cows were herbivores with flat teeth, Klingon's were known for there sharp incisors.
"I am glad you will be handling that particular chore," Seven said sweetly.
"Oh…god." B'Elanna stopped and Seven had to tug her along. Seven didn't volunteer that she had never once seen Nara's breasts that swollen and that Ty had always seemed quite gentle when eating. She would let her wife think about it for awhile…perhaps until she remembered it for herself. After all, if B'Elanna could neglect to mention morning sickness, Seven could neglect to mention Nara telling her that breast feeding wasn't uncomfortable.
The beam-out came thirteen minutes after Seven had anticipated. She and B'Elanna had been sitting together in front of the fireplace, exactly where Tach, Nara, and Ty had beamed out from. Whereas Tach had been clutching his toolbox, B'Elanna was wearing the jacket Seven had given her with her cherished knife tucked into an inside pocket. Seven had wrapped herself in the Bearskin, determined to take the precious fur with them.
They materialized on a large transporter platform and turned to see three fully armed guards pointing formidable looking compression rifles at them, but they recognized one of the men.
Malok stepped forward. "Your sentence has been completed, but you must remain in custody until we reach the space station." He motioned toward B'Elanna with a scanning device. "Place your weapon into the waste unit on the wall and the animal skin as well."
"No," B'Elanna said firmly, but she made no movements toward them, actually holding her hands over her head. "Please, you can take our things until we get back, but please don't make us destroy them."
The other two guards started to move forward, but Malok stopped them with a shake of his head, then he lowered his weapon. "I will handle these two," Malok said. "Remain here and continue subject retrieval while I take them to the holding cell." He walked to B'Elanna and held out his hand. His eyes were trusting, and he didn't bother to point the weapon at her again. She nodded and slowly reached in and took the large, very deadly knife from her jacket and handed it to him in its leather sheath.
"Thank you," B'Elanna said quietly "It's a gift from my wife." She turned to Seven and the exdrone took the fur off of her shoulders and moved toward him.
"Shh," he said. "Keep the nature of your relationship a secret until you are out of custody. There are those here who would not approve," he explained out of the other guards' range of hearing.
"Because we are both female?" Seven handed him the fur, and stood close to him.
"No," he said with a confused look. "Because most who come back are not nearly as…happy as you two, the other prisoners especially, and even some of the guards would be…jealous. Our lives are not happy ones," he whispered and ushered them to the door.
"Hey," one of the guards yelled as they were almost out of the door. He was short for a Dengari, just barely six feet tall, his face was hard, and his eyes mean. "Malok, don't take too long to…'settle' them. Although I know I would with that golden haired one."
Malok stopped, his eyes flashing, he spun and faced the man. "Dehar, you would do well to remember your position. You keep the law, but you are not immune to it. You would also do well to remember that former guards do not generally survive their sentences on Jusari Prime."
"Understood, sir," Dehar said quietly while the remaining guard turned away to hide his smile.
Their cell was not as large as the one they had been locked in when they had been held before sentencing. The bunks were barely big enough for one, and the room was much smaller, but it didn't matter, they were almost free. Malok had put them into the cell and warned them to avoid speaking to the other prisoners, explaining that they had retrieved several men who had just finished extremely long sentences for unpleasant crimes. They didn't argue. Their cell was one of many in a long room, and the walls were solid, except for the front where the forcefield was. They could see completely into the cell directly across from them, as well as partly into several cells in each direction. It was not a pleasant view.
Seven sat on one bunk, with B'Elanna's jacket under her; the Klingon had insisted that the hard bunk was too uncomfortable for her without it. B'Elanna leaned against the wall near the forcefield.
"Do you think I am getting fat?" whispered Seven. She was leaning back and studying her belly. Even three months pregnant, the lanky blonde was stunning. Her stomach had only barely begun to show any signs of weight gain, and most would not have noticed anything.
"You are not fat," B'Elanna said as she came over and sat next to her. "My god, Seven, you're thinner than I am."
Seven nodded, but continued frowning at her leather pants.
B'Elanna followed her gaze, mesmerized by her wife's beauty. The pants were dark brown, almost black, and were looser fitting than her biosuits on Voyager had been, but seemed much more alluring. The leather was snug, but not tight enough to reveal each curve, merely hinting at the treasures beneath the fabric. Her top was cream colored leather and was designed like a man's dress shirt. B'Elanna loved the way it curved over Seven's full breasts and then tapered at the waist.
"You are staring," Seven said without looking up from her belly.
"Can't help it." B'Elanna had a very non-Klingon grin plastered on her face. She continued gaping at Seven, and her eyes wandered up to the long braid that hung down her left side almost to her navel, the hair like honey spun into silk. "I love you," she whispered.
"As do I you," Seven said. A smirk covered her features as she brought her eyes up to meet B'Elanna's eyes. The Klingon's eyes were dark and bright, and spoke of the promise their future held. Movement behind them broke the moment. They turned to see Dehar bringing two men into the holding cell across from them.
"Well, now," one of the prisoners said, stopping and staring at Seven. "What do we have here? How did that golden one escape me for all these years?"
"Move along," Dehar said, his own eyes lingering on Seven. B'Elanna stood and blocked their view of her wife, her hands defiantly on her hips.
The prisoner held his arm out to Dehar revealing a thick bracelet made of white gold, or perhaps platinum. "This would look very nice on you," he said to Dehar. "This cell looks a little…dingy. My friend and I wouldn't mind sharing a cell with others," he let his gaze move toward Seven.
B'Elanna was at the forcefield in a single leap. "He does that and you'll part with more than that bracelet." B'Elanna smiled like a shark looking into a tank of guppies, her sharp Klingon incisors gleaming in the light.
Dehar said nothing and shoved the man into his cell, but as he walked away, there was something in his movements that made B'Elanna's skin crawl.
The wait was longer than Seven had expected, with prisoners being shuffled in every few minutes. She finally gave up and stretched out on the bunk and tried to sleep. She hadn't been able to regenerate the morning before they had left, and the pregnancy made her tire easily. B'Elanna perched on the edge of the bed next to Seven's head, shielding her long blonde hair from view as best she could. After a few more hours, B'Elanna balanced on the bed beside Seven. The Klingon slept, her muscles couldn't relax because she was hanging off of the side of the bunk, but moving to the other bunk never entered her mind. As B'Elanna slept, her hand made its way behind her to find Seven's belly, and once her hand molded to the soft, warm curve, she drifted off.
B'Elanna wasn't sure what it was that woke her, but she was off of the bunk and leaping toward something before her eyes were fully open. She collided with a dense body and felt a sharp pain in her ribs.
Seven was up a moment after B'Elanna. She had reacted instinctively, uncurling from the bunk to her full height. She saw movement out of the corner of her eye, but was distracted by the scene in front of her. She watched in horror as her wife struggled with the prisoner who had spoken to them earlier. Her Borg hand shot up but it was too late. She felt something hard and unforgiving hit her face, then felt a rush of warmth as her own blood gushed from her brow down onto her chest. She pivoted, her hand grabbing with Borg precision and she heard the satisfying crunch of her attacker's neck breaking. She didn't even look at the man who had hit her, letting his lifeless body slump to the floor as she went to help B'Elanna.
B'Elanna had the man in a death grip of her own. Both of her hands were digging into his face and he was screaming. Seven's fist crossed within a centimeter of B'Elanna's cheek as it shot past her from behind. Her Borg fist caught him squarely in the nose propelling him into the forcefield.
"B'Elanna? Are you all right?" Seven ignored her own bleeding face as she searched her wife for injuries.
"You're hurt," B'Elanna said, reaching to stop the flow of blood from a deep gash over Seven's eyebrow.
"Irrelevant," Seven said harshly. Her expression was completely Borg, cold and focused as she reached under B'Elanna's arm and pulled back her own blood stained Borg hand. "You are bleeding. I must find something to make a bandage with."
B'Elanna's eyes widened, and Seven knew without turning that the man behind her had regained consciousness. She would see that he never woke up again. She stood and turned, letting her rage completely loose for the first time in her life. He gripped a crude shiv in his fist. His nose was oozing blood and his eyes showed the anger that was churning inside him.
"I'm going to enjoy making you watch me kill her," he said to Seven as he pointed B'Elanna. "Then I'm going to make you wish you were dead."
"Doubtful," Seven said. She stepped forward and waited for him to make his move.
He lunged at her with surprising agility for a man of his size, but he had not counted on her Borg reflexes and superior strength. She caught him by the wrist, just below the shiv he was holding, and crushed the bones like a Styrofoam cup. He would have dropped to his knees from the pain, but Seven lifted him by the shattered appendage, dangling him like a fish on a line. The last thing he saw was the look of absolute unconfined rage in her lapis blue eyes. All of the power and speed available to Borg drones was now aimed at the man but it was not held in check by the logical hive mind, it was raw, untamed energy turned loose, like unleashing a hurricane. But this hurricane had free will, free will intent on his destruction.
"No…" he begged as she flung him into the wall as if brushing dust from her sleeve. She pounced on him before he even hit the floor and gripped him by the neck and squeezed his throat until her fingers met. She climbed off of him and returned to B'Elanna. The Klingon was bent over, trying to stop the bleeding.
"Lana?" Seven eased her up so that she could look at her. B'Elanna was pale, her face was covered in sweat, and her eyes were glazed over. "B'Elanna, talk to me," Seven demanded.
"Be'nal," B'Elanna whispered as her body went limp.
Chapter Seventeen: Freedom
Kathryn Janeway prowled the observation room like a caged tiger, a tiger that hadn't eaten in days and had several thorns in her paws. The few hours of sleep the night before had been filled with nightmares about B'Elanna and Seven. She had awakened somewhat rested, but it only served to add fuel to her anger because now she was rested enough to lash out.
"This is ridiculous," Janeway said angrily. "Their sentence ends today, why can't we see them?"
"Because," the Overseer explained, "Until they have been checked for injuries and cleared to leave, they are still in our custody, and the Magistrate will be here at any moment."
"I have my own Doctor," Janeway said. Her voice was calm, but her slate blue eyes were beginning to show signs of the rage bubbling to the surface. It would not have been a good day for Janeway to play poker.
"Please, it is only a while longer," the Overseer asked.
"Captain, please sit down," the Doctor said as he put his hand on Janeway's shoulder.
"I tired of waiting," Janeway told the hologram as she shrugged her shoulder out of his grasp. "I would think that you would want to be there to treat them as soon as possible," she accused.
"Believe me, I do. But getting kicked off of the space station won't help matters." The Doctor looked away, giving Janeway his best insulted sigh.
"How much longer?" the Captain demanded.
"The ship is docking. It will not be long," the Overseer said. Her face showed genuine concern.
"Captain," the Doctor began, "I've been upgrading my program, with an emphasis on post traumatic stress disorder and internment mentality."
Janeway sighed, and pinched the bridge of her nose. "Doctor, the last time you tried to add a psychiatric subroutine, you ended up on the holographic couch yourself."
"I am aware of that," he said indignantly. "I did not alter my matrix. I have been studying every available text on the subjects. I am learning how to treat them, going back to school you might say."
"I don't think your playing Freud is going to help matters," Janeway said. She knew it was unkind, but the hologram's self-inflated attitudes usually ending up hurting people.
"I assure you, Captain, my studies have given me excellent insight into the issues at hand." The Doctor went to the window and stared in at the empty medical facilities and then turned. "I had to try something, Captain. I was simply out of my professional league." It was an admission he had never made before.
"I hope it's enough," Janeway said. She thought of Seven and B'Elanna on the prison planet for two and a half long years, and her patience ended. "Overseer, what difference could a few minutes possibly make to your people? After all the…inconsistencies with what you've told me, I think a little flexibility would be a good show of faith. Please, let my Doctor and I be present for the medical check up."
The Overseer seemed torn, then lifted a small device from her neck and checked it. Apparently it was a timepiece. "The Magistrate will be here within the hour. We must hurry."
The Doctor studied the various medical devices in the facilities like a Ferengi in the Great Treasury, moving excitedly from one device to the next.
"You have an optical regenerator?" the hologram asked, as he picked up a small hand held device. "The Federation has only begun to work with these."
"It is a useful tool," said Dr. Alteron. He smiled and seemed intrigued by the hologram, patiently answering each question.
Janeway paced for several minutes before finding a quiet corner to stand where she was near the doorway. She wanted to be close when Seven…and B'Elanna came in.
The door opened, and two guards came in half leading, half carrying Seven of Nine. Her fully human eye was swollen shut with a ragged gash from her eyebrow over her forehead and disappearing into her hairline. She kept turning her head, which made it difficult to get a clear look at her injuries.
Janeway's knees felt like they had turned to water and her stomach clinched as looked at the damage Seven had endured, worse yet, she had probably been enduring similar hardships the entire time.
"Let me go," Seven said as she yanked one of the guards back around in a half circle.
"Our doctors are doing their best," Malok said gently. He was on Seven's left, his grip more supporting than restraining.
"Seven?" Janeway said tentatively. Her voice was deep and rich and full of love, even the Dengari doctors paused to look at the captain.
Seven spun, not believing her ears, to see Captain Janeway standing five feet away. "Captain? You waited?" Relief washed through her; Voyager had waited. Seven tugged her arms, and the guards released her. She went toward the captain who had opened her arms.
Janeway smiled as Seven rushed toward her, but just before their bodies met, Seven's eyes widened when she saw something off to the captain's left.
"Doctor?" Seven yelled, and sprinted past Janeway. She grabbed him by the arm and yanked him toward the door where she had just entered. If he had been flesh and blood, that flesh would have been ripped when she yanked his arm with enough force to dislocate his shoulder. Being a hologram, it merely struck him as a trifle rude.
"Seven, I'm a doctor not a pull toy," he said, though he was thrilled to see her excited greeting.
"B'Elanna has been injured," Seven said as if that explained everything. "You must assist the Dengari surgeons."
"Well right now, I think I should take a look at that nasty gash," he said as he stopped, yanking Seven to a halt with him. There were advantages to holographic strength.
"No," Seven stated. "Anyone can treat my injury. The Dengari do not have experience with Klingon physiology. You must go to her." There was a pleading in her voice that the Doctor had never heard.
"All right, Seven, but you stay here," he said. He looked over to Dr. Alteron, who nodded and pointed to the exit.
Janeway put her hand on Seven's shoulder. "Seven, let these people help you," she said. "Come on." She guided Seven toward an exam table.
"Let me take a look at that cut," Dr. Alteron said as he guided Seven onto the high exam table. "Easy, we're here to help."
"Help?" Seven asked angrily. "Your people's help is exactly what caused this, and if B'Elanna dies I will destroy your entire race," she said, her voice like caustic venom.
"Seven, take it easy," Janeway said, clearly concerned. Dr. Alteron didn't take the threat seriously, but the Starfleet captain knew that the tall blonde could probably pull off the threat.
"These people put vicious convicts into our cell while we were sleeping," Seven told Janeway in a deadly, calm tone.
Janeway's protective streak went on Red Alert. "What?" She spun and faced the Overseer but didn't take her hand off of Seven's shoulder. "Is this how you run your facility?"
"I assure you, the offenders will be punished," the Overseer insisted.
"I have already dealt with them," Seven said dangerously. "As I will deal with all of your species if B'Elanna does not survive."
"Seven," Janeway said, putting her other hand onto the former drone's opposite shoulder mimicking a lover's embrace. "The Doctor will help her," she promised, though it was an empty promise considering that she had no idea how badly Lieutenant Torres was injured.
"He must," Seven whispered. Her lip trembled, and to Kathryn's stunned amazement, tears rolled down Seven's cheeks. Seven burst into tears and Kathryn pulled her into a hug, feeling a little guilty for enjoying the warmth of her body when she was obviously so upset.
"Shh," Kathryn murmured. She was glad that Seven and B'Elanna had apparently bonded. Having a good friend would have made the ordeal more manageable, although Seven didn't seem too much worse for wear despite the cut on her head. In fact, she looked healthy, and her long blonde braid was quite attractive. Kathryn pushed that thought aside, realizing how inappropriate it was under the current conditions.
Dr. Alteron interrupted. "I need to heal that wound." He stood with a dermal regenerator in his hand.
"Come on," Kathryn said in a husky whisper. "Let's have a look at you."
"Yes, Captain," Seven said as she let Dr. Alteron scan and then heal her.
Seven studied the captain while Dr. Alteron worked. This was a woman she had once thought she loved, but now, as she looked at Janeway's soft features, she knew it hadn't been love. Well, it may have been love, but not in same way that she loved B'Elanna. Her love for the Captain had been a distant admiration that never could have led anywhere, not with the Captain's rank in the way. Janeway was reserved, she had to be because of her position, and now Seven knew how truly unappealing that would have been. She had tasted… no, savored, every minute with B'Elanna, both women grabbing onto their love with both hands and squeezing every ounce of happiness from it, and Seven couldn't imagine settling for any less.
Alteron finished and stepped back, smiling at the beautiful woman sitting in front of him. "Okay," he said. "I need to complete the exam."
Seven nodded, then turned to Janeway, suddenly realizing that she should not have been there at all. "Captain, why is Voyager still here?"
"Seven," Janeway began carefully. "Do you remember the planet we got trapped in orbit around? With the unusual temporal differential?"
"Of course," Seven said, somewhat offended. It had only been two and a half years after all, and her eidetic memory retained information much longer than that.
"Jusari Prime is like that planet," Kathryn said delicately.
"Oh," Seven said as if she had just been told the day's lunch menu. "How much time has passed for Voyager?"
"You were on the plant for five days, our time," Kathryn said. She smiled at the blonde's resilience, one of the many things she loved about her.
"B'Elanna will be pleased," Seven said, then her eyes filled with tears. "She must be all right."
Dr. Alteron stopped his scan, pausing over Seven's stomach, then he stepped away and spoke to a nurse before returning. "Excuse me," he said gently.
"Is B'Elanna out of surgery?" Seven regarded him like a bug she was deciding whether or not to step on depending on his news about B'Elanna.
"I don't know," he said, not expecting the question. "I need to ask you…if you are aware of your… condition, and how you wish to proceed."
"Condition?" Janeway asked. She didn't like the sound of Alteron's voice or the way the conversation was heading.
Alteron dipped his head and his eyes softened. "We can terminate the pregnancy if you wish," he said.
Seven was off of the bed and had her hands around his throat before he even saw her move. The raging hurricane was back at full force.
"I should snap your neck right here," she said, her voice like liquid nitrogen.
"Seven," Janeway said, grabbing her arm only to find it as rigid as duranium deck plating. "Let him go, he just wants to help you."
"Help?" Seven lifted him into the air using his throat as a convenient handle and flung him several feet away. He landed in a heap, coughing, gasping for air and rubbing his throat. "This is how they help? By putting monsters into our cells and killing our unborn children?"
"Easy. No one is going to do anything you don't want them to," Janeway said as she moved toward Seven. The tall former Borg looked like a wounded, trapped animal, and Kathryn wondered how she had endured on the unforgiving planet. It was a testament to Seven's humanity that she wouldn't blame an unborn child for the brutal manner in which it was conceived. Kathryn didn't know if she would have the strength to keep a child born of such brutality.
Seven backed up against the exam table and closed her eyes. "Lana," she whispered.
The door opened as if on cue, and the Klingon in question came into the room dressed only in a surgical gown that barely covered her knees. She took one look at Seven's distressed state and her eyes flashed dangerously.
"What the hell did you do to her?" B'Elanna demanded.
"Lana," Seven yelled as her eyes popped open. She sprinted toward the scantly clad Klingon, picking her up and holding her to her chest. "Lana, they want to take the baby," she whispered into her wife's ear.
"What?" B'Elanna squirmed and stood back on the ground. She turned and faced the medial staff, keeping Seven behind her body protectively. Her hand reached behind her, her fingers entwining with Seven's. "Who? Who tried to hurt our baby?" Her voice was wild but strangely calm, a terrifying combination.
"It's a misunderstanding, B'Elanna," Janeway said. She was confused by the Klingon's use of the phrase ‘our child,' but she passed it off as B'Elanna volunteering to help raise the baby. "No one will do anything against her will."
"Damn right, they won't," B'Elanna said. She eased back, until she felt the warmth of Seven's chest against her back…her very bare back. She looked at Malok, who had remained in the room, but kept out of the way near the door. "Where are my clothes?"
The tall guard actually smirked. "The nurse has them, what's left of them."
"Captain," the holographic Doctor whined. "We should get them back to Voyager so I can run my own tests on them. I explained to Lieutenant Torres about the temporal differential, and she just wants to go back home."
Janeway turned to him while the nurse gave B'Elanna her pants. Her shirt had been destroyed by the stabbing and the physicians cutting it off for surgery.
"Doctor, I think that's the best idea you've had all day," the Captain said.
"I really think we should go," he said quietly. He raised his eyebrows to make the point. "Now."
"What is it?" Janeway whispered, pulling him off to one side.
"Captain, regardless of Seven's willingness to keep the child and Lieutenant Torres' willingness to assist her, do we really want another Borg on board? I have no idea whether or not the…child… will be born sprouting implants and assimilation tubules. The sooner we find out, the sooner we can…take action."
Janeway's face whitened. She wondered how much more Seven would be forced to endure. "Let's go home, people," the captain said. She watched as Seven interacted with B'Elanna, the way they touched often and intimately, their hands lingering, as well as the frequent eye contact they shared. "No," she thought. "Not the two of them."
"Let's go," B'Elanna said to Seven, taking her hand and leading the way.
Malok held up a hand, stopping her. "I will have your…things…delivered to the airlock," he said.
"Thank you," Seven said. Of all the Dengari, he seemed to be the most compassionate, and had he not been a guard, she thought she would have liked him.
Kathryn lingered behind with the Overseer as the small group was led through the corridors. "Are we finished?" Janeway asked.
"Yes, and I would suggest that you leave before the Magistrate arrives," the Overseer said.
"Oh?" the captain asked as she walked. Her eyes kept being drawn back to Seven and B'Elanna's joined hands, the way they moved as one despite their vastly different strides, as if walking hand in hand was something they did every day.
"The Magistrate will not be pleased that I have afforded you so many…privileges. Nor will he be pleased that your people were allowed in the examining room," she explained, then she looked into Kathryn's face, and Janeway saw fear in the Overseer's dark eyes. "It would be best if you were outside his reach when he arrives."
"All right," the captain said. She glanced back up at her two rescued crewmembers. "B'Elanna?"
"Yes?" The Klingon paused but didn't release Seven's hand. Seven stopped beside her without missing a beat and waited patiently.
"A word?" Janeway asked.
B'Elanna nodded and finally let go of Seven's hand and Kathryn released the breath she had been holding.
"What is it, captain?" B'Elanna asked when she reached the auburn-headed woman.
"I know you and Seven have been depending on each other exclusively these past few years… I hope you will help her make the adjustment to being back with our crew," Kathryn said as she took B'Elanna by the arm and continued down the corridor. "It might be difficult for her when you go back to your life and she finds herself alone again. I'll help her as much as I can, but she may need to see you more frequently than before you two left Voyager."
"Uh huh." B'Elanna nodded trying to decide if the captain was trying to get her to spend time with Seven or arrange for her to accidentally slip out an airlock, then dismissed the idea knowing the captain was a woman of honor.
"She seems…fond of you, B'Elanna, but I don't want you feeling obligated." Kathryn could see that Seven had grown very attached to the Klingon, and didn't want B'Elanna to go back to the way things were in the past, though she guessed that the two had bonded against the common enemies they had faced on the planet. She hoped Seven wasn't confusing B'Elanna's caring for more than the Klingon was able to offer.
"Oh, really?" B'Elanna asked. Klingon jealousy was powerful thing. It didn't really matter if a Klingon's mate is straying, it's enough that someone else seems to be sniffing around, even if they aren't making a move on the mate in question. "So you think I should…make a little time in my busy schedule for her before jumping back into my life?" B'Elanna asked.
"Something like that," Kathryn said. "Although I'm sure you'll be busy catching up on all the technical things you've been away from so long," Kathryn said. She was having her own green eyed monster nagging at the back of her mind, wondering if the friendship she had enjoyed with Seven would be resumed now that Seven seemed to depend on Torres. "But I assure you, I'll be more than happy to help Seven adjust," Kathryn said sincerely. Even if she couldn't be with Seven, she didn't want to lose the friendship they had shared.
"Really?" B'Elanna stopped and looked the captain over. It was quite clear that the crush Seven used to have on the captain had been mutual, and while Seven had moved on, Janeway hadn't had the passage of two and a half years to do the same. "I think Seven and I will handle things just fine," B'Elanna said slowly, then pushed down her jealousy.
She really did care for the captain, and it wasn't her fault she had lost out, even if she didn't know it yet. Then B'Elanna realized, that yes, it was her fault, but instead of making her angry, it made her feel sincere compassion for the captain. "Um, Captain, I think there are a few things we need to talk about," the Klingon began. "But I think it would be best if we waited until we get settled on board." B'Elanna didn't want to break the news on a hostile space station.
"All right," Janeway agreed, though she had a feeling she wasn't going to like the topic.
Up ahead, Seven was not enjoying the Doctor's company. He seemed to have damaged his matrix during Seven's absence and had an overwhelming need to discuss Seven's feelings. Asking her, "and how does that make you feel?" and saying things like, "That must have been very hard for you." Seven was tired, and she wanted to feel B'Elanna in her arms to make sure that her wife was all right. Perhaps she could convince her beloved Klingon to go back to B'Elanna's quarters, their quarters, and take a nap. Seven paused and looked back at B'Elanna. She could tell that her wife was upset about something.
"B'Elanna?" Seven asked.
"What is it, Seven?" B'Elanna's eyes lit up as she looked down the corridor and the edges of her lips curled up unconsciously.
"I am tired, Be'nal," Seven said as she held out her hand. "Can we take a nap?"
"Of course, love," B'Elanna said as she rushed to catch up with Seven before she realized that the words were out of her mouth.
Seven took B'Elanna's hand and pulled her close, feeling the Klingon's hand wrap around her waist as naturally as breathing. "I missed you," Seven said as she placed a quick kiss on B'Elanna head.
B'Elanna paused, thinking about the captain's feelings, but then realized she wasn't about to snub the love of her life. She leaned into Seven and squeezed her, then let her hand slide down to Seven's tummy. "Me too. Let's go home."
Janeway felt like she had been kicked by a six legged Altarian bull. Seven had called B'Elanna "Be'nal," and while Janeway's Klingon was rusty, she knew that was the word for wife. She followed quietly, not wanting to intrude on such a private moment.
"Wife?" the Doctor asked. He spoke fluent Klingon and had no problem intruding. "What on earth do you mean by that, Seven?"
Seven and B'Elanna had stopped, and Janeway caught up with the small group just as the explanations came.
"We've been married for two years," B'Elanna said proudly. She felt bad for the captain, but she wasn't about to let Seven mistake that concern for a lack of enthusiasm.
"Two years, one month, sixteen days," Seven corrected and then kissed B'Elanna's temple.
B'Elanna smiled and blushed. "Yes, dear. How silly of me to be so inaccurate." She leaned into the willowy blonde, letting her hands tickle Seven's ribs. The exBorg squirmed, but seemed to be more than willing to indulge the Klingon's playful torture.
"Congratulations," Janeway said. She could see the happiness in both women's eyes along with the palpable presence of love. "I'm glad you two found something good to take away from this experience."
B'Elanna's eyes drifted to Seven's belly and her smile grew. Anyone who was used to seeing B'Elanna Torres, angry Klingon with an attitude, wouldn't have recognized the woman in front of them. B'Elanna's eyes were filled with wonder as her hand caressed Seven's belly.
"Indeed," Seven said quietly. She linked her hand over B'Elanna's holding it there. "We have many things to be thankful for."
"You intend to keep the child?" the Doctor asked. He wasn't known for his subtlety or his ability to notice anyone else's emotions.
"Why would we not?" Seven demanded. "We planned this pregnancy and are looking forward to our daughter's birth."
Janeway didn't know how much more she could handle, so she shifted into captain mode. "Let's get back to Voyager and we can discuss this there. Come on," she ordered and then marched on in front of her crew.
Chapter Eighteen: Adjustments
Janeway went directly to her quarters and used a hypospray the Doctor had given her for the headaches she had been suffering from since the Dengari situation began. After a quick look in the mirror to make sure that her command mask was in place, she made her way to the bridge. She wanted to get the ship underway before the mysterious Magistrate arrived. She had used up every ounce of patience with the Dengari Overseer and had no interest in meeting the Magistrate and wanted to get back on course to the Alpha quadrant. Kathryn hoped the familiar routine of the bridge would take her mind off of Seven.
Part of her was truly happy that Seven seemed to have found someone she could love, someone who obviously loved her in return, but a smaller part felt like she had been shown a cruel glimpse of the happiness she could have shared with the exBorg. Both thoughts only made the weight of her loneliness press down on her like it hadn't since she had found out that her fiancee Mark had moved on and married someone else back in the Alpha Quadrant.
"Mister Paris," Janeway said as she walked onto the bridge, "Take us out of here as soon as we get clearance to disengage the airlock."
"Aye, Ma'am," he said slowly. It wasn't normal for her to start spouting orders before even greeting whomever had the bridge.
"Captain," Chakotay said as she walked down to the command deck. "Everything all right?"
"Yes, Commander. B'Elanna and Seven are safely on board." Janeway paused as the tattooed officer climbed out of her chair and into his own, and then she sat without another word.
Chakotay turned back toward Ensign Kim at Ops. "Harry, any word from the station?"
"Yes, sir. They're still finishing up some last minute things before they can disengage the airlock." Harry studied his comm panel intently but was more than a little curious about B'Elanna and Seven.
"How did B'Elanna look?" Tom Paris asked as he turned.
"Fine," Janeway answered, not elaborating.
"Did she ask about me?" he asked.
"No," Janeway said, hoping Tom would get the hint that she didn't want to talk about it.
"She was probably pretty preoccupied, right?" Tom persisted.
"Yes," Janeway said. ‘Sometimes,' she thought, ‘he can be so dense.'
"Probably just wanted to climb into a warm bed, huh?" he asked, unaware of how that particular question would affect the captain.
"Yes," Janeway said. Her voice was at its most deadly register reserved for the Kazon or Hirogen.
"She didn't mention me at all?" he asked again. His face showed his disbelief, as if the captain had simply not been paying attention to B'Elanna, because certainly she would have asked about him.
"No," Janeway said. She wondered if anyone would object to her asking Tuvok to test his Vulcan nerve pinch on the helmsman. Probably not.
The doors to the turbolift opened and the Doctor came into the room. "Captain, I just finished checking Lieutenant Torres and Seven. If you have a moment, I think I should brief you on my findings."
"Fine. In my ready room." Janeway wasn't in the mood to talk about either of the women, but she had a ship to run, so she pushed herself out of her chair.
"Doc?" Tom asked. "Think Lana is up to a little visit?" His eyes suggested his question was more about a date than a visit. "I mean, after two and half years, she has to have forgiven me, right?"
Janeway sighed and looked at the helmsman. "Mister Paris," Janeway said ruefully, "I think that ship has sailed."
The Doctor snorted a half laugh. "That ship has not only sailed, but it's coming back to port with a copilot and full cargo hold."
Janeway cleared her throat and nodded toward her ready room while Tom gave them both a confused stare.
"Chakotay, you have the bridge. Take us out of here as soon as we're clear." Janeway led the way off of the bridge. She still had a lingering sense of dread about the Magistrate and wanted to be long gone before he arrived.
The Doctor followed Janeway into her ready room and studied the various items decorating her office as she sat at her desk. He wondered if he should add a bust of one of his medical heroes or perhaps a famous opera star to his own office.
"Doctor?" Janeway nodded to the chair across from her.
"Captain," he said as he sat. "I just wanted you to know that my concerns about the child were unfounded. There is no risk of it, or rather her, being Borg."
"Glad to hear it," she said. That was one less hardship for Seven and B'Elanna to endure she thought happily.
"And, despite what I first thought, I don't think either Lieutenant Torres or Seven will need counseling for post traumatic stress disorder or the effects of internment." He smiled proudly as if it was by some miracle of his own doing.
Janeway's only response was a set of raised auburn eyebrows.
"It seems they were not even with the other inmates. They were alone in a mountain region," he explained. "So, while we were all worrying ourselves sick about their well being, they were off having a romantic vacation," he added, his voice dripping with sarcasm. "We should all be so lucky."
"I'm sure upsetting you wasn't their only goal, Doctor. I'm guessing they had a tough time of it." She sighed, relived that her crewmembers hadn't been forced to deal with the horrors that had filled her own thoughts since they had went missing.
"Yes, well…" he said as he tugged at his holographic collar. He had the good sense to look contrite before continuing. "I'd like them to take off at least a few weeks to relax and get back into the swing of things, as it were."
"You're giving them time off after a two and half year vacation?" Janeway wasn't through dressing the hologram down just yet. "How generous of you." Her eyes lacked the sparkle they had when she was teasing.
"Point taken, captain." He knew when he was beaten, and had the intelligence to quit while he was ahead. "While they may have had less harsh conditions than we had speculated, they did have to struggle."
"I'll make a note in my log," she said. "Doctor, you said they weren't with the other inmates?"
"Yes." He nodded. "They were completely isolated for most of the time."
"Well, then how did Seven… how… her, well if not one of the convicts, how did she get…" Janeway struggled, not comfortable with the topic, but still having an overwhelming curiosity about the subject.
"Pregnant?" the Doctor supplied. "We have Lieutenant Torres to thank for that," he said with a smirk. "Well, Lieutenant Torres and good old Borg ingenuity."
Janeway stared at him, her mouth refusing to function.
"In six months," he said with a smile, "We're going to have a little Klingon-human-Borg tyke running around. Well, I guess that isn't entirely accurate. She'll be one quarter Klingon and three quarters Human."
"I see," Janeway said, but in truth she had no idea how B'Elanna and Seven had managed that particular feat, and the last thing she wanted to do was try to think about it. That invited images she didn't want, images of the two women in a heated embrace. No, she didn't want to think about that at all.
B'Elanna and Seven made their way down to the crew deck after finishing up in sick bay. They passed several crew members who were warm and welcoming, though somewhat surprised to see the two women together, that and the fact that both women looked significantly different than they had the last time they had been on board. Seven's rich brown leather pants and blood stained white top weren't nearly a surprising as the thick braid that came down over her left shoulder reaching her belly. B'Elanna was an even more bizarre sight. She was wearing her dark brown leather pants and a loose fitting surgical gown. Her hair had also grown out, and she wore it pulled back into a loose ponytail tied off at the shoulder with a piece of leather. Her sable brown hair reached down passed her shoulder blades.
They reached B'Elanna's quarters and were thrilled to find a package waiting next to the door. It was from Malok, and contained not only the bearskin and B'Elanna's knife but her jacket as well. Seven had left the leather garment in their cell during her haste to accompany B'Elanna to the surgical bay.
"Welcome home," B'Elanna said as she walked into her quarters.
"Thank you." Seven took the package from B'Elanna and put it onto the low table and then turned to the Klingon with a feral grin. "Show me our bed," the exdrone demanded and her eyes lidded as she leaned in for a kiss.
"I thought you needed a nap?" B'Elanna's asked after a lingering kiss.
"I need you more," Seven said. She wrapped B'Elanna in her arms and rested her forehead against her wife's ridged brow. "You scared me today. I now understand the promise you wanted me to make after our vision quest." She ran her fingers down B'Elanna's cheek and then followed the same path with whisper soft kisses.
"I'm sorry," B'Elanna whispered. She groaned and leaned into Seven's body, her mocha colored hands kneading the muscles in Seven's lower back. "Your back's like a rock. It must be killing you." B'Elanna untangled from the embrace and led Seven to their bed, pausing only long enough to bring the bearskin.
"Don't ever leave me, Be'nal," Seven whispered as B'Elanna lifted the blood stained shirt over her head. Her blonde braid got tangled, then slapped down onto her chest and B'Elanna tugged on her braid with a smile, using it to pull Seven into searing kiss.
"I'm here, and I'm not going anywhere." B'Elanna eased Seven onto the bed, face down, and straddled her leather covered backside. She tenderly massaged Seven's lean, long back, giving each muscle loving, soothing attention until every bit of tightness was gone, then settled herself next to Seven.
"Make love to me," the fully relaxed and aroused blonde begged.
"Always," B'Elanna breathed into a kiss on Seven's full lips. "Always, my beloved. Now, roll over." Her brown eyes darkened to the color of night at she leaned over to steal another kiss, and they made love under the same bearskin that had warmed them every night since the first time they had opened their souls to each other. It was just as wonderful, magical, and fresh as that first time. Each meeting of lips was a benediction, a promise of forever. Each touch of velvet soft skin against well muscled limbs ignited fires so fierce that they consumed the pair until they lay spent and their breathing was reduced to labored gasps. All in all, it was a perfect homecoming.
Several decks away Kathryn Janeway was awake in her bed, but for a much different reason. After staring at the ceiling for an hour she got up and went for a walk. She wandered aimlessly through the various decks until she found herself at a familiar location. She stared at the doors to Cargo Bay two and felt like her soul was being ripped from her body. She had to stop herself from activating the door, then almost laughed at the absurdity of the action. Seven was probably with B'Elanna, in her…no, their quarters, and even if Seven was in the Borg alcove regenerating, B'Elanna was probably there with her. Even if the Klingon wasn't there, watching another woman's wife sleep was completely inappropriate.
Kathryn walked back to the turbolift and began going over her past actions. She had watched Seven regenerate, sleep, on countless occasions, and had never admitted the intimacy it implied. Watching Seven sleep had been the most intimate act Kathryn had indulged in since she had left the Alpha Quadrant. Now the beautiful blonde Borg was sleeping next to B'Elanna Torres. Kathryn pushed that image out of her mind and headed back to her quarters alone.
Chapter 19: Surprises
Word spread quickly through Voyager's grapevine that the two missing crewmembers were back, but there were only faint rumblings about how the two may or may not have gotten along.
Voyager got underway without a hitch, and much to Janeway's relief she was able to return to her ready room for some much needed alone time. So far, she and the Doctor were the only two on board who knew about B'Elanna and Seven's marriage and impending child, but the juicy piece of gossip would make the rounds soon enough. The captain didn't care to discuss it with anyone, so she was less than thrilled to hear the chime of her door disturb her quiet contemplation.
"Come in," Janeway said unenthusiastically.
Tuvok entered and walked directly to her desk without a word. She waited until he stood at attention and then raised her eyebrows in silence question. When he merely shifted his weight, she switched tactics.
"Yes?" she asked.
"I came to ask if you have come to any resolution regarding your personal matter," he said the last two words as if they were actually painful.
"Didn't give me much time, did you, old friend?" She leaned back in her chair and motioned to the chair beside him with a nod of her head.
"You have seen her. From all accounts, she is well," he said as if that explained everything.
"Yes, she's quite well," Janeway said with bitterness hardening her words.
"I would think her well being would be a cause for relief," he said. He really did not enjoy trying to decipher human emotions. Just when he thought he had a firm grasp on them, they darted off in the most illogical direction available.
Kathryn looked down at her hands that were resting on top of her desk, then looked up. Her command mask was down, something she wouldn't allow with any other member of the crew.
"Captain?" The depth of despair Tuvok saw disturb him.
"She's married, Tuvok." Her eyes went back down to her own hands, to the ring finger, devoid of any decoration, the naked digit mocking her. Even while she had been engaged to Mark, she had never worn a ring, adhering to the letter Starfleet policy, although most captains allowed their crew to wear wedding bands.
"To Lieutenant Torres, I presume?" he asked.
"Yes," Kathryn responded, though she wondered why it had occurred to him so quickly. "Did you see this coming?"
"Their bonding was one of the many possible variables," he said slowly. "I had considered that the animosity they harbored on board might have been sexual tension. I felt mentioning it prior to this would have caused you undo stress given the fact that we had no way of knowing what was going on."
"Well," Janeway said as she stood and walked to the window, studying the stars whipping by. "I think it's pretty clear the matter is closed."
"Were you a Vulcan, I would agree." Tuvok stood and went to stand next to the captain and studied the flying specks that were stars outside the warp field. "However, you are not Vulcan."
"Other than stating out the obvious, do you have a point?" Kathryn eyed the dark skinned Vulcan with a sideways glance.
"My point, is that since you are human, the knowledge that Seven is unattainable will not make you want her any less." Tuvok linked his hands behind his back and continued staring out the window. "In fact, given your nature, Captain, it may make you want her more."
"Me in general, or all us flawed humans?" Janeway turned to face him.
"You are a particularly competitive person, Captain. It has served you well. It is one of the things that makes you such a great captain." He turned and tilted his head to one side. "It is also the thing that concerns me in this situation."
"Oh?" Janeway asked. She was less than amused. "Are you worried I'll challenge B'Elanna to a duel for Seven's hand?"
"Vulcans do not worry," he said. "Additionally, I know you well enough to know that such an action would not be in your nature. I also know Seven well enough to know that she would not allow such a contest," he added in case the captain surprised him and was actually considering that option.
"And just what would be in my nature?" Her voice rumbled quietly.
"You would not interfere in another person's relationship, however I am concerned that you will become increasingly forlorn. You do not like losing," he explained.
"This isn't a game, Tuvok."
"No, but when Ransom had Seven in his custody, your actions were illogical. I believe part of that was your need to beat Ransom, and part of it was that he stole what you saw as yours," Tuvok stated bluntly. "That may intensify your sense of loss in this case."
"He did had our containment matrix," Janeway said defensively.
"I was referring to Seven of Nine." He raised an eyebrow.
"I do not consider her property." Janeway's eyes flashed and she straightened to her full height, though she still only reached his chest. "And I resent you suggesting otherwise."
"My intention is not to cause resentment, only to counsel you to refocus your…affection." He looked down at her, showing as much concern as was possible for the Vulcan.
Janeway laughed and walked away, her heart breaking. "Refocus my affection? Tuvok," she said as she went to the couch and sat. "If only it were that easy."
B'Elanna studied Seven as the blonde slept. Seven had dozed off after they had finished making love; the napping had only begun to happen since the pregnancy. B'Elanna watched her wife's lips twitch and her eyes shift under closed lids as she dreamed. The Klingon smiled, unable to contain her joy. She had everything she had ever dreamed possible…and more, a beautiful wife, a daughter on the way, and now they were safely back on board Voyager. When she had awakened in the Dengari surgical bay and seen Voyager's Doctor, she had thought she was hallucinating. Once he explained the temporal differential, of course dragging in his own heroic away mission on a similar planet, she had been relieved. Now that she was back on board, it finally hit her what the time difference meant. She and Seven had each other and the baby, while the ship had barely missed a beat of Kahless' drum in the grand scheme. She reached out and brushed a strand of blonde hair off of Seven's face and tucked it behind her ear. Seven mumbled, and shifted toward the Klingon, she had an innate sense of B'Elanna's presence, and would shift to be as close to her as possible. B'Elanna loved the way Seven would make little frustrated sounds when she couldn't touch B'Elanna the way she wanted to, tiny whimpers that she would continue until she rolled over and found B'Elanna, then she would let out a contented sigh and begin nuzzling into B'Elanna's neck. B'Elanna thought it was the most adorable thing she had ever seen. She hoped their daughter inherited the tiny whimpers.
B'Elanna lifted the covers and slipped out of the bed, standing for several minutes just watching Seven. Finally, she bent down and placed a tender kiss on her wife's temple, running her hand through Seven's hair that was down and flowing across the pillow. She left the former drone to rest and went into the living area. She had grown accustom to clothing being optional, and she didn't even register her lack of attire until she sat on the couch and realized that she was somewhat underdressed and smiled as she retrieved her robe. She wanted to start designing a portable regenerator to move into her quarters so that Seven wouldn't have to spend time in the cargo bay.
The Klingon found that being away from Voyager for two and a half years had left her technical skills a bit rusty. She had to actually pull the ship's schematics before working out the best way to move a smaller version of the alcove to her quarters. It was frustrating, she remembered when she could have rerouted any system in her head, every circuit and relay embedded in her memory, and she didn't like needing to rely on data padds to tell her where the nearest power conduits were.
The door chimed and she looked up from the three padds on her lap. She got up and hurried to the door not wanting whoever it was to chime again which might wake up Seven.
She opened the door and saw red, literally. Two dozen roses blocked her view, the roses lowered and Tom Paris smiled and did his best to look charming.
"Tom, what do you want?" B'Elanna asked as she leaned against the wall, blocking his entry.
"Lana, welcome home," he said and stepped forward.
"Paris? What is it?" B'Elanna reached across the doorway using her arm as a barricade before he could enter.
"Come on, Lana, you can't still be angry." He moved to the other side of B'Elanna to get past her. "I'm sorry, all right? If you're still mad after all this time, you must still care. Why don't you let me come in and give you a proper welcome home?"
"Tom, look, I'm not mad at you. Honestly, I haven't thought much about you at all." She shifted her weight and crossed her arms over her chest. "I need to talk to you, but this really isn't a good time."
"Come on, Lana, it's the perfect time." He rushed past her and into the room, stopping when he saw the padds scattered across the couch. "Back to work so soon? You need to relax," he said. "Computer, lights one half."
The illumination lowered and Tom tossed the roses onto the couch. "I know you've missed me," he insisted. "Come on." He moved closer and she had to backpedal to stay out of his reach.
"Tom, leave, now." She continued backing away. "Or I'm gonna' enjoy giving you a nice bit of news."
"Oh?" he asked as he came closer, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.
"Tom, I'm married." She stood her ground and glared at him. "So I suggest you leave now before things get really ugly." Her lips curled up at the edges revealing her pointed teeth. It wasn't a smile.
"Married?" Tom asked. "Come on, Lana, you can do better than that." He looked around her quarters, pointing at the mostly empty room. "I don't see any prince charming. Lana, if you want me to beg I will, but just give me a chance."
"Paris," B'Elanna sighed and rubbed her temples, wanting him out before Seven woke up. After the fiasco with the way had Janeway found out, she didn't want the same thing to happen with Tom. True, he was a jerk, but she didn't want to see him hurt, embarrassed maybe, but not hurt. "Leave, Tom. I'm happy, and you don't hold a candle to my…"
"Your husband?" Tom asked, then laughed. "Please." He laughed and tugged at the collar of her robe. She grabbed his arm and twisted him around, trapping his arm behind him and pushing toward the door.
"Go try this crap with your hologram, Tom," B'Elanna said as she shoved him away from her.
"B'Elanna, even if you did meet someone, you know it's me you want," he challenged. "You probably picked some guy who looks just like me, didn't you?"
"No," came the sultry voice from behind him.
He turned and saw Seven leaning against the bedroom door with one of B'Elanna's tunics held to her body, covering her, well, covering some of her.
"Seven?" Tom's voice squeaked.
"You remember me. I am honored… I thought five days was beyond the capacity of your limited memory," Seven said sarcastically. The tunic had been hanging on the wall and Seven had grabbed it before coming out when she had heard voices. The uniform top hid her breasts, and down past her waist, but it revealed her long expanse of legs on the bottom and her abundant cleavage on top. Luckily her hair was cascading down on both sides of her face, helping to keep her breasts from view.
"No way," Paris said. He couldn't believe B'Elanna would dump him for the Borg ice queen, although he was enjoying the view in front of him.
"Get out," B'Elanna said as she walked passed him and into the bedroom. She came back out with a sheet and draped it around Seven from behind, leaving her arms around the tall blonde. "I'm happy, Tom. Just move on." Her cheek was resting against Seven's shoulder. She hadn't wanted to rub her happiness in his face, but he just made it so easy.
"But, but… we, we had something," he insisted.
"Had, Tom," B'Elanna said as she rubbed her wife's arms. "And what we had doesn't hold a candle to what Seven and I have." She looked at Tom, feeling sorry for the inept fool. "Tom, go home."
He continued staring, too stunned to speak.
Seven shifted so that she had her arms cradled over the top of B'Elanna's. "My wife asked you to leave our quarters, Ensign Paris," Seven said calmly. "Do not make her ask again."
"Or what?" he asked as he stepped forward, his shock overruling his natural instinct for self-preservation.
B'Elanna tensed, but Seven had her arms pinned around her waist and the sheet. The Klingon remembered the nauseating sound of the breaking necks in the holding cell and realized that she should get Tom out of the room.
"Or, I will remove you," Seven said. Her voice was calm, but had the sharp edge of rage making the air crackle. Her eyes narrowed and she raised the eyebrow under her implant. "I do not wish to do so. You are a competent pilot and it would be a shame for you to be confined to sickbay…indefinitely."
Tom was about to make a snide comment that would get him an all expenses paid emergency transport to sickbay with a complimentary painkiller, but he saw B'Elanna squeeze and then soothe Seven. Something in the way Seven's muscles rippled beneath her skin, like a cat before it pounces, made him hesitate.
"Be'nal," the Klingon whispered as she lifted onto her toes to reach Seven's ear. "He's not worth it. Please, let me handle this." She left a kiss on the soft pink shell of Seven's ear to convince the exdrone.
"Very well," Seven whispered back, tilting her face toward B'Elanna so that their cheeks touched.
B'Elanna walked passed Tom, grabbed the roses, then went back and yanked him by the arm toward the door. "I just saved your ass, Paris. You owe me," she said as she shoved him out the door and tossed the roses out after him.
"This isn't over, Borg," he said as the door slid shut cutting off his pigheaded taunt.
Those onboard who considered B'Elanna Torres to be the supreme source of gossip on Voyager had never seen Tom Paris at the top of his informative game. Twelve minutes after he left B'Elanna's quarters, every member of the crew knew about the marriage of the resident Klingon to the Borg drone. Tom had expected surprise, which he got in abundance, but the sense of outrage he wanted was not to be had. While everyone seemed surprised, most passed it off as none of their business, or worse in Tom's mind, they were happy for the pair. The only one on board who actually seemed disturbed by the news was young Naomi Wildman who had been with Neelix when he heard the news.
"Wonderful, just wonderful," the furry chef and sometimes diplomat said as he rubbed his yellow spotted hands together. "I'll get to work on a reception right away." He grabbed a padd from his kitchen counter and began accessing files.
"Is that all you're gonna' say?" asked Tom.
"Well, what else would I say?" Neelix asked, honestly confused by the question. He looked down at Naomi who was standing beside him and noticed her confused expression. "Naomi, honey? What is it?"
She tugged on the Talaxian's sleeve and brought him down to her level to whisper a question in his ear. "I thought Seven liked the captain?" she asked with the innocence of youth.
He frowned, then smiled indulgently at the child. "No, dear. I don't think so."
"Neelix?" Tom persisted. "Aren't you the least bit shocked? I mean…this is B'Elanna…and Seven."
"Love comes in every mix, Mister Paris. Just look at what Kes and I shared. Who would have thought such a delicate flower could have loved an old hedgehog like me?" Neelix noticed Tom avoid his glance. "Yes, Tom, I know what some of the crew calls me. I kind of like it. Hedgehogs are very handsome animals."
Naomi giggled as she realized how much Neelix did look like the pictures she had seen of hedgehogs. Her giggles changed to a squeal when the giant hedgehog in question bent down and snorted at her and then rooted around her neck.
"Well, uh," Tom said with a sigh. "I have to go," he said as he turned and fled the mess hall to continue spreading the juiciest piece of gossip on board in years.
Neelix waved to the Ensign as he left then gave Naomi his full attention. "Now then, Miss Wildman, I'm going to need an assistant to plan a wedding reception, and as one of Seven's best friends, that responsibility would usually fall onto you. Are you up for it?"
"Yes," she answered, her tiny face completely serious about the grave responsibility she was being given.
"All right then," he said as he looked over his padd. "I'm pretty sure I can find some information on Klingon and human rituals, but I'm not sure there will be anything on Borg joinings."
"The Borg don't join, Neelix." Naomi said as she gave him a tolerant smile. "They assimilate."
"Well, that wouldn't be much fun at a reception, now would it?" he asked as he rubbed his chin with mock seriousness. "We can't have the guests sprouting implants, that would ruin their tuxedos."
Naomi giggled and rolled her eyes.
"Captain to the bridge," Chakotay's voice said over the communication system. Janeway looked up from the padd on her desk and stood, making her way out of the ready room and toward the bridge. She came through the doors and looked up to the viewscreen at one of the biggest warships she had ever seen.
"Report," she demanded as she took her seat.
"Captain, that warship just came up behind us and is matching our course. We've changed our heading twice and they've adjusted to match us each time," Chakotay explained. He rubbed the tattoo over his eye as he stared at the viewscreen.
"Have you hailed them?" Janeway asked Ensign Kim who was currently standing at the Ops station.
"Yes, ma'am. Four times, no response." He checked his comm panel even as he spoke to make sure he didn't miss some vital bit of information.
"Open hailing frequencies," she ordered.
"Open," Harry said as he tapped the keypad in front of him.
"This is Captain Kathryn Janeway of the Federation Starship Voyager, please state your intentions." She didn't want to start out being rude.
"They're responding," Harry said, his surprise evident. The viewscreen image changed to show a Dengari man with graying temples sitting in an overstated command chair that had intricate carvings and large swirling armrests.
"Captain Janeway, are you in the habit of having your underlings greet dignitaries?" the man asked. His tone was a mix of disgust and concern.
"I'm not in the habit of explaining my actions to strangers," she responded dryly.
"I am the Magistrate," he said, offend she didn't recognize him.
"That explains the chair," she said quietly to Chakotay who choked down a laugh. "What can I do for you, Magistrate?" she asked cautiously.
"Return my two prisoners," he said casually, then actually bent his fingers and examined his fingernails.
"We don't have any of your prisoners." Janeway stood and put her hands on her hips. "The members of my crew that were in your custody finished their sentences."
"Yes, but they killed two men on board the transport ship." He stood as well, but leaned against the massive chair in a relaxed manner. "I have generously agreed to not consider them fugitives. Normally I would interpret their leaving as another crime, but the Overseer convinced me to show leniency."
"Those men were trying to kill them," Janeway said. "Don't you know anything about self-defense?" her voice sounded like she had swallowed gravel, deep and reverberating, mimicking a mother bear's growl, a perfect measure of her mood.
"Of course," he said. "We are a civilized species. Had the prisoners remained until my arrival, I would have given them a complete pardon on those grounds." He sat down and griped the ornate arms of his chair. "But since they left, undermining my authority, I had no choice but to find them guilty of murder. I want them transferred to my custody at once."
"I don't think so." Janeway sat in her chair and tossed one leg over the other. "Tuvok, yellow alert."
"This needn't be an adversarial discussion," he said, but his eyes said the opposite.
"Too late," Janeway said. "You might as well turn around and go home. You won't get my people."
His eyes narrowed, then he looked off screen and nodded. The Overseer walked into the screen.
"Captain, I think we can work this out… to all our satisfaction. If you would just come over to our ship with the prisoners, we can work this out."
"Overseer, since the day I met you, every word out of your mouth has been a half truth or an outright lie. You'll forgive me if I don't trust you," Janeway said.
"Yes, I will," the Overseer said and smiled. She looked at the Magistrate. "Perhaps we could meet on their ship?"
"That is highly irregular," the Magistrate said.
"Irregular or not, I would be willing to allow you and the Overseer to come on board. However, my ship will handle the transport, and your ship will have to take its weapons and transporters off line." Janeway steepled her fingers together and let the ball shoot into their court.
"Am I supposed to come over there without a security team?" He asked, clearly not willing to making the agreement without some petty concession on Janeway's part.
"I think I can let you bring one guard... unarmed," the captain said. She rather enjoyed demanding her own petty concession from the pompous magistrate.
The Overseer cleared her throat. "I'm sure my captain of the guard would be honored to accompany the Magistrate," she said.
"Very well," the Magistrate said. "In one standard hour," he decreed.
"Why don't we make it two. I have an urgent matter to attend," Janeway said. The urgent matter was taking some of the wind out of the Magistrate's sail.
"I will allow it," the Magistrate said as if he was the one in control all along.
"Fine, my security chief will contact your people, Janeway out," she said as she disengaged the channel from her comm panel. "Tuvok, I want the ship on full alert until further notice."
The entire senior staff was present in the conference room, scattered around the table. All eyes darted back and forth between the Klingon and the exBorg, except for Tom, whose eyes were locked on Seven. She was unaffected by his attempt at intimidation. She had faced down the Borg Queen, so Tom Paris' childish attempts to unsettle her were actually amusing.
The senior staff had almost concluded their brief meeting when the question of whether or not Torres and Seven would meet with the Magistrate came up.
"Oh, I'll meet with him," B'Elanna said to Janeway with a menacing smile. "In fact, maybe he and I should spend a little quality time alone."
"Somehow," Seven said, "I do not think he would enjoy the quality of the visit you have in mind." The exdrone moved her chair closer to B'Elanna and lifted an eyebrow high onto her forehead.
"Lieutenant," Janeway said, "as satisfying as that would be...for all of us, I don't think it's going to happen." The captain glanced around the table and then cleared her throat. "Now, I think we should focus on preparing, and we need to hurry so that we have options."
The Doctor leaned forward. "Well, giving B'Elanna and Seven to them isn't an option," he said, pointing out the obvious, a task usually handled by Chakotay.
"No," Janeway said within an unamused crinkle of her brow.
Tom finally spoke. "Well, from what I read in the report, both of them did not kill those men."
"You are correct, Mr. Paris," Seven said. Her hand reached under the table and squeezed B'Elanna's convincing the Klingon by hold her tongue. Seven continued. "I killed them, Mr. Paris. They hurt my wife, and I dealt with them." She leveled her lapis blue eyes on the Helmsman.
"You acted in self-defense," Tuvok said.
"Tuvok, I need you to make sure there aren't any surprises when they arrive." Janeway looked around the table. "As for the rest of you, make sure your departments are on their toes. Tuvok has some special instructions for each of you." She pushed her chair away from the table. "I think we're done here."
Chapter 20: Family
When Seven of Nine was not amused, it fell heavily on the shoulders of B'Elanna Torres. At the current moment, B'Elanna felt like there was an elephant sitting on her back, an unammused, pregnant elephant.
"Why must we wait here?" Seven demanded as she looked around Cargo Bay two.
"Because," B'Elanna said patiently, "The non-Starfleet components let us put up a Borg forcefield." She spoke softly, completely calm, and with more understanding than most would have thought she was capable of displaying. She knew Seven was more emotional since the pregnancy, so she compensated.
"I understand that," Seven said as she paced. "But why us?" Seven whined illogically. The exBorg was feeling tired, and more than a little cranky. She hadn't spent any time in the cargo bay since their return the day before, choosing to forgo regeneration until they installed the new system in their quarters. She hadn't seen any Borg technology in two and half years, and the once familiar equipment now made her uncomfortable. She shivered as she stared at the green glowing console next to her alcove.
"It's okay," B'Elanna said as she came up behind Seven and wrapped her arms around her waist. "I know you don't like it here, love, but hey, I'm a Klingon warrior. Think I like missing all the fun?"
Seven turned and loosely embraced her wife. "I am being…difficult. I do not mean to be. My emotions seem to have moved closer to the surface."
"Yeah, but I still love you," B'Elanna said as she kissed Seven's nose. "The captain just wants to keep us away from the Magistrate. I have to at least partly agree with her. I don't want you anywhere near him."
"Yes, but you would like to be there for the meeting…perhaps bring your bat'tleth?" Seven asked with a smile.
"Well, maybe…" B'Elanna stared down at the floor.
The doors to the cargo bay opened and Neelix leaned around the wall and peered in. "Hello?" he asked. "Lieutenant? Seven?"
"Yes, Neelix?" B'Elanna asked without letting go of Seven. She was still not on active duty, and she wasn't about to miss one second in her wife's arms.
"Uh, if you'll drop that Borg forcefield, I have a visitor for you. The captain thinks this is the safest place." The furry Talaxian was still partially hidden from view.
"Indeed?" Seven asked even as she used one hand to disengaged the glowing green forcefield and kept the other loosely wrapped around B'Elanna's hip. She wondered who else on Voyager had to be hidden from the Magistrate.
"Yes," Neelix said with a serious scowl. "Think you could take responsibility for her?"
"Her?" Seven asked. Her eyes sparkled as she figured out who the visitor probably was.
Neelix stepped into view, and then tugged Naomi Wildman beside him.
"Hi, Seven." The tiny child looked nervous, she hadn't seen Seven since her return and she wasn't sure how to act around B'Elanna now that they were married.
"Naomi," Seven yelled and ran toward her.
Naomi's eyes widened, she had never seen Seven so emotional and she wasn't sure how to react. Seven reached her and scooped her up.
"Naomi, I have missed you." Seven kissed the half-Katarian on the cheek several times and then swung her in her arms. Seven had gotten used to being openly affectionate with Ty, and that carried over to Naomi, allowing Seven to show the love she had always felt for the strawberry blonde child.
"Seven?" Naomi squeaked, taken aback by the gregarious hug.
Seven knelt and let Naomi's feet touch the ground. "I thought about you often," Seven said with her hands still holding onto the child.
"You did?" Naomi was shocked to see tears at the edges of Seven's deep blue eyes.
"I did," Seven said seriously. She noticed Naomi's confusion so she took a more familiar approach and stood up to her full height, linked her hands behind her back and looked down on her with a serious expression. "Naomi Wildman, your absence from my daily existence was extremely detrimental to my… emotional well being."
"I missed you too, Seven." Naomi's eyes brightened and a smile edged up the corners of her mouth as she tried to remain serious, composed, and yes, somewhat Borg in her demeanor.
"Well, I'll be going now," Neelix said, feeling somewhat awkward. He hadn't seen that much emotion from Seven since One's death, and while he liked the way her obvious excitement to see Naomi made her features even more beautiful, he wasn't used to seeing it. "I have a few things to finish up before…our visitors arrive. Naomi is wearing her arm band, as ordered." He backed out of the cargo, waving to Naomi.
"Bye, Neelix," she said as she returned the wave.
"Thanks," B'Elanna said as she watched him leave. She walked over behind Seven, raising an eyebrow at Naomi and smirking as she remembered a small calf on Jusari Prime. "Hey," B'Elanna said quietly to Seven, "Better get that forcefield back up."
"Of course," Seven said as she turned. She ran her hand over B'Elanna's arm as she passed, making the Klingon's smirk blossom into a smile. "I will collect our arm bands as well," Seven said as she walked away, her eyes lingering on B'Elanna's as she twisted her body to maintain eye contact as long as possible.
"Hey, squirt, how are you doing?" B'Elanna asked the nervous child.
"Fine, Lieutenant," Naomi replied. "I won't be any trouble," she added as she looked around the vast cargo area that was now surrounded by the green glow of the Borg enhanced forcefield.
"I know that," B'Elanna said as she stepped closer. "Besides, you're family now." The Klingon reached down and squeezed Naomi's shoulder and then bent to whisper in her ear. "Seven really missed you. You know what she did? She named a cute little cow after you, and we went out almost everyday to make sure it was okay."
Naomi said nothing as B'Elanna pulled back, surprised by the revelation about the cow and the Klingon's use of the word family.
"You know what she talked about every day while we sat and watched that little cow?" B'Elanna asked with a half smile.
Naomi slowly shook her head side to side.
B'Elanna bent down onto one knee so that she could look into Naomi's eyes. "You. What you might be doing, were you okay, how big were you getting…"
"Really?" A look of wonder covered Naomi's face, replacing at least some of the nervousness.
"Yep," B'Elanna assured her. "And we talked about how you were Seven's family…how much she missed you…and how, now that she and I are married, that makes you and I family." B'Elanna saw Naomi's face crinkle as she processed that bit of information. "You think you can handle having a Klingon in your family?"
"Half Klingon," Naomi said with a smile. "Now we have a half Katarian, a half Borg and a half Klingon."
"Well, that's quite a mix," B'Elanna said.
Seven joined the two, kneeling down beside B'Elanna without a word. She carefully attached the bio-dampening band around B'Elanna's arm, then smiled, and leaned over to leave a quick kiss on her temple.
"All set," Seven said as she tucked B'Elanna's long hair behind her ear.
"So, you really are married?" Naomi had just about assimilated the idea of Seven and B'Elanna being married, but the tender affection she had now witnessed made it quite real.
"Over two years," Seven said with a wistful smile.
"That okay with you, squirt?" B'Elanna asked.
"Acceptable," Naomi said with a tiny smirk.
Tuvok and three other security officers led the Dengari delegates to the conference room. Once inside, Tuvok took a seat beside Janeway while his security team stood around the table, one behind each Dengari delegate. Janeway was surprised when the Overseer sat next to Malok, her captain of guard, something else that had been a surprise. The fact that such a high ranking guard was opposed to his own government spoke volumes.
"Your show of force offends me, Captain," the Magistrate said as he sat directly across from Janeway.
"I'm surprised that a man of you stature would be so… sensitive," Janeway said. She was through being nice.
"Where are the prisoners?" he asked as he looked around the table.
"I think Tuvok and I can clear this matter up," the captain responded. She wasn't about to let Torres or Seven anywhere near the Magistrate until she was certain the new charges were dropped.
"They must pay for their insolence," the Magistrate said as he pounded the desk.
"Insolence?" Janeway asked. "I thought the charge was murder."
"The charges are none of your concern. All that remains to be seen is whether or not you allow your crewmembers to flee justice." The ridges on his cheeks reddened, and his hands shook.
"Magistrate, you mustn't tax yourself," the Overseer said. Her face showed sincere concern for the man she had only shown fear toward before.
"Justice is a taxing business," he said. "You must learn that before you can become Magistrate."
"What I've seen here so far is not justice," Janeway said. "I've seen only a petty display of power. Your actions are not worthy of the term justice."
The Magistrate stared at Janeway, his face turning deep crimson. The Overseer reached over and studied him with concern. Janeway watched the interaction carefully, noting when the Overseer stood and retrieved a pitcher of water that had been placed on the table for the meeting. She poured him a glass and put it in his hands, wrapping his fingers around the glass.
"Magistrate, what difference will two prisoners make?" the Overseer asked as she helped him set the glass down.
"Anarchy," he responded. "Anarchy begins with a single act of leniency. You must learn that, Overseer." He studied her, and shook his head.
"Magistrate," Janeway began. "You agreed that my people were acting in self-defense. How is releasing them an act of leniency?"
His face darkened. "They defied my authority by leaving before I had ruled on the case."
"Father, I released them," the Overseer said as she squeezed his arm.
"Do not address me so informally, Overseer," he yelled and jerked his arm away. "You will one day hold my position, and these informalities will be your undoing."
Janeway kept her face absolutely impassive, but it took all of her self-control. She had known the Dengari were born to their positions, and apparently the Overseer's next promotion would make her Magistrate. It hadn't occurred to Kathryn that the Magistrate was related to the Overseer.
The Overseer looked down at the table, she sighed and shook her head, then looked over at the Magistrate, her father; sorrow filled her eyes. "Magistrate, I will hold your office, and when I do… I will not continue the tyranny of your rule." Her face revealed what her words did not; she was a daughter who knew that her father had fostered injustice in his quest for absolute control. She studied her father and her own face went pale, almost white. It was obvious she had never stood up to him before.
"You cannot step down," he reminded her.
"I do not intend to," she responded. "But I will not continue to condemn prisoners to Jusari Prime."
Janeway watched silently. She knew the real issues were unfolding in front of her.
The Magistrate shook his head. "These two prisoners mean so much to you?" he asked.
"Not just these two, all of them," the Overseer said.
Janeway watched as the Magistrate considered his daughter's words. Then she saw the Overseer glance over at Malok, and saw some of the tall woman's earlier color return. Another piece of the puzzle fell into place.
"Well, Overseer," the Magistrate began, "I will allow these two to leave, free of any charges, but… you must give me your word that you will not close Jusari Prime. Without it, our space would be overrun by law breakers."
Malok sighed, and rolled his eyes.
"Captain Malok," the Magistrate said dangerously. "Your insubordination is cause for your own imprisonment."
"Magistrate," the Overseer said softly, then changed her mind, "Father… the time for Jusari Prime is past. Let our people move on."
"No," the Magistrate yelled as he slammed his fists onto the table. "I am protecting your birthright. Without my adherence to our…" his voice trailed off and he clutched his chest.
"Father?" the Overseer was at his side immediately, gently holding his arm as she knelt beside him.
"Janeway to sick bay, medical emergency in conference room two," the captain ordered.
"No," the Magistrate rasped. "Beam me back to my own ship."
Malok had moved closer to the stricken Magistrate, and was now standing directly behind the Overseer. The tall captain of the guard was concerned, and his hand rested on the Overseer's shoulder.
Janeway turned to Tuvok, who nodded. "Janeway to the bridge, beam the Magistrate directly to the Dengari ship."
Janeway felt the ship lurch to one side as she heard phasers impact against Voyager's hull. Five well armed Dengari materialized in the conference room and trained their weapons on Janeway and Tuvok. Dehar, the guard who had been more than a little interested in Seven, led the group.
"Well done." The Magistrate stood, uninjured. "Take the Overseer and Malok into custody as well."
"What is the meaning of this?" Janeway demanded. The lights dimmed and the red panels that lined the room began blinking as the sound of a Red Alert could be heard echoing through the room.
"The meaning? Captain, you were the one obstructing justice," he said as he smiled, convinced of his moral and military superiority.
"Father," the Overseer said as two guards moved toward her. "You can't do this. Can't you see it's wrong." She flinched when Dehar grabbed her roughly.
"Let go of her," Malok yelled as he broke free from the guards holding his arm. "She is the Overseer. You will not touch her in that manner."
"Malok, no," the Overseer whispered as Dehar turned his weapon of the former captain of the guard.
"As I suspected," the Magistrate said with a sneer. "You speak so informally to your underlings. You are not worthy of your title."
"This is all very interesting," Janeway said as she stood at the end of the table, flanked by a Dengari guard on each side. "But if you don't mind… I'd like you to leave my ship."
The Magistrate laughed, and shook his head. "You have gall, Captain. I will give you that. Give me the prisoners and I will be on my way." The Magistrate began examining his fingernails, like he always did when he was feeling particularly pleased with himself.
Tuvok raised an eyebrow as he locked eyes with Janeway. "Captain?" he asked, looking less than amused with the Dengari who had compression riffles trained on him.
Janeway nodded, then crossed her arms. Her eyes glinted and she almost smiled. "Waterloo," she said, her voice deep and determined. The Magistrate stared at her, confused by the word.
The Dengari guards closest to Janeway were suddenly flung back against the wall and phaser fire erupted from out of no where cutting down the remaining guards.
The Magistrate watched in stunned silence as his ‘superior' force was reduced to a heap of unconscious bodies by some unseen force. Janeway walked over to him and stood chest to chest with the much taller man.
"You may be a big fish in your little pond, but this isn't a pond. You're swimming with sharks now," she explained with a smile. She turned and spoke toward the empty area in front of her. "Well done."
Harry Kim suddenly appeared in front of Janeway, or at least his head did. "Thank you, Captain. These isolation suits really did the trick."
"What is this?" the Magistrate demanded.
Janeway ignored him. "Janeway to Chakotay, report."
"I'm a little busy right now," he said as the sound of phaser fire echoed behind him. "Condition Gamma White." The comm channel closed.
"All right people," Janeway said to the area behind Harry, whose head seemed to be floating. "We have a hostile force on board, so we will maintain radio silence. Let's move out. Sweep deck by deck until we're sure every last Dengari has been found." She looked at Harry's floating head. "Ensign, I need a hand phaser." She held out her hand, then pulled it back with the phaser was now visible.
"Captain," Tuvok said as he stepped beside her. "You do not have any camouflage. It would be prudent for you to stay out of harm's way."
"My ship has been boarded. I'm not about to hide like a child," she said as she checked the power cell on her phaser.
"Captain?" the Overseer stepped forward, only to be shoved back by some unseen force.
"It's all right," Janeway told the air beside the Overseer. "What is it?"
"Our…his troops are wearing protective armor that absorbs phaser fire. You have to adjust the settings to compensate," the Overseer explained.
"Treason!" the Magistrate yelled. "You will spend the rest of your…"
"Shut up," Malok said. "Captain, adjust the phasers to a point two seven nine variance."
Tuvok raised an eyebrow. "Helpful advice, but somewhat… belated. We have already adjusted our weapons."
"The scan when we came on board?" Malok asked as he looked down at his own armor plating.
"Correct," the Vulcan said.
"All right, let's get these pests off my ship," Janeway said as she felt the comforting weight of the phaser in her hand. "We need to get to main engineering and secure operations. Chakotay and I already transferred bridge command to Engineering."
Tuvok was not amused. Part of the reason he had agreed to allow the dangerous plan was because he was to personally guard the captain. He had not anticipated her charging into the fray without regard for her own safety. The Vulcan would have been embarrassed, if he had been capable of the emotion. Of course Janeway would fling herself into the fight. She wouldn't send her crew into anything she wouldn't face herself, add to that the fact that the auburn haired captain would see it as an adventure, and it was inevitable that she lead the charge. He should have seen it coming.
"Harry," Janeway said, her voice clear and crisp and crackling with intent. "You and the rest of your team take the lead. Those armbands mask your bio-signs as well as the suits concealing you. Lay down a suppressing fire as soon as you see hostile troops, wide beam set for maximum stun. Then let Tuvok and I clean up while you move on ahead."
"How did you know?" the Magistrate asked as he slumped into a chair by the table. "I didn't tell her or Malok. I suspected they sympathized with your crewmen."
Janeway gave him an almost sympathetic smile. "You don't like anarchy… I don't like to lose." She watched as the arrogant man seemed to shrink into his chair and his eyes drifted down to the tabletop.
"Captain, let me join you," Malok offered. "I may be able to get some of the troops to stand down. The Magistrate and his policies are…less than popular."
Tuvok caught Janeway's eye and dipped his head a fraction of an inch, but after spending years together, it was all the communication the two needed.
"All right, Malok," the captain said. "But you'll have to be unarmed."
"Of course," Malok responded.
"And me," said the Overseer.
"No," Malok said as he spun. "You will stay out of the fighting. It's too dangerous."
"I will not," she said defiantly. "My father created this mess…I will help clean it up."
"You must," Malok said desperately. His eyes brightened and you could almost hear the wheels in his head turning. "You must see to the Magistrate, and you must survive so that you can take his place."
"All right," the Overseer agreed. She looked over at he father, surprised to see him no longer even looking at anyone. She had never seen him surrender so totally to any situation. "I will stay, but you must be careful, Malok."
"I promise," he said sincerely. He turned toward Janeway. "What now?
"Well," Janeway said as she nodded toward the unconscious men on the floor. "We finish tying them up, and then we go clean up my ship." She watched the way Malok interacted with the Overseer, the way his eyes softened when he spoke to her and how she reacted the same way to him. ‘Ain't love grand,' she thought as she went to help Harry secure the prisoners. The dark haired ensign's disembodied head was still visible as he worked.
"Ma'am," he said without looking up. "Just about done here… There," he said triumphantly as he finished securing the unconscious guard. He looked over at Janeway. "These isolation suits really did the trick, ma'am. Great idea."
"Let's hold the congratulations until after the ship is secure," she said quietly. She reached out and tested the knots on the guard's hands.
"I never thought we'd be using technology from covert sociology for military application," Harry said conversationally.
"Well, that's where it came from originally, but they abandoned them because the lifesigns couldn't be masked," Janeway said as she moved on to the next guard to check his restraints. "Now, with the bio-dampeners from the Hanson's research, we have a nice little advantage."
"Too bad we only had time to make a few," Harry said.
"Let's just hope we made enough," Janeway said as she stood. "Harry, as much as I enjoy seeing your head bobbing around, put that hood back on and let's move out."
His head disappeared. "Yes, ma'am," he said in a muffled voice.
Chapter 21: Battles
"What was that?" Naomi asked as she was tossed to the cargo bay floor.
"Phaser fire, a direct hit," Seven said as she moved over to the fallen child. She helped her up and then checked her for injuries.
"Damn it," B’Elanna said. She paced the cargo bay, then went to a storage locker and took out two compression riffles and went toward Seven. "Here, take this." She held out the riffle.
Seven raised an eyebrow, but took the weapon in her left hand, the used her right hand, the fully human hand, to hold Naomi against her. "Do you think the Dengari will breach the Borg forcefield?"
"Can’t be too sure." B’Elanna smiled, but she wasn’t convinced. The sounds of small arms fire could be heard in the distance. "Sounds like we’ve got a boarding party out there." The Klingon saw Naomi’s eyes widen. "Hey, they won’t get this far. These bio-dampening armbands mask our lifesigns, so there’s no reason for them to even come in here. Besides, they can’t get past Seven’s Borg forcefield."
"Is that true?" Naomi asked as she looked up at Seven.
"We won’t let anyone hurt you," Seven promised.
Naomi nodded, then turned toward the cargo bay doors when they heard the sounds of phaser fire getting closer.
"Seven? Can I hold your hand?" Naomi asked.
"No," Seven said. She smiled down at the strawberry blonde child and knelt beside her. "Holding my hand would be insufficient." Seven picked up Naomi, settling her onto one hip while she held the compression riffle in the other hand. "Is this acceptable?" Seven asked her with a smile as she straightened to her full height.
"Yeah," Naomi said as she clung to the tall blonde. She smiled and put her head on Seven’s shoulder.
B’Elanna watched, torn between the simple enjoyment of the scene in front of her and the fear of the approaching danger. Seeing Seven hold Naomi was a like a preview of what life held for her, and she suddenly wanted nothing more than to get every last Dengari and throw them into the nearest waste receptacle.
"Seven, I want you and Naomi to get behind those containers. I’m gonna’ cover the door." B’Elanna pushed two of the smaller containers together, forming a small barricade. "You two stay out of sight, no matter what happens. If they get to me, they may not even see you two back there."
Seven carried Naomi over to a huge container that created its own wall and put her down. "Stay back here, okay?"
Naomi nodded.
"B’Elanna Torres," Seven said as she turned around. Her voice was harsh, cold enough to freeze lava, and hard enough to cut through it once it turned to stone. "You will not put yourself in harm’s way. You promised me."
"Seven, we both agreed that we would avoid danger… when possible." B’Elanna moved to her wife. "Be’nal," she whispered. "Please, you have to be safe," the proud Klingon begged as she rested her hand on Seven’s belly.
"You do not fight fair," Seven said with tears in her eyes as she heard the phaser fire now directly outside the cargo bay.
"Go back with Naomi." B’Elanna said quietly. "I’ll stay out of sight as long as possible. Maybe they won’t even come in here."
"Be safe." Seven raised B’Elanna’s face and then kissed her. It was a soft, brief kiss, to remind both women of what they were fighting to keep safe.
B’Elanna nodded.
"Naomi Wildman," Seven said formally as she went toward the child. "Do you know how to operate a phaser?"
"Seven," B’Elanna yelled as she ran to her wife. "She’s a child."
"Klingon children her age have already competed in bat’tleth competitions," the exdrone reasoned.
"A bat’tleth isn’t a compression riffle," B’Elanna countered.
"I can use a phaser," Naomi said quietly.
"What?" B’Elanna turned.
"Not the compression riffles. Mom won’t let me touch them, but I can use a hand phaser. Tom taught me how to play Velocity," she explained. "He’s not very good." The child rolled her eyes.
"This isn’t a game," B’Elanna said as she moved toward the half-Katarian.
Seven went to the storage locker and retrieved a class one hand phaser and set it for maximum stun.
"I know," Naomi said seriously. "But I can hit the target way better than Tom…or Neelix."
"What the hell was Tom thinking? Doesn’t he know how dangerous Velocity is?" B’Elanna asked, though she didn’t really expect an answer from the child.
Seven held the phaser away from Naomi. "Have you ever accidentally shot yourself while playing Velocity?"
"No." Naomi rolled her eyes. "But Tom did," she volunteered.
Seven nodded toward the containers and led Naomi back behind them and out of view. She put the phaser on a low box, so that Naomi could reach it.
"Do not take the phaser unless there is no other choice. Do you understand?" Seven asked.
Naomi nodded.
Seven stood and nodded at the child, then listened intently to the sounds in the corridor.
"They are accessing the cargo bay access panel. I can hear them," Seven said as she turned to B’Elanna. "I will stay with Naomi. But remember, Be’nal, my heart beats in rhythm with yours, so you must survive."
"All right," B’Elanna said. She knew it was the best offer she would get. She kissed Seven’s cheek and jogged back to her hiding place closer to the cargo bay door.
Captain Janeway held back as she waited for the invisible tactical team to clear the corridor. She paused, holding her breath, then heard three short bursts of phaser fire.
"Clear," Harry Kim yelled.
"Stay behind me." Janeway stood and moved stealthily along the wall toward the sound of Harry’s voice. She reached four unconscious Dengari and looked around, not knowing where Harry was.
Malok came up beside her, then stopped abruptly when he collided with one of the invisible officers. "Sorry," the husky Dengari said to the air in front of him.
"No problem," came Harry’s muffled reply.
"Okay," Janeway said as she looked at the chronometer on the nearby comm panel. "It’s been almost five minutes since the Dengari beamed over." She tapped her comm badge twice, then paused and tapped it twice more. It chirped after she finished the last tap. "Janeway to Chakotay, report?"
*"Condition gamma blue,"* Chakotay’s said over the comm badge. The code let Janeway know that they still had hostiles on board, but that the bridge was secure and they could use the comm badges for vital communication.
She had instructed the First Officer to remain at condition gamma white until she contacted him five minutes after any invasion. She hadn’t known for certain what the Magistrate had in mind, but she had prepared a contingency plan for almost any possibility.
"Command team alpha is continuing toward green sector," Janeway said. She wasn’t about to broadcast her location without using code words for any Dengari who were monitoring the comm channels.
*"Understood."* Chakotay’s voice was calm, and suggested that he had complete trust in his captain, which he did. "Green sector is secure, captain, however there are still seventeen remaining hostile on deck 6. We have a nasty fire fight in blue sector," he added slowly. "We’re a little thin there."
The words hung in the air, Engineering had been designated green sector, the most important area on board, but it was secure. Janeway had arranged for all the crew in the vital area to wear bio-dampeners to hide the number of crew from the invading force. She also sent six of thirteen precious isolation suits to guard the critical systems. The news that blue sector, the area near cargo bay two, was under heavy attack concerned her. She had opted to leave that area unprotected by any isolation suited security officers. She had put her faith in the Borg forcefield to keep Seven and B’Elanna out of Dengari hands. Apparently, the Dengari had figured out enough to focus on that area.
"Understood," Janeway said. "Alpha command team is proceeding to blue sector."
"Captain?" Malok asked as he dipped his head to her eye level.
She raised her eyebrows, signaling him to continue. Chakotay heard the question over her comm badge and waited, listening intently.
"Can we access the shipwide communications systems?" he asked.
"Why?" she asked.
"Can I address my troops? Most of my men do not want this conflict, if I can get any of them to step down, it will be worth the effort," he explained.
"All right," she said. "Chakotay, give me a shipwide channel."
B’Elanna heard the doors to the cargo bay creak as they opened. She watched as two Dengari poked their dark heads inside and scanned the room. She waited, hoping they would choose another target when they didn’t register any lifesigns.
"Nothing," the guard with the scanner said. He sighed, relieved.
"Pay attention, you fool," the second Dengari said. "Half of these people haven’t even shown lifesigns. Look, a secondary forcefield. Why would they need another forcefield if there is nothing here?" He pointed at the glowing green shell that surrounded the back of the cargo bay.
*"Damn it,"*
B’Elanna thought. She should have realized the extra protection would only serve to point out their presence.
"Come on," the second guard prompted as he shoved the other man forward. The first guard scanned the room, thinking that perhaps something might appear on his device.
"I’ve never seen an energy signature like this," he said as he scanned the Borg forcefield. "I don’t think we can penetrate it. We’ll have to cut off the energy source."
Three more Dengari came into the cargo bay; they looked over their shoulders and then back to the first guard with questioning glances.
The first guard waved them into the room. "See if you can find the power source for that forcefield," he ordered.
*"Double damn,"*
B’Elanna thought. *"Couldn’t just have the two come in here… No…that would have been too easy. I have to have half the damn boarding party in here."* She watched in silence as the newcomers worked quickly, ripping open the appropriate panels and attacking the power conduits. *"Well, they seem to be decent engineers," * she thought as she calculated how long it would take them to drop the forcefield. *"Two minutes, tops,"* she decided. At that moment the forcefield flickered and disappeared. *"Better than I figured,"* she realized. She hoped they were not as good at combat as they were at engineering but figured that was too much to hope for.
Seven watched as the forcefield dropped, her heart dropping with it. The guards moved forward slowly with their weapons held in front of them with expert ease. They neared B’Elanna’s position and the Borg could take no more. She glanced down at Naomi, who was pressed against her side, trembling. She couldn’t abandon the child. She looked onto the container next to her and her eyes locked on a hyperspanner. She grabbed it and silently drew back her arm and launched it across the length of the huge cargo bay. Her Borg enhanced strength sent the projectile hurling against the far wall. It impacted with a thunderous clang as the tool took a chunk out of the wall.
The Dengari spun toward the sound, and B’Elanna didn’t miss a beat. She had been timing her move until the most guards were in range of her weapon, and took the diversion in stride. She eased up from behind her makeshift barricade and fired on the two closest guards. The impact knocked them into the others and the group sprawled across the deck. B’Elanna leapt over her barricade and charged the group, wanting to take as many of them out as possible before they got back to their feet. She roared as she opened fire on the pile of guards, unfortunately, one guard had been lingering out in the corridor. He burst into the room and charged B’Elanna. He had no weapon, but his mass impacted against her with bone jarring intensity and they both crashed to the floor landing on top of the pile of Dengari she had already stunned.
The sound of the struggle was too much for Seven. She could see that there was only one Dengari still standing, and that Dengari had his hands around B’Elanna’s throat. She pulled away from Naomi, pausing to put the hand phaser into the child’s hands and then bolted for the conflict.
B’Elanna had actually enjoyed gunning down the Dengari, hoping one of them was the guard who had let the murderous prisoners into her cell on the transport ship. She knew they were only stunned, and it was satisfying to see their bodies contort in pain as they were knocked off their feet. She was not enjoying the meaty pair of hands squeezing her neck. She kneed the man in the groin, but he didn’t even flinch, so she tried a head butt, only to find that she became a bit disoriented by the maneuver. The Dengari had thicker skulls than she had anticipated. She felt her strength and her vision fading when suddenly the guard was gone. She vaguely registered his body flying across the room and hitting the Borg alcoves. She blinked her eyes and looked up at six feet of pissed off Borg.
"Get up," Seven ordered as she extended her hand. Wisely, B’Elanna took it without a word and let herself be pulled to her feet, then swooned.
"Ouch," B’Elanna whispered as she rubbed her throat.
"You must rest," she told the Klingon. "I will restrain the Dengari."
The sound of a phaser blast made both women drop to the floor. B’Elanna, even in her groggy condition, tossed herself over Seven, shielding her wife’s belly with her own body. Seven and B’Elanna looked at the cargo bay door and saw a Dengari guard slumped against the wall as he slowly slid to the deck unconscious, his compression riffle clattering down in front of him. They spun and looked across the room in time to see Naomi Wildman, her hand still extended with the phaser pointing at the downed man.
"Told you I was a good shot," she said as she lowered the phaser. She had hit the Dengari from the length of the cargo bay, a far more difficult shot than any in a Velocity game.
Janeway waited as Malok leaned forward and spoke into her comm badge. It was awkward having a seven foot tall Dengari using her chest for a microphone.
"Dengari forces," he said calmly. "This is Malok, captain of the guard."
His voice was even richer and more resonant than Janeway had heard it in the past, and she decided it must be his command voice. She nodded to him as he shifted for a better angle at the comm badge.
"I am ordering you to stand down." Malok’s voice was laced with compassion and the whip of command, a delicate balance. "We have done enough damage. Most of you know this ‘police action’ was a fool’s folly, and that has been rectified. The Magistrate has been removed from his position. The Overseer has made an agreement with these people; this action is over." His voice rumbled with intensity. "Put your weapons down and wait for the Voyager security officers to escort you off of the ship. Listen to what your hearts know is true," he added as he finished.
Janeway nodded at the man, impressed by his ability to show gentleness without showing weakness. It was a trait she shared with him, but not a common one by any means.
"This is Captain Janeway to all Voyager crewmembers. You heard Captain Malok… I want you to continue to sweep the ship, but give any Dengari forces the opportunity to surrender. I don’t want anyone else getting unnecessarily injured. Janeway out."
"Thank you," Malok said sincerely.
"Let’s just hope they listened to you," she said as she squeezed his arm.
The majority of the Dengari were glad to give up, most finding the Magistrate’s obsessive need to capture the Voyager crewmen a perfect example of his abuse of power. Instead of being a somber occasion, many of the Dengari placed their riffles on the deck and then sat and patiently waiting to be rounded up. It was a pleasant outcome to a potentially disastrous encounter.
The captain went back to the conference room and met with the Overseer, wanting to clarify things before beaming her back to the Dengari ship.
"Overseer?" she asked as she entered the room. The overseer was sitting across from her father, who was staring out the window. The Magistrate didn’t seem to see either woman and was lost in thought.
"Captain, please come in," the tall woman said as she stood. "Thank you for helping us reach a somewhat peaceful outcome."
"My people have a saying," Janeway said. "No harm, no foul. Although, my ship did take quite a beating. I’m glad your people used their stun settings."
"It is against our way to use deadly setting when there are innocents involved," the Overseer explained. "But I am glad you perceive no…foul. I assure you, I knew nothing of the Magistrate’s plan."
"I know," Janeway said, her voice rich and disarming. "How is your father?"
"I do not know," the Overseer said honestly. "I have never seen him like this."
The door opened and Seven and B’Elanna came into the room. B’Elanna positioned herself between Seven and the Dengari. Janeway hid a smile, touched by the Klingon’s protective streak. The more she saw the two women together, the more she knew how happy they were. It was comforting, but it didn’t ease the ache of loneliness in the captain’s heart.
"Well?" B’Elanna demanded. "Is this madness over?"
"Yes," the Overseer said with a smirk.
"Good," B’Elanna said. "What about him?" She pointed to the Magistrate.
"He is no longer in charge," the young Dengari said sadly.
"Explain," Seven said as she moved closer. "You had the authority to overrule him all along, and yet you allowed us to be wrongly punished?"
"I may not have agreed with the sentence you received," the Overseer explained. "But I had to uphold the law. Once the Magistrate exceeded his own jurisdiction, I was obligated to act."
"Illogical," Seven said as she moved closer to the taller Overseer. "Will you continue to send people to Jusari Prime?"
"I will take over as Magistrate, if it my people’s will. Then, I will change the way things are done." The Overseer studied her still silent father.
"Seven, B’Elanna, have a seat," Janeway ordered. She wanted them both to be part of the healing process, thinking it would help the two hot tempered women come to a faster resolution if they witnessed the proceedings. The married couple sat behind the desk, facing the Dengari, and able to see any new arrivals.
"I hope you hold no ill will," the Overseer said gently. "But I understand if you do." She looked up when the door opened again and Tuvok came in with Dehar.
"That remains to be seen," Seven answered.
"Captain," the Overseer said as she pointed to the newcomer. "This is Dehar, Lieutenant of my guard. I hope that meeting under these circumstances will be more pleasant. He was following the Magistrate’s orders when he held you at gunpoint earlier." She felt bad for Dehar, knowing he must be feeling guilty about beaming in and threatening the captain.
"A pleasure, captain," Dehar said as he extended his hand. His wrist eased out of his thick armor plated coat sleeves revealing a thick platinum bracelet.
"Pa’tach!" B’Elanna yelled as she threw her body over the desk and tackled Dehar. She hit him with her palm, his nose crunching as it shattered. She followed up with a fist to his throat, leaving him gasping for wheezing gulps of air as blood poured out his nose. His superior size was useless as he suffocated on the floor of the conference room.
"B’Elanna!" Janeway yelled as she tried to pull the Klingon off of the shocked Dengari. "Let him go, that’s an order."
"Not until he’s dead," B’Elanna said with chilling calm as she squeezed his throat.
Chapter 22: Revelations
B’Elanna watched Dehar’s eyes bulge, then she turned and snarled when Janeway and Tuvok fought to pull her off the downed man.
"B’Elanna!" Janeway yelled, though she took a step back when the Klingon barred her razor sharp incisors. "Let him go. That’s an order," the captain said.
"Lieutenant, your actions are illogical." Tuvok tried to pinch B’Elanna’s neck, but her Klingon physiology kept her from passing out.
Seven moved around the table quickly and came up behind her wife and molded herself to B’Elanna’s body from behind. She ignored the dangerous aura radiating off of her spouse and slid her hands down B’Elanna’s arms until her hands covered the Klingon’s. "Let him go," Seven whispered.
The blonde’s body seemed to have a calming effect on B’Elanna, and Seven’s words did what Tuvok’s muscle and Janeway’s orders could not. B’Elanna released Dehar and let Seven lift her off of the choking man.
"Janeway to the Doctor, medical emergency in conference room two. Doctor, I need you…Now!" Janeway moved toward B’Elanna who was still wrapped in Seven’s arms.
Seven was standing behind the shorter Klingon nuzzling her ear and whispering soothing murmurs to her. "Shh," Seven whispered. "I am here. We are both all right." She rubbed her cheek against B’Elanna’s ear.
"Lieutenant," Janeway said as she stormed over to B’Elanna, ignoring the tall blonde who was literally holding the Lieutenant up. "What the hell did you think you were doing?"
"Anarchy," the Magistrate said as he stood. "This is what your leniency will get you. The criminals will destroy the peacekeepers."
Janeway ignored the man. "I’m waiting for an answer, Lieutenant."
B’Elanna said nothing as she stared at Dehar. She was shaking, and had broken out into a sweat. She was in full battlelust, having realized that Dehar was the one who had almost cost her everything, and her Klingon physiology was running roughshod over her human half.
"Please state the nature…" the Doctor began as he materialized, then stopped. He took one look at Torres, then the downed man and went to assist him. "Let me guess," the hologram asked with a sarcastic smirk. "This Dengari here slept with a holographic barmaid?"
B’Elanna growled.
"Shh," Seven whispered and shifted B’Elanna so that she was beside her, still wrapped by a protective arm. "Magistrate, you speak of anarchy? That peacekeeper of yours took a monetary inducement and allowed two prisoners to enter our cell while we slept. We could have both been killed, along with our unborn child." She hugged B’Elanna closer, feeling her wife’s shaking shift to slight trembles as her body began to relax, the Klingon hormones releasing their grip. "If this is what you offer, I for one would prefer honest anarchy. At least your people would know what to expect," Seven stated.
"Is this true?" the Magistrate asked as he moved toward Dehar.
Now that the Doctor had healed his fractured larynx, Dehar sat up. He shook his head.
"He is lying," Seven said. She looked at Janeway, who suddenly looked more understanding, and then the former drone continued. "The bracelet Dehar is wearing belonged to one of the men who attacked us. We witnessed that prisoner offering the bracelet as incentive to let him into our cell. Dehar refused, but he obviously reconsidered."
"Dehar," the Overseer said as she moved closer. "I will find out if this is true."
"She is a criminal," Dehar rasped. "My word cannot be questioned by hers."
"Test the bracelet," B’Elanna said, her voice shaking. "I can bet you’ll find that dead prisoner’s DNA."
The Doctor scanned the bracelet before Dehar could protest. "There are innumerable skin flakes and DNA remnants of another person on the bracelet. I’d say someone else wore this for several years before Mr. Dehar, and it looks like Dehar’s DNA only began appearing within the last few days. I can compare it to the prisoner in question if you have his DNA on file."
"He will be punished," the Overseer promised.
"I am a guard…a Dengari citizen… that woman has no rights," Dehar said, his voice hoarse, each word causing shooting pains. He struggled to his feet, leaning on the Doctor.
Seven stared at Dehar. "My wife is Klingon. When I joined with her I adopted that culture’s creed and its customs," the former Borg said as she eased B’Elanna out of her arms and moved closer Dehar.
The Klingon raised an eyebrow and watched the scene unfold.
"As a Klingon spouse," Seven continued, "I am well within my rights to plunge my fist into Dehar’s chest and remove his heart." Seven raised the implant over eye when she saw Janeway smirk. "It would be my sacred right to devour his cardiac organ, although a coward without honor would not be a worthy meal. I would rather feed it to my pet targh," she told the Overseer.
Seven walked over to Dehar who leaned away from the exdrone, sensing the strength the young woman had at her disposal. He paled visibly and released a tiny squeak as he realized that this was by far the more dangerous of the two women he had wronged. Seven reached out and ran her left hand down his well armored chest plate, then dug her Borg encased fingers into the fabric and armor and shredded it.
Seven’s eyes narrowed and her voice took on an almost Klingon growl. "Be thankful I do not own a targh." Seven turned and went back to B’Elanna.
No one commented as Seven put her hands on B’Elanna’s shoulders and stared into her eyes. The Klingon smiled and pressed her forehead against Seven’s.
"I have a targh," B’Elanna whispered.
"Your stuffed animal Toby does not count," Seven said, "But perhaps he should."
There was a long, awkward pause.
Tuvok watched, his expression unchanging, but he admitted to himself that if he had not been Vulcan, the revelation about an unborn child would have made his jaw drop, and he also would have allowed himself to enjoy Seven’s visual demonstration or her anger. Fortunately, he was composed enough to avoid such an unseemly display of emotion.
"Well," the Doctor finally said. "I guess we won’t be changing Voyager’s no pets allowed rule anytime soon."
Janeway cleared her throat. "Overseer, I apologize for my officer’s actions, but I hope under the circumstances, you will leave her punishment to me."
"Under the circumstances," the Overseer said quietly, "I hope you will not punish her at all."
"I will abdicate." The Magistrate sat and crossed his arms over his chest. "I am an old man, I am too far removed from my subjects, and I have no stomach to understand the people who serve me."
"Magistrate, I think it is time," the Overseer said.
"Yes, it is," he responded. "But I am no longer Magistrate. That is your title now…daughter."
Tuvok escorted the Dengari delegation off the ship, handing Dehar over to a pair of muscular guards while the Doctor returned to sickbay. The hologram was somewhat insulted that the captain had dismissed him out of hand. He had wanted to hear what the captain would tell Seven after her blatant intimidation of an alien guest after her wife had almost ripped the man’s throat out. Janeway stayed in the conference room with B’Elanna and Seven, the three sitting quietly at the table until the room emptied.
"Lieutenant Torres," Janeway said quietly after the door hissed shut behind the Doctor. "I’m only going to have this conversation once, is that clear?"
"Yes, ma’am," Torres said.
The captain nodded before continuing. "Lieutenant…B’Elanna, your behavior was unacceptable…"
"You know what he did," Seven cut in angrily.
"Seven," Janeway hissed, holding up her hand. "I’m letting you stay as a privilege. I am not in the habit of dressing down my officers in front of an audience."
"Understood." Seven’s eyes flashed, but she leaned back and crossed her arms. "Thank you, Captain," she added in whisper.
"B’Elanna, I understand why you attacked him. I may have done it in your place," Janeway said. The irony almost made the words catch in her throat. "But when you agreed to act as a member of Starfleet, you agreed to live by our creed." The captain glanced over at Seven, letting her know that even though she had chosen to live by Klingon tradition, it didn’t excuse her from Starfleet’s rules either. "If you can’t honor the oath to Starfleet, to me, then I need to know right now."
"Ma’am…" B’Elanna looked into the captain’s eyes, she cared for Janeway, looked up to her, and wanted to make her proud. "I will honor my oath to you, and to Starfleet, but I also made an oath to Seven, and I will not break that…for anyone or anything."
"And if your oath to Seven comes between your oath to me, to this ship?" the captain asked. She had to know the answer, despite her respect for the young Klingon.
B’Elanna swallowed, glanced at Seven and sighed. "Captain, Seven and I have talked about this. She and I are a family, but we are also part of Voyager’s family. We will put the ship and the crew first, as honor demands. But after hours?" B’Elanna smiled. "After hours belong to us."
"I think I can live with that," Janeway said with a wry grin. Inside her heart clenched. The after hours did indeed belong to them, and they belonged to each other. Any fool could see that, and Kathryn Janeway was no fool.
B’Elanna nodded. "I would lay my life down to save any member of this crew… and I know Seven would too," she said. "We are Starfleet officers…" B’Elanna cleared her throat and smirked. "But I am Klingon too…Just don’t put me into a small room with anyone who tries to hurt my wife."
"I’ll remember that," the captain said. "But I will have to toss you in the brig… next time."
A wide grin spread over Seven’s face. She released a breath she hadn’t realized she had been holding and relief sparkled in her lapis blue eyes.
The captain saw Seven’s expression and pinned her with a deadly glare. "Don’t think you’re off the hook either." She leaned back and watched as the relief on Seven’s face faded and was replaced by embarrassed remorse.
"Yes, Captain," Seven said seriously.
Janeway leveled her gaze on the exdrone, but there was a cobalt glint beneath her slate blue eyes. "Be thankful I do not own a targh?" Janeway asked as she scrunched her face and quoted the young exdrone. The elegant captain covered her full lips with both hands and burst into laughter.
Seven raised both eyebrows almost to her hairline, her outrage apparent. Her expression and mood did not improve when B’Elanna joined the captain in a long, much needed fit of laughter.
B’Elanna and Seven found themselves confined in cargo bay two yet again, but not as a punishment. This time it was so Seven could regenerate. With all the commotion, there hadn’t been time to set up one of the Borg devices in their quarters. B’Elanna was resting against her wife’s long lanky legs as the exdrone took in her energy from the ship. The deck plating underneath her was cold, and hard, and uncomfortable, but there wasn’t anywhere else B’Elanna wanted to be. Seven only needed a few hours of regeneration to supplement her food intake, which was still considerable, even though she didn’t care for Neelix’s cooking. B’Elanna’s eyes were closed as she rested against her spouse, but they shot open when she heard the cargo bay door open.
"Hi," Naomi Wildman said as she walked across the huge room. "Is Seven almost ready to wake up?"
"Almost. What’s up, squirt?" B’Elanna smiled.
"Um, well…" Naomi stared at Seven, and her mind wandered. "Her hair is really long," she said as she stepped up onto the dais. "Does it take her a long time to braid it?"
"Sometimes," B’Elanna said seriously. "But I help her if she’s in a hurry."
Naomi’s eyes widened like saucers. She couldn’t imagine the fierce Klingon braiding anyone’s hair.
"Did you come to ask about Seven’s hair?" B’Elanna sat back down on the floor and rested against Seven’s legs. She stretched her own much shorter legs in front of her, then motioned for Naomi to sit.
"No, I just think it’s pretty…all braided like that," Naomi said with a giggle. She sat in front of B’Elanna and curled her legs up Indian style on the deck plating. "I came to see if you would come to dinner with me…tonight."
"What about your mom?" B’Elanna asked. She silently agreed with the child’s assessment of Seven’s new hairstyle. It did look pretty.
"Oh," Naomi said as she studied Seven. "Mom said I could meet you in the mess hall." She kept glancing back and forth between the sleeping exdrone and the Klingon resting comfortably against her as if she were a giant Borg pillow.
Seven let out a quiet groan and her left hand twitched once; both actions almost imperceptible. B’Elanna stood and then reached down and offered Naomi her hand. The child took it and was pulled to her feet.
"Why don’t you ask Seven what she thinks?" B’Elanna said as she turned.
*"Regeneration cycle complete,"* the computer announced.
"How did you know?" Naomi asked, her voice full of wonder.
"After two and a half years, I just do." B’Elanna smiled.
Seven opened her eyes and stepped out of the alcove. She stretched and looked down at Naomi, then back at B’Elanna.
"Naomi came to invite us to dinner," B’Elanna explained.
"Indeed?" Seven asked.
"Uh huh," Naomi said. "I asked Neelix to fix something special."
"Well then," Seven said as she took Naomi’s tiny hand, "Shall we go?"
"Acceptable," Naomi said. She paused, and reached up and took B’Elanna’s hand on the opposite side. The Klingon looked surprised, but took it in stride like any good warrior, and let Naomi pull her and Seven toward the exit. She missed the amused smirk on her wife’s face.
The mess hall was quiet and dark when they entered, and B’Elanna went into Engineer mode. "Why is the power out?"
"Surprise," yelled a chorus of voices. The lights came up and most of the crew came pouring out of the kitchen or jumped out from behind the tables.
B’Elanna glared at Naomi, but there was a hint of a smile on her lips. "You are in so much trouble, squirt."
Naomi giggled and let go of the two startled women. "It’s your wedding reception," she explained.
"I got that, Naomi," B’Elanna said as she reached over and yanked Seven next to her.
"Explain?" Seven whispered as the well-wishers stampeded toward the two.
B’Elanna leaned into Seven. "Trust me, you don’t want to know," she whispered. "If I had known this was coming…I woulda’ brought Naomi Wildcow home for supper."
Seven’s eyes showed her shock.
"Hey, tell me if you agree with me in an hour," B’Elanna said.
"B’Elanna, Seven, congratulations," Neelix said as he hurried over. "Naomi and I have been working nonstop to surprise you. Did it work?"
"Yes, Neelix. Naomi was quite the little spy." B’Elanna smiled sweetly at Naomi.
The half-Katarian child quickly found somewhere else to be.
Chapter 23: Announcements
The reception was in full swing, all of the crewmembers not on duty attended, and seemed to be having a good time. It wasn’t so much because of the marriage being celebrated, it was more the fact that the crew loved to party, and that they had just survived a dicey alien invasion. The focus on the Dengari attack gave B’Elanna a little breathing room. Most of the conversation kept drifting back to the battles the crew had fought, and very few seemed focused on her and Seven.
Chakotay managed to corner Seven near the buffet table. "Well, Seven, how is married life treating you?" he asked with a warm smile. He cared deeply for B’Elanna, he always had, and he had grown to respect and like Seven. He had been surprised by the revelation of the wedding, but took it in stride.
"Commander, I am…adapting," Seven responded formally. She was completely out of her element and all of the well wishes and emotional questions had forced her back into her Borg responses.
"Hey, it’s just a question…not an interrogation." He moved closer and rested his hand on the tall blonde’s shoulder.
Seven took a deep breath and sighed. "At the moment… I am…uncomfortable, but that has nothing to do with B’Elanna," she said. Her voice sounded strained and mechanical, except when she said B’Elanna’s name, then her lips curled and her voice softened. Chakotay noticed.
"What about her?" He smiled and turned Seven to face the room of people. In the far corner, B’Elanna was listening to Samantha Wildman explain something. The Klingon looked mildly interested. "How are things with the two of you?"
Seven paused, studying him to assess what he wanted to know.
"Are you happy?" He smiled and squeezed her shoulder.
"Yes," she replied honestly.
"What’s your favorite thing about being married?" he asked. He wanted her to focus on the happiness she shared with Voyager’s Chief Engineer, and not the huge crowd milling around her.
"Everything." Seven smiled unconsciously and her eyes sparkled. "Going to sleep beside B’Elanna, waking up next to her, knowing that we are thinking of each other no matter where we are…" her voice trailed off as she watched her wife.
Chakotay squeezed her shoulder again and leaned closer "Just think about that and forget about everything else. This party will be over soon."
B’Elanna seemed to feel Seven’s gaze and she turned. She excused herself and made her way to where Chakotay and Seven were standing.
"B’Elanna," he said as he smiled brightly. "How are you?"
"Better now," she said as she wrapped her arm around Seven’s waist. "Miss me?" she asked the exdrone.
"Always." Seven felt her body relax as B’Elanna rubbed the small of her back. "What are we expected to do? What are our responsibilities for this reception?"
"It’s a party," Chakotay said. "You just have to have fun."
"Yeah," B’Elanna chimed in. "We talk, eat some cake, maybe dance…"
"Cake?" Seven asked, her eyes brightening.
"Yes, my love…cake." B’Elanna shook her head and hoped it was a large cake. Seven’s sweet tooth had grown exponentially since the pregnancy. And since they didn’t have any honey on board… the cake would have to satisfy her.
"Speaking of cake," Chakotay said, sensing that they wanted to be alone, "Let me go check on that."
B’Elanna watched him leave, her eyes tracking him until he disappeared into the kitchen. She noticed the Captain talking with Tuvok near the kitchen, and realized that Janeway hadn’t been over to speak to them yet. She wondered if it was because of the discussion in the conference room, or if there was another more personal reason.
"So, are you having fun?" B’Elanna asked.
"Fun…is a relative term. I do not find the experience as distasteful as I had anticipated." She scanned the room, her eyes stopping on Tom Paris who was sitting at a table with Harry Kim. "However, I am…surprised that certain members of the crew chose to attend."
B’Elanna followed her gaze and sighed. "We have to work together, and the sooner Tom realizes that he and I are not going to get back together, the sooner he can move on. Besides, I think Harry talked him into coming."
Seven quirked one eyebrow up. "I shall have to remember to properly thank Ensign Kim," Seven said, but her expression suggested it would not be a pleasant expression of gratitude.
"Harry’s just trying to smooth things out," B’Elanna assured her.
"Do you miss him?" Seven asked. She hadn’t voiced her deepest fears yet, that B’Elanna would see Tom and realize she still had feelings for him.
"I care about him. I don’t want to see him hurt, but it’s friendship, nothing more." B’Elanna took Seven’s hand and squeezed it. "It’s you I love."
"But Ensign Paris is… more sociable, the crew likes him. I am… Borg. I do not…fit in," Seven said quietly.
"If the crew is so fond of him, they can date him," B’Elanna said as she lifted Seven’s hand to her lips. "I’ve got the one I want right here."
"Thank you." Seven smiled.
"For what?"
"Making me feel more at ease here… loving me… tolerating my mood swings." Seven glanced down as she said the last part. The truth was, Seven was terrified to be in the large crowd. She had grown used to being alone with B’Elanna on the planet, and being thrown back into the Voyager social setting was overwhelming enough but being tossed into a reception with almost every member of the crew present was testing the limits of her abilities. Add to that, that Tom was there, studying every move the exdrone made as if waiting for a chance to woo B’Elanna back to him, and it made for a very stressful event.
"It’s part of being married." B’Elanna slid next to Seven and draped her arm around the blonde’s waist. "Now, since I have to ‘enjoy’ myself, I think you should give it a try."
"I enjoy where your hand is," Seven offered.
"Uh huh." B’Elanna looked around the room. With exception of Tom, everyone else seemed genuinely happy for her and Seven. "Love, these people are our family. I know we haven’t seen them in a long time, but they are here because they want to celebrate our union. Try to remember that."
"Does this mean you will forgive Naomi for ‘surprising us?" Seven gave B’Elanna a sideways glance.
"Yes…I wasn’t really mad. It’s just that…it’s hard for me to… let my hair down in front of the crew, too." The Klingon studied the carpeting, then whispered, "I’m still adjusting to being back on board, too."
"I will… try," Seven promised.
"Thanks," B’Elanna said.
"Lana?" Seven tightened her grip around B’Elanna’s waist.
"Hmm?" She looked up at Seven.
"Chakotay mentioned dancing. I would enjoy that very much."
"Oh?" B’Elanna asked. "You’d enjoy running your hands over my body in public? Is that what you’re saying?" She was smiling, and shifted her body so that she was pressing face to face against Seven, their bodies drawn together in a familiar embrace. The contact did wonders for both of them. They each drew strength from the other and felt their bodies relaxing.
"I enjoy running my hands over your body regardless of my location." Seven demonstrated by letting her hands rest on B’Elanna’s hips. She loved the feeling of the small Klingon’s body, soft curves and steel muscles, perfectly blended creating a package that was perfection personified. She rubbed B’Elanna’s back, pressing their chests together even more.
"I think we should ask Neelix to play some music," B’Elanna said as she let the sweetness of the contact wash through her. "People are starting to stare."
"Do you care?" Seven asked as she leaned down and nipped the Klingon’s lips. Perhaps this ‘getting comfortable’ around the crew was not as bad as she had first thought. If kissing B’Elanna was allowable, she would put up with a crowd ten times bigger.
"Nope, I couldn’t care less," B’Elanna answered as she welcomed a kiss that made her legs turn to liquid. Part of her was still a bit nervous, but the touch of Seven’s lips drowned out any remaining tension. She let her weight slump against her wife as the kiss deepened. She knew Seven would hold her up, and she lost herself in Seven’s arms. Soon the kiss was more intense than would normally be considered appropriate in public, but it was their wedding reception after all.
A loud crash startled them and they broke the kiss and turned toward the sound. Tom Paris was standing at a table with his drink and dinner plate shattered at his feet. Harry had Tom by the arm, trying to hold him in place. Tom glared at Seven, then turned and left the mess hall without bothering to pick up his spilled meal.
He stalked out of the room, his mind clouded by the anger and resentment that was tearing away at him. B’Elanna was his. Why couldn’t anyone see that? Sure, they had a little crimp in their relationship, but that didn’t give Seven the right to pounce on B’Elanna. It had been a misunderstanding. Sleeping with a hologram wasn’t cheating…it was like masturbating, and he shouldn’t have to make excuses for that, he rationalized. Now B’Elanna was throwing that damn Borg in his face, probably just to get back at him for the holographic barmaid.
When Tom had agreed to come to the reception with Harry, he had expected it to be a fiasco. He didn’t believe B’Elanna could put up with Seven for any length of time. Sure, Seven was hot, but that only went so far. She was also the most annoying woman on board, and a cold blooded automaton… a Borg. He half expected the two to get into a fight before the reception even got under way. But from the look of the kiss they had just shared, passion wasn’t a problem, and it became very clear that if wanted to get B’Elanna back, he was going to have to work very hard to get Seven out of the picture.
Seven pulled away from B’Elanna and moved toward the exit, but the compact Klingon had her by the upper arm.
"Going somewhere?" B’Elanna asked.
"Yes. I am going to have a discussion with Ensign Paris." Seven had stopped, not wanting to yank out of her wife’s grip.
"No," B’Elanna said as she shook her head. "Leave him alone. This isn’t the time or the place."
"It is past time," Seven said. "He has been making derogatory comments about our union since we returned. I intend to stop him."
"No," B’Elanna repeated. "He’s my responsibility. Leave him to me." She could feel Seven’s muscles ripple under her fingers as the tension in her body bubbled to the surface. B’Elanna briefly wondered if perhaps she should have converted to human rituals instead of introducing Seven to the hotheaded Klingon ways.
"We will discuss this later," Seven said. It was not a question but a statement of fact.
"Okay, but right now, will you dance with me?" B’Elanna tried to distract her wife.
"All right." Seven’s muscles softened as she took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.
Neelix had come out of the kitchen in time to see the minor disagreement. He hurried over in time to hear the end of the conversation.
"Did I hear you mention dancing?" he asked. "Well, now Seven… a little bird told me that you are quite a singer. Maybe we could talk you into singing something to your lovely wife for the first dance?"
"First dance?" Seven asked him, then turned to her wife. "I believe that little bird should have kept its Klingon beak shut."
"Wasn’t me," B’Elanna said quickly. "The only person I told…" Her eyes narrowed and she spun around searching the crowd. "Harry!"
The handsome operations officer smiled knowing that he was probably safe in the room full of people. "Come on, B’Elanna…you tell me Seven has the voice of an angel…that she used to sing to you under the full moons of Jusari Prime, and then expect me not to tell anyone?"
B’Elanna felt her face warm as her cheeks blushed bright red.
"That was private, Harry," B’Elanna hissed.
The crowd pressed in to add their suggestions, all of them eager to hear the exBorg sing.
Kathryn stepped forward. "You can’t keep a talent like that all to yourself," the captain joked.
"What is this first dance?" Seven didn’t seem bothered by the prospect of singing. In fact, she seemed quite focused on the dance.
"It’s a tradition for the married couple to share the first dance," B’Elanna said as she held out her hand to Seven. "It’s a way of beginning the dancing for the evening."
"You said we share the first dance? Are we prohibited from dancing together after the ‘first dance’?" Seven took B’Elanna’s hand and playfully yanked the Klingon to her, wrapping her in her arms. This relaxing in public did have its advantages.
"No." B’Elanna smiled up at Seven. "It’s a matter of who can steal us away from each other for the rest of the night."
Seven slowly scanned the room, giving them her best Borg glare. "That would be…unwise." Most of the guests seemed nervous, then Seven smirked, and the room erupted in laughter, but for once it was not mocking. It was welcoming, they were laughing with her for a change, and it felt good, very good.
"Come on," Harry yelled over the laughs. "I want to hear this angel."
"Here, here," Janeway said. She was being the ‘good captain,’ but inside she didn’t know how much more she could take. It was hard enough watching them together without seeing Seven serenade B’Elanna.
Neelix held out a data padd. "Why don’t you pick out something nice, and I’ll have the comm system provide the music."
"I am unaccustomed to musical accompaniment," Seven said. She scanned the choices on the padd and then paused and smiled. "I am… familiar with this one." She gave B’Elanna a lingering gaze.
B’Elanna’s eyes widened as she considered a few songs she didn’t want to share with the crew.
Seven smiled and tilted her head to one side. "You will like it," she assured her wife.
B’Elanna released a breath, and relief washed over her face. Most of the crew suddenly wanted to know which song had B’Elanna so spooked. For her part, Seven realized that in public, she had an advantage with B’Elanna she didn’t have in private. When B’Elanna joked with her or teased her in private, Seven was often at a disadvantage because B’Elanna had much more experience. But here, in public, B’Elanna seemed much more likely to blush. She made a point to be careful not to embarrass her proud wife too much, but knew how to press an advantage to its fullest. She also wanted to stop hiding her feelings for B’Elanna, and this dance would be the perfect way to ‘open up.’
Seven handed Neelix the padd and the Talaxian ushered the couple to the small area that had been set aside for the dance floor. He went to the comm station and called up the musical file while B’Elanna and Seven stood together and prepared to dance. The sound of soft guitar chords filled the crowded room and Seven looked into B’Elanna’s eyes.
"I may be singing this in a room for full of people, Be’nal, but…as always…I sing these words to you." Seven leaned down and kissed B’Elanna’s cheek and then began to sing.
"Lying here with you, listening to the rain. Smiling just to see the smile upon your face," Seven sang as she moved her wife around the dance floor.
"These are the moments I thank God that I’m alive; These are the moments, I’ll remember all my life; I found all I’ve waited for…And I could not ask for more," the former drone continued. She smiled at B’Elanna whose eyes were shining as she fought back tears. She had heard Seven sing this song to her many times on the planet, but somehow hearing it in front of her friends made it all the more real.
Across the room, Kathryn backed into the kitchen, touched by the display, but feeling the need to flee. Everything she could have had with Seven was being laid out in front of her and it was torture. She fought the urge to run, as she had seen Tom Paris do, because she was captain, and it wouldn’t be right to leave.
Seven moved one hand up to cup B’Elanna’s cheek and she caressed her tender skin with her thumb.
"Looking in your eyes, seeing all I need. Everything you are is everything to me," Seven sang, her voice beginning to crack, but it didn’t detract from the beauty of the words, it added to them. Her voice was clear and in perfect pitch, but the emotion making her voice deepen was beginning to make many of the guests begin to cry. They hadn’t known the exBorg was capable of emotion, let alone the absolute devotion they were witnessing.
"These are the moments, I know heaven must exist
." Seven let go of B’Elanna face and let her hand drift back down to the Klingon’s waist. "These are the moments I know all I need is this. I have all I’ve waited for, and I could not ask for more."
B’Elanna’s hand drifted off of Seven’s hip and slid around and rubbed the exdrone’s belly.
Seven smiled. "I could not ask for more than this time together. I could not ask for more than this time with you," she sang, and then placed her hand over B’Elanna’s on her belly, holding her wife’s palm over their child. "Every prayer has been answered. Every dream I have’s come true. And right here in this moment is right where I’m meant to be… Here with you here with me."
It was too much for Kathryn… B’Elanna’s hand cradling Seven’s belly, cradling the child they created, a child Kathryn would never have. She had to get out, away from everyone and everything. She moved through the crowd as Seven and B’Elanna danced during an instrumental section of the song. She ended up standing a few feet away from the dancing couple when Seven began singing again. The crowd was frozen, mesmerized by the incongruity of a Borg drone using her words to make love to a Klingon warrior in a crowded room. Kathryn was in hell, of that she was certain.
"These are the moments I thank God that I’m alive."
Seven was now ignoring everyone else in the room as she watched the love in B’Elanna’s eyes mirror her own. "These are the moments I’ll remember all my life; I’ve got all I’ve waited for…And I could not ask for more."
As Seven repeated the chorus, Kathryn pushed through the crowd. She didn’t noticed the confused glances from her crew, or the fact that B’Elanna chose that moment to shift her gaze to the movement in the otherwise still room. The Klingon saw the captain’s expression as she hurried out the door, and for a moment B’Elanna’s heart ached for her friend and mentor, but Seven’s words pulled B’Elanna’s eyes and heart back.
"I could not ask for more than the love you give me ‘Coz it’s all I’ve waited for,"
Seven sang in a whisper. " And I could not ask for more." Seven leaned down and kissed B’Elanna as she finished the song. "I could not ask for more."
The crowd watched as the two women continued dancing as the music finally ended. Somewhere in the back of the room, someone began to clap and it spread through the crowd. B’Elanna blushed and rested her forehead against Seven’s chest to hide her face, enjoying the warm softness, considering it one of the perks of married life.
Neelix was speechless and had tears staining his furry, spotted cheeks. He grumbled and rushed over to the couple and threw his arms around them both and blubbered like a lost child. Seven didn’t know what to do with the distraught Talaxian. B’Elanna, however, didn’t have that problem.
"Neelix… geeze." She shoved him away, then laughed as she wiped her eyes and addressed the crowd. "The first one who laughs is going out an airlock."
The crowd responded with the expected laughs and filtered onto the dance floor. This was the B’Elanna Torres they knew. B’Elanna tugged Seven to the back of the room where they could both compose themselves.
"You really got me, ya’ know that?" B’Elanna asked as she pinned Seven to the wall near the long window, the passing stars transformed into thousands of white streaks.
"I hope I keep you," Seven said. She wiped her eyes. "I have sung that song to you many times. I do not understand why we both reacted so strongly on this occasion. Could it have been the addition of music?"
"No," B’Elanna assured her. "It’s because all of our friends are here, and telling me those words in front of them… just… just makes it more…"
"Real?" Seven asked.
"Yeah." B’Elanna said.
"Not all of our friends," Seven pointed out.
"I miss them too." B’Elanna sighed and leaned against Seven. "I wonder how big Ty is getting?"
"B’Elanna, with the time differential, we left Jusari Prime a few hours after he did."
"That’s true." B’Elanna smiled. "So… even with the delays the Dengari caused, we should catch up with them soon."
"If they are going to Nador Omega as planned, they will be on our projected flight path," Seven said happily.
"I can’t wait. Did I mention? I really love you." B’Elanna looked behind Seven, noticing that many of the guests were staring. ‘Eat your hearts out,’ B’Elanna thought. ‘She’s all mine.’ Then she thought about the captain and the look of devastation on her face when she ran from the room and her smile disappeared.
"What is it?" Seven noticed the shift in B’Elanna’s mood and didn’t like the sorrow covering her wife’s beautiful features.
B’Elanna leaned into Seven, squeezing her in a tight embrace. "Tom’s not the only one who’s hurting over this."
"By this, you mean us? Am I correct?" Seven asked as she rubbed B’Elanna’s back. She was thankful that the crowd seemed to be leaving them alone for the moment.
"Uh huh." B’Elanna leaned back and looked up at Seven.
"Who else is in love with you?" Seven’s concern was genuine, but there was a hint of jealousy in her tone.
B’Elanna allowed a tiny smile. "Not me, love."
"Elaborate." Seven’s face showed her confusion. She leaned around B’Elanna and scanned the crowd but didn’t see anyone who looked like they were in love with her.
Naomi chose that moment to interrupt. B’Elanna wasn’t sure she if was upset or relieved, but she smiled at the child and moved to stand next to Seven.
"Gosh, Seven, I didn’t know Borg could sing." Naomi reached out and tugged on B’Elanna’s jacket. "Can Klingons sing, too?" She had first noticed the leather coat when the three had been locked in Cargo Bay two, but hadn’t felt comfortable enough with the Klingon to ask about it then, let alone touch it.
"No, squirt," B’Elanna said. "Not this Klingon at least."
"How do you know it is not my human half that allows me to sing?" Seven tilted her head and raised an eyebrow at Naomi.
"Well, because… It was perfect," Naomi rationalized. "Human’s aren’t perfect, Borg are."
"Thank you, Naomi Wildman," Seven said in her most Borg tone.
"Pretty good logic, kid," B’Elanna complimented.
Naomi scrunched her face, finding the statement somewhat distasteful.
"What?" B’Elanna asked
"I am very adult, B’Elanna. Everyone says so." Naomi seemed almost offended to be called a kid.
"Hey," B’Elanna knelt in front of the half Katarian. "Do you get lonely being the only kid?"
"Mom says the crew will start having kids in a few years so Voyager can become a generational ship." Naomi looked down at the floor. "I just have to wait."
"That’s not what I asked." B’Elanna lifted Naomi’s chin. "Do you get lonely?"
"Sometimes…"
B’Elanna looked up at Seven. The exdrone smiled and knelt next to B’Elanna so that she could also be on Naomi’s level. "Naomi?" Seven asked.
"Hmm?" Naomi bit her lip.
"You will not have to wait much longer." Seven smiled.
"Huh?" Naomi looked at Seven like she had just sprouted new implants out of her forehead.
B’Elanna laughed and then sighed. "Naomi, you aren’t gonna be the only kid for very much longer. Seven and I are gonna’ have a baby."
"Really?" Naomi’s eyes and mouth shot open.
Seven nodded.
"So…" Naomi began calculating all the possible data. "So…if it’s your baby…and Seven’s…it’s gonna’ be a girl, right?"
"Uh…yes," B’Elanna said, drawing out the words.
Naomi rolled her eyes. "B’Elanna, I’m not a little kid. My Mom is in the Biosciences. If you two both gave genetic material, the baby has to be a girl. Neither one of you has a Y chromosome. Duh."
"Duh," Seven said as she crossed her arms and smiled at B’Elanna.
"Baby?" Harry Kim squeaked from behind Naomi. "You’re gonna’ have a baby?" he said loudly. B’Elanna and Seven stood as several of the guests turned and came closer.
Chakotay cleared his throat. "That wasn’t in your report on the away mission," he said calmly.
If you asked anyone on board, they would say that Tuvok was immune to curiosity and gossip. The Vulcan was not, he simply knew how to bide his time until the perfect moment arose to ask questions. It was time to get the answers to the questions he had been posing since he had learned of the child’s existence.
"Congratulations," the Vulcan said. "Who is carrying this child?" He wasn’t known for his tact.
"I am." Seven smiled when B’Elanna’s hand drifted over and covered her belly. Any mention of the child seemed to force B’Elanna’s hand onto Seven’s belly, and the exdrone loved it.
"A baby?" Neelix asked, wonder filling his voice. He went directly to Seven, a smile covering his furry face. "A new life… oh, how wonderful." He reached for Seven’s belly, then stopped. "May I?" he asked.
Seven seemed confused then realized that he wanted to touch her stomach the way B’Elanna always did. She nodded slowly. "Proceed."
B’Elanna moved her hand and smiled at him. He looked like a child on Christmas morning.
Neelix quickly got on his knees so that his face was at the same level as Seven’s belly. He placed his hands on each side of her navel and his grin got even wider until it threatened to split his face.
"Well, hello there, little one," he said to Seven’s belly. He looked up at Seven, then B’Elanna. Around them the crowd was growing. "You have two wonderful mommies waiting to meet you," he continued, his hands warm and gentle on Seven’s stomach. "I’m kind of excited myself. It’s been a long time since I’ve held a baby. Not since little Naomi was a baby. Now, you just take your time in there, don’t let old Neelix rush you, but anytime you need a story… or to be tucked in, you just call Neelix." He stopped, suddenly aware that the entire room of people was staring. He looked up at Seven who had a soft smile tugging at the corners of her lips. "Guess you think I’m pretty silly," he said as he stood and backed up, but the smile didn’t leave his face.
"On the contrary," Seven said. "I was just thinking how much you remind me of B’Elanna."
"Seven," the Klingon said, trying to hush the exdrone.
"I cannot tell you how many nights I have awakened to the sounds of B’Elanna talking to the baby," Seven continued despite the blush creeping up B’Elanna’s face. "I worry that she will suffocate. I find her under the blankets deep in conversation with our child. She insists it is a perfectly normal behavior." Seven smiled at B’Elanna, enjoying her mate’s squirming.
"Of course it is," Neelix assured her.
"It is normal behavior for Mister Neelix," Tuvok said. "It has yet to be seen if it is normal behavior for the rest of the population."
The crowd laughed and B’Elanna wanted to crawl into a hole, under a rock, or at least out an airlock, but she was equally drawn to the idea of hiding under a warm blanket with the cause of her torment. She decided that was the most appealing prospect, and yanked Seven to her.
"Honey," she whispered sweetly, making sure it was loud enough for anyone close by to hear. "When we get home tonight… you can just forget about me telling the ‘baby’ a bedtime story and rubbing your back."
Then Seven surprised B’Elanna, and used her secret weapon. Seven frowned, let her eyes take on a doe like quality and made her lower lip tremble, a move B’Elanna had dubbed the Borg pout maneuver, and, like always, it worked.
"Oh, all right…you can have your back rub," B’Elanna relented instantly.
Seven clicked the pout maneuver up a notch, tilting her head to the side.
"And the bedtime story," B’Elanna added.
"Whipped," Harry said as he shook his head.
"Curious," Tuvok said with a raised eyebrow. "I did not think adults indulged in bedtime stories."
This time is was Seven who blushed. Those around her thought it was because she had been caught in childlike behavior, but they were mistaken. She was thinking about the frightening tales B’Elanna would tell her, and the unique way the Klingon would…calm her. Wonderful ways, starting with bone melting kisses and ending with Seven sprawled across the bed in a hyperventilating puddle.
Seven turned to address the Vulcan. "I must learn these tales so that I can share them with our child."
"Of course," Tuvok said…obviously unconvinced.
The rest of the evening was a happy blur, the highlight of which was the cutting of the cake. After convincing Seven that the huge cake wasn’t one big Borg maternity snack, B’Elanna had enjoyed feeding a small slice to her wife. The crowd had been somewhat disappointed that the two women chose to forgo the traditional cake fight, but they seemed honestly pleased with the new sides they had seen of both women. When the last of the guests filtered out, they all saw Seven as much more human, and B’Elanna as much less…volatile. No one commented about Tom storming out or the captain’s hasty exit. Although, most assumed Janeway’s departure was related to ship’s business.
Chapter 24: Storm clouds
Kathryn Janeway left the reception, went to her ready room and tried to bury herself in her work. Three hours later she had completed all of the personnel reports that weren’t due for two more weeks and she still couldn’t shake the image of B’Elanna’s hand resting on Seven’s belly. It was obvious that Seven was completely in love with B’Elanna and utterly devoted to her. Kathryn wasn’t the sort to waste her time thinking about what could have been, but she also wasn’t the sort to turn her feelings off like a light switch. Seven had two and a half years to fall in love with B’Elanna, but Kathryn didn’t have the luxury of time. She had sent Seven off on a simple away mission, only to have her return a week later with everything changed.
"This is ridiculous," Kathryn said to the empty room. She took a drink of her coffee that had cooled hours earlier. It tasted as bitter as she felt. "Okay, you should just be happy for them," she told herself. She knew she couldn’t offer half of what B’Elanna had given Seven. Kathryn was married to her ship, she couldn’t take a crewmember as a lover, and even if she did, she could never give that lover her whole heart. And the bottom line was, Seven had been through so much already, she shouldn’t have to settle for anything less than everything.
Kathryn leaned back in her chair and rubbed her eyes. She was tired, too tired to sleep. She thought about the way B’Elanna had looked at Seven, her eyes full of adoration, not a single ounce of doubt, full of complete trust, and offering her heart and soul, her whole heart and soul, not the meager leftovers after the USS Voyager had taken her pound of flesh.
She stood and paced, and remembered growing up on the agricultural park; she remembered her mother. Gretchen Janeway was a good Starfleet wife, she stayed home, raised the children, never complained, and she waited. She waited for the day when her husband would put her first, when Starfleet would get enough of him. That day never came. Kathryn waited too; she waited for the day that she would see the sorrow and the loneliness leave her mother’s eyes. That day never came either. Her mother never came first, and Kathryn realized that she would never wish that existence on Seven.
"Don’t ever put her second, B’Elanna," Kathryn whispered to the empty room.
*"Larson to Captain Janeway."*
the bridge officer’s voice echoed over Kathryn’s comm badge.
"Janeway, here."
*"Ma’am…I wouldn’t normally contact you for this, but since you are in your ready room…"*
"Go ahead, Larson." Janeway smiled, wondering if she had ever been that eager to please. Of course she had.
*"Ma’am, I ran some extra scans of our flight path… and long range scanners are showing some dark matter. I thought you might want to take a look. Maybe we can harvest some anti matter."*
"Thank you, Larson. That’s a good idea. How far out is it?" Janeway stood and headed to the door.
*"Twelve hours, ma’am."*
"Good work," she said. It was always a good idea to recognize extra effort, even if she couldn’t offer her crew the same promotions they could get in the Alpha Quadrant. "Dark matter can have a nasty gravity well that extends thousands of light years... Have the helm plot us a course that keeps us out of range."
*"Yes, ma’am."*
Janeway walked onto the bridge, nodding at Larson as she went to her command chair. She might as well log some time with the gamma shift. They didn’t get to work with her often.
"Let’s see that dark matter," she said as she scanned the data at her comm station. She frowned. "Helm, alter course to 242 mark 132. We’re already in the outer current of the gravity well. Let’s stay clear if we can avoid it."
Seven was not quite awake, she twisted and tried to roll over onto her side but something blocked her. She opened her eyes and could tell it was still the night shift, the lighting was lowered, but there was enough light for her to see that B’Elanna was not beside her, then she heard mumbling. She smiled and lifted the covers.
B’Elanna was curled around Seven’s body, her cheek pressed to Seven’s waist while her hand cradled the soft curve of Seven’s belly. B’Elanna was asleep, but she was nuzzling Seven’s side and mumbling.
"Lana," Seven whispered. "Come back up here, darling." She reached down and guided B’Elanna back up to her pillow.
B’Elanna sighed and then whimpered a very unKlingon sound and smacked her lips before she crawled onto Seven’s chest and hummed contentedly. Her hand drifted up and settled over Seven’s heart, B’Elanna’s second favorite location. Any time the Klingon’s hand wasn’t on Seven’s belly, it was resting over her heart.
Seven ran her fingers through B’Elanna’s hair. She liked the longer style, loved to gather it up and tie it off in a ponytail with a piece of leather lacing and then swish it when the mood struck her.
She smiled in the darkness, then shifted her weight when she felt a twinge in her side. She reached down and rubbed the offending muscle, then felt B’Elanna’s hand meet hers on her stomach. The twinge became a dull pain, and she shifted trying to stop the cramp.
B’Elanna’s leg moved over Seven’s thigh; even in her sleep the Klingon like to cover Seven with as much of her flesh as possible. Her knee slid higher until it gently nudged Seven’s bladder.
"Ouch," Seven squirmed and pushed B’Elanna leg away and took in a deep gasp.
"Mmm. Seven?" B’Elanna’s eyes opened, though she was far from awake. "Ya’ okay?" she asked with a yawn as her eyes closed.
"Cramps," Seven responded and kissed B’Elanna’s head. "Go back to sleep."
"Roll over," B’Elanna said as she shifted her weight off of Seven. "Come on, I’ll have your back relaxed in no time," she said without opening her eyes. B’Elanna was used to rubbing Seven’s back in the middle of the night. Seven’s long body seemed prone to cramps that settled in her lower back.
"Not my back," Seven said even as she rolled onto her side, after all, B’Elanna’s back rubs were the Omega molecule of touch…pure perfection. "Ouch," Seven said once she was on her side.
"Where?"
"My stomach, and sides." Seven rubbed her belly, the skin felt tight, and she was sure she was getting as big as a class two shuttle craft.
"What?" B’Elanna sat up, fully awake. "Computer, lights." The room brightened, and both women squinted against the bright light. "Why didn’t you wake me? Should we call the Doctor?"
"No, it is just a cramp," Seven insisted.
"How do you know?" B’Elanna asked. She ran her fingers over Seven’s stomach and sides. "Where does it hurt?"
Seven rolled her eyes, an affectation she had only recently picked up. "It is a cramp. It is almost gone." She slid B’Elanna’s hand to the spot where the cramp had been.
"You sure?"
"Yes, now go back to sleep." Seven settled back down onto her pillow.
"Wake me up if it happens again, okay?" B’Elanna settled down and spooned Seven from behind, reaching down and pulling the bearskin blanket up around them.
"Yes, dear," Seven said. "Computer, lights out."
Tom Paris sat alone at a small table in the mess hall nursing his cup of coffee. He was also nursing a severe hangover. He had left the reception the night before and went to Fairhaven, drowning his sorrows in drink and Becca’s holographic arms. Both cures left him feeling empty.
"Tom, mind if I join you?" Harry asked his friend. He wouldn’t normally ask, but Tom had chosen a small table well away from the rest of the crew who were having breakfast.
"Hey, Harry." He nodded at an empty chair.
Harry settled his meal, carefully arranging his utensils and coffee cup, and then began seasoning his eggs with enough pepper to make them turn battleship grey.
"Jesus, Harry, how can you eat those?"
"What? They’re good." Harry shrugged and continued his meal. "You left in a hurry last night," Harry said quietly.
Tom let out a disgusted snort and rolled his eyes. "Why should I stick around to see that Borg rub my face in it?"
"Tom, they love each other. Maybe if you had stayed last night you would have seen that." Harry set his fork down, making sure it was centered on his napkin. He was nothing if not organized.
"Oh, please," Tom said. He emptied his coffee cup in one gulp. "Lana’s gonna’ come to her senses soon, and when she comes crawling back to me… I’m gonna’ make her beg."
Harry bit his lip, then took a sip of his coffee. He stared at his meal, suddenly wishing he had sat somewhere else. "Seven’s pregnant," Harry said as he put down his cup.
"What?" Tom demanded. "She freaks out ‘cause I slept with a hologram, but she stays with Seven after she screwed some guy?"
Conversation in the mess hall stopped as Tom’s yelling echoed through the room.
"It’s B’Elanna’s baby," Harry said quietly.
"Come on, Harry. She may be the all mighty Borg, but she’s not that mighty." Tom was fuming. He had asked B’Elanna about kids and she had said that they weren’t even ready to get married, let alone talk about kids. She also said that Tom wasn’t ready to be a father, and he needed to grow up before they could talk about it.
"It’s true, Tom." Harry looked over at his friend. He knew Tom was having a rough time, but suspected it was more about ego than a broken heart. "Don’t push this, Tom. You have no idea what you’re getting into." His dark eyes narrowed as compassion covered his dark features.
"No," Tom said as he stood. "That Borg bitch doesn’t know what she’s getting into."
"Tom," Harry stood and grabbed the helmsman’s arm. "Damn it, Tom. It’s over. Let B’Elanna be happy."
Harry saw the punch coming, but was too shocked to block it or even flinch. He dropped to one knee and grabbed his jaw. "That could have went better," he whispered.
"Stay out of this, Harry. It’s none of your business," Tom said as he stalked out of the mess hall.
Kathryn Janeway sat at the head of the conference room table and studied her officers. Tuvok waited patiently for the captain to explain, the Doctor was reading over a medical data padd that most likely contained his latest opera, and Harry wasn’t looking at anyone. That was the good news.
B’Elanna and Seven, who were both still officially off duty, looked like two teenagers at their senior prom. They tried to look professional, but the frequent stolen glances and smiles were more obvious than if they had just broken down and held hands or offered to carry each others’ notebooks to study hall. It didn’t help that neither woman was in uniform, having been called to the meeting during breakfast in their quarters. B’Elanna was wearing black slacks and a blue-gray tank top, covered by her ever present leather jacket. Seven was radiant in a pair of cream slacks and matching silk top and she wore her thick braid hanging over her left shoulder down to her belly.
The remaining two officers were staring at the couple. Neelix had a goofy grin as he studied Seven. Tom Paris’ expression was unreadable as he watched B’Elanna, although Janeway suspected it was at the hostile end of the spectrum.
"All right," Janeway began. "We are entering an area pocked with dark matter. We need to plot a course through the sector that avoids the gravity wells but doesn’t add two months to our journey. As it is, going through this sector will take four months because we won’t be able to go to warp. If we go around the dark matter zone, it will take us six months at maximum warp." She turned to B’Elanna. "I’m sorry to cut into your leave, but I could really use your input, B’Elanna. The gravity wells are going to play havoc with the warp engines, so I’d like you to enhance the forcefields around the critical systems. We may just take them off line if we have to since the gravity wells make it impossible to form a static warp field."
"Of course," the Klingon answered. She was figuring out which schematics she would have to study for the task at hand. She didn’t like being rusty and had been pouring over all the ship’s technical manuals.
"Seven," the captain said as she turned toward her, "We need the most accurate charts possible, and you are the best." Kathryn smiled ruefully.
Seven nodded. "I would find the challenge a pleasant diversion. Too much free time can be… unsettling."
"Tom," the captain said as she gave him her attention, "You’ll need to be on top of whatever Seven gives you."
Tom rolled his eyes. "I didn’t think giving was in the Borg vocabulary."
"Ensign?" Janeway demanded. "Is there a problem I should be aware of?" Kathryn kicked herself for her poorly chosen words.
"No problem, ma’am…just a little joke to lighten the mood," Tom said.
"I suggest you leave moral to Neelix." Janeway’s voice left no doubt that she was furious. She didn’t like Tom acting like a spoiled child, especially when he dragged his temper tantrums into her staff meetings.
"Understood," Paris said.
"Doctor, does the increased gravity pose any risk to the crew?" Janeway asked the hologram.
"None, captain. Fortunately, the human body, being made up of mostly good old fashioned water, is less fragile than B’Elanna’s engines." The Doctor was smug, as if he were personally responsible for the human form and its advantages over the ship’s engines. "With the exception of some space sickness, enduring a few of the gravity wells will not be a problem."
"Space sickness?" Tuvok asked. "Would it not be prudent to avoid all of the gravity wells?"
"Now, now, Commander," the Doctor said. He added a tisk tisking sound before continuing. "I’m sure you’ll manage just fine."
"Indeed?" Tuvok wondered if the Doctor would be as glib if his matrix were as effected as Tuvok was when he got space sickness.
"All right," Janeway said, cutting off the useless debate before it could begin. "Let’s get to work. Harry, I want a class four probe prepared within the next week. Use the Borg shielding so we can send it into one of the dark matter clouds and recover some anti-matter. But let’s get our course safely plotted first."
"Yes, ma’am." Harry smiled. He enjoyed special projects and the challenges they offered.
The group stood and slowly left the table. Tom came around the table and quickly left. Seven waited for B’Elanna to catch up with her so that they could walk out together.
"Will you meet me for lunch?" Seven asked coyly. She felt like she was making her first date. Illogical considering she knew she had B’Elanna’s heart.
"Think Neelix will have anything as good as that stew you used to make for me when it rained?" B’Elanna had to consciously remind herself to not hold Seven’s hand. It was not professional, and they didn’t want to start any bad habits.
"Stew?" Neelix asked as he joined them. "Seven, have you been doing more cooking? I can always use another helper in the mess hall." He smiled, waiting to see if he had successfully hooked the exdrone.
"Conditions on the planet were harsh," Seven said gravely. "I do not think the captain would allow cannibalism on board. Plus it would considerably reduce the crew manifest."
Neelix’s jaw almost hit the floor. He stopped and gapped at her like he was a fish yanked out of its tank, his mouth opening and closing.
B’Elanna took Seven’s elbow and herded her out of the room. "You are so bad, Seven," she whispered as they climbed into the turbolift.
Harry Kim entered the Astrometrics lab and cleared his throat. "Ah, Seven?" He asked.
"Ensign Kim, how may I assist you?" Seven asked without looking up from her calculations.
"I was wondering if you could help me modulate the Borg shielding for the probe."
"That project is to be completed after we finish plotting our course through the dark matter zone." Seven looked up at Harry, her expression chastising.
"Well, yeah," he stuttered. "But there’s nothing more I can do to plot the course, so I thought I’d get a jump on it."
Seven let him off the hook. "Your initiative is admirable. However, I am still busy calculating the most efficient flight plan."
"Well, do you need some help?" he offered.
She paused, torn between her preference for working alone and the prospect of finishing the task sooner.
"That would be...acceptable," she finally said.
"Great," Harry said enthusiastically. "Where should I start?"
Seven smirked, but didn’t let him see it. "I am tracking what appears to be an ion trail through the sector. It would seem logical that the other ships traversing this sector would have had similar concerns as Voyager."
"Yeah, that’s logical," Harry said, but he doubted he would’ve thought to check for old ship courses.
"Access the aft sensor information and use it to create a map that overlays the various gravity wells and the cumulative effects they have on each other," she ordered.
"No problem," Harry said. He retrieved the data and began cross referencing the material as Seven had suggested. It was a time-consuming process.
"So, are you excited?" Harry asked when the silence became bothersome to him.
"It is a routine action. Plotting a course could hardly be called exciting." Seven moved from console to console adjusting the sensors to get the latest results.
"I meant about the baby," Harry said with a disarming smile.
"Oh…" Seven was stymied. Of course she was excited. Why did people insist on asking questions with obvious answers? She couldn’t understand why crewmembers continually asked her if she was happy, or excited, or her least favorite, "don’t you wish the baby was already here?"
"So," Harry asked again, "Is B’Elanna excited?"
"Yes." Seven smiled, and then consciously chose to let her guard down with Harry. "She can barely wait. I think she is the epitome of ‘the nervous father.’"
Harry laughed at the image that painted. "Hey," he said he looked down at his completed data. "Look it this."
"Intriguing," Seven said she studied the way the overlapping gravity wells interacted. The conflicting gravity made the surrounding space look like a Labyrinth, but that was not what caught her eye.
"Ensign, check these areas here… here… and here, then see if the increased gravity of the overlapping fields is stable."
"Okay," he said slowly. "Why?" he asked even as he checked the data. His eyes widened. "Yes, it is."
"Is there a consistent direction of movement? Is it in the direction we wish to travel?" she asked as she leaned over the console with him.
"Yes..." he said. "What are you thinking?"
"That we may have found a way to cut several months off of our journey," Seven said.
Chapter 25: storm on the horizon
B’Elanna sat at one end of the conference room’s long table. She, along with the rest of the senior staff members, were watching Seven explain her latest findings. "She’s so incredible," B’Elanna thought as she studied her wife. "She has no idea how beautiful she is. She moves like a ghost, outside of our puny human reality, floating gracefully through our existence. Oh hell, I’m thinking in poetry. What’s next? Sprinkling flowers in her path so she won’t have to walk on the carpet?" B’Elanna covered her mouth with her hand and smirked. "I wonder what kind of flowers she likes best?"
Seven was wearing her blue and gray biosuit, the closet thing to a uniform she had, but instead of trying to force her long hair up into a bun, she had it braided and then looped it back into itself in the back. Even doubled back, it reached past her shoulders. Seven was all business, composed and focused, and B’Elanna couldn’t stop staring. How could she have ever thought Seven was an unemotional "Ice Queen?"
Even as professional as Seven was acting, as serious as she kept her expression, the passion just under the surface was obvious. All anyone had to do was look. Seven’s cobalt blue eyes flickered around the room as she spoke and the corners of her mouth edged up a fraction of a centimeter. It was enough to let B’Elanna know that no matter how much Seven enjoyed knowledge for the sake of knowledge, she was thrilled to have come up with a way to help Voyager.
"So," Seven said as she pointed to the large comm panel on the wall that was displaying the map Harry had constructed. "As you can see, the dark matter pockets overlap creating areas of intense gravity that rival those found in black holes."
"And?" Tom asked as he almost yawned. "So what? We already know that we won’t have warp drive for…what is it? …. Four months? Thanks for the news flash."
He was about to continue, but the twin glares he got from Janeway and B’Elanna made him change his mind.
"What it means, Mister Paris," Seven continued as if he had politely asked a sincere question. "Is that while we may not be able to use the warp drive, but we will still be able to travel at warp."
"How?" The captain leaned forward and rested her palms on the desk.
Seven nodded, acknowledging Janeway before pointing back at the map. "These areas of increased gravity form swirling vortexes, similar to whirlpools. Mister Kim and I have plotted a course between the spatial whirlpools that spin this same direction." It was generous to say that Harry had helped plot the course considering she was the one who quickly went through the maps and discovered the best flight plan, but she knew how important recognition was to humans, and she rather liked Ensign Kim.
"Well, it was mostly Seven," Harry said truthfully.
"Mister Kim, your assistance was critical to this project. Thank you for volunteering." Seven made a point of letting the captain know that Harry had helped of his own accord, something else humans found relevant. "Now," Seven said, getting back to the point. "These whirlpools overlap, and where the vortexes touch, they create an area of directed gravitational displacement." Seven pointed to the diagram that showed a current weaving through the dark matter field.
Janeway stood. "It’s a river," she said as she moved next to Seven to get a better look. "And it’s moving faster than the speed of light." Her lips curved up on both sides. "This is brilliant, Seven."
B’Elanna smiled brightly, because, damn it, it was a great idea, and someone was gonna’ beam proudly over Seven’s discovery and she knew Seven wouldn’t let her own happiness show.
"It was not my discovery," Seven said honestly.
Tom was not impressed. "So who’d you assimilate it from? Some nice peaceful…"
"Paris," B’Elanna hissed before the captain could. "I’ve had about all of your mouth that I’m gonna’…"
Janeway cleared her throat, stopping B’Elanna midsentence. "I will handle Ensign Paris… after the meeting." Her voice was deep, and rumbled, the way it did right before she gave someone a verbal lashing that left them feeling like their skin had been flayed off. "Seven, please continue."
"As I was saying, this was not my idea. I noticed ion trails through the matter field, and figured that previous travelers would have plotted the safest courses. I noticed the predominate pattern and realized that the gravitational current had propelled the ships as they traversed the sector."
"An astute observation," Tuvok said, impressed, but too Vulcan to say any more.
"There are however, two areas that are…problematic," Seven said, bringing the mood down a notch.
"Yes?" Janeway asked.
"On this end of the gravitational ‘river,’ there is an area of extreme turbulence where the whirlpools have increased backwash. It will be unstable and have extremely elevated gravity. The ship will have to be reinforced."
"Rapids," Janeway said. "I think our ship can handle a little rough water."
Seven raised her metallic implant over her left eye. "This ‘rough water’ is capable of pulling the iron out of your bloodstream."
"Well then," Janeway said with a smile. "It’s a good thing I take my vitamins."
"Ha," the Doctor snorted. "How I wish that were true."
B’Elanna leaned forward and pushed Seven’s chair away from the table as the blonde returned to her seat. "Great job," she whispered as Seven sat down.
Seven tilted her head to the side as she slid the chair into place. She was glancing sideways at B’Elanna, almost coyly, and she let a whisper of a smile pass over her lips before turning to focus on the captain.
"Oh, yeah," B’Elanna thought. "She knows she’s good."
"All right," the captain said as she stood facing the table with her hands on her hips. "Let’s get to work on the reinforcements. We should reach the Gravity River in just over one day, and I want to be ready. You all have copies of Seven’s findings, so get to work on figuring out where the structural integrity needs to be shored up. Dismissed."
The crew stood and moved toward the door.
"Ensign Paris," Janeway said ominously. "You will be staying behind."
"Umm, yes ma’am," he said as he studied the carpeting.
Janeway stood in front of Tom, pinning him in place with her most murderous glare until the rest of the crew disappeared behind the hissing door.
"Ma’am, I can explain," Tom said as the doors were hissing closed.
"Did I give you permission to speak?" Her eyes had lost all of their blue and looked completely gray.
He opened his mouth to say "no"…then stopped. Was he supposed to speak now or just be quiet?
"Well?" she demanded.
That answered that question.
"No, ma’am."
"Mister Paris, I will not tolerate your temper tantrums. If I had my way, you’d be in the brig right now." She stepped closer, her anger coming off her body in waves. Tom took a half step away before she could continue. "I got a report about an incident in the mess hall. It seems several witnesses reported that you hit Harry Kim."
The captain walked behind Paris, but he had enough sense to remain standing at attention as she circled him.
"Tuvok interviewed Harry about the incident, and Harry explained that you were showing him a Tsunkatse move and he forgot to duck." She circled back around and stared him down, letting him know that she recognized a lie when she heard one. "I would have you in brig except that I’d have to have Harry in the cell next to you for lying to a superior officer, and I won’t punish him for his loyalty…no matter how misguided."
Tom continued staring dead ahead. "Well, at least Harry didn’t rat me out," he thought.
"I realize that you are having a difficult time coming to terms with recent events," Janeway said, her voice softening to the ‘mortal wound’ tone instead of the ‘instant death’ tone she had been using. "You can’t keep taking it out on Seven."
"But…" Tom shifted his weight, as antsy as a thoroughbred in a race gate.
"No buts." The ‘instant death’ tone was back. "Get over it…grow up… or just pretend that you are an adult. I don’t care what you do as long as you quit storming around the ship like it’s your private playground and someone stole your favorite toy." She turned and walked to the window, silent as she watched the stars blur past. Each one was a sun, part of a solar system that whipped past in the blink of an eye. There were probably thousands…tens of thousands of people in each solar system dealing with broken hearts…and every one of them was probably acting more mature than Tom Paris was.
"Tom," she said as she turned and walked back to him. "They are happy. Deal with it. I hate getting involved in my crewmembers’ romantic lives, but in this case, I have to say that you don’t have any right to act so wounded. You and B’Elanna had broken up more than a month before she and Seven went on the away mission."
"Maybe if you did get involved in romance with the crew this wouldn’t have happened at all," Tom said before the adult part of his brain could convince the child part that the words were suicidal.
"You will not take that tone with me." Janeway’s eyes narrowed and Tom Paris learned first hand that the "instant death" tone was not the most lethal one in Kathryn Janeway’s arsenal. "And you will not presume to comment on my personal life."
"Yeah?" he asked. The helmsman often mistook stupidity for bravery. "Well, that Borg was in love with you before she left, now all of the sudden she’s hot for Lana? What am I supposed to think?"
"You are supposed to THINK." Janeway stepped closer, her chest inches from his. She was shorter than him, but somehow managed to use the height disadvantage to seem more imposing. "Use your brain for once and not a lower part of your anatomy." She knew the comment was inappropriate, but damn it... He pissed her off. She didn’t need a sniveling Ensign reminding her that she could have had Seven if she had just reached out and taken what was offered.
Tom gapped at her. Had she just said what he thought she said?
"Report to the bridge and start working on the course Seven plotted." Kathryn retreated into captain mode because she wasn’t sure she could keep her temper in check if the personal nature of the discussion continued. "If I see or hear about you throwing anymore of your hissy fits, I will put you in the brig… and Harry will be there with you. You may not give a damn about your own career, but maybe you’ll have a little respect for his."
That hurt. Harry was Tom’s best friend, and lately he done a pretty good job of alienating him. "Yes, ma’am," he said.
"Both you and Ensign Kim will be pulling a double shift today. So, after the alpha shift, Harry will have the bridge. You can ask him what post he wants you to fill. Don’t be surprised if he has you doing grunt work," Janeway said, some of the anger draining off her.
"I… I never asked Harry to lie for me," Tom said quietly.
"I know that," Janeway said, "If you had, I would have had you both in the brig cleaning waste reclaimers with your sonic tooth brushes."
Tom let his expression show his disapproval.
"Yes, Mister Paris, I am not above using the ‘classics’ of military discipline." She sighed. "Go on, get to work."
"Ma’am?" he paused, looking truly contrite.
"Yes?"
"I’m sorry… I was really out of line with those comments about you." He looked to her expectantly, like a puppy wanting a bone, except his bone was absolution.
He didn’t get it.
"Yes, you were," she said. "Dismissed."
B’Elanna went to her quarters for lunch, hoping she would surprise Seven. She had asked the computer where Seven was, and was thrilled when the computer unemotionally stated ‘Seven of Nine is in her quarters.’ Seven’s quarters, not Lieutenant B’Elanna Torres’ quarters. The computer had simply stated a fact, but to B’Elanna it was a reminder that her dream was in fact reality. She quickened her pace as she made her way through the corridors toward…home.
She entered their quarters and smiled when she saw the biosuit Seven had been wearing earlier in the day. It was tossed across the couch, and B’Elanna suddenly forgot about lunch and headed for the bedroom. Apparently, Seven had some other kind of meal in mind for their lunch break.
She paused at the doorway and leaned in, but instead of finding Seven dressed in a silky nightgown and propped up on a pillow, she found her wife sound asleep. Seven was wearing a pair of flannel boxers and an oversized tee shirt, both of which had been replicated to match B’Elanna’s ‘lazy wear.’ B’Elanna chose the same outfit when she didn’t feeling like doing anything, or… when she didn’t feel well. B’Elanna rushed to the bed and knelt beside it so she could study Seven. She brushed her fingers over Seven’s forehead, checking for any sign of fever. Seven was cool.
Seven’s eyes flickered before slowly opening and she sighed, then yawned.
"Hey," B’Elanna whispered. She leaned over and kissed the forehead she had just touched. "You feeling okay?" She looked at Seven, noticing that she had dark rings under her eyes. "You look tired, darling."
Seven smiled up at her wife and moved to the far side of the bed and patted the mattress. "I’m fine, just a little tired." She held her hand out to B’Elanna.
"Have you seen the Doctor?" B’Elanna put her hands on her hips and gave Seven a stern look.
"Lana, I’m pregnant. This is normal. Remember how tired Nara used to get?"
"Okay… but when do you see him again?" B’Elanna kicked off her boots and crawled onto the bed, groaning when she slid into Seven’s arms.
Seven kissed B’Elanna’s forehead, letting her lips linger on the ridges, making sure each of the four bumps got equal attention. "I have a check up in three days… and you know that. You made the appointment."
"Oh, yeah…" B’Elanna snuggled closer. She had hoped that Seven had made another appointment, though it really wasn’t necessary. B’Elanna just worried about everything. "I’ll meet you in sickbay. It’s at thirteen hundred hours, right?"
"Yes," Seven said. She was smiling and playing with the tie holding B’Elanna’s ponytail in place. She removed it and sighed when her fingers dug into B’Elanna’s thick, satiny hair. "I do not mind going alone," she added. She didn’t want to force B’Elanna to leave engineering, but secretly hopped that she would be there. Seven didn’t know if Tom Paris was scheduled for sick bay that day, and he was beginning to get to her with his overt hostility.
"Not a chance," B’Elanna said. She turned her head and kissed Seven’s hand as it played with her hair. She felt Seven’s body relax, it was subtle, considering the exdrone was sprawled out comfortably on the mattress, but B’Elanna felt the change. "What is it?"
"Hmm?" Seven let her eyes close, the idea of a nap pulling at her consciousness.
"Why are you nervous about the check up? Are you sure you’re okay?" B’Elanna lifted her weight up onto one elbow so that she could look at Seven.
"I am fine…the baby is fine." Seven’s eyes opened and she saw the concern on her partner’s face. "It… it is just… I…" Seven sighed. "I believe it is time for me to have a … discussion with Ensign Paris."
"Tom?" B’Elanna asked, then the realization hit her. Seven was going to confront him, something B’Elanna knew she should have handled herself before it began bothering Seven. "No," she ordered.
"What?" Seven asked.
"No. He is my responsibility. I’ll talk to him…today." B’Elanna hoped she could keep her temper in check with him because she really didn’t want to end up in the brig.
"I am the one he has the problem with. I will not have you fighting my battles," Seven said as she sat up. "You do not have to protect me."
"The Hell I don’t," B’Elanna said a bit too quickly. "You’re my wife, and he is my problem. I have to be the one to talk to him. Just leave him to me. I don’t want you getting involved."
"I am involved." Seven’s eyes narrowed as her temper kicked in. "And you are also my wife. It is my responsibility to protect you as well."
"Seven," B’Elanna said as she realized her hormonal wife was offended. "I know you want to help, but this isn’t your place. It’s traditional for the spouse who was involved with a…trouble maker…to deal with the problem."
"Isn’t my place?" Seven climbed off the bed and stared down at B’Elanna. Seven’s hair was down, and bounced when she put her hands defiantly on her hips. "And what is my place? To stay at home while you talk to Tom Paris…while he tries to convince you that you should return to him, while he tries to seduce you? I should deal with this…problem. I assure you he will not bother either of us again."
B’Elanna almost laughed, almost. The idea of returning to Tom was the most ludicrous thing she had ever heard, but if Seven brought it up, it must be bothering her. "Seven, Tom has nothing to offer me, nothing to entice me… I have everything I could ever want right here with you." B’Elanna stood up and moved in front of Seven. "I’m just gonna explain to him that if he doesn’t leave us alone…I will rip his face off." B’Elanna wrapped her hands around Seven’s waist and she looked up at her wife.
"I am more than capable of ripping his face off." Seven’s lips puffed out as she began her infamous Borg pout.
B’Elanna laughed and leaned into her wife. "I know, love. That’s why I should handle this." She let her hands migrate around to Seven’s back and then began to massage the tight muscles of her lower back. "He’s not a complete jerk. I think he’ll come around."
"I do not wish for him to come around you at all," Seven said with a twinge of anger in her voice. "I do not like the way he… leers at you."
"Umm, Seven?" B’Elanna eased back and looked up at her. "I have to put up with ninety percent of the men on board leering at you…and about sixty percent of the women."
Seven raised her blonde eyebrow, letting B’Elanna know she doubted the statistics the Klingon had just quoted, then her eyes darkened. "Yes, but I was never in love with any of them."
"I never felt anything for Tom like I do for you. Yes, I loved him, but it was… child’s play compared to what we have. You are my heart, you own my soul… and…" B’Elanna let her hand move onto Seven’s belly, "You are the one having my baby."
"It is…disconcerting. He doesn’t seem to notice those things." Seven relaxed as B’Elanna’s hand circled her belly.
"He doesn’t have to. You and I know," B’Elanna said.
"I try to remember that, but…" Seven sighed again.
"But what?" B’Elanna reached up and caressed Seven’s cheek. "Talk to me, love."
"It is different for you. I have no past," Seven explained. She felt B’Elanna’s body stiffen as tension filled her compact frame. "What is it?" Seven asked.
"You have a past. Your past just has a lot more integrity and class," B’Elanna said quietly.
"Explain." Seven studied B’Elanna’s expression. She didn’t like the worry lines around her wife’s eyes.
"The captain," B’Elanna said as her eyes locked with Seven’s.
"I had feelings for her at one time, but she did not return them." Confusion covered Seven’s face. "And you know that you are my life, you gave me my soul, Be’nal." She stroked B’Elanna’s cheek with the back of her fingers. "You are everything to me. I love you. My feelings for the captain never filled me the way you do."
"I love you, too." B’Elanna pressed her cheek against Seven’s fingers. "But…"
"There are not buts," Seven said sharply. "We love each other…nothing else matters."
"The captain is in love with you," B’Elanna explained.
"That is… preposterous." Seven’s eyes widened. "She is happy for us. She has told me so. I have seen her looking at us…together…and she smiles. Tom Paris does not smile when he looks at us."
"Like I said, she has more integrity and class than Tom."
"That is obvious, but I do not see how that relates to this conversation," Seven said.
"Seven, my beloved…" B’Elanna said as she shook her head. "You are so incredible. Your heart is so true that you don’t even notice how she looks at you, do you?"
"I do not care how anyone else looks at me. I only care about you." Seven studied her wife, wondering if she should perhaps pay attention to other people’s expressions. With the exception of Tom Paris, she really didn’t care how anyone else looked at her or B’Elanna.
"Seven, I’ve seen the captain when she doesn’t realize I’m watching her. She loves you, but she can tell you’re happy. She would never interfere with that." B’Elanna’s face saddened. "Darling, she looks at you like I would if I ever lost you."
"You will never lose me. How could you even say that?" Anger covered Seven’s face.
"Hey," B’Elanna soothed. "I’m not saying that…just that I recognize how much she loves you." She sighed and rested her forehead on Seven’s chest. "I guess I’ll talk to her when I finish with Tom."
"No," Seven said.
"Seven, I need to clear the air with her. I have too much respect for her not to," B’Elanna said.
"No," Seven repeated. "She is my responsibility. If what you say is true, then I should handle this."
"I don’t think that’s such a good idea. I have a lot more experience with this kind of thing." B’Elanna eased back and looked up at Seven, imploring her to give in.
"So you must handle your own romantic entanglements, but I am incapable of handling mine?" Seven asked. She was angry, but she knew in the back of her mind it wouldn’t have bothered her so much if she wasn’t so tired, and if she didn’t ache all over. She loved being pregnant, but in the last few days, she had felt progressively worse, not enough to think she was ill, just the cumulative effects of being tired.
"I didn’t say that," B’Elanna said carefully. She could see the fire in Seven’s eyes and was working overtime to extinguish it before it burned them both. "It’s just that you two never actually had a relationship, and…well… since I understand how easy you are to love…I would be the logical choice," B’Elanna said as she tired using a more practical approach.
"B’Elanna," Seven said. She smiled, seeing right through her wife’s blatant attempt to shift her focus. "I will speak to the captain. You must let me do this. It is the right thing to do."
"Okay," B’Elanna said. "I’ll talk to Tom, you talk to Janeway, but if you don’t feel comfortable… I can go with you…"
Seven raised an accusing eyebrow.
"Okay…okay. Besides? How bad can it turn out?" B’Elanna asked.
Chapter 26 Tempting fate
Kathryn Janeway sat at her desk in her ready room studying the data on the gravitational river. It was an amazing piece of deduction on Seven’s part. She had figured out how to use the gravity currents with only a smattering of evidence left behind by the previous ships. Janeway admitted to herself that while she may have figured it out eventually, it would have taken her far longer than it had taken Seven. She looked up when the ready room door chime sounded.
"Come in," she ordered. The doors hissed open and B’Elanna Torres walked in.
"Captain? You asked to see me?" B’Elanna walked over and stood in front of Janeway’s desk.
"Yes. Thank you for coming so quickly. I know you’ve been working overtime in engineering to get things ready." Janeway pointed to the chair next to Torres. "Have a seat, please."
"Yes, ma’am, we’re almost finished." B’Elanna sat, keeping her back straight.
"Relax, B’Elanna." Janeway smiled. "I’m not checking up on you. I just wanted to thank you for all the extra effort you’ve put in on this. I know you haven’t had much time off to get acclimated to being back on board."
"We’re fine," B’Elanna said, unconsciously mentioning Seven anytime she thought about her own well being; their fates were completely intertwined.
"Glad to hear it." Janeway smiled. She caught the plural reference. "You both certainly look well." Kathryn ran her fingers through he own hair, and nodded toward B’Elanna. "That’s a good look on you."
B’Elanna blushed. "Seven likes it long."
"She’s done a great job on the gravitational river. I’m impressed." Kathryn leaned back and studied B’Elanna. She looked fabulous.
"Seven was happy to help," B’Elanna said, unaware that her eyes sparkled when she said her wife’s name.
"I’m happy for the two of you," Kathryn said sincerely. "You’re a good match."
"Thank you." B’Elanna decided that there was no time like the present. Seven couldn’t possibly be mad at her…It wasn’t like she had approached the captain. Janeway brought it up. "Captain, there’s something I’d like to talk you about. Off the record… it’s a personal matter."
"All right." Kathryn leaned forward and rested her chin on her closed fist.
"Umm," B’Elanna said as she looked around the ready room, not quite sure how to start. "This is really hard. Captain... Kathryn..." B’Elanna looked into the older woman’s eyes to see if she would balk at the use of her first name.
"Go ahead, B’Elanna." Janeway smiled disarmingly.
"Thank you. Kathryn, I don’t want this to sound...possessive, or defensive or confrontational..." B’Elanna realized this was going to be much harder than she had first thought.
"What is it?" Kathryn’s eyes were completely sincere, and her face showed honest concern. "Just say it."
"Okay." B’Elanna sighed. "I just want you to know that I appreciate the support you’ve shown Seven and I... Despite your feelings for her."
Kathryn raised both eyebrows, but didn’t deny it. Inside she was panicking, she had tried so hard to keep her feelings hidden. Obviously she hadn’t done a very good job.
"Seven and I both care a great deal for you," B’Elanna continued. "I’m so sorry that you...that you are hurting."
"Hey," Kathryn said quietly. "Don’t ever apologize for being happy." She leaned back and shook her head, then smiled ruefully. "I can’t say that I am happy I was so obvious, but I can promise you that I am happy for you both."
"You’re not obvious," B’Elanna assured her. "It’s just that I recognize what you feel."
"Yes, I guess you would," Kathryn conceded. "I hope this doesn’t interfere with our friendship, B’Elanna. I assure you, I have complete respect for your relationship."
"Kathryn, I know that." B’Elanna stood and walked around the desk and leaned against it, facing Kathryn. "That’s why I wanted to talk to you. You have been a wonderful friend, mentor, and champion for me, and Seven. She considers you one of her best friends, and I’d hate to see her lose that. I don’t want to lose your friendship either."
"That won’t happen." Kathryn smiled up at B’Elanna. "It helps that you’re both so happy. I’m happy for you. I’ve never seen either of you so... so..." Kathryn searched for the right word.
"Complete?" B’Elanna offered.
"Yes, complete." Kathryn stood. "If either of you need anything, just ask. I mean that."
"We will," B’Elanna said as she stood. "Oh, which reminds me, after we get through the dark matter field... we might need a little time off." She smiled shyly.
"You’ve earned it," Janeway said. "After all, that away mission was a bit longer than expected. You’re overdue for about three months of leave."
"I think we’ll save some of that time off for after the baby," B’Elanna said as Kathryn walked her to the door.
"Good enough. That’ll give you time to train a replacement for your absence." Kathryn smiled, but inside, she ached, the mention of the baby another reminder of what she didn’t have.
"Thanks, captain," B’Elanna said as she walked onto the bridge. Janeway smiled and waved as the Klingon went to the turbolift. "Well, that was easy. Now I just have to talk to Tom," B’Elanna thought.
Finding Tom only required one question to the computer. He was in his quarters, and B’Elanna considered waiting until he was in a more public location, but then realized that he might not be as belligerent without an audience. She stood in front of his door for a moment before activating the chime.
Tom was sitting on his couch eating dinner and watching the television that B’Elanna had constructed for him. He looked at the door when the chime sounded.
"Go away," he yelled.
"Tom, open the door. We have to talk," B’Elanna responded through the closed door. She knew how to override his privacy code. In fact, he probably hadn’t changed it since they had been together. She had changed hers as soon as she broke up with him.
"B’Elanna?" he said as he jumped up. ‘She finally came to her senses,’ he thought as he went to the door, pausing to smooth his hair with both hands. "Come in," he said as the door opened. He gave her a charming smile. "Guess you missed me, huh?"
"Tom…" B’Elanna rolled her eyes, but he took it as a playful gesture instead of recognizing it as exasperation.
"Lana, I really like your hair like that. I love the way you tie it so far down your back…it makes it look, Klingon…wild. I’ll bet it feels great." He stepped closer and reached for her ponytail.
She knocked his hand away as she stepped back. "What part of ‘I am married’ do you not understand?"
"Lana, you were trapped on a planet, all alone. I understand you were…lonely, and hey, she is hot, but…"
"Tom, I’m trying to be civil, but you’re making it really difficult not to kick your ass." B’Elanna walked over and looked at the TV. The sound was muted but she recognized the program, Buck Rogers.
"All that hostility?" Tom asked with a smirk. "There must be some feelings left if I still get under your skin."
He was so smug it took all of B’Elanna’s strength to keep from smacking the half smile off of his face.
"Paris, I came to talk to you because, believe or not I do care, as a friend. You’re making a complete ass of yourself, which is pitiful, but not my business. You are also harassing my wife. That is my business. I won’t put up with that."
"Okay…" Tom stopped and studied B’Elanna. He realized Seven must have done quite a number on her to have her acting so… well, so married. He decided to switch tactics. "So, is that all you came to say? Do you think we can still be friends, Lana?" He gave her his wounded puppy look.
"That’s up to you, Tom. I love Seven. She’s my life, and I won’t let anyone or anything hurt her. I’d rather die… or kill." B’Elanna rubbed her hand, massaging the palm. She had calluses on her hands from the tools she hadn’t used in years. On the planet, she used different tools every day, but none quite like the ones in engineering, and not for the long hours she had used them earlier in the day.
"B’Elanna, I want to work this out, okay?" He looked over his shoulder. "Can you give me a second, I need to splash some water on my face. I just climbed out of a Jeffrey’s tube. I was reinforcing the bridge structural integrity fields all afternoon. Give me a minute, okay?"
"Okay," B’Elanna said as she sat on the edge of the couch. "I’ve been crawling around them myself. I feel like I’m covered in grime." She was perched on the edge of the cushion, still not comfortable relaxing.
Tom smiled, not believing how lucky he was, and then hurried into his bathroom, splashed water onto his face and quickly dried off. He opened the medicine cabinet and took out a small jar of salve. He looked over his shoulder and then smelled the medicine and rubbed some onto his thumb. He carefully closed the jar without smudging his thumb and hurried back to the living room.
"Lana, I’m sorry I’ve been so… difficult." He moved over to the couch, but before he could sit next to her, she stood.
"Tom, can’t you just try to be happy for me?" B’Elanna asked.
"I’m trying," he said. He crinkled his brow, frowning as he studied her neck.
"What?" B’Elanna rubbed her neck self-consciously.
"Grime," he said as he reached out and used his thumb to rub her throat just under the ear. "There, got it." He smiled. "I really should finish my dinner. Janeway’s got me pulling a double. I guess I asked for it."
"Just try to be nice, Tom. I know you’ve got it in you." B’Elanna moved toward the door. "I’m glad you still like the TV."
"You kidding? I love it," he said as she opened the door. "Thanks, Lana," he said as she left.
"Be nice," she said again as she went down the corridor. ‘I really have the hang of these sensitive talks,’ she thought as she headed back to engineering.
Tom went into the bathroom and washed his hands. He looked down at his thumb, which was turning purple, and smiled. "Now for a little chat with the Borg," he said to the mirror.
Seven was in Astrometrics when she heard the door open. She turned to see Tom Paris coming toward her and she stood to her full height.
"Ensign Paris, if you are here for the course corrections, I have already sent them to the bridge." Seven was not in the mood to put up with his antics. Her back was aching and she was exhausted even after she had taken a short nap.
"I just came to see if you had anything I should know about before I report to the bridge for the beta shift," Tom said as circled her.
"You were on the alpha shift," Seven pointed out.
"Janeway thought I could use a double." He moved in front of Seven, blocking her view of the console.
"You are disturbing my work. Please move." Seven wondered what B’Elanna would say if she talked to him about his attitude, then decided she would not break her promise to B’Elanna.
"Sorry," he said as he moved aside. "It must be hard for you."
Seven looked at him and raised an eyebrow.
"You know, being back here, with everyone. It’s not just you and Lana anymore," he explained.
"We are adapting, Ensign." Seven wanted to choke him for calling her wife ‘Lana.’
"Yes," he smiled broadly, then leered at Seven. "I’m glad to see that you’re so…open minded."
"Explain," Seven demanded. She was tired of his games.
"Oh," he said, suddenly looking like he had ruined some surprise, or revealed something he shouldn’t have. "I…I thought you and Lana had an open relationship. I mean, when she came by to…visit me this afternoon, I thought…well never mind."
"Explain," she demanded again. "What is an ‘open relationship?’"
"Never mind. I really should be going. Tell Lana I really enjoyed our…conversation this afternoon." He moved toward the door. "If you have anything new, send it up to the bridge."
Seven glared at him as he left. She didn’t like him coming to her department and didn’t believe he was being truthful about the reason for being there. She closed her console and logged off for the day.
B’Elanna hurried home after her shift, eager to see Seven. She missed her wife, and she was a bit confused by the glances and giggles she kept getting from her crew. She wanted to go to her quarters and fall into bed…with Seven.
"Hey, I missed you," B’Elanna said as she came through the door. Seven was resting on the couch with her feet up.
"And I missed you, Be’nal." Seven sat up and smiled at B’Elanna.
"You look tired," B’Elanna said with a frown. "Are you working too hard?" She sat next to Seven and lifted the exdrone’s feet onto her lap and began rubbing her calves.
"I am tired," Seven said as she leaned back into the couch. She sighed as B’Elanna worked the tension out of her legs. She had forgotten how many hours she used to spend on her feet. On the planet, when they were on their feet they were walking through the dense forest, not standing in one place on the hard deck plating.
"Seven, I’m getting scared, you shouldn’t be this tired." B’Elanna ran her hand up Seven’s leg then detoured to her hand and squeezed it.
"I am fine." Seven yawned.
"Okay," B’Elanna said, not quite convinced. "How about some dinner?"
"Okay," Seven said as she sat up.
"We can eat here tonight. You rest," B’Elanna ordered.
"I will rest later," Seven said as she pulled her legs around and she leaned over and kissed B’Elanna’s cheek. "I have not welcomed you home. Come here," she ordered in a husky whisper.
B’Elanna turned her head and welcomed Seven’s lips. The kiss started slow, with tender bites, and tongues tracing lips before entering. Seven shifted her weight and draped herself across B’Elanna’s lap as the Klingon took control of the embrace. B’Elanna moaned into Seven’s mouth as her tongue massaged Seven’s and her hands moved across the prone former Borg’s chest.
"I thought you were tired," B’Elanna said when she pulled away for a breath.
"I am never too tired to properly greet my wife," Seven explained.
"I love you," B’Elanna whispered and gave Seven a quick kiss on the forehead.
"I am glad," Seven said. "I love you too." She suddenly frowned, considering her talk with Tom Paris. "B’Elanna? What is an ‘open relationship?’ Does it mean that we are completely honest with each other?"
B’Elanna stared down at Seven, shocked. "What are you talking about?"
"Tom Paris came by Astrometrics," Seven said. "He said you talked with him, and that he believed we had an ‘open relationship.’ I assumed, given our level of trust, that must have been what he meant."
"I’ll kill him." B’Elanna’s face contorted with rage. "That bastard."
"What?" Seven asked.
"An open relationship means that a couple agrees to take lovers," B’Elanna said with her teeth clinched.
"Why would he think that?" Seven stood up and stretched, trying to get the kink out of her back.
"I’m sure he didn’t. He probably thought he could start trouble between us." B’Elanna stood and moved over and took Seven by the shoulders, looking her in the eyes. "What else did he say?"
"Nothing of consequence," Seven said. She tilted her head and then concern filled her eyes. "You are injured." She reached out and touched B’Elanna’s neck. There was a small purple mark on her neck.
"What?" B’Elanna rubbed her throat.
Seven leaned over and studied it, then gently ran her fingers over it. Her Borg enhanced eye zoomed in on the skin and she noted that it was not a contusion at all. Rage filled her eyes and she took a deep breath.
"I know precisely why he said what he did," Seven said. She gently took B’Elanna by the arm and led her to the bathroom and pointed out the mark.
B’Elanna’s eyes widened as she saw what looked like a well placed hickey. "I… I…I never! I swear."
"Of course you did not," Seven said. "He obviously caused this mark in some manner other than using his mouth."
"It’s that easy for you?" B’Elanna’s eyes filled with tears. "You just believe me like that?" She was furious with Tom, but Seven’s complete faith melted her heart. She wondered if she could be as trusting if Seven came home sporting a hickey. She hoped so.
"I believe in you, in us, and I know our hearts are bonded." Seven rubbed the mark in question. "Besides, I am familiar with your hickeys… they do not discolor in this manner."
B’Elanna laughed. She loved when Seven, the prim and proper former Borg drone, used words like hickey.
"But," Seven said. "I will deal with Ensign Paris. It is obvious he assaulted you in some manner." Her eyes turned cold, and B’Elanna remember the men in the cell, the vacant looks in their lifeless eyes.
"I’ll take care of him," B’Elanna said. "But this time, I won’t be…diplomatic."
"He hurt you," Seven stated, her voice quivering with the rage she held in check. The more she thought about it, the more angry she became.
"Hey," B’Elanna said as she pulled Seven to her. "He didn’t even touch me. I don’t know how he…" B’Elanna closed her eyes and sighed, and she remembered him touching her neck, right where the mark was. She also remembered the stares and giggles when she returned to engineering after her talk with him. "That bastard."
"What?" Seven asked.
B’Elanna pulled away and went to the other room and found her tricorder under a stack of padds. She went to Seven and held it out. "Scan me." She handed it to Seven.
Seven raised an eyebrow and carefully lifted B’Elanna’s chin, her fingers warm against the Klingon’s skin. "There are traces of an organic compound. I am not familiar with it." She handed the tricorder back to B’Elanna.
"I know this," B’Elanna said as she looked at it and tried to remember what it was. She went to the comm panel and downloaded the data to the main computer. "Computer, identify this compound… common name."
*"Working,"*
the computer responded and chirped as it processed the data. *"The compound is the synthetic form of Vulcan athletic balm."*
B’Elanna turned to Seven. "Vulcan athletic balm is used to help bring blood to an injured muscle. If it’s used full strength, on a non Vulcan species, it draws the blood to the surface, leaving a bruise."
Seven’s rage returned. "Is it dangerous?" she demanded.
"No," B’Elanna said as she shook her head.
"Then I will not have to kill him," Seven said. She was not making a joke.
Chapter 27 Rough water
Voyager approached the gravitational river on schedule, but most of the senior staff members were not on the bridge as they neared the event horizon. B’Elanna was in engineering, Seven was in Astrometrics monitoring the dark matter, and Tom Paris and Harry Kim were both taking a mandatory rest after pulling a double the night before. The captain decided to wait an additional eight hours so that Tom and Harry could come on duty. She was angry with Tom, but he was the best pilot on the ship, and she wanted him at the helm.
Several hours before the ‘big event’ B’Elanna went to Astrometrics to see Seven. She had waited while Seven regenerated before they began their shift, and had promised to meet her for their late afternoon break. Seven had said that she needed some advice, but wouldn’t elaborate.
Seven turned when she heard the door open, and smiled when she saw her wife heading toward her with a small container. Seven was glad she worked alone, because she could properly greet her beloved.
"I was not aware that we were having a picnic," Seven said as she tried to snatch the package.
"Not a picnic," B’Elanna said as she yanked the container away from Seven’s grabby hands. "Just a snack for my fussy wife."
"Then give it to me before I show you how fussy I can be," Seven said menacingly.
"Oh, trust me, I know how fussy you can be." B’Elanna held the container behind her back.
"Then kiss me." Seven smiled and moved against B’Elanna. She wrapped the smaller woman in her arms, using the closeness to reach behind her and grab the food container.
"Hey?" B’Elanna protested weakly. She smiled as she watched Seven rip open the package.
"Nuts?" Seven asked happily when she saw the contents.
"You were craving those crunchy nuts we used to get down by the lake." B’Elanna moved closer and picked up one of the nuts and fed it to Seven. "I had to taste every damn nut in Neelix’s kitchen to find one that tasted like your favorite."
"Mmm." Seven closed her eyes, savoring the flavor. She had been craving the sweet nuts since they had left the planet, but she hadn’t been brave enough to ask Neelix to find a substitute.
"Good?" B’Elanna smiled. "You owe me, love. I can’t tell you how disgusting most of the nuts I tried were."
"Thank you," Seven said sincerely, then took and handful of the nuts and put them all into her mouth.
"So, what did you need?" B’Elanna asked.
Seven’s smile disappeared. "I am… experiencing… apprehension, about… talking with the captain."
B’Elanna nodded. "I can understand that, but I don’t think you have to worry about that."
"Why?" Seven reached out and took another nut.
"I…ah…already spoke to her," B’Elanna confessed.
"What?" Seven demanded. "You forbid me to confront…him, and yet you approached Kathryn?"
B’Elanna flinched. It wasn’t the tone, or the fact that she knew she was wrong, it was hearing Seven call the captain by her first name. It was so intimate.
"You didn’t think I could handle it, did you?" Seven asked. Her eyes shined as tears welled up. "How could you?" Pain covered Seven’s pale features.
"No, Seven…it wasn’t like that," B’Elanna said as she took Seven’s hands in hers. She felt a lump in her throat as she watched a tear slide down Seven’s cheek.
"How was it?" Seven asked.
"I meant to tell you last night, it just slipped my mind," B’Elanna said, digging the hole deeper.
"Last night?" Seven pulled away from B’Elanna. "You did this last night?"
"That doesn’t matter," B’Elanna said. "What matters is that she called me to talk to her, and it just came up."
"You promised me," Seven said. She turned and walked away. "Please leave."
"Seven, please," B’Elanna pleaded.
"Go," Seven ordered. She was hurt, and angry, and couldn’t believe that B’Elanna would break a promise to her.
She turned to leave, wanting to let Seven calm down, but she stopped. "No," B’Elanna said. "I won’t walk out with you thinking I betrayed you. Damn it, Seven. Turn around and talk to me."
For a moment neither moved, Seven stared at the wall, and B’Elanna stared at Seven’s back, looking for some sign that she would give in. Finally Seven’s shoulders dropped, and B’Elanna knew she would talk to her.
"Why, Be’nal?" Seven whispered.
The pain in Seven voice cut into B’Elanna’s chest, so physical was the injury that B’Elanna almost stumbled. "The captain called me to talk to me, and it just came up," B’Elanna said, her voice barely a whisper, pain making her voice crack.
Seven turned, pulled by the pain in her wife’s voice. "You are…hurt," Seven said.
B’Elanna nodded, unable to respond.
The doors hissed open and Harry Kim came in, yawning.
"Get out," B’Elanna and Seven turned and yelled in unison.
Harry’s eyes widened and he practically ran as he spun and left.
Seven spoke first. "You promised."
"We were already talking, she… she was telling me how happy she was for us. It just seemed like the perfect time." B’Elanna knew that it had been a good time to talk to Janeway, and she wondered briefly why Seven was so upset. Then she realized, she had never broken her word to Seven, ever, not in any matter, until now. She realized she could have waited, could have let Seven bring it up in her own time. "Oh, god, Seven I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you."
Seven saw the regret in B’Elanna’s eyes. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She thought about what had happened, about B’Elanna, and how much she loved her, trusted her. Then she thought about the captain. It would be just like Janeway to begin a conversation that would lead to a discussion of feelings, and it would be awkward to avoid the issue and bring it up again later.
B’Elanna edged closer, needing closeness.
Seven’s eyes opened. "No, B’Elanna. I am sorry. I know you would not intentionally break your word to me. If it came up, you should have taken advantage of the opportunity."
B’Elanna closed her eyes and released a sigh, and tears rolled down her cheeks. "Thank you," she whispered.
"Shh," Seven said as she wrapped her arms around B’Elanna. The Klingon collapsed into Seven, clinging to her.
"I’m so sorry."
"No, do not apologize. You have done nothing wrong," Seven assured her. "I am being…hormonal."
B’Elanna laughed. "Well, so am I."
"How did the conversation go?" Seven asked without letting B’Elanna go.
"Great, actually," B’Elanna said and then explained in detail.
Kathryn Janeway stared at the forward viewscreen, amazed by what she saw. "Incredible," she said, shaking her head. The gravitational river was in front of them, and unlike most anomalies involving gravity, this one was quite visible. The light from the surrounding stars was bending toward the river, and there were flickers of light as any meteorites and space debris were being sucked into the river and being shot across the length of the disturbance.
"It’s beautiful," Chakotay said, his eyes sparkling. He was an anthropologist by choice, but still a scientist at heart, and he was seeing something he had never even heard of. "I thought only a black hole could bend light like that." The surrounding light was being pulled from every source making the length of the river look like a series of pinwheels.
"Take us in Tom," Janeway said calmly. Inside she was adding another notch on her professional belt, one more first for Voyager and her crew. "Nice and steady."
"Aye ma’am," he said as he headed into it.
The ship bucked as it was rocked by the pounding gravity. Tuvok was thrown to the floor, landing next to Harry Kim. The rest of the bridge crew were already seated, still, Janeway had to cling to the arm of her chair to keep from joining Harry and Tuvok on the floor. It wasn’t especially graceful or elegant, but it worked in a pinch.
"Mr. Paris, I’d appreciate it if you’d keep my ship in one piece. We don’t have warranty service out here," she said as the ship was tossed in the opposite direction.
"I'm trying, captain," Tom said as he fought to bring the ship into the safety of the gravitational river. "Okay," he said as the ship stopped pitching and settled into a bouncing rhythm.
"Tom," Chakotay said as he loosened his grip on his chair arms. "Can we looked forward to this for the next fourteen hours?"
"No," Janeway answered for him. "We only anticipate rough travel through the rapids. We should clear them in about an hour and a half."
Tuvok raised an eyebrow but didn’t comment. He was already feeling space sick.
In Astrometrics, the first impact knocked Seven to the floor. As she tried to stand, the second lurch sent her sprawling onto her backside. She sat there until the ship stopped flinging in every direction and began to rattle and shake as they entered the rapids. Only then did she stand and make her way back to the console and check the flight path. True, she knew what it would tell her, but she liked to be certain.
She rubbed her forehead and rested her weight against the console and decided that she may have to torture B’Elanna. They had completely patched things up before the Klingon left for engineering, but B’Elanna had never mentioned anything about pregnancy causing space sickness. B’Elanna was in serious trouble.
An hour and a half later, B’Elanna was more than ready for the shaking to stop. Most of her precious tools had been rattling obnoxiously inside their cabinets the entire time and she was about to throw every tool on the ship out an airlock and replicate new ones when they finished crossing the gravitational rapids. One final lurch and the ship settled into its normal smooth flight.
"It’s about damn time," Torres said to no one in particular, then turned to her Vulcan officer. "Vorik, run a complete diagnostic and see if anything shook apart."
Vorik nodded and went to his own comm station to begin the check. He didn’t point out that starships were designed for rough travel and the likelihood that Voyager would actually fly apart at the seams from some minor bouncing was quite rare. He also knew from experience such an astute observation would not be taken well by the volatile half-Klingon Chief Engineer.
Seven felt awful. She was nauseous, and sore, and worst of all, she didn’t have B’Elanna there to hold her. On Jusari Prime, when she had experienced morning sickness, she took great comfort from B’Elanna’s tender devotion. Dealing with the space sickness alone just made her feel worse. To make it even more aggravating, now she was getting cramps.
She went to the console on the far side of the room and began checking for any sign that the sensors had been vibrated out of alignment when she suddenly felt the room spin. She grabbed the console, wondering why the bridge hadn’t given any warning, then she realized it wasn’t the room that was moving. She slid down the console and rested her head on her bent knees and tried to take slow breaths. She knew she had to monitor the ship’s progression through the gravitational river, but she couldn’t seem to stand. Space sickness was far more disabling than morning sickness. At least she wasn’t vomiting. She hated that particular human bodily function.
Kathryn Janeway smiled, hoping all of her teeth were still intact and hadn’t been shaken out of her mouth. "Ensign Kim, I want a ship wide diagnostic and damage reports from all divisions," she ordered.
"Aye, ma’am," he said as he straightened his uniform.
"What is that?" Neelix asked as he pointed to the viewscreen. There were hundreds of meteorites and chunks of debris in the surrounding space and all of it seemed to be matching Voyager’s course exactly.
"That is flotsam, just like us." Janeway smiled ruefully at the Talaxian who had asked to witness the unique anomaly from the unused science station on the bridge. "That debris field was all of those tiny points of light we saw being sucked into the river. Inside here, we're all moving the same speed. Just along for the ride."
"It’s not nearly as beautiful in here," Neelix noted.
* "Seven of Nine to the bridge."*
"Go ahead, Seven," Janeway said.
*"Captain... "* Seven paused, and her voice was odd, disconnected.
"Seven, is everything all right?" Janeway stood like she always did when something bothered her and she needed to feel like she was doing something.
*"No,"* Seven said, her voice filled with disgust. *"I am unable to access the consoles, and I need someone to replace me in Astrometrics."*
"What’s wrong?" Chakotay asked. Behind him Neelix turned around and his wrung his yellow hands.
*"I am experiencing extreme space sickness,"* Seven responded bitterly. *"I cannot reach the console."*
"Where are you?" Chakotay asked.
There was long pause before Seven sheepishly answered. *"On the floor."*
"I'll send someone right up," the captain promised. She would have laughed at the comical image of the elegant exdrone sprawled across the floor, but there was more than irritation in Seven’s voice. There was fear. "Seven, I want you to report to sickbay, on the double."
*"Yes, captain. Seven of Nine out."*
Seven never agreed to go to sickbay, not without an argument, and her agreement now made Kathryn very nervous.
"Captain," Neelix said. "I’d be happy to go down and take over for Seven," he offered.
"I'm worried too," Janeway said as she smiled knowingly. She knew the Talaxian could run the Astrometrics scanners in a pinch, but the concern on his furry features gave away his real intent. "Go, and instead of baby-sitting Astrometrics, make sure she gets to sickbay. We’ll have Harry monitor the scanners from ops."
"Thank you," Neelix said as he hurried to the turbolift.
At the helm, Tom Paris smiled. He figured Seven wasn’t space sick as much as she was just good old fashioned angry. Harry Kim had told him about walking in on Seven and B’Elanna in the middle of a huge fight. Obviously his plan had worked perfectly. B’Elanna had returned home sporting a hickey, and Seven had gone ballistic. B’Elanna probably tried to explain that she must have bumped into something in one of the Jeffrey’s tubes. The Borg must have refused to believe her. He was sure that they would both have been too upset to even consider checking for any other cause. Tom shook his head, and smiled; it was almost too easy.
Neelix asked the computer for Seven’s location for the second time, and she was still in Astrometrics. It was just like her to wait to be relieved before leaving her post, he thought. The doors opened and he saw her on floor, leaning against the console with her eyes closed. She was paler than he had ever seen her, and that was saying a lot considering he had seen her when she was completely Borg.
"Seven?" He ran to her, kneeling and feeling her face, she was cold, and clammy, and her eyes didn’t open when he touched her.
"Mister Neelix," she said without opening her eyes. "Could you assist me? I cannot seem to stand."
"Neelix to sickbay, medical emergency, transport Seven of Nine directly to sickbay." He leaned back but she didn’t dematerialize as expected.
*"Mister Neelix?"* the Doctor’s voice came over Neelix’s comm badge. *"We can’t get a lock on Seven. What is the problem?"*
"Doctor," Seven answered. "I am experiencing space sickness. I am reporting to sickbay now." She opened her eyes and tried to stand, but was only successful when Neelix pulled her to her feet.
"Easy," Neelix said as he wrapped his arm around her waist.
*"Seven?"* the Doctor asked. *"If you’re sure you’re all right, I’ll let Mister Neelix bring you in. All the people with similar complaints are still emptying out of my sickbay. This rough ride has taken its toll on the crew."*
"Acceptable," Seven said as she nodded toward the door. She wished B’Elanna were there. Her wife’s touch was much more soothing than Neelix’s despite his sincere concern and the way his grip was gentle, yet firm.
"Just a little farther," Neelix said when they were almost to the turbolift. "You know, space sickness causes some nasty cramping, and from the way you’re holding your stomach, I'll bet you’d like some nice hot tea to settle that tummy."
"You would lose that wager," Seven responded. "In fact I believe you would end up wearing your tea," she added, remembering the time B’Elanna had tried giving her tea for her nausea on the planet. Even Lana’s Klingon reflexes hadn’t been fast enough to help her avoid the tea on its return journey.
"He he he..." Neelix giggled. "At least your sense of humor in intact," he said.
Neelix’s unique laugh was a comfortingly familiar sound. Seven really did like the silly man. All thought of comfort left Seven’s mind as she dropped to the floor.
"Lana," Seven yelled as she double over and clutched her belly.
Neelix reacted instantly, drafting the nearest crewmember. "Lieutenant Larson, come here," he ordered.
Larson jogged over to him, concerned by the display. All of the crew in the corridor had stopped what they were doing and moved closer to offer assistance.
"Grab her," Neelix ordered as he moved to her side. The two men lifted her and hurried to the turbolift.
"This is not space sickness," Seven said. Her teeth were tightly clinched and she was now sweating profusely.
"Easy, Seven," Neelix said. "We’ll get you to sick bay in no time." They stepped into the turbolift and Larson ordered the lift to sickbay, adding the emergency express command that kept the lift from stopping for other passengers.
By the time Larson and Neelix carried Seven through the doors to sickbay she was convulsing.
"Doctor!" Neelix yelled.
The hologram turned and instantly hurried to them. "What happened?" he demanded. "This is not space sickness."
"I don’t know," Neelix said as they put her onto a biobed. Larson quickly left, not sure of what to say or do to help.
"I want B’Elanna." Seven tried to sit up.
"Lay down," the Doctor snapped. "Hold still and let me scan you."
"Easy," Neelix said as he took her hand and patted it. "I’ll get B’Elanna in just a second. Let’s find out what’s wrong so we know what to tell her."
"This can’t be," the Doctor said as he stared at his tricorded.
"What?" Seven and Neelix demanded in unison.
"No wonder the transporter could get a lock on you," the hologram said as he began gathering equipment and piling it onto the empty bed next to Seven’s. The other crewmembers had already left, their space sickness going away once the ship stopped bouncing.
Seven screamed, and hugged her belly, the pain making her see red and white sparks behind her closed eyes.
"What is it Doctor?" Neelix asked.
"The fetus...it’s growing at a rate... it’s ... for every second Seven experiences, the fetus is maturing the equivalent of 186.2 seconds." The Doctor hurried to a storage locker and removed a large device.
"The planet, Jusari Prime," Seven said. "That is the exact temporal differential."
"Well," the Doctor said, "apparently this fetus misses Jusari Prime. It’s gone back to that temporal metabolism."
Neelix let go of Seven’s hand long enough to tap his comm badge then reached down and took her hand again. "Neelix to Lieutenant Torres," he said quietly, not wanting to disturb the Doctor who already seemed quite disturbed.
*"What can I do for you, Neelix?"* B’Elanna asked.
"B’Elanna, you need to get to sick bay, now." Neelix looked down at Seven. She still had her eyes tightly closed, unable to do much more than hold her belly. "It’s Seven," Neelix explained.
*"I’m on my way,"* she said, her voice cracking. *"What’s wrong?"*
Seven chose that moment to sit straight up and let out a blood curdling scream. Until that moment, Neelix hadn’t truly known what that term meant.
*"Seven?"* B’Elanna yelled over the comm badge.
"Computer, deactivate comm signal," the Doctor ordered. "Neelix, we don’t need Lieutenant Torres listening to this. She will be worried enough as it. Now, get over here and help me." He was moving a large device next to the bed. It was on rollers, and he had to retrieve it from a rarely used locker. He had never used the device in his entire existence.
"What are you doing?" Seven asked as she fought to get a full breath. Her belly felt like it was tearing in half, and each time she tried to speak, she felt like she was suffocating because she had to stop panting.
"The fetus is maturing too quickly." The Doctor plugged in the device. "The only reason it hasn’t spontaneously aborted is because of the neonatal nanoprobes. The Borg technology is protecting the fetus, expanding the womb nano-seconds before the fetus fills the space."
"What are you doing?" Seven asked again.
"Seven," he explained. "You won’t survive much longer under these conditions. I’m going to abort the fetus." He patted her arm, and tried to look comforting.
"No," Seven said as she pushed his hands away. "You will not harm my child. I forbid it."
"Seven, the fetus is drawing all of your energy and trying to rip you in half. There’s no other choice." The Doctor went back to setting up the machine.
"No," Seven ordered. "I am the patient and I refuse to undergo any procedure that will harm my child." She was gasping between words, the struggle to speak taxing what little energy she had left. "You cannot do this. I refuse."
"Doctor, you can’t do this. She just told you not to," Neelix said as he tried to grab the hologram’s arm. "It’s her right to choose… you can’t do this against her wishes."
"She doesn’t know what she’s saying," the Doctor yelled. "I am the physician. She’ll thank me when this is over." He shoved Neelix aside and grabbed a long tubular device from the rolling table.
"Computer, deactivate Emergency Medical Hologram," Neelix ordered. The hologram gave him an angry glare as he dematerialized.
"Lana," Seven yelled. "Why isn’t she here?"
"She’s coming," Neelix said. He didn’t know what to do, he wasn’t trained to treat more than a broken leg, but before he could ponder that issue, the Doctor rematerialized.
"Mister Neelix, get out of my sickbay." The hologram went back to the rolling table and grabbed the device.
"No," Neelix said as he blocked the Doctor from Seven. The fur on his face stood on end and the tuft of hair on his head seemed to fluff. "Stay away from her."
The Doctor swatted the Talaxian away as if he were a fly, using his superior strength to fling Neelix away. "Seven, this will only take a second. Hold very still," he said as he moved closer. "Trust me, this is for the best."
Chapter 28 Darkness
"Move!" B’Elanna yelled as she sprinted toward the turbolift, dodging crewmembers in the corridor. "Computer, hold turbolift on deck ten, main Engineering." She rushed into the lift, her mind replaying the sound of Seven’s screams. "Sickbay, emergency express," she ordered. The decks moved by too slowly for the Klingon. She swore that she could see the decks inching past. "Come on!" she yelled.
*"Command not recognized. Please restate request,"*
the computer responded.
"Hurry up," B’Elanna said, although she knew the express command would get her there as quickly as possible.
*"Turbolift speed already at maximum."*
B’Elanna pounded her fist against the door, willing it to move faster. She remembered when she and Seven had crashed on Jusari Prime and how Seven had snapped her own arm to get out of the restraints. Seven had shattered the bones in her arm and she hadn’t so much as whimpered. B’Elanna shuddered as she wondered what could possibly make her wife scream out in agony.
The lift stopped and B’Elanna ran toward sickbay. She could hear Seven screaming, but not just screams of pain. Seven was terrified, devastated by the sound of her voice. She was screaming "No!" over and over. B’Elanna ran into a crewman and was knocked to floor on top of him. She quickly climbed back to her feet and sprinted the last few meters to sickbay as she heard Seven let out a wounded howl that almost tore B’Elanna’s heart out of her chest.
The door hissed open and B’Elanna saw Neelix flipping over some kind of medical device and struggling with the Doctor. Behind them, Seven was arching her back off of the biobed and screaming. B’Elanna jumped over the device and went to Seven, taking her hand.
"Seven?" she asked.
"Lana," Seven gasped. "Stop him."
B’Elanna went into warrior mode and spun to face the two men. "Neelix! Let the Doctor help her," she yelled.
"No," Seven said, her voice hoarse. "He wants to kill our baby."
"I am trying to save Seven’s life," the Doctor said as he got the upper hand and tossed Neelix aside.
Neelix stumbled to his feet and slapped his comm badge. "Neelix to the captain, I need you in sickbay now. Please, emergency transport." The Talaxian was panting, exhausted by his struggle with the hologram.
"B’Elanna," the Doctor said disarmingly. "If I don’t take action right now, Seven and the fetus are both going to die. If I act now, I can at least save Seven."
Seven had B’Elanna’s hand in a death grip. "He wants to abort our daughter. Do not let him…Promise me, Be’nal."
"What’s happening?" B’Elanna demanded as she looked down at Seven, noticing her extended belly.
"Promise," Seven begged.
"I promise," B’Elanna said. She didn’t know what was going on, but she knew that if she had been carrying the child, she would die before terminating the baby. Her heart ached at what the promise might cost her. She could lose them both. "Why aren’t you helping her?" B’Elanna demanded.
"Lieutenant, you don’t understand." The Doctor moved to the biobed, scanning Seven.
"Don’t trust him," Neelix said as he moved over to the biobed.
The Doctor let out a disgusted sigh. He would never injure Neelix, but his enhanced holographic strength gave him a great advantage in any physical confrontation, still, as a Doctor, he had little or no training in the art of combat.
Neelix had used his scrappy size to keep the stronger Doctor at bay until B’Elanna arrived.
All heads turned toward the sounds of a materialization. Captain Janeway appeared with Tuvok at her side, armed with a compression riffle.
"Explain," Janeway ordered as she studied the stand off in front of her.
"Finally," the Doctor said. "Captain, get Neelix and Lieutenant Torres out of my sickbay. Their delays may cost Seven her life."
"Captain," B’Elanna snarled. "This photonic psycho has flipped out yet again. He is trying to force Seven to have an abortion against her wishes. It’s just like when he used that Cardie hologram when I told him not to."
"The fetus has returned to the metabolic rate of Jusari Prime. If I don’t abort it, Seven will die and so will the fetus," the Doctor summarized.
"Tuvok to the bridge, all clear." Tuvok lowered his weapon.
*"Understood,"*
Chakotay said over the comm.
Janeway moved to Seven and B’Elanna. "Do you want this?" she asked Seven.
"No," Seven said as she shook her head to emphasize her response.
Janeway spun and glared at the hologram. "Find another answer, Doctor."
"Captain," he whined. "I don’t even know what’s causing it. If it continues at this rate, she could die in two to three hours."
"Three hours? Then why the Hell were you rushing to kill our child?" B’Elanna bellowed.
"In case you hadn’t noticed, your wife is in agony," the Doctor snapped. "With the metabolic rates out of sync, I can’t even give her anything for the pain. Do you want her to suffer?"
"When did this start?" Janeway asked. "Could it be related to the gravitational increase? Time and space are closely linked."
"It started well after we entered the increased gravity field," the Doctor pointed out.
"Yeah, but the effects wouldn’t have been severe enough to notice for a few hours," B’Elanna said.
"We can’t be sure," the Doctor said.
Tuvok stepped forward. "The increased gravity may have mirrored the conditions causing the temporal differential on Jusari Prime. If the Borg nanoprobes interpreted that as a return to the planet, they would try to adjust."
"And just where did you all get your medical degrees?" the Doctor asked.
"Is it possible?" Janeway demanded. She looked over at Seven, her blonde hair was matted to her face and she was covered in sweat. She was breathing irregularly and clutching B’Elanna’s hand.
"Possible, but highly unlikely," the hologram said. "If that were the case, Seven would be out of sync with the rest of us as well." He crossed his arms over his chest.
"No," Seven said as she tried to roll onto her side. "My metabolism was formed in regular space, as were my nanoprobes. I would not be forced out of phase, in fact my nanoprobes would keep me in sync with the surrounding temporal conditions."
"Why wouldn’t the baby’s nanoprobes be the same as yours?" the captain asked.
"The neonatal nanoprobes were created on Jusari Prime, but they adjusted to the temporal conditions when we left that planet." Seven had to stop to take deep breaths, and B’Elanna stroked the exdrone’s face offering what comfort she could. "The neonatal technology is separate from mine. I programmed the baby’s nanoprobes to supersede my safety to keep our child healthy."
"Seven?" B’Elanna asked. "Why didn’t you tell me that?"
Janeway wasn’t interested in placing blame. They had a working theory and she wasn’t going to watch Seven die. "Doctor, get Seven ready to travel. We have to move her to the protected areas in Engineering. We’ve kept the gravity there as close to normal as possible."
"I’m a Doctor, not a taxi service. I can’t haul my patients around like luggage," he said indignantly.
"Can you help her here?" Janeway demanded. She looked at the device flipped onto its side. She didn’t recognize it, then realized that it must be the device to terminate the pregnancy. "Can you help her here without harming the baby?" she corrected.
"All right," the Doctor said with a defeated tone.
"I do not want him touching me," Seven said between gasps.
"Seven," Kathryn said quietly. "You don’t have another option right now, but… you’ll have B’Elanna with you every step of the way… and Tuvok." She nodded to her Chief of Security. "If the Doctor attempts any procedure that you expressly forbid, Tuvok will delete his matrix. We will reprogram a new EMH from the cache files in the main computer."
"Understood, Captain," Tuvok said as he stepped closer to the Doctor.
"You can’t be serious?" The Doctor glared at Janeway.
"I can and I am," Janeway said as she stared him down. "Seven is the one person on board who fought me to let you be fully sentient, but you seem to bypass your ethical subroutines on a regular basis. We agreed that you would not be countermanding any patient’s wishes after you used the Cardassian program to save B’Elanna. I had my doubts about you after you were so willing to torture Seven for Captain Ransom. We won’t ever have this conversation again."
"Yes, and if I hadn’t saved B’Elanna, Seven wouldn’t have a wife or a child, now would she?" the hologram asked.
"Hey!" B’Elanna yelled. "Can we get my wife to the secured section of Engineering and figure this out later?"
"Of course," the Doctor said as he gave the captain a wounded look. "I am still the Chief Medical Officer, am I not?" he asked.
"For the moment," Janeway said.
The Doctor ignored the comment and began preparing Seven for her journey to Engineering. The captain backed out of the way and leaned against the wall, making sure her orders were followed. No one seemed to find it odd, in fact, Neelix leaned against the wall next to her. His eyes never left the Doctor.
B’Elanna was focused on Seven and the way her face was contorted in pain. She put her hand on Seven’s belly and winced when her wife flinched. "Did I hurt you?" she asked as she started to pull her hand away.
"Leave it," Seven said in a rasping whisper. She put her hand over B’Elanna’s and held it there.
"I’m staying with them, too," Neelix announced.
The captain nodded.
"If this doesn’t work, I won’t be able to do much to help her in Engineering," the Doctor said as he brought out an anti-gravity stretcher. "I can take the dermal regenerators, but trying to perform surgery down there isn’t really an option if she insists on keeping the fetus."
"Neelix," B’Elanna leaned away from Seven and waved the Talaxian over. "I need something from my quarters, can you get it for me?"
"Of course, B’Elanna." He moved closer and she whispered her request into his fuzzy ear. He eased back, confused, then nodded. "I’ll be back as quickly as I can," he said, then turned and hurried out.
They moved Seven quickly through the ship, her pain increasing as the strain on her body magnified. While they relocated her, Tuvok went over a data padd with the gravitational information. He determined that there had already been five times when the ship had been under the gravitational stresses that would cause a metabolic spike. Most were for under an hour at a time, short, unintentional incursions into the wakes of the dark matter whirlpools. The fact that the earlier spikes were short made them difficult to diagnose, but the fact that the child’s metabolism returned to normal was a good sign. The Doctor’s scans revealed that Seven’s pregnancy had advanced over a month in the last two days. Given the temporal differential on Jusari Prime, that mean Seven had been exposed to the increased gravity for just over four hours. Each hour with the metabolic spike in effect advanced the pregnancy an entire week.
They got to Engineering and all eyes were on them. It wasn’t everyday a Borg drone was being carted around by a Captain, Chief Engineer, Chief of Security, and the Chief Medical Officer.
"Vorik," B’Elanna yelled as they came into main Engineering. "Take the engines off line and put the ship onto emergency energy conservation mode. We’ll have to rely on the impulse engines to supply power for the entire ship."
"Yes, ma’am," the Vulcan said as he began the engine shut down sequence.
"Hang on, love," B’Elanna whispered. She leaned down next to Seven. "We’re almost there. Just hang on." The anti-gravity table hovered between the four, although the Doctor seemed as if he were not part of the small group.
He continued scanning Seven, his frown increasing with each new finding.
"Hurry up," B’Elanna yelled. Until they had the warp core shut down, they couldn’t safely move Seven into the protected area of the engine room. The Doctor wanted to position Seven as close to the warp core as possible. They had managed to keep the warp core on line so that the ship had full power. Seven’s condition changed that, although the ship wasn’t in any immediate danger. They would be able to restart the engines as soon as they cleared the dark matter field and moved Seven back to sickbay or her alcove.
"Lieutenant," Vorik stated calmly. "There is an established shut down sequence that must be followed."
"I know that," the Klingon said, trying to remember that ripping his head off wouldn’t help Seven.
Janeway stepped forward. "Vorik, use the emergency shut down sequence, and by pass the overload section and the start up routine. We haven’t been using the engines for propulsion, so we can leave that out."
He looked at her skeptically, but it was her ship. "Aye, Captain."
Four minutes later they had Seven in position and waited while the Doctor scanned her again. He let out a long sigh, a completely unnecessary act since he didn’t even need to breathe.
"The metabolism is almost normal," he said. "Almost."
"What does that mean?" B’Elanna asked. She still had Seven’s hand in hers, but the exdrone was getting weaker and was barely keeping her eyes open.
"It means that if she can replenish her energy reserves she may be all right, but I can’t be sure." The Doctor took out a dermal regenerator and a laser scalpel and cut Seven’s biosuit in half and then began healing the large bruises around her belly. The skin had stretched so quickly that even her Borg nanoprobes couldn’t keep the tissue from being traumatized.
"Oh, Seven," B’Elanna whispered when she saw the damage. No wonder she had been screaming so loudly. The bruises on the outside were from the internal tearing of her muscles.
Neelix came into the engine room, his arms full. He was wrestling the fur comforter from B’Elanna and Seven’s bed along with B’Elanna’s jacket. "B’Elanna," he whispered as he came closer. "Where would you like these?"
"Give them to me," B’Elanna said as she took them and put them on one of the nearby consoles. She carefully took off her uniform tunic, plucking off the comm badge first, and then slid on her leather jacket. She felt the comforting weight of the leather wrap around her, a physical manifestation of Seven’s love for her. B’Elanna closed her eyes and fought to keep from crying. Seven had spent weeks making the jacket, getting it just right, sitting in front of the fireplace at night stitching. The Klingon settled it against her body, enjoying the feel, the smell, and the rich chocolate brown color. She sighed and put her comm badge onto her chest.
"It gorgeous," Kathryn said quietly. She moved over to B’Elanna and ran her hand over the collar, and then straightened the jacket into place and helped B’Elanna zip it. "How did you find this on that planet?"
B’Elanna squeezed her eyes shut and her lip trembled. "Seven made it for me."
Kathryn pulled B’Elanna to her chest and held her. "It’s beautiful. I had no idea she was so skilled," she whispered into B’Elanna’s ear. "I’m so sorry."
B’Elanna let Kathryn hold her and remembered when she had her first experience with the Barge of the Dead. She had awakened and clung to Kathryn like a lost child, and the captain had cradled her, cooed to her until she was all right. B’Elanna knew if Seven didn’t pull through, she would never be all right again.
"I’m sorry, Captain." B’Elanna sniffled and pulled back.
"Don’t be. Remember," Kathryn said. "I told you to come to me if you needed anything."
"Thanks," B’Elanna said. She turned and took the fur and carried it to Seven.
"What are you doing?" the Doctor demanded. "This isn’t a barn. I mean, it’s not a sickbay either, but this is too much."
"Shut up," B’Elanna said as she pushed past him and tucked the folded fur under Seven’s head as a pillow.
Seven’s eyes flickered open. "Is the baby all right?" She looked up at B’Elanna, exhaustion making it difficult to keep her deep blue eyes open. She inhaled, smiling when the familiar scent of home filled her nostrils. She turned and rubbed her cheek against the fur. "I love that color on you," Seven said when she looked back at B’Elanna’s jacket and then her eyes drifted shut.
The Doctor scanned Seven, taking extra time near her belly. "Amazingly, there is no damage to the fetus…right now. I can’t make any guarantees about the next few hours. But, I will say that I am amazed by the resiliency of the neonatal nanoprobes. They have maintained the integrity of the placenta and umbilical cord, and the fetus has suffered no ill effects."
"How is Seven?" B’Elanna asked.
His eyes darkened. "She hasn’t fared so well."
"What does that mean, Doctor?" Kathryn asked as she rubbed her temples. She could see the anguish in B’Elanna’s eyes and wanted him to get to the point.
"As it stands, she is approximately eighteen weeks into the gestation, we can take the fetus safely at twenty four weeks," the hologram explained.
"What do you mean, take?" B’Elanna asked. She was still angry at the hologram, and didn’t trust him for one second.
"The fetus can be raised in an incubator at twenty four weeks, although the longer it can be carried, the better." He cleared his throat. "The problem is, I don’t know if Seven’s body can tolerate the pregnancy for another six weeks. I don’t know if she can tolerate all she’s been through so far."
"I will carry my child to term," Seven said from the anti-gravity stretcher. "As soon as we are clear of the gravitational river, I will regenerate. That will help my body heal."
"Captain," the Doctor said, "How much longer until we clear the gravitational river?"
"Maybe…twelve hours," Kathryn said after a few calculations in her head.
His expression was crestfallen, and he slowly shook his head.
"What?" Kathryn asked.
"She doesn’t have that long," the Doctor explained.
Chapter 29: Dawn
"No," B’Elanna said as she turned to the Doctor. "You’re wrong. You said yourself the baby is fine, and Seven is strong. Her nanoprobes will help her hold on until she can regenerate."
"B’Elanna," the Doctor said as he pulled the Klingon away from Seven. "Maybe, if she could regenerate in the next hour, but the baby has been depleting Seven’s reserves and whatever she programmed the neonatal nanoprobes to do, the bottom line is that her system is failing. All of her energy, nutrients, even most of the oxygenated blood cells are being routed directly to the baby. I’ve been injecting her with triox compounds to increase the oxygen supply and with systemic electrolytes, which are helping too, but it’s not enough."
"Lana." Seven tried to sit up.
"What is it?" B’Elanna rushed back to Seven’s side.
"Take me to my alcove, now," Seven said. She pleaded with B’Elanna, certainty filling her blue eyes. "The Doctor should be able to keep my body alive for at least six hours. The metabolic spike will allow our baby to reach 24 weeks. She will be able to survive. I will hold on that long. I promise."
"No," B’Elanna said, pulling away. "You are not going to sacrifice yourself. No. Absolutely not."
"You promised," Seven reminded her.
"No, I promised that we wouldn’t let him abort our child. I never agreed to let you throw your life away." B’Elanna turned and went to the captain. "There has to be another way."
Janeway rubbed her chin, deep in thought, then her eyes locked on B’Elanna. "We can’t take Seven to her alcove, but maybe we can bring her alcove here."
"What do you have in mind?" the Doctor asked. "Can we bring the Borg alcove in here?"
"No," Janeway said, shaking her head. "But we can hook something up like Seven used on the planet… something portable."
"Of course," B’Elanna said. "I should have thought of that. Damn it." She spun, scanning the engine room. "Parsons, get over here."
A tall engineer turned and walked toward B’Elanna. "What is it, ma’am?" Parsons asked.
"I have a project. It’s top priority. We need to take one of the portable power converters and set it up so that Seven can regenerate with it. Take whoever you need, but you’ve only got an hour to finish," B’Elanna said. She was going through the list of things she needed, calculating that even with a full team, it would be difficult to set up in an hour.
Parsons moved closer. "I’ll get right on it, but it took us hours to prepare the portable regenerator we sent with you and Seven on your last mission."
"Get whoever worked on it last time," B’Elanna ordered. "They have the best chance of finishing on time."
Parsons glanced at Seven. "Is she gonna’ be okay?" he asked.
"Yes," B’Elanna said. "She’s going to get through this. Failure isn’t an option," she told him. "Bring the supplies in here and we’ll get started."
"Yes, ma’am." He turned and jogged across the engine room to the storage area.
The Doctor continued working on Seven using monitors and instruments from the portable medical kit. He had given Seven as much triox compound as he safely could, trying to keep her blood oxygenated enough for her and the baby. It was a difficult task considering that the neonatal nanoprobes were actively seeking out any resources Seven managed to manufacture. The accelerated growth had taken all of the nutrients from Seven and had even began striping her body of its fatty deposits, a limited resource the lean exdrone couldn’t afford to lose. Worse still, the neonatal nanoprobes began breaking down Seven’s muscle mass for energy.
Tuvok stood nearby, checking to make sure that the Doctor didn’t try to resort to his earlier plan. The hologram saw it as a personal affront to his integrity, arguing that he had already given his word to Seven and the captain that he would not try to end the pregnancy. Neelix was close by too, at Seven’s side whenever B’Elanna would step away to help with the construction of the portable regenerator. The captain went to the bridge to try to get through the gravitational river faster.
Chakotay turned when the doors to the bridge opened and stood when he saw Janeway enter. Her face was impassive, but her eyes were troubled. He could tell whatever Neelix had called her to sickbay for, it had been especially unpleasant.
"Captain?" he asked as he moved away from her chair and toward his own.
"At ease, Commander," she said as she waved her hand toward her ready room. "I’m not staying long." She came down to the command level and leaned next to Tom Paris. "Tom, I need you to go over the course and see if you can shave any time off of our trip through this gravitational river."
Tom smirked. Not only was Seven fighting with B’Elanna, it seemed she was also making mistakes. "Think Seven missed something, ma’am?" he asked a bit too happily.
"No," Janeway said sharply. "I think she plotted the safest course that would avoid any turbulence. I want you to get us through faster even if it’s a bumpy ride."
"Okay," Paris said slowly.
"Double-check any new heading, make sure it doesn’t put too much stress on the hull," Janeway said to Chakotay. "I’ll be in my ready room."
Chakotay nodded and raised both eyebrows, silently asking if she needed to talk. She shook her head, but he took it to mean that she didn’t want to, not that she didn’t need to. "All right," he finally said.
Tom turned around and smiled as soon as Janeway disappeared behind the ready room door. He looked up at Harry. "Guess there’s trouble in paradise if the captain had to go break up the argument. Hope B’Elanna didn’t bust Seven up as bad as she did me."
"I think you’re off base," Chakotay said dangerously. "Off base…and out of line."
"Oh, come on, Chakotay… Seven’s in sickbay… and there’s a fight… She and Lana were already arguing earlier. What else could it be?"
"Stow it, Paris," the commander said. He looked down at his command panel reading the latest report from the Doctor. Seven was not improving and the baby was still in danger. He had been monitoring the read outs, and wondered why the Doctor had enough time to add notes to the database. He hoped his theory was wrong, that the Doctor couldn’t do anything to help her so he was busying himself with updates. He decided to find out from the closest source. "Harry, you have the bridge. I’ll be in the captain’s ready room."
"Aye, sir," Ensign Kim said as he nodded to a crewman behind him to take over ops. He took the command chair and watched as Chakotay waited for the captain to answer the ready room door chime.
"Come in," Janeway said. She had been monitoring the Doctor’s reports and was as nervous as a Ferengi at a charity fund-raiser. "Chakotay? You leaving my bridge unattended?"
"Harry looks good in your chair," he joked as he came to her desk and sat without waiting for her permission. "How’s Seven? I can’t tell much from the updates. It’s all pretty clinical." He didn’t add that what he could understand didn’t sound promising and he was hoping Kathryn would have better news.
"I’m sure it’s worse than it sounds," she said. Kathryn leaned her weight onto her elbows on her desk and rested her head on her hands. She rubbed her closed eyes as if she could remove the images of Seven, pale, sweating, and trembling from the pain, out of her mind.
"Kathryn, is she going to… I mean… she will be okay, right?" He had never seen her so visibly upset about any member of the crew.
"I don’t know." Kathryn lifted her head and leaned back in her chair. "The Doctor…he thinks…" Kathryn sighed and then stood, too tense to sit still. "He thinks her only chance to…survive… is to abort the child."
"That’s going to break her heart," Chakotay said as he climbed to his feet and went to the captain’s side. "B’Elanna’s too."
Kathryn shook her head. "Seven refused." She turned and looked into his eyes. After all they had been through together, she did love him, but more like a brother than as a lover. "That’s why Neelix needed me in sickbay."
"You didn’t try to talk her into it, did you?" he asked. "I mean, I don’t want to lose her, but you can’t expect her to just…"
"No," Kathryn said. She put her hand on his shoulder silencing him instantly. "It’s her choice. Neelix needed me to…" she paused, her jaw clinching as she remembered beaming into sickbay seeing the Doctor ready to forcefully perform the abortion. "The Doctor didn’t agree with Seven’s decision. He was overriding her choice when I arrived."
"Did he?" Chakotay’s eyes darkened and he seemed to grow a few inches taller.
"No, Neelix and B’Elanna were able to hold him off until I got there." Kathryn almost smiled at her First Officer. She had seen him protective before, but now he seemed to take on a dangerous aura. For a Borg drone, Seven certainly inspired fierce protection. Kathryn carefully explained the entire situation to Chakotay, hoping he might have a different take on the situation. After telling Chakotay about her threat to delete the Doctor, she got some advice she hadn’t expected.
"Kathryn," he said gently. "I think you may have overreacted."
"What?" she demanded. "I made it clear when he treated B’Elanna against her wishes that this wouldn’t be tolerated. He tortured Seven on the Equinox. Now, he does this. At least with B’Elanna, he was saving her life, but he was going to kill Seven’s child. We all talk about Seven’s need to regain her humanity, but it’s the Doctor who needs humanity."
"I know it’s upsetting, Kathryn," he said softy. "But, it’s his humanity, not his lack of it, that is the problem."
Janeway looked at him, shocked, too confused to even ask him to clarify.
"Kathryn… if he were human… we would never expect him to treat someone he cared…no, loved." Chakotay rubbed his jaw and sighed. "He is in love with her. He didn’t make a cold decision to abort her child. He was panicking, seeing someone he loved about to die in horrible pain, and he needed to act. It’s a human reaction. And, even knowing that you might deactivate him after the incident with B’Elanna, he was willing to give up his existence."
"In love with her?" Janeway paused, wondering what she would do to save Seven. She would give her own life, that much was true, but force Seven to sacrifice her unborn child? No. Never. "He has a strange way of showing it."
"Seven is learning to accept her emotions, but she has an advantage." Chakotay took a deep breath. "Kathryn, she is human. Her body is built to feel. The Doctor is breaking new ground. He wasn’t designed to feel anything; we learned that when we lost Ensign Jetal. Plus, the Doctor doesn’t have someone like B’Elanna to help him adjust."
"Maybe," she said. His words made sense, but she wasn’t ready to forgive the hologram just yet. She would have to see how Seven recovered, if she recovered, before she could make that decision.
"Okay, that’s it," Samantha Wildman said as she connected the last of the fittings into place. She was kneeling next to the anti-gravity table that was resting on a stack of crates. Seven was completely still; she hadn’t moved in the last half an hour as the engineering crew hurried to complete the portable regeneration unit.
"Thank you, Sam," B’Elanna said. She was standing next to the stretcher holding Seven’s limp hand. "Doctor?"
"We should hurry," he said as he scanned Seven again. "We’ll need to reduce the energy output by forty percent. Her body can’t handle any more. With the energy this low, she may be able to remain conscious during the regeneration."
"Do it," B’Elanna said to Ensign Wildman. She leaned down next to her wife and kissed her temple. "Seven? We’re ready to start your regeneration. Can you open your eyes, love?"
Seven’s eyes didn’t move, and her breathing was ragged and labored. She had stopped sweating and her skin was cold and dry.
"Her heart is weakening," the Doctor explained. "When the neonatal nanoprobes depleted her body’s limited supply of fat cells, they broke down the muscles. Her heart was badly damaged."
"Seven?" B’Elanna asked again. She heard the Doctor, but didn’t want to acknowledge his words. It hurt too much. She glanced up when Ensign Wildman began connecting the regeneration cable to Seven’s back. "Here," B’Elanna whispered. "Let’s turn her." She rolled her wife toward her, biting her lip when Seven’s hand flopped limply over the side of the stretcher.
"Okay, she’s hooked up," Samantha said.
Seven’s eyes flickered and her hand twitched. "Lana," she said, the word more like a breath.
"I’m here, love." B’Elanna pulled the hair from Seven’s brow, the dried sweat caking it against her skin.
"Cold," Seven whispered as she shivered. "So slow," she added.
B’Elanna tugged the fur blanket up and over the regeneration cables. "There, is that better?"
"Slow…" Seven whispered.
B’Elanna was confused, and she looked up at the Doctor who was studying his tricorder with a frown. "What is slow?" she finally asked.
"The drum," Seven replied. "So slow."
B’Elanna’s eyes shot open wide and she stood up straight and pinned the Doctor in her gaze. "Is her heart slowing?" she demanded.
"Yes," he said, puzzled. "The regeneration is already helping the fetus, and helping with the damaged abdominal muscles, but…her heart, it’s not healing. I’ve seen similar damage described in the historical medical records. Victims of starvation often had heart damage when their bodies actually began feeding on their own muscle. Seven’s remaining heart tissue is dying, but her nanoprobes should be reviving them."
"Shouldn’t the nanoprobes repair the dead tissue? Like they did for me when Seven saved me?" Neelix stepped forward. He remembered the miracle the nanoprobes had done when he had…died.
"They should be," the Doctor said with shake of his head. "But they’re not."
"Sam, help me," B’Elanna ordered. She eased back the fur. "Roll her onto her side. I’m getting up here with her." Ensign Wildman immediately reached out to help her.
"Just a minute," the Doctor said in a huff. "This is completely out of the question."
"If I don’t get her heart rate up, she’ll die," B’Elanna said as she tossed off her jacket.
"And how do you plan on doing that?" the Doctor demanded. "I can’t give her any medication, just what can you do? Will her to get well?"
"She’ll hear my heart and match the rhythm." B’Elanna slid under the fur and eased Seven toward her. "Sam, get her head onto my chest… easy. Careful of her belly."
"This is insane," the Doctor said as he shook his head. "I had no idea you were such a romantic, Lieutenant. But as romantic as that seems to you, and contrary to Klingon belief… you can’t share a heartbeat with someone else… no matter what your myth says about the great Kahless," he added. He was familiar with the Klingon history, and the misguided belief that Kahless and his bride shared the same heartbeat once they were married.
"Actually, Doctor, I believe that you are the one who is mistaken," Tuvok said calmly. He moved over and easily lifted Seven and positioned her face over B’Elanna’s heart. "Vulcans in deep meditative states can alter their coronary rhythm to match their Sim’re katra… their vision master. It is possible that someone as mentally structured as Seven could alter her heart to a beat she hears. It is ni’var, the sacred duality of things. A unity of two becoming one."
"Poppycock," the Doctor declared. "Seven is not Vulcan, she is injured, and she needs medicine, not myth." The hologram rolled his eyes. "Vulcan romantic fairytales."
"She’s done it before," B’Elanna said quietly, trying to calm her own heart. "On the planet, during a vision quest. She would have died if she hadn’t used my heartbeat to come back."
"Fascinating," Tuvok said as one eyebrow shot up on his forehead.
"Yes, fascinating," the Doctor said mockingly. "It’s all just fascinating. Too bad we can’t…" he paused as he scanned Seven. "Her heart rate is stabilizing."
"Indeed," Tuvok said. His expression would have been smug, if Vulcans were prone to emotion. "It would seem in the absence of medicine, she chose myth. Perhaps she believes in Vulcan fairytales."
For the next six hours, B’Elanna held Seven to her chest, and with each minute that passed, she thanked Kahless. Every minute was more than the Doctor had expected, and every moment meant the regeneration had more time to help Seven’s body regain its strength.
The hologram continued his scans, amazed that Seven was alive, let alone seemed to be making progress. As Seven’s heart began to mend, he felt as if his matrix were stabilizing for the first time all day. Ever since Seven had been carried into sickbay, he had felt like his matrix was about to begin a cascade breakdown, he could barely access the necessary data, and he felt driven to do whatever was necessary to keep Seven alive. He also felt like ignoring any nonscientific measures, which made no sense. He would run a complete diagnostic as soon as Seven was safe. For now, he muddled through, going back to the familiar, scanning her and injecting her with triox compound; it was the only thing he had found that would cross the metabolic barrier between Seven and the baby. Even with the temporal differential reduced to a minuscule variant, the other medications were rendered inactive or altered to a toxic level. He theorized that it was because triox was only an altered oxygen molecule and it wasn’t seen as a foreign element to Seven or the child.
Unfortunately, the child’s neonatal nanoprobes were still superseding Seven’s needs in favor of the fetus’. Even with the added energy from the regeneration, Seven’s systems were still stressed to the very limit of survival.
"I’m telling you, Harry, B’Elanna and Seven are history." Tom Paris had turned his pilot’s chair around and was chatting with his friend.
"Tom, they were just having an argument." Harry checked the ship’s course and then looked up from the command console. "And I don’t think Seven is in sickbay because of a disagreement with B’Elanna."
"Yeah?" Tom asked as he crossed his arms over his chest. "Well… remember when Lana and I had our disagreement? Half the crew ended up in sickbay."
"No," Harry said, shaking his head. "Seven would never cheat on B’Elanna. No way."
"I didn’t cheat on her," Tom yelled. "It was a hologram."
"Whatever, Tom." Harry raised his hands to signal that he wasn’t starting a fight with the helmsman. "All I’m saying is that Seven doesn’t look at anyone else, real or hologram… and she would never touch anyone else. B’Elanna is the only one she wants or needs."
"Give her time." Tom turned back toward his helm controls.
"If she has time," Harry said quietly. He had been reading the command reports from the Doctor. He didn’t like the way the Doctor described her condition as gravely critical. Harry hadn’t heard adjective ever paired with the term ‘critical,’ and he decided that the imaginative Doctor must have decided merely using critical wasn’t sufficient.
"What’s that mean?" Tom turned back around and gave Harry his full attention.
"Nothing…" Harry stalled.
"What? What is it?" Paris demanded. "Are you getting something on the command console? Is Lana okay?"
Harry rolled his eyes. "B’Elanna is fine. Seven is… well, I don’t know how she is. I’ve never heard about half of this stuff, but whatever it is…it isn’t good."
"Like what?" As medical assistant, Paris had been somewhat surprised he hadn’t been called to assist, but decided if either of the women had been in danger, he would have been called to help.
"Tom, what is cardiac necrosis? And… what does it mean if a procedure has a high probability of two hundred percent mortality?" Harry asked. He knew he shouldn’t announce the reports from the command console, but what little understanding he had of medical terminology told him that Seven was in serious trouble.
Tom’s face lost all color and his eyes narrowed. "Harry, that isn’t funny."
"I’m not kidding, Tom. What does it mean?" Harry watched as his arrogant friend seemed to sink into his chair.
"Two hundred percent mortality is a term used only during a pregnancy. It refers to something that can kill the mother and child." Tom tried to swallow, but his mouth had gone dry. "Cardiac necrosis is when the tissue of the heart dies…it’s irreversible."
"Are you sure?" Harry asked, his voice squeaking as his own throat constricted.
"Harry, I may goof off and forget little things, but these are terms that scared me when I learned them. You don’t just forget them." He rubbed his face, hoping that his own antics hadn’t caused any of Seven’s problems. He wanted her upset, hell… he wanted her to explode and confront B’Elanna, but he never wanted her or her baby hurt.
Chakotay came onto the bridge, he took one look at Harry’s guilty expression and Tom’s look of complete shock, and glared at both men.
"Ensign Kim, the command reports are not for general crew distribution." Chakotay tried to give him a Janeway glare, but his brown eyes didn’t have the smoldering, dangerous quality the captain’s did. Still, it was enough to make Harry sit up straight and almost swallow his own tongue.
"Sir?" Ensign Kim asked.
"Give it up, Harry," Chakotay said as he nodded toward the command chair. "You got caught. Just be glad it was me, and not the captain."
"Yes, sir," Harry said as he stood and gave his seat to Chakotay.
"Sir?" Paris asked. "Should I be helping the Doc?"
Chakotay sat and took a deep breath, then slowly released it. "It won’t matter, Mister Paris, but thanks for offering. They’re doing everything they can. I just hope it’s enough."
Chapter 30: Hope
Seven groaned and her fully human hand move up to caressed B’Elanna’s neck. It took every ounce of concentration to force her muscles to do her bidding but she needed to feel B’Elanna’s skin, to feel the warmth of her body and the strength of the blood pulsing through her veins. Seven’s fingers were cold, but B’Elanna turned her face toward them anyway, needing the connection even in slumber. The Klingon was sleeping fitfully, having spent the last nine hours laying next to Seven, holding her and listening to every whimper or groan the exBorg made. Seven’s fingertips lingered on B’Elanna’s pulse point, the thrum of blood surging through her body tapping gently under her cool touch.
Neelix was sitting with his back propped against a nearby bulkhead. He caught Seven’s movement out of the corner of his golden eyes and stood up immediately. He paused long enough to twist his back, releasing a crackling cascade as he groaned in protest of the hours sitting on the hard deck plating.
"Seven?" he whispered as he made his way to her side. "Seven? Are you awake?" He rested his hand on her shoulder and studied her face looking for any sign that she was conscious.
"Umm…" B’Elanna blinked her eyes and then opened them completely as she looked over at Neelix. His furry yellow hair was sticking up on one side and pressed to his face on the other. "Neelix?" she whispered. "What are you doing?" She started to ease herself out from under Seven and then felt the exdrone’s grip intensify as Seven refused to let her go.
"She moved," Neelix said as he stroked Seven’s shoulder. It was an unconscious act on the Talaxian’s part, as if he were trying to draw her out of her dangerous sleep.
"Seven?" B’Elanna noticed the hand resting on her neck and the way Seven’s breathing wasn’t as labored as it had been. She looked over at Neelix. "Find the Doctor."
"Of course," Neelix said as he rushed off to get the Doctor from the next room. Tuvok had taken him into B’Elanna’s office for a discussion almost an hour earlier.
"Seven?" B’Elanna put her hand on Seven’s cheek.
"Hmm," Seven moaned and burrowed her face into B’Elanna’s chest. Her lips parted and she sighed, then she let her hand drift down to caress the Klingon’s breast. "Lana," she whispered. Her voice sounded like she was chewing gravel, deep and raspy, and her mouth would need a great deal of moisture to even be called dry.
"Oh, darling." B’Elanna shifted her weight and lowered Seven onto the stretcher and kissed her face, dozens of tiny kisses filled with affection, but placed gently on her skin so that she wouldn’t injure her recovering wife. "You scared me." Tears joined B’Elanna’s lips on Seven’s pale skin. "You scared me so much," B’Elanna said as her kisses slowed, her lips pressed a bit more firmly, lingering as she used the opportunity to test the temperature of Seven’s face. She was beginning to warm up.
"It hurts," Seven whispered, not quite awake yet.
"Where?" B’Elanna eased back and her hand moved down to Seven’s belly.
"There," Seven said. She inhaled sharply as B’Elanna’s hand touched her aching abdominal muscles.
"Doctor?" B’Elanna half-yelled as she turned to look for the hologram. She turned back to Seven and her sable eyes studied the deep blue eyes looking up at her. "What can I do?" B’Elanna asked. Her brave Klingon composure was crumbling.
"Hold me," Seven responded and tugged B’Elanna back down to her. She didn’t have to ask twice. B’Elanna molded to her body, careful to keep her weight off of Seven and instead settled along her side.
They embraced, and for the first time since the ordeal began B’Elanna felt like she could let her heart consider what the next day would bring. She had been focusing on the next minute, and avoiding what dawn would bring, because up until Seven opened her eyes again, B’Elanna was terrified that she would wake up without a wife, a child, or a life. She took a deep breath and let the tears come. She knew that she wouldn’t have faced the day alone; she wouldn’t have faced anything alone. She was ashamed that she had already taken steps to assure that she wouldn’t have had to face waking up alone ever again.
"You’re awake," the Doctor pointed out needlessly. "Come on, now, Lieutenant, up, up up. I need to scan her." He was in better spirits, relieved that he had been mistaken about Seven’s chances.
B’Elanna slid off of the stretcher but held Seven’s hand, refusing to lose contact for even a second. The engineering crew that was around didn’t give it a second look, having gotten used to seeing the tough Klingon offer her soul to the beautiful exBorg.
"Well," the Doctor said with a smile. "It’s about time those nanoprobes kicked in." He looked down at Seven, his eyes actually showing his fatigue. It was emotional exhaustion because his physical stamina was endless. "I take it your little nanoprobe vacation is over?"
"Emergency Medical Hologram," Seven said coldly, her eyes looking more Borg than human. "I am recovering…as is my child…no thanks to you."
"I…ahh, Seven?" He seemed lost, staring at his patient without any idea how to proceed.
"How is she?" B’Elanna asked. She felt Seven’s grip intensify so she rubbed her thumb over the back of the exdrone’s hand to calm her. Seven’s eyes never left the Doctor, never softened, and if anything, her glare became more intense.
"The fetus is doing well," the Doctor said as he focused on the familiar role of physician. "The nanoprobes have repaired the cardiac necrosis." He looked at Seven and flinched when he saw the anger radiating from her face. He quickly averted his eyes and looked at B’Elanna. "It’s a miracle… one that I can’t claim any credit for. If you…and the captain hadn’t thought of moving her in here…"
"Our child," Seven said. She had regained her voice, but it was hard and cold and trembling with emotion. "You will refer to her as our child…not ‘the fetus.’ You dismissed our child as expendable. I will not forget that…ever."
"Seven, please, try to understand," the Doctor asked as he closed his tricorder. "You can’t believe I wanted to hurt the… your child. I just didn’t want you to die."
"Leave," Seven said. She turned to B’Elanna. "Make him leave, or I will."
"Doctor, will Seven be okay without you for a while?" B’Elanna asked as she moved around the makeshift bed.
"Well, yes," he answered. "I just need to give her another dose of the triox compound, and then she should be fine for now. I need to repair the damaged muscles in her abdomen, but I can’t do that here. It will have to wait until we can take her sickbay."
"Then leave," B’Elanna said. Her eyes were not as intense as Seven’s, but the resentment just beneath the surface was obvious. "I’ll call you if there’s any change."
"I was trying to save her," the Doctor whined. "Doesn’t anyone see that?"
"Doctor, perhaps this is for the best," Tuvok said calmly. "It would be an excellent opportunity to investigate the matter we discussed."
The hologram glared at Tuvok. "Fine, but I want someone to monitor the medical tricorder at all times. Call me if there is any change."
"I’ll see to it," Neelix said as he reached out for the tricorder. He was still uncomfortable with the hologram even after the Doctor had healed the bruises from the scuffle in sickbay.
"Please don’t let your anger with me keep you from letting me help Seven." The Doctor gave Neelix the equipment and pointed out what he should look for. Neelix had some medical training and he nodded in understanding.
The captain chose that moment to enter Engineering. She stared at the Doctor as he left for sickbay and then went to B’Elanna.
"Captain," B’Elanna said with a half smile.
"Captain Janeway, may I help you?" Seven turned to Kathryn and smiled weakly.
"I think you should just stay right where you are," Kathryn said with a wry grin. "Glad to see you’re feeling better. You gave us all quite a scare," she said as she moved over to the stretcher and looked down at the blonde. "I am ordering you to get healthy and stay that way. Is that understood?" Kathryn gave Seven a stern glare tempered with genuine affection.
"Aye, Captain," Seven said, then smirked.
"That’s one order I will personally make sure she keeps," B’Elanna chimed in. She went to the other side of the stretcher and took Seven’s hand.
"Here, here," Neelix said.
*"Bridge to Janeway,"* Chakotay said over the comm badge.
"Go ahead," Janeway said as she straightened to her full height.
*"We’re clearing the gravitational river as expected…"*
"And?" the captain asked. She had just left the bridge, and knew he wouldn’t be calling to tell her what she already knew.
*"There’s a ship on long range scanners. I thought you might want to be here for first contact. We don’t recognize the configuration, but it’s a good sized freighter with phasers and a few antimatter charges."* Chakotay’s voice was calm, but had a hint of concern lacing through his rich tones. *"How’s Seven?"*
"Mother and child are doing well." Janeway smiled down at the blonde who was still much paler than usual. "I’m on my way." She shook her head and rolled her eyes. "Just couldn’t manage without me, could you, Commander?"
*"I know you hate it when I have all the fun,"* he said. Kathryn could hear the smile in his voice. *"Tell Seven and B’Elanna congratulations. Chakotay out."*
Janeway quirked her brow and frowned. "I’m the captain. I’m supposed to close the channel."
B’Elanna cleared her throat and wouldn’t look at the captain.
"Well, I’ll leave you two alone. I trust Mister Neelix will be an ample chaperone?" Kathryn’s eyes sparkled for the first time since the day had begun.
Seven raised her eyebrow in response. "I am sure we would tax Neelix’s ability to chaperone us, but we also have Lieutenant Tuvok… and I am not at my best. I believe Engineering is safe."
"Glad to hear it," Janeway said as she turned and left.
Kathryn Janeway sat in her command chair and watched the main viewscreen as they approached the damaged ship. It was twice the size of Voyager’s largest shuttle, but it was bulky and cumbersome, obviously designed for carrying cargo and not for speed. The ship was drifting, with severe damage to its main nacelle, and judging from that damage, it had come through the gravitational river with much more difficulty than Voyager had.
"Open hailing frequencies, Mister Kim," Janeway said quietly. "Looks like they’ve had a rough go of it. Let’s see if we can offer some assistance."
"Open," Kim responded.
"Alien vessel, this is Captain Kathryn Janeway of the Starship Voyager, can we be of assistance?"
"They’re responding," Harry said after a brief delay. "Audio only."
"Let’s hear it," Janeway ordered.
*"Starship Voyager, this is the freighter Galnor. Any assistance would be greatly appreciated."* His voice was deep and sounded extremely stressed. Static broke up the signal momentarily. *"Voyager… our engines are overloading. If you can grab us with a tractor beam, we can shut them down."*
The captain looked over to Ensign Kim and raised her eyebrows in silent question. She didn’t like the idea of having her shields down when there was a well-armed, unknown element just off of her bow.
"Weapons systems seem to still be intact," Harry said.
"Galnor, if you’ll take your weapons off line, we’ll bring you in with a tractor beam," Janeway said cautiously.
The static intensified and then the viewscreen flickered as the image came in from the freighter. The small bridge was in disarray and a woman was in the background pounding a console with what appeared to be a shovel. The small woman turned and yelled off screen. "Tach, you fool, they think we’re a couple of pirates. Shut down the phaser banks, you big goat."
The big goat in question walked into the screen and sat at the Conn. "Shutting down phaser banks," he said as he turned to look into the screen. His dark features were flushed and sweat beaded on his thick browridge. "Voyager, do you have a pair of crewmembers by the name of B’Elanna and Seven?" he asked hopefully. "Have you rescued them from Jusari Prime?"
Janeway stiffened. The last mention of Jusari Prime ended up with her in a firefight on her own ship. "Can I ask why you want to know?" the captain responded.
The small woman on the freighter laughed and tossed her makeshift hammer aside and stalked over to the man. "I can’t let you do anything, can I?" she asked playfully. "Captain Janeway, I am Nara, and this… brilliant conversationalist is Tach, my husband."
Janeway smiled, remembering B’Elanna’s descriptions of the couple. Tach was even more whipped than B’Elanna had claimed. "Nice to meet you," Janeway said. "I’ve got two crewmembers who will be very happy to see you."
Nara smiled. "You tell Seven that I haven’t been able to get Ty down for a nap since we last saw her, and tell B’Elanna that Tach’s been moping around like his best calf died since we left."
Tach glared at his wife and his heavy brow blushed.
"Any chance we can talk to them?" Nara asked.
"Actually, if you’d like, we can beam you over. I will need to have a security team escort you until we verify who you are," Janeway explained.
"That must be the ‘fiery redhead’ we heard about," Tach whispered. The comm system picked up his words and let the entire bridge hear the comment.
Kathryn felt her cheeks burn as she blushed bright red. Chakotay leaned over and smiled at her. "I think that proves they know who you are," he said.
"Keep it up, Commander… Tuvok would look quite nice in red," she told him as she eyed his tunic and the rank insignia on his collar. She turned back to the screen. "Nara, Tach, we would be honored to welcome you on board, and your son…umm, Ty?"
"Yes, Ty," Nara said. "Thank the great goddess he’s asleep. One mention of Seven and he looks around for her and just cries."
"How are our friends, Captain?" Tach asked.
"I’ll talk to you when you come on board," Janeway said. She hoped Seven was up to visitors. The two animated aliens on the screen seemed like they could offer Seven sincere support and love.
"Great," Nara said. "We’ll shut down all the systems on board and wait for beam over."
"Good enough," Janeway.
"Well?" B’Elanna stood next to Seven, looking over Neelix’s shoulder as he scanned her.
"Everything looks normal," the Talaxian said with a smile. "We must be far enough from the Gravity River that it’s not effecting her anymore."
The doors to Engineering opened and the Doctor hesitated in the entrance.
"I want to go home," Seven said wearily. She rested her forearm over her eyes and sighed. She was tired of being on display in main Engineering.
"Not so fast," the Doctor said as he came closer. "Now, I know I am the last person you want to see right now, but…you need to let me repair the damage to your muscles…please."
Seven lowered her arm and sat up. "Commander Tuvok will be there?" she asked, looking over at the Vulcan. B’Elanna edged closer, then leaned down and kissed Seven’s temple and began massaging the blonde’s neck.
"Yes." Tuvok nodded. "I will stay with you until you have recovered." Tuvok had been worried about Seven, but the displays of emotion were very trying. It seemed when Seven and B’Elanna were in the same room, they both became most illogical. It was as if the two were in a constant state of Pon Far. He cringed, remembering B’Elanna’s brief brush with the Pon Far when Vorik had initiated a bond with her. She was fierce, aggressive and passionate in her distaste of Vorik’s actions. He was suddenly glad that Klingon’s couldn’t initiate Pon Far because if Seven and B’Elanna had the added fire of the Pon Far in their veins, he was certain that even an ancient Earth firehose wouldn’t slow the pair down.
"I will comply," Seven said.
"I’ll be with you all the way." B’Elanna pulled back and trotted to a nearby crate to get her jacket. When she hurried back to the stretcher, she lost her grip and the jacket almost fell to the floor. The Klingon caught it, but not before something dropped from the inside pocket and bounced off of the deck platting with a loud clang.
Seven straightened on the stretcher and her eyes narrowed as she stared at the dagger she had made for B’Elanna. The Klingon reached out quickly, as soon as it quit bouncing, and tried to cover it with the jacket. She was too late.
"B’Elanna Torres," Seven said harshly. "What is that doing here?" Even as she asked the question the former Borg had a very good idea of the answer.
Neelix stepped forward in full ambassadorial mode. "I brought it to her," he said. "She wanted to have something near her that you made."
"She has the jacket," Seven responded. Her eyes were locked on B’Elanna who had the good sense to look guilty.
B’Elanna sighed and moved to the stretcher. "You know what it’s doing here…and before you blow up, answer me one question."
Seven nodded, too frightened and angry to speak.
"What would you have done? If I had been carrying our daughter and you lost us both?" B’Elanna rolled the jacket around the knife and set the bundle onto the edge of the stretcher.
Seven closed her eyes and bit her lip. She knew how much B’Elanna had been hurting through the ordeal, but the idea of her taking her own life was a tangible reminder of what her wife had been through. "The same," Seven whispered.
"What?" the Doctor demanded. He was livid. "Are you telling me that you would just kill yourself? Gut yourself right here in Engineering? What kind of great warrior’s death would that be?" He stalked closer and put his hands on his hips. "I will not have you wasting your life. I forbid it."
B’Elanna laughed and shook her head. "You just don’t get it, do you, Doctor? Without Seven and my daughter…I wouldn’t have a life."
"You did just fine before you two got together, and if this suicidal behavior is a sample of what your union has to offer, well, frankly, I’ve seen enough. First Seven refuses treatment and almost loses her life, then I find out that you were going to just ‘fall on your sword.’ You two shouldn’t be allowed in the same room… let alone to be married."
"Back off, Hologram." B’Elanna lunged at him and tossed in a growl for good measure.
Tuvok wished he were anywhere else at the moment. "Lieutenant, Doctor… there are other more pressing matters. We should get Seven to sickbay."
"Yes, of course," the Doctor agreed instantly. He was overwhelmed, he had resigned himself to the possibility that he might lose Seven and the child, but it hadn’t occurred to him that B’Elanna would choose death over life without Seven. He would have been the first doctor in Starfleet history to have a three-hundred percent mortality rate.
"B’Elanna," Seven whispered and pulled her wife closer. "If I ever lose you and our child… make them hold the barge. I will follow in the next heartbeat."
"Shh," B’Elanna said as she kissed Seven’s forehead. "You’re fine, the baby’s fine, and I’m fine. That Barge isn’t gonna’ be taking any of us for a very long time."
"Be’nal, I am sorry I hurt you." Seven wrapped her hand around B’Elanna’s neck holding her in place.
"Shh," B’Elanna murmured as she rested her forehead against Seven’s. "You didn’t do any such thing. You fought hard and came back to me…again. Now, let’s get you better so we can go home."
Chapter 31: Reunion and Retribution
*"Janeway to Torres."*
"Yes, Captain?" B’Elanna asked as she sat up. She was sitting in a chair next to Seven’s biobed in the sickbay. The exdrone had dozed off after the Doctor had finished repairing the damage to her stomach muscles.
*"Lieutenant, I need you in conference room one right away,"* Janeway said over the comm.
"On my way, ma’am," B’Elanna said as she stood.
*"Understood. Janeway out."*
Seven sat up and started to swing her legs off of the biobed.
"No," B’Elanna said. She reached out and gently gripped Seven’s legs. "You are staying right here. I’ll take care of whatever the problem is and be back before you know it."
"I am feeling much better," Seven insisted. "What would it hurt if I accompanied you?"
"Because…I would be worrying about you, and not the ship. We promised to put the ship first." B’Elanna stepped back and went to the next biobed where Neelix was sleeping. Tuvok had left, convinced that the Doctor would follow orders, but Neelix had insisted on staying with Seven. B’Elanna reached down and shook the Talaxian by the shoulder.
"What?" Neelix said as he sat up and looked around the room. "Seven? Is she okay?"
"I am fine, Mister Neelix," Seven said. She liked the Talaxian, and while many on the ship saw him as somewhat comical, Seven had a new appreciation for his bravery. "Thank you, for your concern."
"Oh, well…Seven…I was just doing what anyone would have done." Neelix blushed, his yellowish face shading to a bright orange. Even his spots darkened.
"No," B’Elanna said as she straightened her uniform jacket. "You acted with honor. I owe you more than I can ever say." She saw that he was embarrassed, so she changed the subject. "I have to go for now. Can you sit with Seven?"
"Of course," he said happily and hopped off of the biobed. His short nap had invigorated him. "I’ll keep her company until you get back." He patted B’Elanna’s shoulder. "Don’t you worry, Lieutenant."
"I’m sure she couldn’t be in better hands," B’Elanna said as she headed for the door.
"Thank you," Neelix choked out. He knew the reserved Klingon didn’t hand out compliments easily, and more importantly, she didn’t trust the welfare of her wife and child to just anyone.
The doors hissed shut behind B’Elanna, and Neelix turned to look at Seven. She raised an eyebrow and nodded.
"Thank you, Mister Neelix." Seven looked down. It was her turn to blush. "You protected my child when I could not. I will not forget that."
"Seven," Neelix whispered. He stood next to the biobed and studied Seven’s visibly larger belly and he smiled, imagining the tiny life being nurtured within her body. "I have seen too many lives cut short to stand by and watch one taken before it begins." He held out his hand, hesitating as if he was afraid to touch her, that she might disappear before his eyes. His furry yellow hand shook.
"I will not forget," Seven repeated. She took his hand in hers and pressed it to her stomach. He was still shaking, but seemed calmer.
B’Elanna hurried down the corridor to the conference room. She knew whatever the problem was, it must be important. Janeway wouldn’t have called her away from Seven if it hadn’t been an emergency. Both she and Seven were not even off of their leave yet, and if the gravitational river hadn’t called them away from their rest, they would both be in their quarters…probably making love. Except that they had needed to use the gravitational river…and now Seven was in sickbay. She paused for a brief instant to smooth her tunic and then went into the room.
Captain Janeway was sitting at the main table looking over a data padd when the door opened. She looked up and smiled. It wasn’t the reaction B’Elanna expected during an emergency.
"Captain? What can I do for you?" B’Elanna asked.
"Well, now," Nara said from her vantage point at the far side of the room. "Rrrrr," she growled as B’Elanna spun toward the sound of her voice. "If I’d known you looked this handsome in uniform, I would have given your wife some competition."
"Nara?" B’Elanna yelled as she ran to the densely muscled woman. "By Kahless, am I glad to see you." She grabbed Nara and lifted her up in fierce hug, making the Narian squeak
Janeway cleared her throat. "I take it she is who she says she is?" Kathryn was completely unprepared to see such an emotional display from the Klingon.
"This is Nara. She helped Seven and I on the planet," B’Elanna said once she finally released her friend. She turned back to Nara. "Where are Tach and Ty?"
Nara nodded toward the bathroom door that was attached to the conference room. "Ty wasn’t impressed by replicated…umm, what was that?" she asked the captain.
"Strained peas," Janeway said with a wry grin. "Can’t say that I blame him."
The bathroom door opened and Tach came out with Ty on his hip. Tach’s pale brown shirt had a large green blotch that was edged by a darkened area that was proof of the large amounts of water he had tried to rinse it out with.
"Ba!" Ty squealed. "My Ba! Now!" He wiggled in his father’s arms.
"Ty." B’Elanna went toward Tach, feeling her throat constrict. She didn’t even try to hold her emotions in check. "My little Tiger! I’ve missed you." She reached out for the child just as he was escaping his father’s grip. His little body was a sorely missed weight in her arms. She held him to her chest, inhaling the scent of his hair. She felt tears on her cheeks as she kissed his jet-black hair.
"My Ba back. Good Ba," he said as he enjoyed her hug. "Ba stay," he pleaded, then arched his back and looked around the room. He squirmed in her arms as he scanned the room. His eyes stopped on Janeway, who was in shock, a half smile on her face as she watched her Klingon chief engineer who was completely at home with the dark haired boy on her hip.
"Oh sweetie, I’m here now," B’Elanna said as she kissed his cheeks over and over again.
He arched away and looked at her. His eyebrows crinkled together on his thick ridgebrow. "Where Evan?" he demanded. His lip pulled down in a pout he had learned from the former Borg. "Go to my Evan, now?" His eyes held the internal hope that seemed reserved for childhood.
B’Elanna laughed and squeezed him to her. "Your Seven missed you, Tiger." She turned and looked at Tach who was waiting patiently to be noticed. "Hey," she said with a smile. "Get over here, you old goat." She held out one arm and gave him a half hug around his son who was not letting go anytime soon.
Tach smiled, letting his dear friend take her fill of the contact, knowing she had not seen him in months, not just the week he had been away from her. When she moved away, she smiled warmly at him.
"My little one missed you," Tach said. He nodded at the tyke who had his tiny fists buried in B’Elanna’s hair to make sure that she didn’t escape.
"Go to Evan, now?" Ty asked.
B’Elanna’s smile faded and Tach took her by the arm. He sensed something was wrong, but the captain hadn’t told him anything about Seven or B’Elanna.
"B’Elanna?" Nara moved over and tried to take Ty. "What is it?"
Ty squirmed and gripped his legs around B’Elanna’s chest. "No," he told his mother. "Stay with my Ba. Go find my Evan."
"Hey, little guy," B’Elanna whispered. "Seven isn’t feeling very good right now…but I think you are just the medicine she needs."
Ty crinkled his nose and lips at the mention of medicine. He knew that word from his bout with a nasty bug on Jusari Prime. He had been forced to sip bitter herbs every morning for over three weeks, and he hadn’t forgotten it.
"What happen?" Tach asked.
"It’s a long story," B’Elanna said as she moved to the table and leaned against it. She rubbed Ty’s back as she spoke. "Let me tell you about it."
"B’Elanna," Janeway said, "I’ll leave you and your friends to catch up." She turned to Nara, who seemed to be in charge. "If you’d like, we can get you quarters on board while we help repair your ship."
"That would be extremely generous," Nara said.
"Thank you," Tach said.
"Believe me," Janeway said. "After everything you helped Seven and B’Elanna with, it’s nothing." Kathryn smiled at Ty who was resting his head on B’Elanna’s shoulder and was playing with her comm badge. The child was completely content and looked like he wouldn’t leave her arms without a major battle. One glance at Nara and Kathryn realized that the child probably came by his stubbornness genetically.
Nara nodded. "I thank you for your kindness. We consider Seven and Lana to be gifts from the great goddess. We would welcome the chance to be with them."
"Evan?" Ty whipped his head around, then looked at B’Elanna expectantly. His tiny lip quivered. "Ba? Where my Evan?"
"Let’s go see your Seven, okay?" B’Elanna offered. She knew that lip quiver all to well. It generally proceeded a freeflowing torrent of tears.
"Evan!" he squealed happily and began bouncing on B’Elanna’s hip.
"So, you see," Neelix explained to Seven who was trying her best to seem interested, "the best way to prepare leela root is to let it simmer until the skin falls off."
"Indeed," Seven said slowly. "And have you considered using spices other than the… hot Talaxian peppers? Perhaps…something that does not stimulate the human tear duct?"
"Well… I… I never realized that the spices were too intense," he said honestly.
"They are… perhaps too flavorful for many on board," she said delicately.
"No wonder I always have so many leftovers," he mumbled.
The sickbay doors opened and B’Elanna walked halfway into the room. "Up for visitors?"
"I am always up for you, Be’nal," Seven said with a smile.
Before B’Elanna could comment, someone else announced his presence from around the corner.
"Evan! Evan! My Evan," Ty yelled as soon as he heard Seven’s voice.
"Ty?" Seven’s eyes widened and seemed to brighten instantly.
"Bring him in," B’Elanna said, shaking her head.
"Here I was worried about you and you’re off taking a nap," Nara said as she came around the corner trying to keep Ty still. He was climbing up her body and arching his back, trying to get loose so that he could find his precious Evan.
"Nara, I have missed you." Seven sat up but Neelix was there to stop her from standing. She saw Tach come in behind his wife and she sighed. "Tach, my wife missed you terribly. I was not as efficient a hunter as you were."
He looked at her belly as he and Nara moved over to her. "Looks like you gave B’Elanna something I never could have. Not without Nara leaving me out as bear bait," he added with a coy smirk. He cringed before Nara’s hand struck him in the chest, having known the blow was coming before he finished the off-color comment.
Nara rolled her eyes and moved next to the biobed so that Ty could see his Evan. "Are you okay?" Nara whispered as she leaned down to kiss Seven’s forehead. Neelix backed up out of the way, simply watching the interaction.
"Better now," Seven said honestly.
"Go to Evan. Evan no leave. Evan bad." Ty reached out and grabbed Seven’s long hair, refusing to let go when his mother tried to stand.
Seven took him from his mother. Nara was cautious, locking eyes with the exdrone to make sure she was up to holding the wiggling bundle.
"Come here," Seven said as she lifted Ty to her chest. He sighed happily and settled his weight onto her and played with her hair with one hand as he yawned.
"He missed you," Nara said quietly. "We missed you…especially at bedtime. He wouldn’t go to sleep without your singing."
"And my Nara is many things, but a singer is not one of them," Tach volunteered.
"Believe me, I remember," Seven said. She cringed and continued rubbing Ty’s back as he dozed off.
"I think I am insulted," Nara said indignantly.
"Feel free to be insulted…just don’t sing." B’Elanna laughed as she moved next to Seven and began stroking Ty’s back. Her hand brushed against Seven’s, causing both women to smile.
After a brief visit, the Doctor materialized and insisted that the visitors leave. Neelix took Tach and Nara on a tour of the ship while Ty stayed in sickbay, unwilling to leave Seven’s arms even while he was asleep. His tiny fists would tighten anytime Seven tried to move him away from her, so she cradled him, humming contentedly to soothe him.
"I hardly think having a child in sickbay is appropriate," the Doctor said as he shooed Neelix and Nara out the doors. He turned to see Seven smiling down at Ty. She kissed his forehead and hugged him to her chest and then her expression lost all its warmth.
"Perhaps you should terminate him," Seven said coldly. "Except on this occasion I am capable of stopping you myself." She climbed out of the bed, steadying herself on B’Elanna’s arm. "Killing children does seem to be your answer to everything."
"Seven, I didn’t want to harm your child. I didn’t think I had any other choice." His eyes wrinkled around the edges and sincere regret covered his face.
"I am going home," Seven stated as she shifted Ty onto her hip. She squeezed B’Elanna’s arm, and the Klingon nodded her support. Ty blinked and opened his eyes, sensing that his beloved Evan was upset. He tightened his grip as he stared at the strange man.
"Please, I know you’re upset with me, Seven," the Doctor pleaded. "But let me help you."
"Is it safe for her to go back to our quarters?" B’Elanna asked. Her eyes were cold, letting the hologram know that she hadn’t forgiven him either.
"Well, technically," he admitted. "But I would like to keep her here to rest."
"What makes you think I could ever rest in your presence again?" Seven asked.
Ty saw the anger in his beloved Evan’s eyes and turned toward the Doctor. "Bad man."
"Well, out of the mouths if babes," the Doctor said with a sigh. "Fine, go home. But… the moment you have any discomfort, I want you back here immediately."
Seven raised an eyebrow letting him know that she had no intention of returning to sickbay voluntarily. Her expression softened when Ty’s hand traced her lips.
"My Evan," he said possessively.
Seven smiled as kissed his tiny fingers.
"Let’s go home," B’Elanna said quietly.
"Home?" Ty asked excitedly. "Go back cabin, now?"
B’Elanna ruffled his dark, straight hair and then caressed his cheek. "No, Ty. We can’t go back to the cabin."
"Ba stay?" he asked.
"Yes, Ba stay," B’Elanna promised. "Come on, Be’nal." She guided Seven toward the door.
Neelix was showing his guests the mess hall, which was mostly deserted. Tuvok was having a cup of Vulcan tea off to one corner and Tom was having coffee while watching Harry Kim rummage through the large industrial refrigerator. Tom saw the newcomers and came over to them. He smiled warmly, curious about them; any new faces helped lessen the boredom.
"Hello," Tom said with a charming smile. "Who do we have here?"
"Tom, these are friends of B’Elanna and Seven’s. They helped them on the planet." Neelix smiled and then turned to his charges. "Nara, Tach, this is Tom Paris, our helmsman."
"Greetings," Nara said.
"You must be skilled to guide this vessel," Tach said.
"Well, I don’t like to brag, but it is challenging." Tom stood to his full height and pushed out his chest.
The mess hall doors opened and Seven came in with B’Elanna. Ty was wide-eyed, taking in all the new exotic scenery. Tom’s eyes narrowed and his face lost some its charm. Nara noticed it immediately, as did Tach. Tach also noticed the change in Tom’s scent. Ancient Narian males could distinguish mood changes in other males by the scent of the distinctive hormones put they off, but it was a skill mostly lost over the years. Strong emotional changes would still effect Narians. The scent the helmsman was putting off was a mixture aggression and desire.
"Over here." Nara smiled at her son who was deliriously happy with his two ‘aunts.’ "Seven, I thought you were supposed to be resting."
"I feel much better," Seven said. Her eyes stopped on Tom, who was doing his best to look innocent. "We returned to our quarters and I changed my attire."
"You look stunning, Seven," Neelix said. She was wearing dark charcoal slacks and a lavender blouse. It was loose fitting so that her newly enlarged belly wasn’t obvious and it was a perfect compliment to her ivory skin tone.
"Have you found them quarters yet?" B’Elanna asked Neelix. She had her arm wrapped around Seven and let her hand drift hand to the exdrone’s hip as they stopped in front of Neelix. "This little guy is ready for a nap," she added as she rubbed Ty’s back. The boy was fighting to stay awake, and despite his wide-open eyes, he was exhausted. He kept rubbing his eyes and cuddling against Seven, both signs that he needed his nap.
"It is well past his nap hour." Nara moved to take him.
"Evan," Ty whispered as he clutched her neck. "Evan stay. No go away."
Neelix stepped closer and studied Ty. "Seems like he’s taken quite a shine to you, Seven. I was going to put them in the VIP quarters on deck three, but if you’d like, I could see if someone in the crew quarters would let them stay near you."
"No, thank you," Tach said. He had been quiet, studying the helmsman to figure out why he wreaked of anger and hostility. "We don’t want to take anyone’s home. We’ll stay in the…what did you call it?…VIP quarters.
Tom shook his head and rolled his eyes. "Oh, I’ll bet that most of us would love sleeping in the VIP quarters for a while. It gets pretty crowded in the lower decks."
"Funny," Seven said as she pinned Tom in her gaze. "I find that I have plenty of room, in fact, Lana and I sleep so close together that we could manage with a bed half the size of ours." Seven turned to her wife. "Isn’t that right, Be’nal?"
"Absolutely." B’Elanna barely stopped herself from laughing.
Tom’s eyes darkened. "Well, I guess that’s fine if you spend all of your time together sleeping."
Nara burst out laughing, covering her mouth and struggling to breathe through her nose. Her eyes watered, and after a several more heartfelt fits of laughter she stood upright and shook her head at Tom.
"Mister Paris, if you think that, then this ship must have the best soundproofing of any starship I’ve ever seen," Nara said. She giggled and looked over at B’Elanna. "It’s a wonder we had any game in our valley. You make more noise than any of those bears."
"Bears?" Ty’s attention fixed on B’Elanna. "Bear got Evan," he reminded her gravely.
"Yes, it did," B’Elanna said. "Then what happened?" She didn’t see Tom’s neck turning bright red as anger and jealousy raged.
"Ba killed it," Ty proclaimed proudly.
Neelix’s eyes widened. "Really?"
"Yes," Seven confirmed. "The beast mauled me and B’Elanna… lost her temper." She glared at Tom. "It is exceedingly unwise to anger a skilled warrior such as my wife."
"B’Elanna, you fought a bear? That’s incredible," Neelix said. He was smiling at her with wonder in his eyes. "How did you kill it?"
Ty helped B’Elanna tell the story. "Bear was napping!" He squealed and began giggling. His eyes sparkled just like Nara’s had when she was giggling.
Tom snorted and looked over at B’Elanna. "Doesn’t sound like a very Klingon thing to do. In fact, not many warriors nap on the battlefield."
Seven handed Ty to a surprised Nara. She moved to Tom in a few swift steps and faced him, leaning down until her nose was almost touching his. "Warriors may not sleep…but Ensigns do."
The small group was suddenly quiet, and Ty decided it was time to explore. He wiggled and Nara let him down onto the floor. He crawled around seeing what he could get into.
Seven backed away from Tom who was momentarily speechless.
"Umm, well, yes," Neelix said. "Why don’t I go check on some lunch for the baby?"
"No peas," Nara and Tach said in unison. Neelix nodded and escaped the tense group.
Tom regained his misplaced bravery. "So, Seven, are you saying that B’Elanna would have to defend you from an ensign? Any particular ensign in mind? ‘Cause I’ll bet there’s at least one ensign she’d like to surprise late at night in his bed." Tom was too stupid to quit while he was ahead.
"On the contrary," Seven hissed as she quickly moved back into Tom’s face. "As any of the Dengari can tell you... I am the more dangerous spouse in our marriage."
"You’ve got that right," Nara added.
Tach was getting agitated, and he edged closer, but before he could act, his son did.
"Bad Man!" Ty yelled. He grabbed Tom’s leg and buried his teeth into the fleshy part of his calf. Ty was young, but his instinctual sense of smell told him that the nasty man wanted to hurt his Evan.
"Ouch! You little monkey!" Tom yelled as he jumped back. "Get that cavebaby away from me."
"Enough." Seven had her hand around Tom’s neck before the words had finished leaving his lips. "You will not call him that… You will not insult me, and you will NOT disparage my wife…ever again." Seven drove Tom back against a nearby bulkhead, but her grip was not yet cutting off his air supply. "And if you ever suggest that my wife is interested in you, I will make sure you never speak again."
The few people in the mess hall had turned to watch the display. No one came to Tom’s rescue. Even Harry felt that he had it coming to him.
"What are you talking about?" Tom squeaked. "Can’t you take a joke?" He thought his ‘boyish charm’ would eventually get him out of his predicament.
Seven lifted him off of the ground, leaving his feet to dangle helplessly. She ignored the twinge in her belly as she tightened her grip. "We know about the Vulcan Balm," Seven said slowly. Her eyes were flickering with dangerous energy and Tom realized that he had poked a very dangerous beast with a stick one too many times. This beast was about to strike back. He scanned the room looking for assistance. His eyes stopped on Tuvok, who was next to the door.
Tuvok raised an eyebrow, and nodded, then he turned without a word and left the mess hall.
Chapter 32: Disclosure
Tom watched the Vulcan security chief disappear and then looked back at Seven. He expected to see her eyes turned completely Borg with the blue entirely hidden. He had seen her face go blank on many occasions, and while it was unnerving, he was used to it. What he saw this time terrified him.
Seven tilted her head to one side and leaned into Tom’s chest, his legs swaying from side to side several inches from the ground. "You wanted me to think that my wife had been unfaithful," Seven said. "That will never happen, and I will kill you if you ever try to come between us again," she whispered in his ear, her voice shook, and her eyes were bright blue and full of rage. Her face was as wild and feral, and human as Tom had ever seen. Her Borg control was gone, leaving behind a human pushed past the edge, a human with the strength of five Vulcans, and her hand was wrapped around his throat.
"Seven, please," Tom begged. His body shook and he was sweating profusely. "Please, I…Please," tears rolled down his cheeks. Seven’s jaw quivered as she fought to stop from snapping his neck.
Tuvok entered the corridor and stood just outside the door listening. He knew that if he stepped in now, the animosity between Seven and Tom Paris would only continue. He had listened as Seven and B’Elanna had talked in Engineering. Seven had been the one convincing Lieutenant Torres to leave Paris alone. Tuvok had stood quietly, off to one end of the large engine room, his Vulcan ears easily picking up their whispered discussion. He had been appalled when he had heard Torres describe the use of Vulcan athletic balm in an attempt to make her appear unfaithful. He knew that Paris wasn’t intimidated by discipline or the brig. Perhaps he would be intimidated by a six-foot tall blonde Borg.
Tuvok stood with his hands behind his back listening to the sounds from the mess hall. He would intervene only if he felt it was absolutely necessary. It was an orthodox method, but as the captain liked to say, "desperate times called for desperate measures." He heard the turbolift open and turned to see the captain walking toward him. Times suddenly became more desperate.
"Tuvok?" Janeway asked with a faint smile as she came alongside him. "What are you doing out here?"
He paused before speaking. He once again wished that he didn’t have to deal with humans.
"What’s going on?" Janeway asked. She studied the dark, handsome Vulcan, and if she didn’t know better, she would say he looked like he had just been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
"I am letting Seven of Nine and Mr. Paris…come to an understanding." He raised one eyebrow.
"Oh, god, Tuvok. She’ll kill him," Janeway said. She was also aware of Tom’s plot to frame B’Elanna.
"I do not believe she would take a life in front of the Narian child," he pointed out.
"I can’t believe you did this. We will talk about this later," she promised. "Now, let’s get in there."
They entered the mess hall to find Harry Kim standing next to Tom. Harry had one arm holding up Tom, and the other hand on Seven’s shoulder. The rest of the small group was sitting back watching.
"Everyone just calm down," Harry said. "Seven, I will make sure Tom backs off."
"Me? She’s the one who moved in on Lana," Tom whined.
"Tom, shut up," Harry ordered. He was having a hard enough time keeping Seven from grabbing Tom’s neck again.
"Excuse me," Janeway said sweetly. "I’m not interrupting, am I?" She walked over and let her eyes stop on Harry’s efforts to control the two combatants.
"Captain," Tom said happily. "Thank god you’re here. That Borg was just…"
Harry shoved Tom back into the wall. "Seven was just showing Tom a few…Tsunkatse moves," Harry said pointedly.
"I suspected that would be your explanation," Tuvok said as he stood beside the captain.
"Mister Paris?" Janeway asked. She noticed that Seven was strangely quiet, and that her face was flushed.
"Yes, ma’am…Tsunkatse," Tom said and then sighed and rolled his eyes.
"Seven?" Janeway asked turning to the exBorg.
Seven took a calming breath and released it. "I believe Mister Paris now has a rudimentary understanding of the…technique. I will however be…happy to instruct him further should it become necessary."
"See that it doesn’t," Janeway ordered. Her voice was deep and smoky and let everyone know that she wouldn’t tolerate any more from any of them.
"Yes, Captain," Seven said as she pulled free from Harry’s grip and went back to her wife.
Tom let out a long relieved sigh.
"Mister Paris, I won’t tolerate your childish behavior anymore," Janeway said, her voice rumbling. "You’ve used up all of your chances. Is that understood?"
"Sure," Tom said dismissively.
"Is that understood?" she asked again, letting some of her anger lace through her silky voice.
"Yes, ma’am," he said seriously.
"I suggest you go back to your quarters," Janeway said quietly. She reached out and stopped him as he moved past her. "And Mister Paris, I strongly suggest that you leave the use of Vulcan medical balms to Tuvok or Vorik. Is that understood?"
"Yes, ma’am," he said and then scurried away. As he passed Nara and Tach, Ty leaned into his mother and glared at the helmsman.
Janeway let her face return to her diplomatic benign interested look and then joined the small group. She noticed Harry sneak out as she stepped next to B’Elanna.
"Tach, Nara, how are you enjoying your tour?" the captain asked.
"You have a fine ship," Nara said. She shifted Ty to the opposite hip and looked at Seven who was still visibly upset. "A little more excitement than I prefer before a meal."
"Well," Janeway said, pinning first B’Elanna and then Seven with her command glare, "I think we’re through having excitement."
"I hope so," B’Elanna said quietly.
"Go to Ba." Ty held out his arms and the Klingon smiled and took him. His face lit up despite how tired he was. "Bad man," Ty said as he looked at the door.
"Shh, he’s gone, you little tiger." B’Elanna kissed his head and tickled him. He squirmed and giggled.
"Seven, I thought you were supposed to be resting," Janeway said.
"I knew that Mister Neelix would finish his tour in the mess hall. I wanted to see how Tach and Nara were," Seven explained. "I was unaware that Ensign Paris would be present."
"I see," the captain said. She had the same idea herself, figuring Neelix would end up in his mess hall so that he could get the visitors a late lunch since both shifts of Voyager’s midday meal had already passed. "Now that you’ve checked on them, perhaps you should rest."
"I tried to tell her that," B’Elanna said as she rubbed Seven’s waist with her free hand. "But did she listen?"
"Not likely," Nara said with a snort.
Janeway smiled despite herself.
"I assure you, I was well rested," Seven insisted.
"Bull," Janeway said. "Go back to your quarters and rest. That’s an order."
Seven was going to protest, but one look at the relief that covered B’Elanna’s face changed her mind. "Yes, Captain."
Several hours later, the Doctor and Harry Kim stood in holodeck one studying a series of complex algorithms and matrix designs. The Doctor was a hologram, and yet many of the computations left him scratching his holographic head.
"What’s the matter, Doc?" Harry asked. He stretched his back, tried from the six hours he had spent in the holodeck already. "I didn’t think you got tired."
"I don’t, Mister Kim, but I am…impressed by your ability to construct holograms." The Doctor cleared his throat and held out the data padd to Harry. "Can you integrate these files, or will that exceed the program’s capacity?"
Harry took the padd and checked several of the files. "Well, normally, I’d say yes, but the captain did say that we could use as much of the computer’s memory core as we need."
The Doctor crossed his arms over his chest. "Yes, well… I think that may have been a little indulgent on her part. I mean, if we used all of the memory available, this hologram would have more data than I do."
"Afraid of a little competition?" Harry asked.
"Hardly," the hologram responded a bit too quickly. "I just don’t see why we need this secondary hologram at all."
"Well, uh…" Harry didn’t know how to respond. He knew exactly why they needed the new hologram, but he didn’t know how to phrase it without insulting the Doctor.
"I know, Mister Kim…Seven will be more comfortable with the new program." The Doctor sighed and looked plaintively at Harry. "I just don’t know why the captain couldn’t wait until Seven had a chance to calm down. We might not even need this…this… replacement in a few days."
"Doc, no disrespect intended, but you did try to abort her…"
"I know what I did, Mister Kim," the Doctor yelled. "I had my reasons, and I wish the captain would trust that I will respect her wishes now."
"Doc," Harry said gently. "It’s a matter of Seven not trusting you anymore. She needs to trust her doctor. Don’t you want her to feel comfortable?"
"Of course I do," the hologram responded. "I just… well, I was looking forward to delivering the baby."
"Maybe Seven will let you be there," Harry suggested, though he doubted the exdrone would agree.
"Maybe," the Doctor said, but he also knew better. "Let’s bring this thing on line," he said with false cheer.
"Okay," Harry said as he accessed the files. "Hey, how did you decide who to model it after?"
"There were several doctors in the database, but this one stood out," the Doctor explained. "She was a midwife in the Cardassian labor camps. I figured I got into so much trouble with that Cardassian hologram, maybe I could make up for it by having a Bajorian specialist."
"So she isn’t a doctor?" Harry asked as he began materializing the hologram.
"Yes, she is," the Doctor corrected. "She got her degree after the occupation. She delivered thousands of children in the camps, and hundreds more after she completed her medical degree. She is considered the leading Federation expert on comparative birthing techniques."
"Yeah? Did she ever deliver a Borg?" Harry asked. He fine-tuned the data and the short, dark haired Bajorian hologram materialized in front of them. She was in her late forties, wearing traditional Bajorian garb, a forest green tunic and pants and a long dangling ear cuff on one side. She stood motionless, not yet having been programmed for any more than a physical matrix.
"Not likely, Mister Kim," the Doctor said, though he did smile. "She did however spend two years on the Klingon homeworld helping to train midwives there with some of the new advanced medical equipment. She also spent several years on Earth."
"Wow, that’ll come in handy," Harry said as he tapped a few more buttons and sent the first block of data to they new hologram’s matrix. The woman flickered and then stabilized. Harry sent another data block and smiled as the short woman’s blank expression shifted and she looked back at him curiously.
"Hello," she said politely. "Have we met?"
"Ah…no," Harry said.
"I am the Emergency Medical Hologram," the Doctor said formally. "We programmed you as a specialist."
"Well, given the data I can access," she said with a smile, "I’m guessing neither of you needs my help. I doubt that either of you is pregnant."
"No," Harry said. He decided that the Doctor’s sarcastic subroutine must have been incorporated into her matrix.
"The patient is carrying a one quarter Klingon, three quarter human child," the Doctor explained.
"What is the mother’s species?" she asked politely as she stepped closer.
Harry looked to the Doctor.
"She is primarily human… with…Borg implants," the Doctor said.
"Really? And she is no longer part of the Collective?" She asked excitedly. "And the father? He’s part Klingon?"
"Actually," the Doctor said. "The secondary mother is half Klingon, half human."
"Hmm, external ovum recombinant fertilization?" she asked, seeming to take mental notes as she listened.
"No," the Doctor said. "It was in inter-utero technique…of Borg design."
"Ah," she said as she nodded her head. She steepled her fingers under her chin and pursed her lips. "When do I meet them?"
"We need to finish programming you first," Harry said delicately.
"Yes, of course," she said. "I do have the Emergency Medical Hologram subroutines, so I understand my basic nature. I am curious though, why this personality subroutine?"
"You were the best qualified," the Doctor explained.
"Good," she said. Her deep brown eyes sparkled. "So, I guess you can call me… Doctor Opaca? Although I do personally prefer just Opaca."
"Sure," Harry said. He thought he had heard the name before but wasn’t sure.
"My sister would certainly have something to say about me." She laughed, an infectious, yet refined giggle.
"Sister?" Harry asked, confused.
"Well, not my sister…the doctor I was modeled after. Her sister was something of a philosopher. Perhaps you’ve heard of her… Kai Opaca?"
"The Kai?" Harry spun and gave the Doctor a dirty look. "We made a hologram of the Kai’s sister? What are the Bajorian crewmembers gonna’ say?"
"Former Kai," the Doctor corrected.
"If I am any judge of Bajorian reactions," Opaca said, "I would guess that they would say… hello."
"Great," Harry said. "Two smart-mouthed holograms. I can’t wait until B’Elanna meets you. She’ll probably kill me for creating you."
Opaca smiled. "Are you close to my patients? Tell me about them," she asked.
"Well, they, uh," Harry stammered. He suddenly remembered the request he had put in to the ship’s stores two days earlier…for extra soundproofing. His quarters were next to B’Elanna’s. She had already installed extra padding in the walls when she had been dating Tom. Harry had no idea what B’Elanna and Seven were doing every night, he just knew that he didn’t want to hear it all night long. He felt his cheeks blushing.
"A feisty pair, I take it," Opaca said.
"Um, yeah," Harry answered as he hoped he never had to witness exactly how feisty. He wasn’t sure he would survive that particular knowledge. As it was, he had way too much information about their lovelife. He had heard Seven screaming out something in Klingon one night, and his curiosity got the best of him. He repeated the phrase for the computer and asked for a translation. It offered two possible translations. The first was, "I need your Torpedoes, yes don’t be lazy," which he was pretty sure wasn’t what Seven had screamed. The second translation although most likely accurate, made him wish that he had just went back to sleep and ignored the comment completely. It hadn’t occurred to him that Seven would use profanity, certainly not the Klingon word for ‘fuck,’ and most certainly not combined with a string of other curses arranged in a rather randy set of descriptive instructions involving where and how to perform the expletives. He definitely had way too much information about the couple.
The new hologram waited patiently as she watched Harry turn an even deeper shade of red.
"Let’s get your matrix fixed and then answer questions later," Harry said. He wanted the topic changed quickly.
"As you wish," she said with a smile.
B’Elanna was sitting on one end of the in couch her quarters with Ty sleeping next her. Ty’s head was nestled on the Klingon’s lap and he was rubbing her knee while he slept. She had one hand resting on his small back and was watching Seven sitting at the opposite side of the couch. Seven was concentrating a small blanket she was attempting to knit. It was teal green and so far… it was about four inches long by two feet wide. She was frowning at the offending item. No matter how careful she was, she couldn’t get the blanket to be symmetrical.
Ty whimpered and smacked his lips in his sleep.
Seven looked down, noticing that he had dozed off, then let her eyes drift up to meet B’Elanna’s.
"He finally quick fighting and went to sleep," B’Elanna said quietly.
Seven raised eyebrow and stopped knitting. She wrapped the yarn carefully in the blanket and put it on the end table and then turned back to B’Elanna and looked down at Ty.
"Do you want me to move him to the sleeper?" Seven asked.
"Not just yet," B’Elanna said. "Let’s make sure he’s completely out." She looked over at the sleeper, a portable child’s bed with low sides. It was similar to a cradle combined with a playpen, but was designed so that the child would be kept safe from rolling around while sleeping but could easily climb out once they were awake.
"You do not fool me, Be’nal," Seven said that she reached out and put her hand over B’Elanna’s on Ty’s back. "You just want to steal a few more moments with him."
B’Elanna smiled, but didn’t deny the accusation.
"I have something to take care of," Seven said as she stood. "Enjoy your guest. I will be back shortly."
"Where are you going?" B’Elanna asked without looking up. She was staring down at Ty wondering what her daughter would look like. She hoped the baby was going to have Seven’s features.
"I will explain when I return," Seven said cryptically.
"Okay…" B’Elanna looked up and smiled at her wife. "I can’t wait to hold our daughter, my love."
Seven smiled and leaned down to kiss B’Elanna. She had intended to give her a quick, chaste kiss, but was pleasantly surprised when B’Elanna’s hand snaked around her neck and held her close while she kissed Seven deeply.
"I shall hurry." Seven caressed B’Elanna’s cheek.
"Are you sure you feel up to leaving?" B’Elanna asked.
"I am fine, love," Seven assured her. "I regenerated for many hours in Engineering as well as having a nap here."
"Hurry back…I miss you already," B’Elanna said. She blushed and looked away.
"Do not feel embarrassed for missing me, Be’nal." Seven lifted her wife’s chin and pressed her lips to B’Elanna’s in a searing kiss. "I will miss you as well. I have plans for you this evening."
"I’ll get Ty settled for the night," B’Elanna promised.
Seven walked into the corridor and paused after the door hissed shut behind her. "Computer, locate Ensign Tom Paris," she ordered.
*"Ensign Paris is in holodeck two,"* the computer responded.
Seven turned and moved quickly toward the holodeck. She was extremely unhappy with Tom Paris’ recent behavior and she knew that it had hurt B’Elanna deeply. Despite the fact that Tom and B’Elanna had broken up, she knew her wife cared for the boyish helmsman. As she had watched B’Elanna with Ty, she decided that she would try to mend the fences between Ensign Paris and herself. Being Borg, she did not believe in putting off anything. She decided that if Paris was in the holodeck, he shouldn’t object to her talking to him. It was, after all, a public location.
Opaca sighed and paced the grid in holodeck one. She was bored, tired of listening to Harry Kim and the Doctor discuss which features to give her as if she were the latest model on a shuttlecraft sales lot.
Harry shook his head. "No, that doesn’t make sense," he told the Doctor. "Why should we incorporate all of your medical training?"
"Because," the Doctor said sharply, "If we are going to have a second medical hologram, why not make it capable of helping during any emergency?"
"Oh, well, that makes sense." Harry turned to the new hologram. "Doctor Opaca? Do you have any preferences? Anything you’d like added?"
The short Bajorian turned and went over to Harry. "Actually, I’d like to meet my patients. If I’m going to deliver their child, I need to develop a relationship with them, let them grow to trust me." She looked over at the Doctor. "Especially after what happened with you," she added, though it was said with compassion, not reproach.
"Well, I…" the Doctor nodded. "I guess it is a good thing the captain agreed to this. It’s probably the best thing for everyone involved."
"From what you’ve told me," Opaca said, "Seven thinks of you as a mentor. You care deeply for her, so it is best that you have someone else to step in to take care of her."
"Hey, Doc?" Harry asked.
Both holograms turned.
"No, umm… I meant the Doc," he corrected as he pointed to Voyager’s doctor.
"Yes, Mister Kim," he asked.
"I have an idea how we can speed up the trust factor with Seven and Doctor Opaca," Harry explained.
"Really?" the Doctor asked.
"Yeah," Harry said enthusiastically. "It’s something Tom came up with when he created Fairhaven. He wanted the crew to interact on a more personal level with the characters, so he added some synthetic pheromones. He said if the holograms put off the signals that our subconscious recognized as human, we would feel closer to them."
"What?" the Doctor demanded. "Exactly which pheromones did he add to the program…and how did he get the computer to allow them to be used near the crew?"
"Well, pheromones are harmless, right?" Harry asked. "Tom just used the computer database to incorporate the different signals from the studies on human hormonal interaction. He was really excited about it. He said it would be a breakthrough in holographic design."
Opaca stepped up beside Harry. "If you’re talking about the Hamilton hormonal study of 2330, that was with strictly naturally occurring pheromones in human social interactions. It was not related to synthetic pheromones. They are quite different."
"I’ll say," the Doctor said grimly. "Prolonged exposure to some synthetic pheromones can cause emotional and psychological side effects."
"Side effects?" Harry asked, his voice cracking.
"Did he include any…sexual pheromones?" Opaca rested her hand on Harry’s shoulder.
"Ha," the Doctor said with a snort. "If you had ever met Mister Paris, I don’t think you’d have to ask that question."
"Why?" Harry asked.
"Because," Opaca explained, "Synthetic hormones…especially those involved in sexual attraction… have been found to have prolonged effects. They can make people become irrational, possessive, and even violent."
"That explains Mister Paris’ recent behavior," the Doctor said quietly. He turned to his new colleague. "Mister Paris has been exhibiting all of those behaviors."
"Anyone else?" Opaca asked.
"Well, the only characters that have the pheromonal interface are…Becca, Sullivan, and Geary, the town crier. We figured if we had too many of the characters putting off hormones it would get confusing," Harry said. He suddenly pictured Sullivan crying in his beer over the captain, and then thought about the fact that she had been ‘in love’ with the hologram. It was an irrational reaction, especially for the reserved Janeway. When she found out about the phenomenal interface, he and Tom were both going to be pulling extra duty for the rest of the flight home.
"I don’t think anyone else was effected," the Doctor said happily. "Mister Paris spent a great deal of time in the program, and most of that was with Becca, so he would have had a great deal of exposure."
"The captain," Harry said. "She was with Sullivan…a lot."
"Oh dear," the Doctor said as the ramifications hit him. The captain had known something was amiss in her relationship with the hologram, and he had counseled her to keep seeing him. "At least she broke up with him," he added, suddenly hopeful that she hadn’t been effected. "She couldn’t have done that if she was being bombarded by the pheromones."
Opaca nodded. "True, unless she had some type of extreme emotional shock that would have overrode the pheromones." She smiled at her holographic companion. "It’s in your databanks. The studies on synthetic hormones from the Jergenson case studies on Risa found that the artificial hormones could be drowned out by genuine emotional reactions."
"Of course," he said, brushing off imaginary dust from his tunic sleeve. "My databanks are extensive."
"Our databanks," she corrected.
"Umm…doctors?" Harry asked. "What are we gonna do about Tom?"
"Oh, yes," the Doctor responded. He looked over at Harry with a worried expression. "We should find him, of course, and make sure that no one else runs the Fairhaven program. Hopefully it requires massive amounts of exposure to have any effect."
"Ensign Kim?" Doctor Opaca asked. "Can you give us the specs on the pheromonal interface so that we can figure out how much the various crewmembers were exposed to?"
"Sure," Harry said as he went to the console to get the information. "I just hope Tom stays away from Seven and B’Elanna until we can get him back to normal."
"We’ll contact him as soon as we take a look at these specs. Even Mister Paris can’t get into any trouble in an hour or so," the Doctor said.
Chapter 33: The Boiling Point
Seven reached the holodeck and saw that the Fairhaven program was in use, but then noticed that there were security lockouts in effect. The Fairhaven program was supposed to be open to all of the crew, so Seven felt justified when she used her Borg algorithms to override the lockout. She walked into the program and went to the bar, the most likely place to find Ensign Paris. She expected to find him with the holographic bartender. She found him, and he was with a hologram, but it was not the bartender.
Seven reached out and steadied herself on the oak table near the door. Her Borg enhanced left hand crushed the wooden frame as she watched Tom Paris laying on top of a hologram on the bar. The hologram was a well designed replica of B'Elanna, and the holographic B'Elanna seemed to be enjoying the exchange.
"Tell me it's me you want," Tom told the hologram as he kissed her neck.
"It's you, Tom. It's always been you," the holo-B'Elanna said. "I was just killing time with that Borg."
"I knew it," Tom said smugly. "And that bastard child?" he asked. "Why?"
"It's you I want, Tom. She wanted the kid, not me," the fake B'Elanna said as she wrapped her legs around Tom's waist.
Seven decided that any fence mending with Tom Paris was a waste of time. Her time would be better spent constructing a casket for him, because she was going to kill him.
"Deactivate Torres hologram," Seven ordered. Her voice was shaking almost as much as her clenched fists were.
Tom's body dropped to the bar, having lost his artificial B'Elanna body pillow. "What the hell?" he asked as his face hit the oak bar.
Seven moved toward him in a slow, deliberate arch, taking note of the possible tactical uses of every chair, glass, and table. Her face was contorted with rage and indignation that he would copulate with a replica of her wife.
"You!" Tom yelled when he saw Seven coming toward him. "This is a private program. What the hell are you doing here?" He jumped down and stood to his full height. He felt his own rage growing as the woman who took B'Elanna from him now took his holographic Lana as well. He wasn't going to stand for it.
"A private program?" she asked. Her voice was now strangely calm as she watched his anger rippling to the surface. Every species she had assimilated gave her insight into humanoid behavior, and every one of those instincts told her that this man was about to snap. "You dare replicate my wife? Dishonor her by using her image as a concubine? You dare ask me what I am doing here?"
"Get out." Tom moved over to her and glared daggers at her. His jaw trembled as he tried to clamp down his hatred.
"No," Seven said defiantly. She linked her hands behind her back and tilted her head to the side.
"Fine by me," he responded. He leaned back and swung at her with his entire weight behind his punch.
Seven saw the blow coming and shifted her jaw to one side an instant before it hit. The minute adjustment took most of the force out of the hit, but he was still able to connect with her face. She felt her lip split and her warm blood trickled down her chin. She smiled.
Tom stared in disbelief. He had just hit Seven…a woman…a pregnant woman. He had hit B'Elanna's wife… B'Elanna's pregnant wife. He was going to die. B'Elanna would rip his heart out of his chest and devour it in front of him. Then he saw the smile on Seven's face, a dangerous and primal smile, more like a snarl. B'Elanna wouldn't get a chance to kill him. Seven would rip him in half before B'Elanna ever knew what happened.
"Seven…" Tom began. He looked at the blood dripping off her chin staining the pale purple blouse she was wearing.
"Thank you," Seven said coolly as she stepped toward him.
"Huh?" he asked, backing away from the exBorg.
"I am now completely justified in whatever action I take," she explained. She stalked him like the prey he had become, sliding chairs out of her way when he would duck behind them seeking refuge.
"Uh, Seven… I didn't mean to hit you… besides, what does it hurt if I have my own Lana?" Even in the face of a predatory Borg he didn't have enough sense to stop claiming B'Elanna.
"She is not yours," Seven stated as she grabbed a chair with one hand and tossed it completely across the bar. It landed almost five feet up the wall, shattering on impact. "She is not even mine. She is her own. No one has the right to replicate her for their depraved interests." She grabbed another chair and tossed it in the opposite direction. This chair hit the window and crashed through it.
"When I was with her, she was mine," Tom taunted. "She's just staying with you because of … that," he yelled, pointing at her belly. "She thought she'd never get back to Voyager…to me… so she settled for you."
"That will no longer be an issue," Seven said calmly. "You will not be on board Voyager."
"Oh really, where will I be?" he asked.
Becca, the holographic bartender, came wandering in, curious about the chair that had come flying out of the tavern's front window. Seven was momentarily distracted.
Tom used the opportunity and shoved a chair at Seven and then moved along the wall to escape. The chair slammed into Seven's leg, causing her to spin back toward him. Tom ducked behind Becca, using her as an impromptu bodyguard.
"Now, lassie, what is the problem?" Becca asked.
Seven reached up and snapped the hologram's neck in almost the exact way B'Elanna had weeks earlier. Her body dropped to the floor and Tom was now facing Seven, with the wall at his back and nowhere to run. Then he made the worst mistake of the already disastrous night, he swung at Seven again.
She caught his fist in her hand and squeezed. She squeezed as he dropped to the floor screaming, she squeezed as she heard the bones in his hand shatter, and she continued squeezing until she heard him whimper like a whipped dog. She let his hand drop from hers and grabbed him by the collar of his shirt. He was trying to hold his shattered hand and let out a whelp as she lifted him into the air and pinned him to the wall.
"For as long as I can remember," Seven said in a whisper. "You have made distasteful remarks about me… rude, sexually charged comments. Well, I am about to make one of your wishes come true."
"What?" he asked. ‘I'm scared spitless, and now Seven is coming onto me?' he thought.
"When I came on board…you frequently commented when I entered a room that you would, ‘let her assimilate me any day,'" Seven said. "Well, any day is here." She reached up and held him in place with her right hand and eased back her left hand. She held it up in front of him as the assimilation tubules erupted from the back of her wrist and wriggled like tiny cobras looking for a victim.
"You're bluffing," he whispered, praying he was right.
"The Federation thought the Borg were bluffing at Wolf 359," Seven said as she moved her hand toward his throat. "Borg do not bluff," she said as the tubules danced across his skin.
"No," he whimpered. He vaguely felt a warmth spreading from the inside of his leg moving down to his thigh. He wondered if that was what assimilation felt like, then realized he had just lost control of his bladder.
The captain led Nara and Tach down the corridor toward the holodeck. The two Narians had joined her for dinner. It gave her a much-needed break from the daily grind of being Captain. After a light meal, Tach had asked to see the holodeck, something he had heard B'Elanna explain in detail. He understood the way it looked and the way it worked, but he was intrigued to see how holograms could seem to have substance.
"You can't be serious?" Kathryn asked Nara. The captain was laughing, trying to retain some composure as she almost snorted. It was difficult considering that she had heard a litany of stories about B'Elanna and Seven, many extremely humorous and all giving her insight into the love her two officers shared.
"Oh, I'm serious," Nara said with an evil grin. "Every morning, B'Elanna would make hot raspberry tea and bring it to Seven in bed. That woman is so spoiled. I swear, Seven couldn't wake up without it."
"Seven's never had any trouble getting up early. Not ever," Kathryn said.
Nara looked at the captain skeptically then smiled in understanding. "That was before she had her feisty wife keeping her up all night."
"Nara," Tach exclaimed.
"Oh, please," Nara said to him. "I know how much sleep we lost just living next to them. I can't even imagine how exhausting their late-night antics must be. It's a miracle they survived at all."
Janeway tried not to react, but she felt her cheeks warm as she blushed.
"You're embarrassing the captain," Tach said.
"Not at all," Kathryn said diplomatically. "I'm just not used to thinking about those two as a couple," she said honestly.
"Great goddess," Tach said. "I can't imagine those two not together. I've never seen a more fated bond."
"I'm beginning to see that," Janeway said as they neared the holodeck. "And I assure you, they won't be keeping you up on board Voyager. Our soundproofing is state-of-the-art," she added with a wry grin. She didn't add that the crewmembers on each side of B'Elanna's quarters had recently requisitioned extra soundproofing.
The doors to the turbolift opened and Samantha and Naomi Wildman rushed out, ready for an adventure with Flotter. The Captain's Bridge Assistant smiled when she saw Janeway and she looked at the newcomers with interest.
Samantha Wildman stood at attention, her instincts as an ensign overriding the fact that she was off duty. "Ma'am," she said formally.
"At ease," Janeway said warmly. "You're off duty."
Tach stared at the child and a huge grin covered his features. "Great goddess above and below," he said with a laugh. "You must be Naomi Wildman."
"Yes," Naomi answered.
"By the goddess, I thought Seven was exaggerating," Nara said as she knelt in front of the younger Wildman.
"Are you Seven and B'Elanna's friends from the planet?" Naomi asked.
The Captain cleared her throat. "May I introduce Tach and Nara." She smiled at the Narians. "This is indeed Naomi Wildman, my Bridge Assistant. I'm sure she can answer any questions that you have about my ship." She glanced over at Ensign Wildman who beamed proudly. "This is Ensign Samantha Wildman, a valued member of my crew."
"A supreme pleasure to meet you," Tach said as he looked up at Samantha Wildman.
"Yes," Nara added. "Tell me, little one, did Seven tell you about your namesake?"
"Uh huh," Naomi responded. "Do I really look like a cow?" she asked, scrunching her face up.
"No," Tach assured her. "It's just that the cutest little calf had the same color fur as your lovely hair." He reached out and smoothed her bangs out of her eyes. "And it had the same adorable spikes."
"I wish I could have seen it," Naomi said quietly. "I've never met anyone else with spikes."
Nara looked at Janeway for an answer, but Samantha responded.
"Naomi's father is in the Alpha Quadrant. She's the only Katarian on board," Samantha said as she rubbed Naomi's back.
"Well," Nara said as she stood. "I wish I were lucky enough to have spikes. Maybe then Tach would listen to me," she added as she gave her spouse a gentle head butt.
The doors to holodeck one opened and Harry Kim rushed out followed closely by the Doctor. The dark haired Ensign almost knocked over his captain before he could stop.
"What's the hurry, Mister Kim?" Janeway asked with a bit of a smile. She rested her hand on his shoulder and moved slightly back.
"Uh, Tom… Seven," he managed as he looked over at the door to holodeck two.
"What?" Janeway demanded. She had been very clear when she had ordered Seven to rest, and she had been equally clear that Paris was to stay away from Seven.
"Captain," the Doctor said hurriedly. "Can we discuss this later? Right now Ensign Paris is under the effects of his own misguided holo-programming and he is with Seven."
"Let's go," Janeway said as she stepped out of the way. She followed them to the other holodeck with Nara and Tach in tow. Samantha kept Naomi in the corridor, but waited to see what was happening.
The captain followed Harry and the Doctor into the Fairhaven program. She was surprised by the feeling of dread the once familiar setting now caused within her. She wondered how she could have ever spent time in this fantasy world when she had a real life on board Voyager. Her musings were interrupted by a terrified scream coming from the tavern.
They ran toward the sound and saw a broken chair on its side on top of the shattered glass that used to be the tavern's window. Janeway grabbed Harry's arm and pushed her way to the front of the caravan and she entered the bar first.
She saw Seven holding Tom pressed against the wall with his feet swinging underneath him.
Seven stared Tom in the eyes, then dropped him to the floor. He fell to his knees and looked down at his legs, quickly confirming that he had indeed wet his pants.
"Borg do not bluff," Seven repeated. "Be thankful that I am no longer Borg." She let her hands drop to her sides and turned to leave, surprised to see Harry, the Doctor, and most disturbing…the captain, standing in the doorway. Nara and Tach joined the small group and stood behind them.
Janeway began to give Seven her most lethal force ten Janeway glare, but the exdrone didn't even flinch. Then captain noticed the blood on Seven chin and blouse, and Janeway flinched. "What happened?" she asked, concern filling her voice.
"Computer, activate Torres hologram," Seven said as she stopped in front of Janeway. She raised her eyebrow and the Borg eyepiece that framed it.
Janeway watched as a holographic B'Elanna appeared and instantly ran to Tom, who was curled into a ball on the floor. He hadn't even looked up when the captain and the others had entered.
"Tom, darling, what happened?" the holo-B'Elanna asked as she stroked his back soothingly. She looked over at Seven and frowned. "I can't believe I ever put up with you, Borg. Tom is the only one I want."
Janeway bit her lip and let out a disgusted sigh. "Computer, end program," she ordered. The Fairhaven program disappeared, leaving the room black with yellow grid lines. Tom remained huddled on the floor even as the Doctor rushed over and began scanning him.
"What did you do to him?" Janeway asked. She was thankful that Paris was still in relatively good condition. It was strictly against protocol and good taste to use holograms based on crewmembers. Using Seven's wife went beyond all rational thought considering the amount of devotion she had displayed.
"More than you would have preferred," Seven told Janeway, "less than he deserved."
"Did he do this?" Kathryn asked as she wiped the blood from Seven chin.
"He struck me. When he attempted to hit me again, I…stopped him." Seven looked over at the Helmsman who had finally sat up.
"She tried to assimilate me," Tom said. He looked down at the puddle he was sitting in and blushed.
"Had I attempted to assimilate you, you would already be a drone," Seven pointed out.
"Doctor, how is he?" Harry asked as he moved closer to his friend.
"His brain chemistry is completely out of balance. I can't believe you two manipulated pheromones," the Doctor said as he shook his head.
"It wasn't my idea," Harry whined.
"Mister Paris," the Doctor said as he yanked Tom to his feet. "Your hand is broken. You should report directly to sickbay…" he paused and looked down at Tom's trousers, "Have the replicator in sickbay make you some pants." He gave Tom a hypospray injection to ease the pain of his injury and then pushed him toward the door.
"What's wrong with him? Other than his hand?" Janeway asked as she moved over to the Doctor.
"It's a long story," the hologram stalled. He didn't want to explain that she had been slipped a hormonal mickey that had caused her to sleep with a hologram and think that she was in love with it.
"We're 35,000 light years from home…I think I have time to hear it," Janeway replied.
Tach moved to Seven and placed his large, meaty hand on her shoulder, turning her toward him. "How are you?" he asked as he inspected her split lip.
"I am… angry," Seven said carefully.
"Hey," Nara yelled at the Doctor. "She's bleeding over here. Aren't you gonna' do something?"
"Ah, yes," he said happily. "Duty calls," he told the captain and hurried off.
Tom Paris entered sickbay to find the Doctor waiting, and next to the hologram was the captain. He had decided to change in his quarters, too embarrassed to walk through the entire ship with soaked trousers. It was a decision he was regretting. The painkiller the Doctor had given him had dulled the pain, but when Tom had moved around to change clothes, it had aggravated the injury. All he wanted now was to get the thing healed.
"Uh… ma'am," he said quietly. He suddenly wondered if changing his pants was such a good idea because the look the captain was giving him almost made him soil the clean pair he was wearing.
"Get over here, Mister Paris," the Doctor said as he pointed to the biobed. "We need to fix that hand of yours."
"It hurts like hell, Doc." Tom carefully jumped onto the biobed. "Why didn't you mend it in the holodeck?"
"Given the volatile nature of the company, I thought getting you out of the holodeck as quickly as possible seemed prudent," the Doctor explained. "I expected you to report directly here. You are a medical assistant. I thought you could administer your own analgesics." He scanned Tom's hand and then moved the medical tricorder up to scan his head. "Well, your brain chemistry has stabilized. Now we just have to get it back to normal."
"What are you talking about?" Tom asked.
"Your Fairhaven program," Janeway said as she moved closer. Her voice was like dry ice, just as cold and just as likely to burn. "Your little addition of pheromones seems to have created all kinds of problems… your hitting Seven is just the latest symptom. If the Doctor hadn't explained to me that you are not acting under your own free will, you'd be in the brig right now."
"I can't believe I did that," Tom said quietly. "Hey?" He looked up at the Doctor. "What do you mean I'm not acting under my own free will?"
"The pheromones you exposed yourself to…and the rest of the crew… are dangerous. They stimulated your own…baser reactions," the Doctor told him. "Let's just hope Lieutenant Torres thinks you should be shown leniency."
"How's Seven?" Tom asked. He looked down at his feet while the Doctor mended his broken hand.
"Fine," the Doctor said cheerfully. "Better than you. She broke almost every bone in your hand."
"You should leave it," Tom said, disgusted by his own behavior. "I can't believe she didn't kill me."
Janeway moved to the table and cleared her throat. "That's not in her nature. Even after you attacked her…" The captain winced as she remembered the swollen and bloody wound on Seven's lip. "She wouldn't kill you." Janeway smiled, trying to lighten the moment. "Now, if you had hit B'Elanna… I don't think any amount of security could have kept Seven from tossing you out an airlock."
"I'd never hit Lana," Tom said angrily, then realized that he wouldn't have expected himself to hit Seven. "But I see your point."
"There you are," the Doctor said with a smug smile. "Good as new. Now, all I have to do is get your brain chemistry back in order."
"Oh, I can't believe this," Tom groaned as he tested his freshly healed hand. "Was anyone else effected?"
"Apparently, yes," Janeway said with disgust.
"Who?" Tom asked, then he realized the captain wasn't hanging out in sickbay to comfort him. "Oh, Captain…I'm sorry…Sullivan…"
"Until further notice, Mister Paris, you are restricted from any access to the holodeck controls," Janeway said. "I need to have an engineering team go through every program and make sure there's no bleed-through into any other characters."
"Yes, ma'am." Tom sighed. "I'm just glad you didn't have any of the problems I did. At least the Sullivan program didn't screw up your life."
"Yes," Janeway said as she went back to her own biobed. She almost laughed out loud. Hadn't screwed up her life? She made a fool of herself by swooning over a hologram and that foolish behavior drove Seven out of her life forever. True, she was happy for B'Elanna and Seven, but she couldn't stop wondering…what if?
"If I hadn't messed up with this program," Tom said as he picked at the blanket under him, "I'd still be with B'Elanna."
"And she wouldn't be happy," Janeway said with complete conviction. "I know that you don't want to hear this, Tom…" ‘Hell, I don't want to hear it either,' she thought. "But B'Elanna and Seven are happy. Not only happy, they're right for each other. You and B'Elanna were always bickering over something. If it hadn't been your holographic…transgression…it would have been something else."
"Yeah, well…" the comment died on Tom's lips as realized that he may still have a chance. If he went to B'Elanna and explained that he wasn't in control when he slept with Becca… B'Elanna would be honor bound to forgive him. And if it hadn't been for that…they would still be together. He could challenge her marriage to Seven.
"I don't like that look in your eyes," Janeway said dangerously. "I don't want you having any contact with B'Elanna or Seven until the Doctor says you are completely back to normal."
"Yes, ma'am," he said happily. He could wait… after all, B'Elanna wasn't going anywhere. He glanced over at Janeway, wondering how she could tell with one look what he was thinking. ‘She must be part Betazoid,' he finally decided.
Seven stood outside the door to her quarters. She had just walked Tach and Nara to their guest accommodations. Naomi Wildman had assisted her, telling the visitors all about Voyager's systems as they had walked to the VIP quarters. Afterwards, Seven had walked home alone, thinking about the pheromonal interface. Tom Paris wasn't responsible for his actions, at least not completely. The Doctor compared his condition to being under the influence of a strong mind altering drug that brought out all of his more animalistic actions. She wondered what B'Elanna would say. Would she forgive him? Would she be forced to reconsider breaking up with him? She knew B'Elanna loved her completely but she wondered if her wife would feel bound by honor to reconcile with Paris. She took a deep breath and then went to face her fate.
B'Elanna was leaning across the kitchenette counter trying to reach a candle from behind a stack of data padds. She stood and turned, smiling at her wife. "Welcome home, my darling."
Seven stared, her jaw dropping. No matter how may times she saw B'Elanna, each time she was amazed by her beauty. B'Elanna was wearing a floor length, blood red nightgown. It had thin straps that tended to slip off of her shoulders and it clung to the sensual curves of her nubile form, making Seven forget what she had been thinking about.
"Cat got your tongue?" B'Elanna asked as she moved closer. She had the lights down low to make it easier for Ty to sleep and to add to the mood. Ty was in his sleeper, content, and not going to wake anytime soon.
"You… are…" Seven blushed and looked down at the carpeting. "I do not have words to describe your beauty."
"Why don't you come to bed and show me?" B'Elanna suggested. She let her hand trail across Seven's neck, lingering on her spine and then moving down her arm and taking Seven by the hand. "Come with me, Be'nal."
Seven followed, still looking at the carpet. They reached the bed and B'Elanna lifted Seven's chin and leaned in to kiss her. Her Klingon nostrils flared as she took in the scent of fresh blood.
"What is it?" Seven asked as she leaned down to capture her wife's full lips.
"Where were you?" B'Elanna asked. She rubbed both of Seven's arms as she looked at the exdrone's face for any sign of injury.
Seven closed her eyes and sighed deeply.
B'Elanna's eyes moved down to Seven's blouse and she noticed a discolored area. She recognized it as a bloodstain that had been washed out. "What happened? Are you all right?" She touched Seven's face, inspecting her more intensely.
"I am fine," Seven said. She opened her eyes and smiled weakly. "I went to ‘make things right' with Ensign Paris. It did not go well."
"Did he hurt you?" B'Elanna's eyes widened. "Pa'Tach! I'll kill him."
"No, love," Seven said as she held B'Elanna close to her. She could feel the Klingon's pulse increasing under her fingers so she slowly caressed her exposed skin to soothe her. "I am fine. He is not…responsible for what happened."
B'Elanna studied Seven's expression. Her wife was deeply upset, the stress lines around her eyes proving that she was frightened as well. "Seven, did you… did you hurt him? Is that his blood?" She pointed to the watermark on Seven's blouse, intentionally not asking if her wife had killed him. She knew Seven had a temper, but she would never kill a fellow crewmember.
"I cannot fool you. Your Klingon sense of smell is fine-tuned for blood," Seven stalled.
"Tell me," B'Elanna pleaded. She was getting worried.
"The holodeck program…Fairhaven… when Ensign Paris created it, he added synthetic pheromones to the matrix," Seven explained. She wanted to make sure that her wife knew Paris hadn't been in control before she mentioned being hit.
"What an ass," B'Elanna said as she shook her head. "Won't he ever grow up?"
"An ass indeed," Seven said. "The pheromones have been making him act irrationally, possessive, and… aggressive."
"Does the Doctor know?" B'Elanna asked. She was concerned, Tom was an immature idiot, but she didn't want him to see him ill.
"Yes, he is treating the imbalance as we speak." Seven eased past B'Elanna and took her own Nightgown off of the bed. B'Elanna had carefully arranged a sapphire blue gown on the bed for the exdrone. "As well as…other injuries."
"Seven, you're scaring me. Please tell me what happened." B'Elanna gently massaged Seven's shoulders and kissed her neck. She moved the thick blonde braid aside and let her lips linger beneath Seven's ear.
"I injured him," Seven whispered. "I did not know he was under the pheromonal effects."
"What happened?" B'Elanna gently prompted as she turned Seven around.
"He… had a hologram… of you, and then he… he struck me." Seven bit her lip.
"I don't care what his excuse is…I'm going to tear his heart out," B'Elanna said. Her eyes flashed and her body straightened and every muscle twitched with rage. "Where did he hit you? Are you sure you're okay?"
Seven nodded. "He split my lip…but my retaliation was…extreme."
B'Elanna felt her heart skip a beat. The thought of Seven being injured made her stomach clench.
"Oh, Be'nal," she whispered as she touched Seven's lip with her fingers. Her touch was impossibly gentle, testing the sensual flesh for any injury. She leaned forward and kissed her wife's lips. "Tell me," she whispered. She could feel the tension in Seven's body without even touching her. When she connected with her lips, she knew that Seven was struggling to hold herself together. "I'm here," B'Elanna promised as she gathered her wife into her arms.
"I broke his hand," Seven whispered. "Lana, I wanted to hurt him. I wanted to hurt him so much." She took in a shaking breath. "I wanted to make him pay for the hologram, for trying to break us up, and most of all … for hurting you."
"I'm guessing this hologram was not just playing Kadis-Kot with him?" B'Elanna kissed Seven's temple.
"Not any variation of Kadis-kot that I have seen." Seven laughed.
"I would have broken more than his hand," B'Elanna admitted. She ran her hand down Seven's back, caressing the tense muscles she found. "I can't believe he did that. I want to see the Doctor's proof that he wasn't responsible for these things… otherwise he has an appointment with my bat'tleth."
"I already spoke with the Doctor… while he healed my lip." Seven eased back so that she could look into B'Elanna's eyes. "It was not his fault. I injured a man who was innocent."
"Not innocent," B'Elanna corrected. "He did all those things. And no matter what the Doctor says…I will not forgive him for hitting you."
"You must. Honor demands it." Seven's lip trembled.
"What are you talking about?" B'Elanna asked. She was more concerned with the brokenhearted look on her wife's face than the question of honor.
"He was not in his right mind. You must forgive him…just as you must forgive him for…sleeping with the hologram before we left," Seven said. She was amazed that she had been able to say the words without her heart stopping inside her chest. "And if you forgive that… there would be no reason to break up with him." Seven turned away, unable to look at her wife's face.
"Come back here," B'Elanna whispered. She turned Seven back to her and pressed their foreheads together. "First of all, I would gladly give up my honor before I would give up what we have." B'Elanna pulled back and lightly stroked Seven's cheek with the back of her fingers. "Second, Klingon honor wouldn't have me leave my Be'nal…the love of my life, to go back to a bumbling idiot. If I were still single, I would have the option of taking him back, but only if I still wanted him. The Klingons don't have much respect for people who can't control their own actions," B'Elanna explained. She leaned forward and rubbed her nose across Seven's. "So you can't quit worrying, I can see it was bothering you."
Seven smiled shyly. "You know me so well, my wife," Seven whispered.
"Was anyone else effected?" B'Elanna asked.
"Just the captain, but she is being treated," Seven said. "Which explains why she ‘fell in love' with a hologram."
"Oh," B'Elanna said. She suddenly felt her own irrational fears raise their heads. "So…she didn't really want to…"
"Shhh…" Seven took B'Elanna's face in both hands and locked eyes with her. Lapis blue met sable brown, both sets of eyes overflowing with devotion. "I am with the woman I love. No one could ever make we want to stray." Seven leaned over and kissed each of her wife's cheeks and then she gave her a chaste kiss on the lips. "You are more than I could ever need, all that I have dreamed of, and I will spend my life trying to be worthy."
"You complete me," B'Elanna said as her hand came up play with Seven's thick braid. "I didn't know I could love anyone as deeply as I love you. I am yours."
"Ironic," Seven said with a smile. "I told Mister Paris that I did not own you, that you belonged only to yourself."
"Well, you were wrong," B'Elanna said with a mock growl. She leaned forward and caught Seven's lip gently between her teeth and quickly flicked her tongue over the captured lip before letting go. "You own me body and soul. I was always afraid to give myself over to anyone before, but with you… I don't feel lessened by it. I like knowing that I belong to you and you to me. I feel like we're still individuals, but together we are so much stronger."
"So we are a collective?" Seven whispered as she covered B'Elanna's mouth with her own. They kissed slowly, reverently as if the earlier tension needed to be carefully washed away. B'Elanna was the first to escalate the kiss, letting her tongue ease out and request entry to Seven's mouth. Her tongue lathed across Seven's lips and teeth seeking entrance. The exdrone's mouth opened granting access and both women moaned as their tongues met.
After a few minutes of exploration, B'Elanna puled back, steadying herself against Seven's chest. "I like this collective," she said with a leer. "But I think I need more…input… to be certain."
"Indeed?" Seven smiled and pulled B'Elanna back to her. "Then I shall do my best to give you that input," Seven responded with a leer of her own. "I do not want your research to be incomplete."
"What about Ty?" B'Elanna asked as she began unbuttoning Seven's blouse.
"Let him do his own research," Seven said impatiently. She reached up and tugged her blouse over her head, sending one of the buttons flying off across the room.
B'Elanna laughed. "No, love…I mean he's in the next room," she said as she ran her hands over Seven's bra. She was loved the way Seven's nipples jumped to attention when she touched them. Even through the fabric of her bra, the pink skin puckered instantly.
"Uuh," Seven moaned and tossed her head back, pressing her chest into B'Elanna's hands. "We made love many times with him in the next room at the cabin," Seven said as she slowly lifted her head back up. Her eyes had darkened to the color of the sky on Jusari Prime just before dawn, when the sky was black shading to blue as the light broke over the horizon. "You will just have to…be quiet."
"Quiet?" B'Elanna asked incredulously as she dove forward and nipped Seven's throat. "I'm out of practice being quiet." She kissed along Seven's neck, up to her ear and began nibbling the tender lobe she found there.
Seven whimpered as she felt B'Elanna's tongue circling her earlobe. It was the exact motion Lana used on a much lower part of Seven's anatomy. She let her hands move down to the silk of B'Elanna's nightgown, loving the contrast of the cool fabric over B'Elanna's heated flesh. Klingons had a higher temperature than humans, something that Seven had found many enjoyable uses for. She loved the way B'Elanna felt pressed against her in the night, the way a single touch would fill her with heat, and especially how B'Elanna's mouth felt when pressed to her most intimate flesh.
"Close the door," Seven said with growl. "I want your mouth elsewhere."
"Yes, my love," B'Elanna said with a giggle. She trotted to the door, pausing to take a peak across the living room to where Ty was sound asleep, then closed the door. "Now what?" B'Elanna asked innocently as she turned back around. "Oh, sweet Kahless," B'Elanna said when she saw her wife. She had to lean against the wall, having gone literary weak in the knees.
Seven had managed to rip off her clothes and put on the deep blue nightgown in the few seconds it had taken B'Elanna to check on Ty. She was stretched across the fur blanket on her back, with her hands linked behind her head and had a decidedly devious smirk on her lips.
"You think I resemble an overweight Klingon in need of a tooth sharpening?" Seven asked as she sat up and arched her back.
B'Elanna shook her head as she watched Seven lick her lips, wetting every centimeter of the tender skin.
"Let me make love to you, Be'nal," Seven whispered.
B'Elanna could only nod as she sprinted to the bed.
Chapter 34: Family
Seven wasn't sure what had awakened her from a sound sleep, but she rolled over and opened her eyes anyway. She glanced around the room, noticing the candles on the nightstand and knew that she must have slept for a few hours. The last thing she remembered after making love with B'Elanna was drifting off to sleep while watching those same candles. They had now burned almost complete away. Seven shifted her weight and rolled onto her back, smiling when B'Elanna whined and tightened her grip around the blonde's waist.
An unfamiliar sensation made Seven pause and put her hand on her belly, then she grabbed B'Elanna's arm and gently squeezed it.
"Lana, wake up," Seven said. She turned her head and looked at her wife. B'Elanna's eyes fluttered but didn't open. "B'Elanna, wake up," Seven said a little louder.
"What?" B'Elanna asked as her eyes shot open. "What's wrong?" She sat up and stared down at Seven. "Are you okay? What's wrong?" Her hair was tussled from hours of lovemaking and her eyes were blurred, but she focused on Seven.
"Nothing is wrong," Seven said as she grabbed B'Elanna's hand and moved it to her stomach.
"Then why did you wake me up?" B'Elanna asked as she tried to slow her racing heart. She wasn't completely awake yet, and began settling down beside Seven. "What was that?" B'Elanna asked as she pressed her hand closer to Seven's belly.
"That is why I woke you," Seven answered. She moved B'Elanna's hand a few inches to the left and pressed it against her skin. "There," Seven said with a grin.
"She's kicking," B'Elanna said. Her eyes widened and she shifted onto her side and repositioned her hand. "Oh, my god, she's kicking in there."
"Yes, she is." Seven nodded and laced her fingers over B'Elanna's.
B'Elanna was overwhelmed and looked into Seven's eyes. "That's our daughter," she said quietly. "Thank you, for waking me," she added before she leaned over and quickly kissed Seven. "Do you think she's knows we're here?" B'Elanna looked back down toward Seven's belly.
"I doubt she has the cognitive ability at this point…" Seven began, then smiled brightly. "But… I feel… yes, she does."
"I think so, too." B'Elanna laughed and crawled under the blankets and began placing fleeting kisses on Seven's stomach. Seven was wearing her blue nightgown, having put it on in case she needed to get up during the night to take care of Ty. B'Elanna's kisses tickled Seven's belly beneath the satiny fabric. "Hey, little one, what are you doing up so late?" B'Elanna asked the baby…or rather, Seven's belly. "Don't you know it's the middle of the night, wa'machwI,'?" she asked, calling the child little one in Klingon.
"Be'nal," Seven said indulgently, "she cannot see anything from her present location. How could she know what time it is?"
"Oh, hush," B'Elanna said with a laugh and then growled at Seven. She gasped when the baby kicked again.
"Apparently, she likes hearing her mother growl," Seven pointed out.
B'Elanna raised an eyebrow and then began growling again. She put her mouth directly onto Seven's belly and continued growling. Seven squirmed.
"Hold still," B'Elanna ordered playfully and then growled onto Seven's belly again.
"It tickles," Seven said as she tried to pull B'Elanna's face away from her.
"Hey," B'Elanna said with mock harshness. "I'm bonding with my daughter." She grabbed the blankets and covered her head and went back to her growling. "There see? She likes it," B'Elanna said from under the blankets when the baby kicked again. She began tickling Seven's ribs. "Or maybe she likes to feel you squirm."
"Stop," Seven said, but she was giggling, taking away the effect of her complaint.
B'Elanna's growls became louder from underneath the blankets.
Seven heard a muted hiss and turned in time to see Ty crawling into the room. She gripped B'Elanna, trying to drag her out from under the covers.
"Bear?" Ty asked as he used the side of the bed to pull himself up. "Ba get bad bear?"
B'Elanna's head poked out from under the blankets. "Ty?"
"How did he know how to open the door?" Seven asked accusingly.
"Umm well… we were playing hide and seek earlier…and I may have showed him how to open the door," B'Elanna said sheepishly.
"Indeed," Seven said as she lifted Ty onto the bed. She smiled as he snuggled down between his two aunts. "And if he had happened to have come in several hours ago?" Seven asked.
"Well…he didn't," B'Elanna pointed out.
"My Ba," Ty said as he tugged at B'Elanna's arm. He wanted her up on the pillow where she belonged. She moved up, wrapping her arm over Ty and resting her palm on Seven's belly.
"My Ba," Seven whispered as she stretched out and kissed B'Elanna's forehead.
"Evan, ing… peaz," Ty asked.
"Yes," B'Elanna said. "Evan… sing…please."
Seven rolled her eyes and looked over at her wife. "What would you like me to sing?"
"Cowboy zong," Ty answered as he sat up.
B'Elanna groaned and covered her head with the pillow.
Janeway entered the mess hall, pausing to smile and wave hello to the crewmembers having breakfast. She saw Nara and Tach sitting with Neelix and headed over to them.
"Good morning," Nara said as the captain neared the table. "How are you feeling?"
"Much better, thank you," Janeway responded. "Mind if I join you?"
"Please," Tach said with a smile.
"Oh, yes, Captain," Neelix chimed in and then stood. "Let me get you some coffee."
"You're a lifesaver, Mister Neelix," Janeway said as she settled onto the low bench.
"I'm glad you joined us," Nara said as soon as Neelix disappeared. "There is something we need to ask you."
"Of course," Janeway said. "What can I do for you?"
Nara looked to Tach. He nodded and cleared his throat.
"We would like to ask B'Elanna and Seven something, but we thought we should ask you first," he explained.
"What is it?" Janeway asked. She had the distinct feeling she wasn't going to like the question.
"Well, you know we care very much for them both," Nara said as she leaned forward. "And Ty adores them."
"Yes…" Janeway nodded.
"Well," Nara continued. "Tach's brother had a settlement next to ours, but he wasn't…cut out for farming. He gave it to us. We would like to offer it to B'Elanna and Seven."
"I see," Janeway responded carefully. "That decision is up to them," she added, though she hoped they would choose to stay. Not only were both women valuable members of the crew, they were also close friends.
"Well, we thought we should clear it with you first," Tach said.
"I appreciate that," Janeway said. "But I would never keep them from something they want. I will, however, say that I hope they stay on board. I'd hate to lose them."
"Mama," Ty yelled as B'Elanna carried him into the mess hall.
Nara looked up and smiled. "Come here, you," she said as she held up her arms. B'Elanna moved toward her. A few moments later Seven came into the room holding Naomi Wildman's hand.
"Good morning," B'Elanna handed Ty to his mother.
"How did you sleep?" Tach asked his son.
"Ba and Evan played bear," Ty volunteered.
"Played bear?" Naomi asked as she sat next to Nara.
"How are you, Naomi?" Nara pulled Naomi closer.
"Ba got Evan," Ty said. He reached out grabbed a nearby fork and Nara struggled to take it away from him.
"Yes, my son," Nara said with a wicked grin. "Ba tends to do that."
"B'Elanna was feeling the baby move," Seven clarified. Her face was as red as Janeway had ever seen it.
"She kicked for the first time last night," B'Elanna added as she sat next to her wife and rested a hand on Seven's belly.
"You shouldn't kick your wife," Tach told Seven, his eyes sparkling mischievously.
"The baby kicked," Seven said.
"Of course it did," Nara said.
"Of course," Janeway added.
"Uh huh," Tach said.
"She was playing with the baby," Seven insisted.
"Of course she was," Nara said.
Seven was beginning to whither under the embarrassing scrutiny when the baby kicked as if on cue. She smiled and looked at B'Elanna who had also felt it.
"I think that's even harder than it was last night," B'Elanna said as she looked down at Seven's belly.
"Indeed," Seven said. "I believe she gets her temperament from you," she told B'Elanna.
"Hey," B'Elanna whined, but smiled.
"Can I feel?" Naomi asked.
"Of course," Seven said. "Come over here next to me." She guided Naomi's hand to her belly and pressed her tiny fingers against her stomach.
"I don't feel anything," Naomi said.
"Just wait a second, Squirt," B'Elanna said. She edged Naomi's hand toward her.
"Wow," Naomi said when she felt the flutter under her fingers.
Neelix returned with the captain's coffee and saw the commotion. He handed Janeway her mug and knelt next to Naomi. "May I?"
Seven nodded and leaned back to give the furry chef access to her belly. From there, a small crowd gathered, eager to feel the tiny kicks. Janeway stayed seated, not wanting to interfere, and also not quite ready to be that involved with the reality of the pregnancy. It was one thing to be happy for the couple, but it was something else all together to rest her hand on the belly of the woman she still had some unresolved feelings for.
Later that afternoon, B'Elanna insisted that Seven go for a check up with the Doctor. She wasn't taking any chances with her wife or daughter's health. She wanted Seven to have daily check ups until the Doctor assured her that Seven was out of danger.
"I do not wish to see…him," Seven said coldly. She paused in the corridor, trying to convince B'Elanna to let her visit with Nara and Tach instead of seeing the hologram who had tried to terminate her pregnancy.
"I know, love," B'Elanna said as she took Seven's hand. "I'm not too thrilled with him either, but what choice do we have? You need medical attention. I'll be with you the whole time."
"All right." Seven nodded and gripped her wife's hand as they neared the door to sickbay.
The Doctor turned when the doors to sickbay opened. "Seven, are you ill?" he asked.
"No," she said coldly.
"I thought she should have a check up, just to make sure she's still okay," B'Elanna said.
"I take it you are not thrilled with the idea?" he asked Seven.
"Thrilled is the last thing I am," the exdrone stated. "But I have no other option."
"Actually," he said quietly. "Thanks to Mister Kim and I, you do have another option."
"Explain," Seven said. She pulled B'Elanna closer to her side.
Less than a half-hour later, Seven and B'Elanna were in the holodeck staring at Doctor Opaca.
"Seven, it's wonderful to meet you," Opaca said. "And you B'Elanna, I've heard a great deal about you." She motioned for Seven to move onto the biobed. Harry had programmed a medical bay into the holodeck because he didn't think Seven wanted to be anywhere near the Doctor for the time being. "Are you having any pain?" Opaca asked as Seven sat on the examination bed.
"No," Seven said. She glanced over at B'Elanna and smirked almost imperceptibly. "My wife wanted to be certain that I did not have a relapse."
"Not likely, given the nature of your problem," Opaca said. She looked over at B'Elanna and smiled. Her nose ridges crinkled and her eyes sparkled warmly. "But it is perfectly normal for a first time mother to be nervous."
"Excuse me," Seven said as she tilted her head to one side. "But how do I know that you will not make the same decisions as the Doctor?"
Opaca nodded and stepped back. "Because, my matrix is based on a Bajorian physician. They value the patient's beliefs and wishes above all else. I am also versed in Starfleet medical ethics, which prohibit me from taking any action you forbid, additionally, Mister Kim added a subroutine that will not allow me to ignore either of those qualifying factors."
"What do you think about that, Doctor?" B'Elanna asked. She stood next to Seven, her hand resting on the former Borg's knee.
"I don't think it is necessary, but it doesn't bother me," Opaca said. "I find the Doctor's actions reprehensible. You should never have been put in the situation to fight your doctor for the life of your child."
"Pleasant words," Seven said carefully. "But I will reserve judgment until I get to know you better."
"A wise choice," Opaca said with a smile. "I suggest that you examine the matrix parameters. It might help you feel more secure."
"I intend to," Seven responded.
"Now, let's have a look at you," Opaca said as she began scanning Seven. "Hmm, very good." She moved her tricorder to Seven's belly. "Yes, you are healing very nicely. Any pain from the muscle tears?"
"No," Seven said. "Not since last night."
B'Elanna's hand squeezed Seven's knee reassuringly.
"Good," Opaca said. "I don't see any problems. Do you have any questions?" She put the tricorder down and turned to Seven and waited patiently.
"The baby started kicking last night," B'Elanna volunteered.
"Yes," Opaca said. "With the temporal variance, the pregnancy has advanced to the equivalent of the fifth month. She should be moving quite a bit."
"I have a question," Seven said. She looked expectantly at Opaca. "I was not comfortable speaking with the Doctor about it, but I feel…compelled to find out."
"Of course, what is it?" Opaca asked. She rested her hand on her chin and listened intently.
"I was uncertain as to how… enthusiastic I could be when making love with B'Elanna," Seven explained. "Last night, given my injuries, we limited my activities to those of performing acts on my wife."
"Seven!" B'Elanna exclaimed.
Opaca laughed a deep and heartfelt sound. "My dear, a healthy sexual life is imperative to emotional health," she assured B'Elanna. "There's nothing about Seven's condition that should limit her love making."
"But," B'Elanna blushed deeply. "What about…well… you know… the baby is getting bigger. I don't want to injure her."
"I assure you, B'Elanna, you won't poke out your daughter's eye with normal penetration," Opaca stated.
B'Elanna's eyes widened and her blush deepened.
"Normal?" Seven asked curiously. "What is considered normal?"
"Oh, geeze," B'Elanna said as she covered her face with her hands.
B'Elanna spent the next half-hour standing off to the side as Opaca and Seven had a detailed conversation about every aspect of sex. B'Elanna thought her skin's ability to blush was going to wear out. When Opaca told Seven that she should be careful when using toys, the exdrone was thoroughly confused. Opaca then asked if they utilized toys, Seven was still stymied, so she turned to her wife.
"B'Elanna, what are these toys?" she asked.
"You know what?" B'Elanna asked as she turned around and faced Seven. "This is not a conversation I want to be having with Opaca the sex therapist."
"B'Elanna," Opaca said with a smile, "There is nothing to be embarrassed about. Many women utilize toys during their lovemaking."
"What kind of toys?" Seven asked. She wondered how any of the toys she had seen could be used sexually. Certainly Samantha Wildman would not give Naomi sexual aids to play with.
B'Elanna seemed to read Seven's mind and she laughed. "Be'nal, not the toys you are thinking about. We're talking about artificial…umm… synthetic…no, umm… things for penetration."
"Oh," Seven said, suddenly understanding. "You mean dildoes? Why did you not just say so? I have researched various sexual aids, however I did not feel we needed them."
B'Elanna wanted to crawl into a hole and disappear. Her wife had no modesty. "Yes, dildoes," she said. "I personally find the idea of using some… fake… piece of technology to make love… rather impersonal."
"What do you call this?" Seven asked as she held up her left hand to B'Elanna and wiggled her fingers.
"I…umm." B'Elanna found out that she could blush a few shades deeper.
"I read in your medical files that the entire arm from the elbow down has been replaced," Opaca said as she moved closer to the exdrone. "What exactly can your prosthetic hand do?"
"None of your business." B'Elanna stepped in front of the small hologram. The Klingon suddenly wished the warp core would breech, something, anything to get her out of her current conversation.
"I'm a doctor...my interest is purely scientific," Opaca assured her.
"Well, go study some spores and leave my wife out of it!" B'Elanna turned and moved over to Seven. "Can we go home now, please," she asked her wife.
"Were you exposed to the pheromones?" Opaca asked as she began scanning B'Elanna. Seven smirked, but then covered her mouth to avoid laughing.
"No," Seven explained. "Lana is Klingon. Passion, possessiveness, and aggressive behavior are all standard for her species… That is why I married her."
"That's it," B'Elanna said. "We're leaving. Now." She took Seven's hand and pulled her toward the exit.
"I am familiar with Klingons," Opaca said with a smirk as they moved toward the exit. "If you have anymore questions, just ask."
"End program," B'Elanna said. She released a long sigh when the black and yellow grid appeared.
"That was rude," Seven pointed out. "She was still talking."
"I just wish I had thought of it a half hour ago." B'Elanna stopped and turned to look up at Seven. "I think you enjoyed embarrassing me."
"Why does the topic of sex embarrass you?" Seven asked, genuinely confused.
B'Elanna stopped and took both of Seven's hands in hers. "It doesn't, with you. Our sex life is our business, and no one else's. And yes, I get embarrassed when you talk in such graphic detail with someone."
"But, I did not discuss what we do," Seven said as she tilted her head to the side. "I only asked hypothetical questions, so that I would know what we can and cannot do." Seven squeezed B'Elanna's hands and then brought them up to her lips and kissed her knuckles. "I want to make love to you, my Lana… but I don't want to endanger our child."
"I know," B'Elanna said as she leaned forward and rested her forehead onto Seven's chest. She wrapped her arms around Seven and squeezed her gently. "I just don't like sharing that aspect of our life with anyone."
"I will gladly refrain from discussing these matters," Seven said quietly, "If you will promise me that you will ask the relevant questions of our physician."
"Oh…I." B'Elanna closed her eyes and sighed. "Okay, but don't you dare give me a list of… interesting questions to ask that little…doctor," B'Elanna said.
"Very well," Seven said as she pulled away and guided B'Elanna toward the door. "I believe she already answered most of my questions."
"Be'nal," B'Elanna said quietly as she stopped. "You can always ask me if you're curious."
Seven blushed, which confused B'Elanna, given the exdrone's earlier candor. "My questions to you generally involve actions I wish to…experience. My questions to Opaca were as to the safety of our activities."
"Good point," B'Elanna said as she kissed Seven.
Seven moaned, and completely forgot about the Bajorian hologram.
Chapter 35: Changes
B'Elanna inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of Seven's unique aroma, the lingering smell of candles long since burned out, and the musky reminders of the many hours of lovemaking the night before. Once Opaca had cleared Seven for most types of pleasure, the exBorg was quite eager to try them all. B'Elanna sighed. Life was good.
She opened one eye and saw that the lights were up, signifying the beginning of the dayshift, but B'Elanna had no desire to move from her present location. She was sprawled over Seven, her face nestled on the lanky blonde's shoulder, her arm resting over her wife's abundant cleavage and she had her leg resting on top of Seven's thigh. B'Elanna could tell by Seven's even breathing that her Be'nal was still deep in the arms of Morpheus.
She smiled, completely content, and let her hand make the journey down Seven's long torso. B'Elanna's caramel colored hand was a stark contrast to Seven's alabaster skin. B'Elanna's hand lingered as she traced the metal Borg bands under her wife's ribs, then continued her journey until her hand rested on Seven' bulging belly.
Seven didn't move or acknowledge the touch, the former drone was exhausted, and B'Elanna felt a smile tug at her lips. She was feeling rather smug, quite the lover, and more than a little proud of the thorough ravishing she had given her wife the night before. Of course, Seven had done her own share of ravishing, as B'Elanna's muscle were reminding her at the moment. The Klingon's compact body felt like her muscles had been replaced with one of the ship's the gel packs. Even if she had wanted to climb off of her wife, she wasn't sure that she could. Plus, it just felt so damn good to be with Seven.
She stayed there, smiling in the early morning hours, and tried to absorb the feelings and sensations. She didn't ever want to take her life with Seven for granted. As she was beginning to drift back off to sleep, she heard the chime in the outer room signaling that someone was at the door. She briefly considered phasering whoever was it was from her present location, but decided that it would take too much effort. She would have to get up to retrieve a phaser from the small weapons locker at the back of her closet, and then there was the fact that she would have to shoot through the bedroom wall and the door to hit the offending party. Besides, she would have to wake Seven. Only her wife's Borg enhanced optical implant could make that shot.
The chime sounded again, and B'Elanna carefully extracted herself from her wife's embrace. At least Seven hadn't woken up. B'Elanna grabbed her thick robe from its peg on the wall and pulled it snugly around her athletic body and closed the bedroom door before trotting out to the living room. She smiled as she stepped over her crumpled uniform. Seven had ripped it off her body as soon as the door had hissed shut the night before. A quick glance confirmed B'Elanna's suspicion that the seams had been completely ripped out. She lost many tunics that way.
The chime sounded again as B'Elanna reached the door, and it was beginning to irritate her. She punched the locking mechanism and put her hands on her hips as the door opened. Her good mood suddenly disappeared.
"Hi, B'Elanna," Tom Paris said sheepishly. He was shifting his weight back and forth from one foot to the other.
"You," B'Elanna growled as she shoved him out into the corridor. "What are you doing here?" she demanded quietly. She turned back and closed the door then gave Tom her complete attention.
"I came by to talk to you…about … well, you know," he said as he tugged at his collar.
"I should kill you," B'Elanna said, her voice far too calm for Tom's liking. "You hit my wife, you bastard."
"B'Elanna, I wasn't… it wasn't my fault," he whined. "I came to apologize." Despite his good intentions, his eyes lingered on B'Elanna. Her robe was open at the top revealing her coffee colored skin.
"Keep looking at me like that and I'll rip your eyes out and give them to Seven for earrings." B'Elanna pulled the robe tightly closed around her neck.
"Sorry," he stammered and looked at the carpeting.
"Just leave, Paris," she said. "And maybe I won't have to kill you."
"That sounds almost like you forgive me." He lifted his head and gave her his most suave smile.
B'Elanna growled and her eyes narrowed. "Look, the Doctor said you weren't responsible…so I am trying to cut you some slack…" She could feel her pulse pounding as she fought to keep her hands from wrapping around his throat. "But you don't have any excuse now, so I am giving you fair warning… anymore crap from you and I will take action. Klingon action."
"Okay," he said quietly then decided to push his luck, after all, no guts…no glory. He just forgot that you have to keep your guts to get any glory. "Lana," he said as he stepped closer. "I never would have… betrayed you with that hologram if I'd been in my right mind. You know that. You and Seven got married, and I accept that," he said and reached for her hand. "But, I have prior rights."
He got a right, a right hook.
"Hey!" he yelled as he stumbled back and grabbed his jaw. "What the hell was that for?"
"That was for all the crap you keep putting me through," B'Elanna said through clenched teeth. "That was because if I did what I really want to do, what Klingon honor demands… I'd be court martialed." She backed away from him and leaned against the wall, glad to see that no one else was in the long hallway. "You never could leave well enough alone, could you, Tom?"
"B'Elanna, I know you can't really be in love with her," Tom said as he stood just outside of her attack zone. "You love me."
She rolled her eyes and let out a long sigh, then rubbed her temples.
"You do love me, don't you?" he asked, taking her silence for an admission of love.
"Tom, you are so clueless," she finally said. She looked at him, and actually felt sorry for him.
"Help me understand," he asked sincerely. "You couldn't stand her before you left on that mission. Now, I'm supposed to just accept that you left me for a Borg?"
B'Elanna fought the urge choke him. "She is not a Borg," B'Elanna said with dangerous calm. "As for me leaving you? Geeze, Tom. I broke up with you a month before I left. We were never right for each other. You spent more time in the holodeck than you ever did with me, and frankly, we were never in love."
"Don't say that." Tom moved closer, then stopped as she narrowed her eyes when he reached out to touch her. "Lana, we had…have something."
"Tom, I thought I loved you," she said gently. "I really did. Hell, maybe on some level I did love you. You aren't always a complete ass. Just most of the time."
"It's part of my charm," he said with a crooked grin.
"I don't want charm," B'Elanna said as she pushed off of the wall. "I love Seven. More than I ever thought possible. She is my life, Tom. You and I had a distraction for a while, we passed time together, and you'll always have a place inside my heart because of that. You helped me when we were both lost."
"But, I love you," he whined.
B'Elanna covered her eyes and sighed, then let her hand rub roughly down her face until she bit her knuckle. She looked up at him and shook her head. "Tom, I didn't even know what love was when I was with you. Seven taught me what love is. She and I are soulmates; my heart only beats because she wills it to. If I lost her, I would die."
"And the baby? Was that her idea?" he asked. He was beginning to understand that he wasn't going to win this fight.
B'Elanna's whole face lit up, and Tom took a step back, shocked by the metamorphosis he had just witnessed.
"It was your idea?" he asked.
"Our idea," she corrected. "And I have never been happier." She looked over her shoulder, remembering the gorgeous blonde she had left sprawled naked in her bed.
"I'm really sorry I hit her," Tom said sincerely.
"I know," B'Elanna said as she turned back to him. "That's why you're still breathing," she added with a tiny grin.
"And the Vulcan salve…" Tom added.
"And the smart ass remarks?" B'Elanna asked.
Tom covered his face and shook his head. "Thank you, for not killing me," he mumbled between his fingers.
"You should thank Seven," B'Elanna pointed out. "She's much more Klingon than I'll ever be."
"Really?" he asked as he looked up at her.
Two crewmen stepped out of the turbolift and walked toward them. B'Elanna moved out of their path and pulled her robe tighter.
"Really," she said when they passed. "I had to keep her from… well, you really don't want to know what I kept her from doing. I don't want you having nightmares."
"I already am," he said quietly as he remembered the rage-filled look Seven had in her eyes as she had threatened to assimilate him. "Are you telling me she gets worse than she did in the holodeck?"
B'Elanna frowned. "She's really upset about that, Tom. She didn't know why you were acting the way you did, and when she found out, it almost broke her heart," B'Elanna explained. "If you give her any grief about it, you'll answer to me."
"She felt bad?" Tom asked incredulously. "Why? I was a complete ass."
"Because, Tom, she would never hurt an innocent person," B'Elanna explained. "Once she found out that you were holo-drugged, she felt awful. She has more honor than any person I have ever met."
"Guess that's one of the reasons you love her," he admitted.
"One of many," she said with a smile and looked back over her shoulder.
"Go," Tom said. "She's probably wondering where you are."
"Thanks, Tom," B'Elanna said as she turned to go back inside her quarters. "Oh, and Tom?"
"Yeah?" He stopped and ran his hands through his hair.
"Don't ever call on us this early again on our day off." She motioned to her robe.
"B'Elanna, it's after 11:00," he pointed out.
"Yeah, well… we need our rest," B'Elanna said with an evil grin. "We didn't get any sleep last night."
He looked confused, then blushed. "I really didn't need to know that," he said as he sighed.
"Consider it partial payment for your asinine behavior," B'Elanna said as she went into her quarters and locked the door. She smiled, happy with the way the conversation had went, and turned to see a very naked Borg standing at the bedroom door… naked and more than a little agitated.
"B'Elanna Torres," Seven said as she crossed her arms over her naked chest. "I awoke to find you gone. Then I heard you in the corridor with Tom Paris. I did not expect to have you return dressed only in a robe."
"But… I… Seven," B'Elanna stuttered. She turned and pointed at the door and then looked back at her wife. "I didn't want to wake you," she finally managed to say.
"Indeed?" Seven asked as she raised her Borg eyepiece.
B'Elanna felt panic rising inside her and then she noticed that Seven's eyes were sparkling and there was a hint of a smirk at the edge of the former Borg's full lips.
"Yes," B'Elanna said as she moved closer. "Besides, I didn't think you'd mind Tom looking at me." She opened her robe and let it fall to the floor. "Looking never hurt anyone, did it?"
Seven smiled and lunged forward, grabbing B'Elanna around the waist and pulling their naked bodies together. "If he looks at you, it will hurt him." She kissed B'Elanna briefly then pulled back. "I am glad you have come to an understanding with him," Seven said. "And that he was not seriously injured…by me."
"I should spank you for scaring me when I came back in here," B'Elanna said as she reached behind Seven and gave her a gentle swat on her bare skin. "How did you know what we said?"
Seven raised both eyebrows in unison, not believing that her wife had even asked the question.
"Oh," B'Elanna said with a smile. "Borg enhanced hearing."
"I will expect my earrings the next time he leers at you," Seven said as she moved them both toward the bedroom.
"I was kinda' hopping you hadn't heard that part," B'Elanna said as she remembered her interesting suggestion for an alternate use of the helmsman's eyes.
"Enough talk about him," Seven said. "Come back to bed. I have plans for you."
"All right," B'Elanna said with an exaggerated sigh. "But after last night… you've got a tough act to follow."
"Indeed?" Seven enjoyed a good challenge. "I shall endeavor to… better my performance from last night."
"Kahless, help me," B'Elanna said with a laugh, only half joking.
Kathryn Janeway walked into the arboretum and stared at the activity in front of her. Tach had rounded up most of the off duty science officers with any experience in botany or biology and had them working like a well-oiled army. They were all on their hands and knees, crawling around in a field of what appeared to be wheat, waving dermal regenerators over the tiny stalks.
"If I hadn't seen it for myself, I wouldn't have believed it," Janeway said as she walked up behind Tach.
"Captain," he said with a huge smile as he turned around. "What do you think?" he asked as he pointed to the huge expanse of wheat.
"Remarkable," she said. "How did you manage this?" Janeway tugged at a stalk of wheat and rolled it between her fingers. Years on an agricultural park gave her the experience to know that the crop was at least three months into its growth season. As the captain of Voyager, she knew the crop hadn't existed the previous day.
"Dermal regenerators," he said. He held up a regenerator from one of the dozens of emergency medical packs. "If you alter the polarity and adjust the setting to cause new growth instead of healing old tissue, it increases the growth of the plantlife exponentially."
Tuvok came over to the Captain. "At this rate, we will have a full compliment of wheat in two days," he said succinctly. He had wheat sticking to his hair and his trousers were wrinkled and had wheat protruding from every pocket. It was a very unusual combination for the always perfect Vulcan whose close-cropped hair and neatly pressed trousers usually looked like the pictures from a Starfleet manual. The explanation came crawling up behind him.
"Tu-vee!" Ty yelled as he gripped the Vulcan's legs from behind. "Tu-vee, up!" the Narian boy demanded.
"The methods employed can be transferred to almost any vegetation," Tuvok said as he scooped up Ty and settled the boy onto one hip. "We need only supply extra nutrients for the faster growth requirements." As Tuvok spoke, he intercepted Ty's hands, which kept grabbing the Vulcan's neatly trimmed hair.
"Ty," Tach said sternly. "Leave the nice man alone." He reached for his son but Tuvok pivoted away. Janeway watched with a faint smile kissing her lips.
"The child is merely exhibiting a healthy instinct for curiosity," Tuvok said. He finally managed to pin one of Ty's hands down. The other hand shot up and traced the Vulcan's pointed ear.
"Bunny," Ty said as he pinched Tuvok's ear. "Tu-vee is a bunny."
"Indeed?" Tuvok said to the child. "I believe your conclusion is faulty."
Ty giggled and tugged harder. It was too much for Janeway and she laughed and held her sides.
"I don't think he's quite old enough for Vulcan logic…Tu-vee," Janeway said when she finally quit laughing.
"It is never too soon to begin a regimen of logic." Tuvok looked into Ty's dark eyes, his expression serious. "I have no fur, I do not hop, and my bipedal stance is humanoid, therefore I cannot be a bunny," he told Ty.
"Bunny." Ty scrunched his face and then hugged Tuvok.
"Not a bunny," the Vulcan whispered and surprised Janeway when he moved his hand up behind the child and rubbed his back.
"Tach," Janeway said as she turned her attention back to the adult Narian. "This is wonderful, but why?"
"You're transporting my family and I a great distance," Tach explained. "We pull our own weight."
"Thank you," Janeway said sincerely. "This is more than enough payment. The expenditure of dermal regenerator energy is minuscule compared to the amount of replicator rations it would take to create this much wheat. And, all of these plants will give us some well needed fresh oxygen."
"I am glad my experience is helpful," Tach said. "But the dermal regenerator was Seven's idea. She's quite a farmer."
"Evan!" Ty yelled and he pulled away from Tuvok. "Where Evan?"
"Seven of Nine is not here. We are merely discussing her achievements," Tuvok said as he shifted Ty to the opposite side. He sensed from Ty's abundant amount of squirming that he wanted down. As soon as Ty was on the decking, he crawled off toward his father with incredible speed.
Ty paused and looked up with questioning eyes at his father, wondering if Seven was somewhere nearby. Tach shook his head and Ty scrambled off toward the wheat when he saw Samantha Wildman crawl out of the growing field.
"Seven came up with this?" Janeway asked. "I never pictured her as being… agriculturally inclined." Kathryn began to wonder if she understood the former drone at all. She had never pictured Seven with children or in a non-technological setting. Maybe Seven's growing family would be happy living on a farming planet with Tach, Nara and Ty.
"Seven of Nine is a resourceful individual," Tuvok said as he attempted to pick the wheat out of his uniform. Most of the offending grain had been shoved into his trousers by Ty; he saw the dark skinned officer as his own personal play toy.
"Yes, she is," Janeway agreed. "Tu-vee."
Tuvok looked unaffected, but Janeway saw a slight darkening of the skin around his ears. It was subtle, but Janeway caught it. It was the Vulcan version of a blush.
"I must check on the progress," Tach said and excused himself and went into the wheat field.
"You're very good with him," Janeway said to Tuvok as she nodded toward Ty. "Isn't he about the same age as your grandson?"
"My grandchild is almost one year older." Tuvok looked at the dark haired child. "Despite his lack of logic, Tyralanar is incredibly intelligent. His features are similar to early Vulcans."
"Tyralanar?" Janeway asked, then smiled. "Oh, you mean Ty. Yes, he is a bright boy, and he's taken quite a shine to Seven and B'Elanna."
"Further proof of his intelligence," Tuvok said as he gave up trying to get the wheat off of his trousers.
"Why Tuvok, that's down right...sentimental of you," Janeway teased. "I've never heard such glowing comments coming from you."
"I see no reason to insult me," Tuvok said as he tried unsuccessfully to smooth his hair. Janeway smiled and picked a stalk of wheat from the top of his head.
B'Elanna was laying on her back with her arms beside her head and her breathing came in deep gasps. She was shaking from head to toe, unable to move beyond the muscular twitches racking her body, but there was a lazy smile plastered across her face.
"Wow," B'Elanna said. "Wow... Seven, wow."
Seven crawled out from under the blankets and kissed B'Elanna's stomach as she moved up and rested her face on her wife's chest, listening to the out of control pounding.
"Wow..." B'Elanna repeated without opening her eyes.
"You all already said that," Seven pointed out with a smug grin. "Be'nal, have you lost the power of speech?"
"Uh huh," B'Elanna responded, still unable to lift her arms. Her body was covered with a thin sheen of sweat and she was certain that her bones had melted.
"You are shaking," Seven observed. "Are you cold?"
"Nuh uh," B'Elanna grunted.
"Be'nal, are you all right?" Seven sat up and studied her wife.
"Uh huh," B'Elanna said as her smile widened. "Wow."
"Did I better my performance from last night?" Seven asked unnecessarily. She reached over her wife and grabbed a glass of water from the nightstand.
"Wow," B'Elanna responded, drawing the word out into several syllables.
"I think you are dehydrated," Seven observed. "Drink some of this."
"Can't move," B'Elanna said with a happy sigh.
Seven shifted her weight and lifted B'Elanna's head from the pillow. The Klingon seemed to have lost her spine and her head flopped over Seven's arm. After some maneuvering on the exBorg's part she managed to get the glass to B'Elanna's lips.
"Mmm," B'Elanna mumbled after she took several long gulps. "Wow." B'Elanna's eyes had yet to open.
"I believe that I may have burned out some of your synaptic relays," Seven said cautiously. "Should I call Opaca?"
"Nuh uh," B'Elanna mumbled. One eye opened with extreme effort and B'Elanna's smile brightened when she saw Seven. The exdrone's hair was down, out of its braid and flowing wildly around her bare shoulders. "You... I... wow," B'Elanna said and then flopped back onto the pillow and began giggling.
"This is a new reaction," Seven said as she settled next to her wife. "I am... concerned."
"Don't be," B'Elanna said as she finally raised one hand and flopped her arm over Seven's back. "I feel... wonderful." She took a deep breath as her body had a strong aftershock. "Sweet Kahless," B'Elanna added with a sigh.
"Kahless had nothing to do with it," Seven said in Borg monotone.
B'Elanna giggled and tried to squeeze her wife but her arm didn't have any strength.
"Wow?" Seven asked as she kissed B'Elanna's cheek.
"Wow," B'Elanna confirmed with a wicked smile.
Captain Janeway headed toward the mess hall, still smiling as she pictured Tuvok holding the Narian boy. For a supposedly emotionless man, he managed to show a great deal of caring for the child. Kathryn thought about the wheat and hoped that Neelix would be able to make some bread that wasn't too...Talaxian. She wanted good old-fashioned yeast bread, warm from the oven, not some bizarre creation with leela root or hot peppers that hid the flavor of the grain.
The doors to the mess hall opened and Janeway was surprised to see the entire room packed. Everyone was clamoring to get to the kitchen area. Usually, crewmembers were all too willing to let others cut in front of them...anything to delay trying Neelix's latest delicacy. She inhaled deeply and understood why they were fighting for the meal in question. Whatever in was, it smelled divine.
"Captain," Chakotay called from a table off to one side.
She made her way to him through the cramped room and smiled at him. "Quite a crowd. Usually more of the crew decides to use their replicator rations."
"Not if they tasted this," he said as he poked his fork into a tender piece of meat surrounded by vegetables and a thin broth.
"Is that corned beef?" Janeway asked. Her mouth began to water. She hadn't had decent corned beef since she was back on Earth in her mother's kitchen.
"Well," Chakotay said. "It's not actually corned beef, but it's close. Nara chased Neelix out of his kitchen this afternoon and whipped up a Narian herbed beef recipe." He took a bite, savoring the flavor, then spoke with his mouth full. "It's a lot like corned beef, only a little more garlicky."
"I think I'll go grab a plate," Janeway said. She stared at the commander's plate, noticing the way the potatoes and carrots looked just like her mother's.
"I'd use your captain's privilege to cut to the front of the line," he said with a smile. "There might not be any left when you get up there."
"Then I'll come back and commandeer yours," she said with a smirk. She reached down and took one of his carrots and headed off to get her own meal.
Seven and B'Elanna walked hand in hand into the mass hall. They paused when they saw the crowded room.
"Perhaps Mister Neelix's cooking finally killed someone," Seven said.
B'Elanna laughed and tugged Seven closer. She wrapped her arms around the willowy blonde and kissed Seven's neck under her ear. "I love you, my Be'nal."
"You are still under the effects of the ‘wow' phenomenon," Seven whispered.
B'Elanna blushed and nodded her head. "Oh, yeah," the Klingon said.
"B'Elanna, over here," Tach yelled from a table at the back of the room.
Seven led her wife through the crowd until they found their friend. "Good evening," Seven said formally.
"Have a seat," Tach said. "Nara and Ty will be right over."
Janeway came over with her tray and smiled at the couple. "Lieutenant, Seven, nice to see you could join us." She sat down and dug into her meal with gusto. "Oh my," Janeway exclaimed. "I didn't know replicated meat could taste this good."
B'Elanna inhaled, and looked curiously at the captain. "Did Neelix talk Nara out of her recipe?"
"Doubtful," Seven said. She smiled as she felt B'Elanna move around behind her and then felt her Klingon wife's hands wrap around her from behind. The familiar warmth on her belly made her sigh and lean back into her shorter spouse.
Janeway was eating as fast as she could and still be considered an elegant Starfleet captain. "Apparently Nara took over the kitchen. If this is the result, I may kidnap your wife for good," the captain told Tach.
B'Elanna kissed Seven's neck, still reeling from her earlier lovemaking session. "Sit, love. I'll go get you a plate." B'Elanna guided Seven onto the bench and then paused long enough to give her a lingering kiss. "Don't go anywhere, Be'nal," she added as she caressed Seven's cheek.
Seven smiled and glanced down at the table. When she did look up, Tach was grinning at her with his eyes sparkling. It did not bode well for Seven.
"Finally decided to get out of bed?" Tach asked.
Janeway choked on her herbed beef.
"I believe Nara would enjoy a little more time in that particular location," Seven shot back. "You might ask the captain if you can borrow a uniform. Nara finds B'Elanna quite handsome in hers."
Janeway took a gulp of her coffee and felt her cheeks burning bright red.
"If memory serves," Tach said as he stirred his coffee, "You find her quite handsome out of uniform."
"Your memory is flawless," Seven said with a smirk. "Captain, are you all right?" She turned to Janeway who was a having a coughing fit.
"Yes," Janeway said as she managed to stop coughing. "Fine. Seven, you are looking well."
"I am feeling much better. Thank you, for noticing," Seven said. She smiled when she saw B'Elanna coming back balancing two trays. "Thank you, Be'nal," she said as she took a tray from her wife.
"You're welcome." B'Elanna put her tray next to Seven's and then straddled the bench next to Seven and sat facing her. She pulled something out of her jacket pocket and held it hidden in her hand. "Close your eyes," B'Elanna ordered as she lifted it toward her wife's mouth.
Seven raised her eyebrow, but did as she was told and took a bite of the treat. Her eyes opened wide and she moaned. "Honey nut cakes," Seven mumbled around the cookie. She took another bite. Her eyes were locked with B'Elanna's the entire time.
"Thought you'd like that," B'Elanna whispered. She reached down and rubbed the former drone's belly. "I know the little one craves sweets."
Nara came out of the kitchen carrying Ty. The small boy saw his aunts and squealed.
"Ba! Evan!" He held his arms out and almost leaped into B'Elanna's hands. She settled him into front of her, almost on top of Seven, and ran her hand through his hair.
"Have you had dinner, Ty?" Seven asked the child.
He nodded but reached for her plate. "Bicket," he requested.
"Chew it well." Seven smiled and broke off a corner of her biscuit and handed it to him. He stuffed the entire piece into his mouth and put his hand out for more.
"Hey, Tiger, let my wife get some dinner. She needs her energy," B'Elanna said as she kissed the top of Ty's head.
"I'm betting you burned up quite bit of her energy already," Nara said as she sat next to Tach.
Janeway pushed her plate away. If she continued trying to eat around the Narian's and her crewmembers, she would certainly choke to death.
"B'Elanna, don't you get hot wearing that jacket all of the time?" Janeway asked, trying to change the subject to something that didn't involve B'Elanna and Seven's very active sex life.
"I only wear a tank top under it," B'Elanna said as she spun to sit facing the table. Ty wiggled, content on her lap. "I guess I like feeling the weight of it. I feel naked without it."
Tach started to comment, but a well placed elbow from Nara made him change his mind. Nara leaned forward. "B'Elanna, Seven, we've been thinking about something."
"And?" Seven looked over at her friend and put her fork down. Ty grabbed it, but B'Elanna disarmed him before he could do any real damage.
"Tach's brother left us his homestead. There are only 10,000 settlers on our planet. It's a solitary life and he wasn't cut out for it," Nara explained. "His land backs up to ours. It's yours if you want it."
B'Elanna and Seven said nothing, then looked at each other. They exchanged glances for a moment as if speaking telepathically. Janeway held her breath as she waited for them to answer.
Chapter 36: Home
Seven took B'Elanna's hand and squeezed it as she looked at Ty. Her eyes were full of emotion, and she nodded at her wife, letting B'Elanna take the lead.
"Nara, we love you more than we can say," B'Elanna began. She looked over at Janeway, seeing the older woman's eyes locked on her. "But, Voyager is our home. We will miss you, and our hearts will always feel your loss, even when we get back to the Alpha Quadrant, but we can't leave this ship, this crew. This is our family…Our collective." B'Elanna smiled at Seven.
"Tach told me you'd say that," Nara said with a sad smile. "But we had to ask."
Neelix came over to the table and shook his head. "Nara, your cooking is quite a success. I've never seen anything like it," he said as he stood at the end of the table. "The crew begged me to ask you for the recipe."
"I'll give you all of my recipes, Mister Neelix. It will be nice for Seven and B'Elanna to have some reminder of us," Nara said.
"We will always remember you," Seven said as she squeezed B'Elanna's hand. The exdrone had tears in her eyes and she couldn't look at the Narian.
B'Elanna cleared her throat and reached around Ty to eat her meal. She silently broke off a piece of her biscuit and gave it to the boy. He happily chewed it, unaware of the topic being discussed.
The next three weeks passed too quickly for Seven but she was happy to have the time with Tach, Nara, and especially Ty. She enjoyed as much time as she could with her friends, but she had started up her regular duty schedule after taking only one week off.
Narian children generally walked by the time they were one year old yet Ty didn't bother with walking. He went from crawling to sprinting, not wanting to waste his time moving slowly. He dashed from one thing to the next. His two favorite targets were B'Elanna and Seven, followed closely by Naomi Wildman and Tuvok. Many nights B'Elanna would end her shift and meet Seven in the holodeck with Naomi and Ty running the Flotter program. That wasn't too surprising, but finding Tuvok there the majority of the time had taken some getting used to. Tuvok explained by saying that he wanted to make sure that Seven didn't have a relapse of her metabolic spike. That didn't explain why he was usually on the forest floor with Ty using him for a ladder.
B'Elanna was on the same work schedule as Seven, and she too was not looking forward to losing her Narian friends. B'Elanna tried to keep Seven's mind off of the impending loss of her friends, but it was an impossible task.
Kathryn Janeway found herself spending many hours with Nara, the spunky woman reminded the captain of a younger version of her own mother, and it was comforting to have someone on board who wasn't a member of her crew to confide in. She understood how B'Elanna and Seven had bonded with Nara and her family, and she found herself feeling a sense of loss as they approached the system where Tach and Nara lived.
Kathryn sat at her desk busily working on the latest energy consumption rates. With Tach's wheat replacing replicated food, Voyager had an amazing amount of surplus energy. Add to that the fact that Tach was currently helping to plant twelve fruit trees, and the energy totals would only be getting better. Kathryn's door chime sounded and she leaned back, glad for an excuse to take a break.
"Come in," the captain said as she pushed away the data padd.
"Good afternoon, Kathryn. Don't you ever take a break?" Nara came through the door carrying a stasis tray.
"Time just got away from me," Kathryn said as she stood. "What's that?" She pointed to the tray.
"A snack," Nara said as she came up the step to Janeway's desk. "I know you haven't eaten all day and I spent two days figuring out this recipe. I need you to tell me if I got it right." Nara lifted the cover off of the tray revealing a steaming loaf of bread.
Kathryn inhaled deeply, a smile covering her lips as her mouth watered. "It smells wonderful," Kathryn said. "Where did you get the recipe?" She reached out and took a slice from the end of the loaf and began covering it with butter.
"The recipe was easy," Nara said. "Tell me, who was this Betty Crocker? She was quite prolific."
"She was fictional character used for advertising campaigns." Kathryn laughed as she let the bread melt on her tongue. Her own mother would have been proud of the baked delicacy.
"The recipes are well written, and precise." Nara took a slice of bread for herself. "The hard part was coming up with yeast. Mister Neelix didn't want me to have it in his kitchen."
"We had a bad experience with cheese. It was contaminated with bacteria and infected the gel packs… It did quite a bit of damage. I guess Neelix didn't want to risk a repeat, so he got rid of all the food cultures…including yeast," Kathryn explained.
"Well, I can't imagine giving up on bread over a mishap," Nara said as she flopped into the chair across from Janeway.
"I can't imagine you giving up for any reason," Kathryn said with a sincere smile. "Is that a trait with all Narian women, or just you?"
Nara's eyes lost their spark and she suddenly looked very sad. "No, I wish it were," she said after a moment of reflection.
"I didn't mean to upset you, Nara," Kathryn said. She pushed the bread aside and leaned forward. Her slate blue eyes darkened with concern.
"I am lucky," Nara said as she leaned back and crossed her arms over her chest. "As are most of the women on Nador Omega. We are the descendants of first terra-formers. Our ancestors were atypical, strong women who were allowed to speak their minds. It is not so on Sha'Lar."
"Sha'Lar?" Kathryn asked quietly.
"The Narian home world. Sha'Lar means sacred land," Nara explained. "Ours is a culture that has many contradictions. We worship the great goddess, yet women are subjugated to the role of servants. If we lived on Sha'Lar, Tach would be mocked, or worse for letting me have a voice in our home."
"I had no idea," Kathryn said. "It's a way of thinking my people thankfully outgrew centuries ago."
"Well, I'm lucky enough to live as a post terra-former. With only ten thousand settlers, many of them are descendants of the original three hundred terra-formers. We don't waste our time with silly gender roles. We all do whatever needs doing."
"What about the rest of your people?" Kathryn asked. She was intrigued by the history unfolding with Nara's tale and impressed by the strength her friend showed in the face of societal oppression.
"Sha'Lar is approximately three years away at warp five, but the journey took much longer when my grandparents made the trip. My grandmother was only fifteen when she left with my grandfather. They were both top graduates from the Academy of Sciences," Nara smiled, her pride showing. "Grandmother was the first woman to graduate. It took ten years to reach Nador Omega, and they helped set up the initial planetary meteor nets." She looked up at Kathryn and put her feet up on the desk, smiling when Janeway's only response was to pull the bread out of her way. "Tach's grandfather invented the laser targeting mechanism. There's a large continent named after him," Nara said.
"So he's famous?" Kathryn asked, and she shook her head. Nara was entirely too comfortable with her feet on the captain's desk, but she didn't want to ask her move. "What does the targeting mechanism do?" Kathryn asked as she sat and leaned back and rested her own feet on the desk.
"Nador Omega orbits through seventeen asteroid belts. Before the planet could be terra-formed, they had to stop the impacts. The targeting mechanism aims and fires the orbiting phaser cannons up to thirty-three hundred times per second. It's the backbone to the defense system."
"That's pretty impressive." Kathryn sat up, her mind trying to wrap around the necessary programming to fire that many times on a regular basis. "And here I thought Tach was just a farmer."
"No," Nara shook her head. "He's a brilliant programmer, and a damn good pilot too. He was decorated when he served in the Stellar Guard. All of the men are drafted when they turn seventeen and they serve at least five years. Tach served eight."
"I look forward to seeing the meteor net. It sounds fascinating," Kathryn said. "Although I don't look forward to losing you or your family."
"Your crew has been incredible." Nara stood and put the stasis lid over the bread. "I'll ask Tach to call the Second Commander of the Stellar Guard. He went to the academy with Tach. I'll get you a first class tour of the facilities."
"I love having connections," Kathryn said with a smirk.
B'Elanna collapsed onto the couch in her quarters and let her head fall against the headrest. She was exhausted. A blown out plasma coil had meant that she had to spend an extra five hours working after her regular shift. She had spent four of those extra hours on her back, crammed into a crawl space that a Ferengi wouldn't have fit into. It had been hot and uncomfortable and she had banged most of the skin off of her knuckles as she used a spanner to remove the burned out coil. All she wanted to do was take to a hot bath and crawl into bed with her wife, but since her wife wasn't home, she knew the second half of her wish would have to wait.
She kicked off her boots, then stood and peeled off her sweat-stained uniform and left a trail of clothes to the bathroom. "Oh yeah," she said when she saw the fresh apple blossoms in a bowl near the tub. Seven must have left them for her. Her wife knew how much she liked to use them to add fragrance to her bath. She filled the tub with steaming water and was just about to step into it when she heard the door to her quarters open. She debated whether or not to climb into the beckoning oasis, but then remembered when Ty had dove headfirst in after her on a previous occasion. She grabbed her robe with a sigh and headed out to make sure Seven hadn't brought home company. She leaned around the door and saw Seven collapsed on the couch just like B'Elanna had been only minutes earlier.
"Hey, are you just getting off duty?" B'Elanna asked from the door. She noticed that Seven was wearing her adapted biosuit. It was blue and grey but had a smock that she wore to cover her growing stomach. She had almost finished her sixth month and her tall, lean frame could not hide her obviously pregnant belly.
"Yes," Seven said as she leaned back into the couch and sighed. "We will be reaching the Nador system tomorrow and the aft sensor array chose this time to go off-line." Seven closed her eyes and sighed again as exhaustion settled into every pore of her body.
"What was wrong?" B'Elanna moved closer, amazed by how much Seven had mirrored her earlier actions. She sat next to her wife and kissed her temple. Seven didn't even open her eyes but she did smile.
"There was a gamma radiation leak that corroded the wiring to the array. It took a great deal of time to find the damaged circuitry," Seven explained as she rolled over and rested her head on B'Elanna's shoulder. She nuzzled the fuzzy robe and sighed again, but this time it was a sound of contentment.
"Radiation?" Concern filled B'Elanna's voice.
"Be'nal, I had Ensign Harris handle the decontamination. I am aware of the protocol forbidding pregnant crewmembers from knowingly exposing themselves to any radiation." Seven groaned and rolled away from her wife. She tried to lean forward to remove her boots but her center of gravity had her pinned to the couch. "Lana, I am as big as a shuttle," Seven whined.
"I don't even like you on the same deck with a radiation leak," B'Elanna grumbled. "You should have been evacuated." She caressed Seven's cheek and then left a lingering kiss where her fingers had been. "And you are not as big as a shuttle… maybe a class four probe, but not a shuttle."
"Do you enjoy our couch?" Seven asked as she tilted her head and studied B'Elanna.
"Yes, why?" B'Elanna scooted closer to her wife.
"Because if you continue to tease me, you shall sleep on it," Seven announced.
"How about if I help you out of that smelly uniform and we take a hot bath?" B'Elanna offered.
"Smelly?" Seven asked as she watched B'Elanna stand and then kneel in front of her.
"Kidding," B'Elanna said with a laugh.
"Couch," Seven responded. She smirked and lifted her foot.
"You'll forgive me once we slide into that hot bath," the Klingon said. She knew the water would have cooled enough to be comfortable for Seven. B'Elanna's higher temperature allowed her to tolerate much hotter water.
"We shall see," Seven said as she let B'Elanna pull her to her feet.
"Yes, we shall." B'Elanna leered at her wife.
Seven stood on the bridge at the auxiliary science station as Voyager entered the Nador system. Tach and Nara stood at the back of the bridge ready to speak to any of the Stellar Guard who might meet the Federation Starship at the border.
"We're dropping out of warp," Tom Paris said as the forward viewscreen changed from streaks of stars to a beautiful solar system with a huge gas giant in the distance and a scattering of planets throughout the area. The most dominating features of the system were the many meteor fields. The closest meteor belt was right off of Voyager's aft side and extended out of the scanners' range.
"Oh my," Janeway said as she studied the massive expanse of meteors and planetoids. "I've never seen so many meteors."
Tach moved forward from his position at the back of the bridge. "The field is wide, it covers hundreds of thousands of kilometers, but it isn't very deep," Tach explained. "We can fly over most of it."
"Mister Paris?" Janeway asked.
"He's right," Tom said as he adjusted the course.
"This is odd." Tach rubbed his jaw.
"What?" Janeway turned and faced him.
"The Stellar Guard usually keeps ships out here on maneuvers for eight months of the year. The new recruits spend days out here using these meteors for target practice," Tach said.
"I remember," Nara said as she took her husband by the arm. "You'd be out of contact for weeks."
"Why would they cancel the maneuvers?" Chakotay asked.
"That's just it," Tach said. "They wouldn't. This is one of the largest meteor fields and the Stellar Guard tries to destroy as many of them out here as possible. The recruits shoot at them for the eight months that Nador Omega is out of orbital range of this field. The remaining four months we must rely on the meteor net targeting system."
"The meteor field is immense. How can your people hope to make a difference?" Tuvok tilted his head to one side.
Nara let out a bark of laughter. "Mister Tuvok, in the last eight decades, the meteor fields have been reduced by over twenty percent. Hope is an endless well, and we drink from it often."
"Impressive," the Vulcan responded.
"Harry," Janeway said as she sat in her command chair. "Send a greeting on subspace to Nador Omega. Ask for an escort or at least permission to enter the system."
"Aye ma'am," he said.
"Captain," Seven said quietly.
"Yes?" Janeway turned. Something in the tone of the former drone's voice alarmed her.
"I believe I know why the Narians would abandon their target practice," Seven said. She had been using her long-range scanners to reach across the solar system. "The forth planet from the Nador sun is displaying massive amounts of radiation. There are also unusual heat readings."
"That's Nador Omega," Nara said. She moved closer to Seven and looked at the comm panel. "What does it mean?"
"I believe," Seven said slowly," That given the amount of sedimentary material in the atmosphere… the meteor net has failed."
"That's not possible," Tach said, but his voice was full of genuine fear.
"I believe Seven is correct," Tuvok said as he checked the readings. He had routed Seven's scans through his terminal. "The level of radiation and heat would suggest at least four…perhaps five Extinction Level Events."
"No," Nara said as she saw the data. "Can you get more precise readings?"
"We are still a great distance away," Seven said gently. "Only the Borg enhancements to the sensors allowed us to get this much information."
"Mister Kim," Tach said quickly. "Can you hail them using frequency 160.95? It's the channel of the Stellar Guard."
"Harry, do it. Use a general greeting. Tom, set a course for Nador Omega, maximum impulse," Janeway said. "Let's get a closer look."
"Already on it," Tom said as he finished his calculations. "Course set."
"Engage," Janeway said.
"How long before we get there?" Nara asked. She moved to Tach and linked her arm through his.
"Seven?" Janeway asked.
"Three hours and seventeen minutes," the former Borg responded.
"Harry?" Janeway said, "Any response on that frequency?"
"No, Ma'am," Harry said grimly.
Tach squeezed Nara's arm, suddenly glad that Ty was in the mess hall with Samantha and Naomi Wildman. "Try 94.25," Tach said. "It's a private channel."
Harry nodded and than then gave Tach a startled glance. "I'm getting something," Harry said.
"On screen," Janeway said as she faced the viewscreen.
"This is Commander Betoc. Who am I addressing?" A Narian man filled the screen. His straight black hair was streaked throughout with grey. His eyes were dark, and deep, and his thick eyebrows were bushy and had almost grown together in the middle. He looked at the screen, then his eyes widened. "Tach?"
"This is Captain Kathryn Janeway, and yes…Tach is a guest on my ship," she said. She looked back at Tach and motioned for him to come down to the command level.
"Betoc, what's going on?" Tach asked immediately as he came down and stood next to Commander Chakotay. His years in the Stellar Guard had taught him that even with an invitation to join the captain on the command deck, that didn't mean he should stand in her personal space.
"Tach, thank the goddess you are safe." Betoc ran both hands through his hair. "We had listed you and Nara as lost."
"What happened?" Janeway asked gently.
"Captain Janeway, I did not mean to be impolite," Betoc said. "We are dealing with a planetary catastrophe. We have had multiple meteor strikes and are busy evacuating our people."
"How bad?" Tach asked.
"Level five," Betoc said as his eyes drifted down. "A freighter lost control and struck the laser cannon at Astgar. We lost the link."
"The other cannons should have compensated," Tach said as he calculated the damage to the system in question.
"It is Spring Solstice," Betoc said sadly. "There were already three cannons down for barrel changing."
Janeway turned to Tach, dozens of questions in her blue grey eyes.
"Spring Solstice is the most dangerous time of the year," Tach explained. "There are more meteors per minute than at any other time. The cannons overheat. The system can only handle losing any three at one time. If there was a catastrophic starship impact at one of the net's key stations that shut it down, meteors could get through."
Betoc nodded. "And with the electromagnetic pulses from the impacts, we lost long range communications. We couldn't call in help from the Stellar Guard. By the time they returned, it was too late."
Tach's expression grew dark, and for the first time since Seven had known him, she saw true pain in his features.
"What does this level of damage suggest?" Seven asked as she moved toward her friend.
"The carbon dioxide as well as ash and debris in the atmosphere are at levels intolerable to habitation," Tach explained grimly. "With levels this high, it will take decades to repair the damage...and that's using the most modern terra-forming techniques."
"We have an even greater problem," Betoc said on the screen. "The primary targeting array that was damaged... we can't get it back online because of the structural damage. The fission reactor is off-line and we don't have anyone who can fix it."
"How can that be?" Janeway asked, thinking that if the Narians built it, they should be able to repair it.
"There was an engineering conference at Caldori," Betoc said with a grimace. "It is, or rather was, one of our coastal communities on the Tacarad continent. One of the larger meteors hit two kilometers off of the coast. The impact caused a sonic wave that toppled most of the structures even as the steam and vapor cloud came inland. It vaporized all organic material for 200 kilometers, and then a tidal wave over 300 meters high hit the coast." He looked away from the screen and sighed, then turned back. "The wave struck the shore and continued inland over 700 kilometers until it hit the coastal range. There were no survivors."
"None?" Tach asked as Nara buried her face into his chest.
"None," Betoc confirmed.
Tach looked over at Janeway. "We are from the Caldori province. I can make the repairs," Tach said.
"No," Nara said as she pulled away from her husband. "With the cannons down, it won't be safe. You're not in the Guard anymore."
"Nara," Tach said gently. "You know it's the right thing to do." He turned to the viewscreen. "Have any of the orbital cannons been hit?"
"Yes," Betoc said. "The array at Lesander three. One of the meteors got through and hit it. The cannon station was pushed into the planet's atmosphere and was vaporized. The remaining cannons are focusing on the larger meteors, but dozens of smaller meteorites are getting through and impacting the planet." He rubbed his temples and looked at the viewscreen. "Tach. If you're going to help, you must hurry. We haven't been able to shut down the remaining cannons for maintenance and they are overheating. We'll start losing them within the day."
"What can we do to help?" Janeway asked.
"It would be most helpful if you could provide cover for the repair crew," Betoc said. "Our planet will enter the densest meteor belt in just under 9 hours. With the trajectory we've plotted, we expect to lose the station in the first volley. The cannons have to be online before we reach the belt."
"I will assist him," Seven said. "I have engineering skills that will be useful."
"You're not going with him," Nara snapped. "My bull-headed husband may fly off into harm's way, but you two are not going with him." She pointed at Seven's belly. "Don't make me call B'Elanna down in Engineering."
"Let's not jump the gun," Janeway said. "We have three hours before we reach Nador Omega. I'm calling a staff meeting. Betoc, by the time we reach your location, we will have everything ready."
"Thank you, Captain Janeway," Betoc said. "I look forward to meeting you in person. May the goddess guide your journey."
"Thank you" Janeway said.
Kathryn Janeway sat at the table in the conference room and watched her First Officer pace. They were having a last minute discussion before the rest of the staff arrived.
"We can't interfere," Chakotay said as he crossed his arms over his chest. This is a clear violation of the Prime Directive."
"They are a space fairing race who we've already had first contact with," she countered.
"Contact, yes," he said as he walked over and stared out the window. "But that doesn't mean we should go flying in there and solve all of their problems. We can't change the course of their natural history."
"We've done it before," she said without getting up.
"That doesn't make it right, Kathryn," he said as he rubbed a smudge on the transparent aluminum. "And you know it."
"They asked for our help," Janeway said as she stood and went to where he was standing. "That makes us a part of their history."
Chakotay smiled and turned toward her. "Good point," he said. It was his job to play Devil's advocate, but at the moment, he didn't like it and was happy to be wrong.
The rest of the command staff arrived and sat around the table. Tach and Nara sat at the far end of the table and helped explain the situation. After thirty minutes, they had a working plan. Unfortunately, Tach insisted on going to the station alone.
"That's insane!" B'Elanna said. "You can't even do the repairs by yourself. I'm going with you."
Seven's eyes widened. "No," she said firmly. "I am the logical choice. I am stronger and have more experience with alien technology."
"No way in hell are you going," B'Elanna said. "I forbid it."
The room went dead quiet as the entire senior staff waited for the explosion. Seven turned to B'Elanna and folded her willowy arms across her bosom, then raised one eyebrow and tilted her head to the side.
"I am going," Seven said, not even addressing the fact that her wife had forbid her action.
B'Elanna saw the edge of Seven's lip twitch, letting her know that the matter was not closed.
Janeway cleared her throat. "The last time I checked, I made the crew assignments on this ship."
Chakotay smirked, not mentioning that he was in charge of assignments. He figured it was not the time to cut her off.
"Captain," Tach said quietly. "I am touched by your concern, but this is my planet's problem. It is too dangerous to allow any of your crew to assist. I will fly my ship over and dock with the station and do the repairs."
"I can't force you to let us help you," Janeway said as she leaned forward. "But your chances would be a lot better if you let us."
"Tach, you are a stubborn ass." B'Elanna stood and went to where he was sitting and spun him in his chair. "I'm going with you. You need help, and I am the most qualified. It's my right."
"Your right?" Tach leaned back wondering if the Klingon was about to knock some sense into him.
"Yes, you old goat," B'Elanna said. "You are like a brother to me... a pain in the ass, obnoxious, condensing, teasing and annoying brother...but a brother none the less." She smiled down at him. "So I'm going."
Tach was touched, and looked over at Nara who was trying not to cry, then looked at Seven who was torn between the touching display and her anger at being overlooked.
"Seven," Tach said as he took her by the arm. "I'll borrow your wife, but I'll bring her back. You have my word. I'd take you...but that station is gonna' be full of radiation. That's no place for a baby...even an unborn one."
"That all right with you, Captain?" B'Elanna asked.
"Let's get to work," Janeway said as she stood. "We've got a lot to do before we get there."
The staff began to file out of the room, but Janeway stayed behind. "B'Elanna, Tach, can I talk to you?"
"Of course," Tach said as he stopped. Nara stopped and waited with him.
"Ma'am?" B'Elanna asked. She looked over at Seven, who had stopped near the door waiting as well.
Janeway looked at the two couples, knowing that the spouses had just as much right to be in the meeting as did Tach and B'Elanna.
"Why don't we all have a seat," Janeway said as she pointed at the long table. "Tach, I want some more information about these meteor storms. Just how many meteors are we talking about?"
Tach sighed as he sat. "More than I can count," he said.
"I pulled up the sensor scans," Seven said. "There are hundreds of meteors that would be impacting if not for the phaser cannons." She accessed her data padd and put the projections onto the screen for the others to see.
"Kahless," B'Elanna said as she leaned forward and studied the image. There were hundreds of streaks slamming toward the planet, most being destroyed by the remaining phaser cannons. "It's gonna' be like flying into a machine gun barrel! That's not a meteor shower, it's a sandstorm with sixty-ton grains of sand."
"Perhaps you should stay behind," Tach suggested. "I can try to handle it myself."
"That's not an option," B'Elanna said.
"She's right," Janeway said. "Going alone would guarantee your failure. What if you took the Delta Flyer? It's a lot more maneuverable than your freighter."
"No," Tach said as he pointed to the many meteors. "My ship has complex programs that let the phasers self-target. If we take your shuttle, we will have to focus on firing and not the repairs. It would take days to convert my program to your systems."
"All right," the captain said. "I don't like it, but all right. What if I had someone else fly you in there? Keep a transporter lock on you from the ship? Tom Paris is the best pilot I've got."
Seven looked over at B'Elanna. "He is skilled. He would be the logical choice," Seven admitted.
"No," Tach said. "The ship is only set up for two in an emergency, and once we beam onto the station, we'll need all of the ship's energy focused on us."
"Why can't Voyager beam you over?" Seven asked. "That would be safer."
"That won't work," Janeway said. "We need to keep away from the atmosphere, and we need room to maneuver. The farther we are from the station, the better chance we have of shooting the meteors."
"Looks like it's you and me...brother," B'Elanna said with a smile.
"We will succeed, Fas'na," Tach said.
"Fas'na?" Seven asked.
"It means sister," Nara explained. "And since you are family... I guess Ty will have to get used to calling you Nana. That's Narian for aunt."
"Oh no," B'Elanna said as she shook her head. "No way in Hell I am going to be called... Nana B'Elanna. Forget it. It's not gonna' happen."
Seven smiled, but the captain actually laughed. "Well, Lieutenant, how about Nana Lana?" Janeway asked. She was glad the mood had lightened.
"No," B'Elanna said. "I'll be aunt B'Elanna. That's final."
"Nana Ba?" Nara asked.
"Oh, yeah," B'Elanna said with a snarl. "Why not just call me Ba Nana."
Janeway covered her mouth and her eyes sparkled.
"What is wrong with that?" Tach asked.
"A Banana is a terrain fruit," Seven explained.
"So?" Tach asked.
"Hey, brother," B'Elanna asked him. "Did I ever tell you what Tach means in Klingonasse?"
"No," he said slowly.
"It means a tavern, a place to get falling down, stupid drunk." B'Elanna smirked. "And generally, it means a tavern that isn't known for its cleanliness."
"Sounds perfect to me," Nara said.
"Well," Janeway said, "Nana B'Elanna, why don't you and Tach go do a last minute check of his freighter." She stood and looked at the two couples, hoping they would all be together when the mission at hand was finished. "I'll be on the bridge making sure Voyager is ready for our part in this."
"Thank you, Captain," Tach said sincerely. "I will do everything in my power to return B'Elanna safely. You have my word."
Janeway nodded as she left, her expression confident and full of trust. Inside she was going over the thousands of the ways that the mission could go wrong. She knew all too well from personal experience that one's intentions to keep someone safe didn't mean anything to the universe. A meteor hurling through space didn't know or care about vows of honor, and faced with a meteor, Tach's promise was worthless.
B'Elanna and Seven said their good-byes in the shuttle bay while Nara and Ty did the same with Tach. Seven was angry with her wife for taking the dangerous mission, but she understood it, and she wasn't about to part on negative terms.
"You will be careful?" Seven asked as she wrapped her arms around B'Elanna.
"Of course, Be'nal," B'Elanna responded. "I have too much to come back to. I don't want you worrying. It's not good for the little one." She rested her hand on Seven's belly and smiled warmly when she felt the child stir. She bent down and lifted Seven's shirt and then pressed her lips onto her belly. After planting a lingering kiss, she eased back and growled onto Seven's rounded stomach. The baby began moving immediately in response.
"I will keep us safe, my wife," Seven said. "You focus on returning. That is an order."
"Yes, ma'am," B'Elanna said. She smiled and leaned against Seven, wanting nothing more than to go back to their quarters. "Kiss me?" she asked.
"Always," Seven replied. She kissed B'Elanna gently, letting her love envelop the shorter woman and then pulled her tightly against her chest. They continued the sensual exchange as each woman let her fear fuel the passion. They broke apart, their breathing raged. "Come back to me and I will finish what we just started," Seven promised.
"Nothing will stop me," B'Elanna swore.
Chapter 37: Impact
B'Elanna dropped her hyper-spanner for the third time. "Damn it," she said as she climbed down to retrieve it. She was in her complete exposure suit, and the helmet visor kept fogging over. "Tell me again why we need to wear these damn things? The station's atmosphere is fine. Environmental controls weren't damaged."
"As I told you," Tach said. "When you've got that many small chunks of rock flying at you, you need to be ready." He tightened down a fitting and then reached over and opened a plasma vent. "Damn," he screamed when the plasma began leaking immediately. He turned it off and began tightening the fitting again.
"If one of those things hit us, we're not gonna' have to worry about having a spacesuit," she said as she went back to adjust the plasma matter-stream. "Okay, I fixed the plasma mix. Any time you're ready." She looked at him expectantly.
"A meteor may only pierce the hull," Tach pointed out. "You'll thank me if we have a rapid decompression."
"Great," B'Elanna said with a sigh. "Did I mention that Klingons don't do well in zero G?"
"As your wife is so fond of saying, you will adapt," Tach said as he opened the vent. "There," he said with a smile. "Now, let's get down to the reactor and see if we can reactivate it."
"I can't believe I'm taking orders from a farmer," B'Elanna said as she followed him out of the small corridor.
Seven of Nine stood at the auxiliary tactical station, ready to target any meteors that Tuvok or Harry might miss. She wasn't enjoying the fact that her wife was out in the middle of the storm. Hundreds of meteorites of every size filled the surrounding space. With B'Elanna and Tach already docked at the space station, Tuvok had taken over the responsibility of covering it. His fingers flew furiously over his comm panel as he tried to keep one step ahead of the projectiles.
Voyager had turned and was facing into the meteor storm, targeting the deadly chunks of rock as they headed for the planet or the station. The Stellar Guard had a squadron of fighters that were taking out as many of the larger meteors as possible. The fighters had the advantage of using Narian targeting array. Their complex systems were centrally controlled and the Narian command had already plotted the trajectories of the largest meteors, so they knew which would definitely hit the planet. Those were targeted and marked on the fighter's targeting array. The pilots would take turns flying out to intercept those massive targets and break them up. The problem then became recalculating the trajectories of the broken pieces.
"Mister Kim," Tuvok said, his voice almost sounding alarmed. "Incoming meteors at 123 mark 214. I will take the larger one," he said even as he was firing.
"Got it," Harry responded, though his eyes grew wide when he saw the size of the targets. "Why didn't the Stellar Guard take these out?"
The phasers fired and the huge chunks of rock shattered, sending smaller pieces directly for Voyager. The debris filled the viewscreen.
Janeway stood, keeping one hand on her command chair. "All available power to the main deflector. Keep firing. We can't let those pieces get past us," she barked. She knew that Tach and B'Elanna were counting on Voyager to keep the incoming meteorites at bay until they completed their repairs.
"There are so many," Harry said as he kept re-targeting.
"The Stellar Guard are handling the biggest meteors, and they are not bothering with the ones that won't hit the planet." Seven looked up from her comm panel. "Mister Kim, you just destroyed a target that would have passed us without harm."
"How am I supposed to know that?" Harry asked as he kept firing.
"Indeed," Seven said. She input a few more commands and then sent a new set of data to all of the comm panels. On the main viewscreen, a green grid criss-crossed the image. Suddenly each meteor hurling toward them had a color-coded tracking mark beside it. "Fire on the meteors marked with red," Seven ordered.
"Thank you, Seven." Janeway stared at the screen, impressed with the complex tracking system. It reminded her of a Starfleet war room with different markers for ships from different alliances, though Seven's program looked more intricate. She realized that Seven must be plotting hundreds of courses of the meteors and then manually updating the screen.
Seven nodded. "The yellow targets are ones in danger of being pushed into the planet or the station by the explosions. Be aware that they may change to red at any time." She glanced back down at her console. She had divided it into two data streams. One gave her an update on the meteors, and the other was from the scanners facing the small space station. She had a constant image of Tach's ship docked off of the port side of the battered phaser cannon array. Tach's ship was firing automatically, keeping the stray debris from hitting the structure.
"Impressive," Tuvok said as he concentrated his firing on the new red targets. A large explosion rocked the ship as debris hit the deflector grid. Tuvok grabbed the console and kept firing.
"Tom," Janeway said as she sat back down. "Keep a course locked in to get us out of here. I want you ready to move us the other side of the planet as soon as Tach and B'Elanna are out of there."
"Gladly," Tom said as he double-checked the escape route he had already plotted. "What's taking them so long?"
Seven's head snapped up. "The station was badly damaged when the ship collided with it. Since that impact, dozen of small meteors have hit it as well," Seven said defensively. She didn't like Paris questioning her wife's efficiency, although she did wish that B'Elanna would finish soon.
"Captain," Harry said, he was smiling, impressed by a massive meteor he had just destroyed. "Maybe I can knock a few of these out of our way before they get so close." He held onto his console as the fragments hit the shields and shook Voyager. "I'm firing on the three largest red targets that just came on screen." He pushed the comm panel as he spoke. "The photon torpedoes should do the trick."
"Harry, no." Janeway stood and spun. "Belay that," she glared at him and his face went pale.
"I just fired," Harry said.
"Tuvok," Janeway yelled as she trotted up to the tactical level.
"I am attempting to disarm the torpedoes." Tuvok had to shift his focus back to his targeting as a small meteor hit Voyager's shields, knocking the ship to one side.
"Hurry," Seven said as she tried to disarm it from her station.
"What?" Harry asked.
"Captain…" Tuvok nodded toward the screen. The largest meteor in the distance exploded when the torpedo hit, shattering into three huge chunks that flew off into different directions. The pieces bumped into other meteors, setting off a chain of events like a cue ball breaking a freshly racked set of billiard balls. Suddenly dozens of the yellow targets changed to red.
"Oh, god," Harry whispered.
Another torpedo exploded, it shattered the next meteor sending hundreds of shards in every direction, and the explosion ignited some of the pieces. It would have been beautiful, like fireworks on a hot July night, except these fireworks were heading straight for Voyager.
"Brace for impact," Janeway said just as the shards hit the shields. It sounded like water thrown into a white-hot frying pan as the meteors scattered across the shields. "What was that?" the captain asked just as the third torpedo hit and broke another giant meteor in half.
"The second meteor had a less dense construction," Seven answered as she continued both of her scans. "It had hundreds of caverns, all filled with hydrogen gas. The matrix of the cavern system was laced with tri-lithium and duranium." Seven's eyes widened. "We must warn the station," she said even as she accessed the communications system.
"What? Why?" Harry asked while he tried shooting the new red targets.
"Janeway to Torres, get out of there, now. You've got hundreds of tiny fragments headed your way and they're made of tri-lithium and duranium. They'll get right past Tach's targeting cannons and cut through your hull like hot butter." Kathryn moved next to Seven and watched as the massive cloud of projectiles neared the station.
*"Torres here, Captain…we're almost done. Can you buy us ten more minutes?"*
B'Elanna asked over the comm.
"Get out of there, now," Janeway ordered.
*"Aye, Captain,"*
B'Elanna said, but her tone suggested she was not happy about it.
"Captain," Tom Paris yelled. "We need to get out of here too."
Janeway turned and saw half of the last broken meteor. It was heading for Voyager, closing fast. "Hold your ground, Ensign," she ordered. She looked over at Tuvok and he gave her a subtle shake of his head. "Harry, you focus everything we've got on that… that thing. Tuvok, see if you can pick off some of those smaller pieces heading for the station." She took a breath as her crew jumped into action. "Tom, you keep us nose to nose with that thing until the last second. We need to break it up. It's an ELE," she added, reminding everyone that if it hit the planet it would cause another Extinction Level Event.
"No," Seven whispered.
Janeway looked down at her console as the station was peppered with impacts and the surrounding space began filling with a white vapor as the phaser cannon array lost its atmosphere.
"Come on, Tach… move it," B'Elanna yelled as she ran toward the docking bay. He was in front of her and she was pushing him every time he would pause. His bulky spacesuit made him look like an overweight targh as he quickly waddled through the station.
"What if we use the phaser cannons and target manually?" he asked as he stopped to catch his breath. B'Elanna slammed into to him. Her facemask had long since fogged over.
"Move," she ordered, taking him by the arm and tugging him. "Janeway doesn't back down easily. If she said we need to get out of here, then we do." She trotted a few more steps, pulling him with her. "How soon can we use the transporter?" she asked.
"As soon as we clear the reactor's radiation shielding…at the end of the corridor," he said.
A deafening hiss made them both stop, they looked at each other, and for a split second nothing happened. A loud explosion replaced the hissing and they both flew through the air. They were being forcefully sucked toward the corridor.
"Hull breach," Tach screamed over the noise. He grabbed his belt, pulling off a cable with a clamp and hooked it to a loop on B'Elanna's waist. He took a small pistol from his opposite hip and fired at one of the walls as they were carried past. A duranium arrowhead with an attached cable plunged into one of the bulkheads and the cable quickly went taut, yanking B'Elanna and Tach to a stop. They swayed from side to side as the air was drawn out past them. After several minutes, they both bobbed above the decking. The station was completely silent.
"Kahless," B'Elanna said as she activated her magnetic boots. She stood in the gravity free environment as Tach did the same.
"What do you think of these suits now?" Tach asked. He unsnapped the cable from the wall but left the one tethering him to B'Elanna.
"I'll tell you when we get back on board Voyager," she said. "Come on, we're almost out of the shielded area."
Janeway saw the vapor filling the space around the station and she knew what it meant. "Janeway to Torres, come in," she said calmly, but inside her heart was pounding. She waited, idly listening to the sound of fingers dancing over consoles as the crew continued firing. She glanced down at Tom Paris. He was moving Voyager in reverse, giving them a little more time to attack the giant meteor as it hurled toward them. It was also moving them closer to the station and the atmosphere. "Janeway to Torres," she repeated. There was still no answer.
Seven was tired of waiting patiently. She slapped her comm badge. "Seven of Nine to Torres, come in…now." Only silence answered.
"They may be somewhere a signal can't get through," Janeway said. "Was Tach wearing a comm badge?"
"I…do not know," Seven said. She felt like she was failing her wife by not having all of the relevant information.
"Janeway to Tach, come in," she said.
"Captain," Tuvok said calmly. "On screen."
Janeway and Seven turned to see the meteor glowing red in the center and then it broke with a massive explosion that knocked Tuvok, Janeway and Kim to the floor. Seven remained standing, but her console had deep dent where her Borg enhanced left hand had crushed it as she held on.
"Well?" the captain demanded as she climbed to her feet. She stared at the screen as the fiery explosion began to die down. Tiny pieces of rock began hitting the shields and then the smoke and flame was gone and they could see what was left of the projectile. The explosion had torn off three smaller pieces that were flying in the opposite direction. The remaining chunk was closing on Voyager.
"Captain?" Paris asked from the helm.
"Steady, Mister Paris," Janeway answered. "Shields to maximum," she ordered as she went to the helm. She knelt next to him and began altering the ship's course.
"Ma'am?" Paris asked, his voice cracking. "We're still in that thing's path."
"I know that, Mister Paris," Janeway said without looking up. "We just need to alter its trajectory a tiny bit."
"Captain," Seven said from her post, "This ship, even with shields at maximum, will not alter its course. The shields will buckle a nanosecond before the hull implodes."
"Steady," Janeway said to Paris as he moved in his chair. "Get ready to pivot us as the meteor gets closer. Try to match its speed," she added. "Once we are touching, we'll just give it a little nudge."
"Ma'am," Tom said slowly. "That thing you want to nudge is twenty times Voyager's size."
"Twenty six," Tuvok corrected.
"Just what I needed to hear," Paris said. The meteor filled the screen as it rushed closer. Tom managed to get the ship's shields within a few meters of the projectile and he matched its speed, hovering just off of its edge. He gave Janeway one last questioning glance, then let the shields nudge the huge rock. The entire ship rocked and the engines began to whine as Tom followed the captain's orders and tried to push the meteor. The whine from the engines increased and Tom wished B'Elanna was in Engineering; she could always get the warp core to give a little more power than Starfleet engineers had ever intended.
Seven continued hailing both Torres and Tach. Her scans showed nothing because the tri-lithium particles scattered around the station had blocked out all of the readings.
*"Vorik to the bridge… We have lost two power conduits and the engines are overheating,"*
the Vulcan said over the comm.
"The meteor's trajectory is unchanged," Tuvok said.
"Vorik, get repair teams on it, Janeway out," the captain said. "All right, Tom, back us off." She turned and faced the officers at the back of the bridge. "Seven, check that thing for structural integrity. Are there any weak spots?"
Seven quickly re-scanned the meteor. "Yes, there is a fissure near the center of the last explosion. The resulting crater has a deep crack that continues into the interior."
"Tuvok, I want one torpedo, minimum yield. Put it right into that fissure," Janeway said.
"I might point out that a torpedo is exactly what caused this," Tuvok said while he targeted the crater.
"I know," Janeway said. "But this thing wasn't even going to hit the planet until we interfered. I am not going to stand by and watch an ELE hit their planet when we can at least break it up."
"Torpedo ready," Tuvok said.
"Fire." Janeway sat in her chair and waited as the torpedo went to the meteor in a lazy arc. There was small explosion and then the huge rock seemed to vibrate and then split into a several smaller pieces. "Target those," Janeway ordered. One piece was bigger than the rest and it headed directly for Voyager. "Tom," Janeway said harshly.
"Got it," Tom responded as he spun Voyager out of the way. He wasn't quite fast enough and the meteor bumped the ship.
"Shields are failing on decks four through nine," Tuvok said.
"Captain," Seven yelled as she stared down at her console. "The station."
"On screen," Janeway said. The rear view filled the screen as the largest chunk of the meteor that had hit Voyager continued on toward the station. It dwarfed the station, and continued directly toward it. "Janeway to Torres, come in." She watched in horror as the meteor hit the station and Tach's ship along with it. The station and ship were crumpled like discarded paper cups, collapsing on impact. There was a small explosion as Tach's fuel tanks ruptured when the meteor continued into the atmosphere taking the wreckage with it. It glowed bright red, then white, before becoming engulfed in flame, the whole thing taking only a few seconds.
Tuvok looked up as the ship was rocked by a small meteor hitting the shields. "I suggest a hasty retreat," he said quietly.
"No," Seven said. She scanned the surrounding space. "We must find Lana," she insisted. Her hands flew over the controls as she tried different methods of scanning. Each one showed nothing but she blamed the tri-lithium. "We will find them," she insisted.
"Tom…" Janeway put her hand on his shoulder. "Take us to the other side of the planet."
Tom could not answer, so he nodded. He keyed in the commands and the ship moved quickly toward the opposite side of the planet and the safety it offered. With the planet between Voyager and the meteor storm, they would be as safe as possible.
"I will find them," Seven said quietly as she tried modulating the scanners. "They may have used escape pods." She noticed her vision was narrowing, she could only see the tiny area of her console, and everything else was black. She felt a warm touch on her arm but didn't look up.
"Seven," Janeway said gently. "Come on, I think you and I should have a talk in my ready room."
"After I locate B'Elanna and Tach," Seven said. "I must continuing scanning."
"I will continue scanning," Tuvok offered from his post.
Seven glanced over at the Vulcan and considered his offer. "Very well, but contact me when you find her," she finally said.
"Come on," Kathryn said as she wrapped her arm around Seven's waist. The tall blonde hesitated before slowly moving toward the ready room. Janeway looked back at Harry who seemed dazed as well. "Mister Kim, contact Chakotay in Engineering and have him report to the bridge. Until then, you have the bridge."
"Aye, Ma'am." Harry stared at Seven. He had never seen her look so completely lost.
"Easy," Kathryn said when Seven stumbled. "I've got you."
"Do not tell B'Elanna I tripped," Seven said as she leaned onto Kathryn for support. "I am always teasing her about being clumsy. She would enjoy returning the favor."
Kathryn led Seven into the ready room and guided her to the couch. "Sit," Kathryn ordered.
"I should be helping to find B'Elanna." Seven sank into the soft cushions of the couch.
"Seven," Kathryn said as she sat next to her friend. "You will get through this. You have so many friends on board. You don't have to do this alone. We're here for you." She reached out and took Seven's delicate hand. "I'm here for you."
"I am never alone," Seven pointed out as she looked into Kathryn's eyes. "I have B'Elanna."
Kathryn took a deep breath and sighed. There were parts of her job that she truly hated. "Seven, you saw the station… you know B'Elanna's not coming back."
"You are wrong," Seven yelled and jumped to her feet. "You cannot give up on her. She is not… gone. She promised me that she would come back. B'Elanna would never break a promise to me."
"She didn't mean to," Kathryn said as she stood. "It was an accident." Kathryn tried to take Seven's hand, but the exdrone yanked it away.
"I am her wife… she would not lie to me," Seven yelled. Her eyes began to shine as tears formed but refused to fall.
"She didn't lie… she just made a mistake," Kathryn said quietly. "I never should have let her go."
"You could not have stopped her," Seven whispered as tears began sliding down her cheeks. "Please, leave me alone," she requested. "I do not wish to have you see me like this," she added as her hands began to shake.
"You shouldn't be alone right now." Kathryn tried to put her hand on Seven's shoulder.
"Leave," Seven yelled. Her eyes were wild and feral and she clinched her hands into tight fists until her knuckles turned white.
"All right," Kathryn said slowly, "But I'll be right outside if you need me."
"Go," Seven said huskily.
"I'll be back in ten minutes to check on you," Janeway said as she paused near the door. "You aren't going to do anything…"
"I will not harm myself," Seven said quietly. "I would never harm our child."
"Call me if you need anything." Kathryn opened the door and left Seven alone.
"I need my Be'nal," Seven whispered as the door hissed shut.
Chapter 38: Aftermath
As the door to her ready room closed, Kathryn heard a desperate, guttural scream coming from inside and recognized it as the Klingon death howl. She leaned against the wall and rubbed her temples. She stayed there, ignoring the concerned looks from the rest of the crew as she wondered how she was going to help her young friend through her loss. She listened and she heard loud crashes, identifying a few of the sounds. One was definitely her desk being overturned, another she assumed was her Da Vinci bust hitting the wall. The crashing ended after a few minutes and she heard strange noises that reminded her of the shipyards at Utopia Planitia. It sounded like metal being bent and shaped, but she dismissed that because it simply wasn't possible, then the crashing continued.
"Captain," Chakotay said as he came over to her. "How is she?"
A loud ripping noise followed by a thud came from behind the door.
"How do you think she is?" Janeway asked. They both listened until the sounds died down.
"I spoke with Nara," he said quietly.
"Oh?" Janeway asked.
"She's in the new orchard with Ty, looking at the trees Tach planted." Chakotay nodded toward the silent ready room. "Are you sure you should have left her alone?"
"She's a very private person," Kathryn said sadly. "She needed to go through…that…alone," she added. "She's letting off some steam, and I don't think she'd do that with an audience."
"It doesn't sound like you'll have a ready room when this is over." He put his hand on Kathryn's shoulder. "Don't leave her in there too long."
Kathryn nodded. "Her ten minutes are up right now. Why don't you get back to my bridge."
"Aye Captain." He squeezed her shoulder. "Good luck."
"I'll need it." She turned and entered her ready room. "Oh my," she said as she spun and closed the door and sealed it with her personal privacy code.
She turned back around and saw Seven sitting in the middle of the wreckage of what had once been Janeway's private sanctuary. It looked like a tornado had been through the room…twice. Everything in the room was shattered or ripped to shreds, most notably was the couch. It was reduced to a fluffy ocean of padding covering the floor and a few scattered piles of metal that had been its frame. The desk was broken in half, one piece having been hurled onto the upper deck and crushed against the wall. The other half of the desk sat at its normal location, looking like half of it had beamed off of the ship and the remaining piece had simply fallen over. Kathryn moved closer to the center of the debris, trying to look at Seven's face, but all she could see was the former Borg's back as she hunched over in the mess.
"Seven?" Kathryn asked gently, but the young blonde didn't even flinch. Kathryn moved closer and knelt beside her. She was covered in dust and had pieces of the couch stuffing stuck in her hair but Kathryn's eyes focused on her hands. Seven was cradling Kathryn's lucky teacup, holding it reverently. Even in her rage she hadn't been able to destroy something so precious to the captain.
"Your cup," Seven whispered as she turned. Her eyes were swollen from crying and she was pale. "I seem to have damaged your ready room…however…I could not break your ‘lucky tea cup.' Please take it."
Kathryn took the cup and held it in one hand while she rested the other hand on Seven's shoulder. "I'm so sorry," she whispered. It occurred to her that Seven was far more fragile than the porcelain cup, and she wished it were the cup that was shattered and not her dear friend's heart.
Seven turned and looked at the teacup in Janeway's hand. "Where was my luck today?" she asked in a tiny voice that sounded more like a child than the strong woman Janeway had come to know.
The words hit Kathryn like a fist and she stood and hurled the teacup into the wall. She paced and rubbed her eyes as she felt tears hot on her cheeks. Kathryn sighed and then wiped her eyes one last time and went back to Seven and sat beside her in the debris.
"Why?" Seven asked.
"There is no reason." Janeway took Seven's hand and patted her comfortingly. She had to shift her legs to make a soft spot on top of the scattered mess.
Seven looked down at her belly and then rested her hand on it. "B'Elanna loved our daughter," she said quietly. "She would look at my belly with such love and devotion. She would talk to the baby, tell her stories…" Seven looked at Kathryn, her lower lip trembling. "Our daughter will never see that love, never see the love Lana had in her eyes."
"Then we'll tell her," Kathryn said. "Everyday."
"That is…insufficient." Seven closed her eyes tightly and drew in a shaking breath and then collapsed onto Kathryn. She began taking gulps of air as the tears fell uncontrolled. Kathryn lowered Seven into her lap and gently stroked her blonde hair.
Seven cried for hours, and Kathryn held her, murmuring comforting words that did more for Kathryn than Seven. The former drone was beyond any words and she let her pain pour from her eyes in salty streams. Finally, Seven dozed off, her face still resting on Kathryn's lap and the older woman stared down at her. Kathryn had no idea how to help. She wished that there was some way to bring B'Elanna back, but she knew that miracles were scarce, especially in the Delta Quadrant. Seven was restless, mumbling in her sleep and shifting her weight often. Kathryn eased out from under her and walked a few steps away before tapping her comm badge.
"Janeway to sickbay, I need Opaca in my ready room, now," she whispered.
"Captain," the Doctor answered. He was insulted and his tone made it evident. "It's one thing to create a holographic midwife, but now you want her to use my emitter? What's next, is she going on away missions?"
"Send Opaca to my ready room, now," Janeway said again. Her tone made it clear it wasn't up for debate.
"Fine," the Doctor responded as the channel went dead.
Opaca materialized, looking somewhat disoriented, but she took one look at the room and Seven and hurried toward her.
"Shh," Janeway whispered. "She just went to sleep. Could you scan her…make sure she's okay?"
"I'll scan her," Opaca said sadly. "But I doubt she'll be okay. Not for a very long time." She moved forward, careful not to awaken Seven, and scanned her. After a moment she moved away, taking Janeway by the arm and not speaking until they were well away from Seven. "Physically she's fine. I would like her to eat something, and if that's not possible, maybe you can get her to regenerate, but I wouldn't hold my breath on that one."
"Why?" Kathryn whispered.
"I happen to know that B'Elanna always sat with her when she regenerated…ever since they were on Jusari Prime," Opaca explained. "Seven told me she loves that time together. She is unconscious, but has an innate sense of B'Elanna's presence…watching over her. She told me that it makes her feel completely cherished. I don't think she'll be too eager to regenerate alone."
"I see," Kathryn said quietly. She looked at Opaca, surprised to see her holographic eyes darkened with grief. Opaca was full of surprises, and Kathryn found her extremely easy to talk as if they had known each other for years. "Maybe you can talk to her when she feels up to it. You're very good with her."
"I care a great deal for her. She's grown so much since she was rescued from the Borg," Opaca said sadly. "I hate seeing her go through this."
*"Chakotay to Janeway,"*
the commander said.
"Janeway here," Kathryn whispered. She looked over and saw Seven stir and then settle back onto the hard deck. "What is it, Commander?"
*"I just spoke with the Stellar Guard, and…well…I think you'd better look at what they told us. I routed the information to your console, but it won't go through."*
Kathryn looked at the wall where the information feed for her desk console used to be. The conduit had been ripped from the wall. She vaguely remembered seeing part of it on the upper deck under the window.
"Bring me the information on a data padd," Kathryn said quietly. "And bring it yourself, Commander. No one else is to enter my ready room."
*"Understood, Chakotay out."*
"What now?" Kathryn shook her head. She looked over at Seven; she was mumbling louder and Kathryn went to her, carefully gathering her up onto her lap. Seven gripped her legs and whimpered.
"Lana," Seven whispered in her sleep. Her voice was so full of love that Kathryn thought her own heart would break.
The door chimed and Kathryn ordered the computer to release the lock. Chakotay took one look at the destruction and stopped, stunned by the amount of damage Seven had done in the ten minutes Janeway had left her alone. He carefully walked over to Kathryn and gave her the data padd, trying not to look at Seven resting in the captain's lap.
"Check this out immediately." Janeway nodded at the padd. "But keep it under wraps. There's no reason to get anyone's hopes up."
"I'm already on it," he said as he made his way out of the debris field.
"What is it?" Opaca asked.
"Maybe a miracle." Kathryn reread the padd. It was a detailed report from the Stellar Guard.
"Then may the prophets guide you," Opaca said as she tilted her head to one side.
The data padd explained what Chakotay had discovered when he spoke with the Narians. Chakotay had explained that the station had been lost and the Narians had asked if the team had beamed onto Voyager or used standard escape protocol. Chakotay asked what they meant, and they explained. It was normal for Narians to be in dangerous meteor storms and they had developed strategies just for them. Since their system of targeting meteors was similar to the one Seven had designed, they knew which meteors would miss the planet completely. Those meteors were not shot down until the Stellar Guard had extra time. Because of that, the larger meteors that were not a threat became emergency beam out sights. In the event of a meteor strike, a crew could beam onto the meteor and wait for rescue. Voyager had not scanned any of the meteors that had continued past the destroyed station. Kathryn hoped that Tach was well versed in the method described on the padd. Voyager had been too far away for a beam out, but there had been dozens of meteors close enough for Tach's transporter to reach.
"What miracle are you talking about?" Seven asked as she sat up. She grabbed the data padd and scanned it.
"I thought you were asleep," Kathryn said with a half smile.
"I was…but I awakened when the commander left you this," Seven accused as she waved the padd at the captain. "Why was I not informed immediately? We must begin a search at once."
"Seven, this a long shot. The station was depressurized, and they didn't have time to reach the transporters." Kathryn tried to take the padd, but Seven pulled it to her chest like a life preserver.
"She is alive," Seven yelled angrily as she stood up. "I should not have given up on her so quickly. It is my humanity that makes me so…weak as to accept her death."
"You're wrong." Kathryn stood and tried to take Seven by the arm but she pulled away and gave the captain an icy glare. "Seven, it's your humanity that's making you instantly believe this right now. It's called hope…and since it's new to you…I don't want to see you hurt by it."
"How could I be hurt by knowing my wife is alive?" Seven picked up a piece of the broken teacup and cradled it in her Borg enhanced left hand. Her right hand still clutched the data padd.
"Seven, all I'm saying is that you shouldn't assume we're going to find them." Kathryn edged closer. She could see Seven's hands trembling. "I want them to be all right. God, I want it more than anything," Kathryn said. She had loved Seven deeply and wanted a life with her, but she knew the former Borg belonged with B'Elanna. "Seven, I'm just saying let's go into this hopefully, but not blindly."
"She is alive," Seven whispered. She held out the shard of broken porcelain to Kathryn. "This is me without my Be'nal. Broken, unable to do that which I was designed for… and like this, I could be mended…but the fractures would always be there. Without B'Elanna, my life is incomplete."
"I know it feels that way, but you are a strong and independent woman. You don't need anyone to be complete," Kathryn said as she bent down to look into Seven's downcast eyes.
"You are wrong," Seven said. Her voice was bleak and desperate. "B'Elanna holds my heart. I gave it to her, and while I will go on and function for our daughter's sake… I will never be whole again until I meet my Be'nal in Stovocor. I cannot get back my heart, she carries it with her wherever she goes."
Kathryn smiled sadly. "When did you become such a poet, my friend?"
"The day B'Elanna and I fell in love."
"I'm worried about you." Kathryn rested her hand on Seven's shoulder. "Please, don't let yourself believe this…only to be shattered if it isn't true."
"I know she is alive, Kathryn. I just didn't listen to what my soul was telling me." Seven turned and smiled at Kathryn. "She is alive."
Opaca came over to them and paused before reaching out and touching Seven on the elbow. "Seven?"
"Yes?" Seven looked down at the short hologram.
"How do you know she is alive?" Opaca asked.
Seven smiled and she clutched the broken porcelain to her chest. "Because my heart still beats. If Lana were … gone… it would not."
Kathryn sighed. "Well, I can't argue with that logic. Will you wait in here while I check with Chakotay?" Kathryn asked.
"I have the right to help look for my wife," Seven said. "Besides, I am the only one who believes she is alive, so I will look more diligently."
"All right," Kathryn said. "Let's go."
Janeway entered the bridge with Seven at her side. Opaca had beamed back to sickbay. The Captain took over the bridge and sat in her chair and Seven went immediately to the auxiliary science station and began trying to find the meteors that had been closest to the station when it exploded. She was surprised to see that Harry Kim had already marked four possible targets.
"Coming up the third target," Ensign Kim said.
"Third?" Janeway asked.
"We already checked two of them," Chakotay said.
"Good thinking," Janeway said quietly. "How much air do they have?" She was considering them alive until they had proof, something she realized she should have done earlier. It just seemed so impossible that they could have survived the impact.
"Narian emergency suits are designed for longer periods of exposure," Tuvok said. "They employ concentrated liquid oxygen canisters. They should have almost twelve hours left."
"That's fine if you don't mind having a bomb strapped to your back," Paris said from the helm. "Guess they didn't have a spaceshuttle Challenger in their history."
"That's enough, Ensign," Janeway said. She didn't like him making jokes about B'Elanna or the group of space travelers Earth had lost early in its history.
"This meteor has no life signs," Seven said. "We should move on to the forth target."
"Narian ship approaching, Captain," Harry said.
"On screen." Janeway stood as she looked at a Narian captain with reddish hair and big brown eyes. His browridge was thick and his eyebrows met in the middle. He looked like the Irish Setter Kathryn had left back in the Alpha Quadrant.
"Voyager," he said as he leaned forward in his chair. "I am Captain Jakdar. We have been searching the meteors for your missing crew."
"Yes?" Janeway sent out a prayer to the universe.
"Target 16," he said as rubbed his chin. "We recovered two bodies, one Narian…one Klingon as you described. We will beam them over immediately."
Kathryn sat and gripped the arms of her chair.
"Captain!" Harry Kim yelled.
Seven's eyes rolled back into her head and she hit the deck plating in a crumpled pile. Janeway felt her own heart ache at the thought of Seven going through the agony again. Tuvok and Harry reached Seven and checked her for injuries.
"Thank you, for your assistance," Janeway said grimly as she turned back to the screen. "We'll send you the coordinates to our morgue."
"Morgue?" Jakdar asked. "Why? They are in our transporter room ready to come home."
"You said bodies…" Janeway said slowly.
"Yes, two healthy bodies. And the female is rather… insistent. She has quite a temper." He smiled at Janeway wondering why she seemed upset.
"They're alive?" Tom asked happily.
"Of course," Jakdar said.
"In our language, we refer to people as…bodies…only when they are deceased," Kathryn said as she looked back at Seven. The willowy former drone was still out cold.
"My apologies," Jakdar said. His browridge blushed deep crimson. "Our deceased are called shells."
"Please beam them directly to the bridge," Janeway said. "Drop the shields."
There was a brief delay and then Tach and B'Elanna appeared on the bridge in front of the helm and looked around. They had their helmets tucked under their arms and were covered in sweat and grime, but both had weary smiles on their faces.
"Oh, sweet Kahless, am I glad to see you," B'Elanna said with a sigh.
"So am I." Tach tossed his helmet onto the floor, not caring where it rolled. "Nana B'Elanna is driving me crazy."
"Captain," Tuvok said from the tactical station where he was kneeling next to Seven. "Perhaps Lieutenant Torres could assist me?" Harry was beside him, the men blocking Seven from view.
"I just got back," B'Elanna whined. "Honestly, I just need a hot shower and a chance to see my wife. Is that too much to ask?"
Harry stood and stepped out of the way as Seven tried to sit up. Her expression was dazed and her eyelids fluttered.
"Seven!" B'Elanna dropped her helmet and sprinted to her wife. She pushed Tuvok out of the way and held the bewildered blonde in her arms. "What happened?"
"Be'nal?" Seven's eyes shot open. "You are alive." She yanked B'Elanna to her and they fell onto the floor in a heap. "The Narians said you were dead." Seven rolled over, pinning B'Elanna to the deck in a very intimate position. "They said they had your bodies." Seven gently touched B'Elanna's cheek, making sure she was real.
"Yeah," Tach said, drawing the word out. "They had our bodies…and here we are."
Tuvok cleared his throat.
Seven looked up and glared at him and then she turned back to B'Elanna and kissed her without restraint.
The Vulcan cleared his throat again, wishing he had a firehose.
"Wow," B'Elanna said when Seven let her come up for air.
"You are in serious trouble," Seven said as she stood. She pulled B'Elanna up to her and wrapped her arms around her. "You are forbidden from repairing any stations during meteor storms."
"Ladies?" Janeway crossed her arms over her chest. "Why don't you take this off of my bridge?"
"Oh, ma'am," B'Elanna said as her face turned deep red. "Yes, ma'am."
"Tach," Chakotay said. "I think you'd better let Nara know that you're all right. You were both reported dead."
"Great goddess, where is she?" Tach asked.
"In the orchard," Chakotay said. "With Ty."
"B'Elanna, Seven, why don't you go with him," Janeway said.
"Yes, ma'am." B'Elanna moved toward the door and tugged Seven with her. B'Elanna could still feel the blush burning her cheeks as she climbed into the turbolift.
They rode in silence, and Seven held B'Elanna in her arms, squeezing so tightly that the Klingon actually squeaked once. She looked up at Seven, who loosened her grip and then kissed B'Elanna's temple. The turbolift stopped and Tach hurried out, but Seven wasn't willing to let go of her wife.
"Are you all right, Lana? Were you injured?" Seven ran her hands over the fabric of the exposure suit.
"I'm fine." B'Elanna pulled Seven out of the lift. "A few bumps and bruises, maybe a little frostbite," she joked. "You have no idea how cold that meteor was."
"Where?" Seven grabbed B'Elanna's exposure suit by the metal ring that was used to anchor the helmet into place. She snapped it in half and then shredded the suit down the front and tossed the pieces onto the floor.
"Hey!" B'Elanna was suddenly feeling a chill as her sweat covered arms were exposed to the cool air. She had been wearing only her uniform pants and a tank top under the exposure suit, and while it had been cold on the meteor, the suit was extremely hot on board the ship. Now she was covered in sweat and Voyager's climate controlled air felt cold against her arms.
"Where are you injured?" Seven demanded as she grabbed B'Elanna's tank top, about to give it the same fate as the exposure suit.
"I'm fine," B'Elanna said as she held Seven's wrists. "Hey, take it easy, love."
"I thought you were dead," Seven said in a whisper. She eased out of B'Elanna's grip and moved her hands up to cup B'Elanna's face. "You are my life… and I knew that I had to continue on for our daughter. It hurt so badly. How could I have taught our child to love life when all I wanted to do was join you?"
"I'm here, and I'm not going anywhere." B'Elanna put her hands over Seven's, holding them to her skin. "I will be here with you, for you… and we will raise our daughter to treasure every moment…just like we do."
Seven pulled B'Elanna to her chest and clung to her. "I do treasure our life," Seven said. "And you." Seven felt tears on her cheeks and was surprised. She eased back and wiped them away. "I thought I had cried as much as physically possible." She stared at her wet fingers.
"I'm so sorry, Be'nal," B'Elanna said as she took Seven's hand and kissed the tears from her fingertips. "From now on, you'll only have tears of joy."
"I wish that could be true." Seven leaned against the wall. She was exhausted, and her back hurt. "But we live dangerous lives."
"I hate to think of you crying all alone," B'Elanna said as she leaned against Seven's chest. She loved the way their bodies molded together.
"Kathryn was with me," Seven said. She smiled, enjoying the familiar weight of B'Elanna in her arms.
"I'm so glad," B'Elanna replied. "She really is a good friend." B'Elanna snuggled into Seven, not caring that anyone could walk by at any moment.
The turbolift opened and the friend in question came out.
"B'Elanna, I just wanted to check on you and Tach. I think you two should go to sickbay," Kathryn said. She smiled at the look of contentment on Seven's face. She knew without a doubt that the former Borg belonged in B'Elanna's arms and she'd do everything in her power to help them with any bumps that might be in the road ahead.
"Captain, I'm fine," B'Elanna said into Seven's chest. Her lanky wife wouldn't let her pull away enough to turn her head.
"She will go to sickbay," Seven stated.
"Good." Kathryn looked down at the tatters of the exposure suit. "That looks familiar," she said with smile.
"Kathryn, I will repair your ready room." Seven shifted B'Elanna to one side but still had her trapped in her grip. "I was not… I am… I… I was upset."
"I know." Kathryn smiled warmly. "Just remind me to never get you upset at me. If you did that to my ready room…and you weren't even mad at me, I shudder to think what would happen if I ever got you angry."
"I would never harm you," Seven said sincerely.
"I know that," Kathryn assured her.
"What are we talking about?" B'Elanna asked.
"I was…upset when I thought you were…gone," Seven explained. "I damaged the ready room…severely."
"It's nothing that can't be replaced." Kathryn rested her hand on Seven's arm. "Although you will be doing the repairs yourself… and since your wife did upset you, she can help."
"Of course, Kathryn." B'Elanna smiled warmly. "How bad can it be?"
"How bad, indeed?" Kathryn raised both eyebrows and an evil grin covered her elegant features.
"The damage is considerable," Seven said. "I was despondent, but I felt much better after I slept with Kathryn."
"B'Elanna…" Kathryn stuttered as her eyes widened and she shook her head in a most inelegant manor.
B'Elanna rolled her eyes and smiled. "How long were you able to sleep, Be'nal?" She leaned over and kissed Seven's cheek. She knew Seven must have been speaking in precise terms because her wife was incapable of breaking their vows.
"I am uncertain…." Seven said. "I lost track of time. Kathryn, how long was I asleep?"
"Uh… less than an hour." Kathryn felt her cheeks warm and knew she was blushing.
"Kathryn," B'Elanna said with sincere affection. "I know you would never take advantage of anyone, and I know Seven wouldn't make love to anyone else."
"Make love?" Seven asked. "Oh, the euphemism for sex. Of course I did not ‘sleep with' Kathryn. I slept while she comforted me."
"Thank you, Kathryn, for being with Seven." B'Elanna sighed. "I'm glad she didn't have to go through this alone. You're a good friend… to us both."
Kathryn almost said that she was just doing her job, but realized how untrue that would have been. "You two are my friends," she finally managed to say. "And we Janeways don't take that lightly."
"Neither do we Torres'," Seven said with a smile. She saw the surprised looks from B'Elanna and Kathryn and tilted her head to the side. "Well, I am your wife. Am I not a Torres? Or would you rather be B'Elanna of Nine? I know we will keep our own names for professional uses… our maiden names… but I would like the ship's records to reflect our union."
"I would be honored if you took my name, my wife." B'Elanna felt a lump in her throat.
"Seven Torres? That's nice, but…" Janeway said with a wry grin. "I kind of like B'Elanna of Nine."
Chapter 39: Together again
Kathryn Janeway waited as the turbolift took her back to the bridge. The Doctor and Opaca had examined Tach and B'Elanna thoroughly, finding them both healthy. When Kathryn, Seven and B'Elanna had arrived at the orchard, Nara had been hugging Tach, crying as she checked him for injuries. She took one look at B'Elanna and rushed to her and gave her a kiss on the lips. B'Elanna had allowed it, but her eyes drifted over to Seven who was shaking her head and smiling indulgently. Nara had been so excited that she proceeded to kiss Seven as well. Tach had then commented that he was missing out, and to everyone's surprise, Seven had kissed him on the cheek and hugged him. Ty slept through it all, curled up under an apple tree.
The turbolift doors opened and Kathryn paused in the doorway. On screen was Nador Omega, the side that they had taken refuge behind during the meteor storm. She could see the continent below on the surface, but just barely. The atmosphere was clogged with smoke and debris, and seemed to be thickening as she watched. More startling was that the space over the planet was packed with ships of every size. It looked like a Ferengi used shuttle lot.
"Commander," Janeway said as she entered the bridge. "What do we have here?"
"Captain, welcome back." He turned and smiled warmly and moved to his own chair. "How are Tach and B'Elanna?"
"Very well," she responded as she sat in her chair. "What's all this?" She motioned to the screen.
"The Narians are abandoning the planet," Chakotay said and his smile faded. "They got word from Sha'Lar. The government wants them to migrate to Nador Three. It's about three months away."
"They're giving up?" she asked incredulously.
"Apparently they don't have a choice. They have some self-governing capacity, but they are still a colony of Sha'Lar." Chakotay rubbed the tattoo over his eye and his frown deepened.
"I can't imagine that making the settlers very happy." Kathryn watched the ships carefully maneuvering around each other.
Tuvok shifted his weight. "The Stellar Guard informed us that three more phaser cannons were destroyed by meteor strikes," the tall Vulcan explained. "It is only a matter of time before the planet returns to its state before colonization."
"Have you told Tach and Nara?" Kathryn asked.
"No," Chakotay said as he studied the carpet in front of his chair. "I thought I'd leave that to you. Betoc, Tach's friend from the Stellar Guard, asked to come on board as soon as he gets the evacuees settled. They're setting up a synchronous orbit to keep the ships away from the meteors."
"Make him feel welcome," Kathryn said quietly. "I wish we could have helped more."
"We were only delaying the inevitable," Tuvok pointed out. "Their phaser cannons would have failed no matter what we did. Even if Lieutenant Torres and Tach had been successful in repairing the damaged station, the planetary net still would have failed."
"Let's not mention that to Tach or Lieutenant Torres," Janeway said pointedly.
"Hurry up," Tach said as he paced the living room of the VIP quarters. "Betoc will be here any minute." He went over to the couch. "Come out of there, my little terror." He gently took Ty by the leg and lifted him out from behind the couch, dangling him in the air. Ty laughed and swung his weight from side to side.
"Fa, more," Ty squealed when Tach put him down.
"Oh no, you stay out of there while I go check on your Mother." Tach walked back to the small bedroom and paused when he saw Nara. She was sitting on the bed hugging her arms to her chest and was crying. "Hey," Tach whispered as he knelt beside her. "What's wrong?"
She inhaled deeply and shook her head, then grabbed him and hugged him. "I almost lost you, you stupid old goat."
"But you didn't," he said as she held her.
"I thought I did. Don't you ever do anything like that again…or I'll kill you myself." Nara leaned back and cupped his chin in her hand. "You are my sacred bondmate…how was I supposed to tell our son about that bond without you around?"
"Shh…" He wiped the tears from her cheeks. "Our son will grow up seeing what love is."
"Promise me?" she asked.
"Always." He leaned forward and rubbed his thick forehead against hers.
"Fa," Ty said proudly. "Ty fix padd."
Tach turned, and Nara wrapped him from behind with her arms resting over his broad shoulders. Ty held out what was left of a data padd. He had somehow removed the back panel and gutted it.
"Your son seems to have a knack for that." Nara kissed the back of Tach's neck. "He dismantled the clock this morning while you were off playing on that meteor."
"Playing?" Tach shook his head. He held out his hand to his son. "Let's have a look at your project, Ty." The toddler ran to his father and handed over his treasure. Tach inspected it carefully grunting and humming as he made note of each dangling piece of wire hanging out of the device. "You've done a wonderful job," he assured the child. "But from now on…let me handle fixing the data padds, okay?"
Ty nodded and hugged his father.
"Was it awful?" Nara asked.
"No worse than any other meteor I've beamed onto." Tach squeezed his son, reveling in the warmth of his tiny body. "It was damn cold, and I thought B'Elanna was going wring my neck."
"Were you scared, husband?" she whispered as she nuzzled his neck.
"Terrified. We barely got to the beam out area in time. We had already lost our atmosphere, and the computer from the ship picked up the incoming meteor so it beamed us out." He let Ty go and the boy sprinted off in search of something else to fix. Tach turned to face Nara. "We beamed onto a good size meteor, so it had its own gravity, but it was weak. We had to tie off…and let me tell you, being tied to B'Elanna for nine hours isn't exactly a pleasant experience."
"She was worried about Seven, wasn't she?" Nara asked as she tucked his graying hair behind his ears.
"Yes." He closed his eyes and rested his head on Nara's chest. "We waited, we couldn't call for help because the impact with the station sent out an electromagnetic pulse… it knocked out our comm systems." He wrapped his arms around her. "It took us an hour just to get communications between our suits, and let me tell you, I think I learned every curse in Klingon and Human."
"English," Nara corrected. "Neelix informed me that the Starfleet standard language is English… but, yes…it is from Earth."
"Whatever it's called, it is a…colorful language. Since we hadn't been rescued right away, we knew that Voyager probably thought we were dead." Tach pulled back. "She was worried about Seven, and I swear, if the Stellar Guard hadn't found us, I think B'Elanna would have jumped off of that meteor and flown back to Voyager."
"She probably would have made it, too," Nara said with a half grin.
"Come on, Betoc is waiting," Tach said as he climbed to his feet. "We have to find out what the Minister wants us to do."
"I don't know why the Minister of Sha'Lar should have any say in our decisions." Nara stood and tugged at her skirt hem. "We've been doing just fine without them for almost 80 years."
"I know, but they've been trying to get control of our colony for at least 75 of those years." Tach wrapped his arm around her and held her to his side as they walked out to the living area. "The Minister will probably get reelected because of our triumphant return to the civilized sector."
"Ha, civilized… the people of Sha'Lar don't know what that even means." Nara bumped him with her hip. "Nador Three isn't much better."
"You've never even been there…or Sha'Lar for that matter," Tach said "But we will not be moving to Sha'Lar, that you can be sure of."
"Are you kidding? They wouldn't even let me on the planet." Nara looked around for Ty but didn't see him. "Now…where's your son?"
They heard a crash, and turned to Ty standing on a chair he had scooted over to the replicator. He had Tach's toolbox at his feet and was prying the front panel from the wall.
"Tyranlanar!" Nara yelled as she ran toward him.
"Ty fix," he said with a satisfied smile. He pointed to a pile of various foods splattered on the floor.
Seven and B'Elanna stood at one end of the conference room table waiting for the rest of the group to arrive. They had been taking a walk in the new orchard and left when it became too crowded. For the moment they had the huge room to themselves.
"Seven," B'Elanna said, chastising her wife. She looked at the door as she trapped Seven's wandering hands just as she was about to reach her nipples. "What are you doing? This place is gonna' be crawling with people in a half hour."
"Thirty-nine minutes," Seven corrected as she lifted B'Elanna and sat her on the table and then began kissing her neck. She still needed assurance that she had B'Elanna back, and for Seven that meant tasting her skin.
"Someone could walk in any second," B'Elanna said even as her body responded. "Oh god," she whispered when Seven nibbled on her throat. "We can't do this." Her legs came up and wrapped around Seven's waist. Both women were consummate professionals, but Seven seemed to need proof that she wasn't dreaming, that B'Elanna was in her arms.
"Thirty-seven minutes," Seven said as she pressed against her wife. Her hands moved across the Klingon's chest, stopping when she reached her breasts. "Kiss me," Seven ordered.
B'Elanna looked over Seven's shoulder at the door and then pulled her closer. Their lips met in a heated press as Seven's caresses focused on the pebbled nubs forming under B'Elanna's uniform tunic. She circled her wife's hardening nipples, smiling into the kiss when B'Elanna began to whimper.
"Stop," B'Elanna begged as she eased back to get a breath. "We can't do this in here and you're making me crazy," she said but then leaned back and grabbed Seven and pulled her back to her mouth. Her legs squeezed Seven, grinding their bodies together. "Oh… we don't have time to do this," she whimpered. She reached into Seven's blouse and moaned when she felt the warm weight of her wife's breast.
Seven tossed her head back and bit her lip to keep from crying out and then put her hands over B'Elanna's. "I almost lost you…I just need to feel your touch, Be'nal."
"Well… now I need a whole lot more than that," B'Elanna said with a growl. She used her legs to yank Seven closer.
Their lips met, it was fast and hard, and the passion ignited as their tongues dueled. Seven lifted B'Elanna up and then climbed onto the table, laying the Klingon across the hard, simulated wooden surface. She straddled the shorter woman and leaned down, but her belly got in the way. She rested her weight on one arm and began exploring with the other. B'Elanna's legs tangled with her lanky wife's as they each battled to vanquish their earlier fears. B'Elanna felt the warmth of Seven's hardening nipple under her fingers just as they heard the whoosh of the doors.
Tuvok cleared his throat as he stood in the doorway. "I do not believe that was the intended use for that particular piece of furniture," the Vulcan stated.
"Oh geeze," B'Elanna said as she tried to move her wife off of her. Seven slowly disengaged from B'Elanna and climbed off of her and then helped her down from the table.
"Commander Tuvok, you are early," Seven stated as she buttoned her blouse.
"Indeed." Tuvok raised one eyebrow. "Perhaps you lost track of time. The meeting begins in twenty-one point two minutes. It is standard procedure to do a security check before allowing the captain to meet with foreign dignitaries."
B'Elanna blushed furiously as she turned her back and tried to pull her tunic down. It was tangled with her bra, which had been pushed up above her breasts. "Can't you wait outside?" she asked. She realized she couldn't get the tunic back into place because her hands were shaking.
"Commander?" Seven nodded at him. He turned around while she went to her wife. "Hold still," Seven said as she untangled the fabric. Her fingers glanced across the hardened nipples and B'Elanna gave her a glare that Janeway would have been proud of. Seven merely smirked in response. "There, you are presentable," Seven said.
"Wait." B'Elanna tucked Seven's blouse into her slacks. Seven's belly was too big for her to comfortably wear her biosuit, and when she was officially off duty she chose the more comfortable slacks. "There," B'Elanna said once the willowy blonde was mostly dressed. She heard the door hiss again and shook her head. "I can't believe I let you do that," she whispered.
"Tuvok," Janeway said as she went to the table. "Our guest should be beaming over. I thought we should accompany him personally." She looked at B'Elanna and tilted her head to the side. She noticed the deep red color on her chief engineer's face. "Ladies, how are you?"
"Fine, ma'am," B'Elanna said a bit too quickly.
"We are…well," Seven added.
"Well?" Janeway asked with a knowing glance. "It looks like you two have a bit of extra…energy. Perhaps you could work on my ready room when we finish here?"
"Sure," B'Elanna said. She went to the table and pulled out a chair for Seven. "Why don't you sit. Save your energy for later."
Seven slid into the chair, pausing to smile at her wife. "I have plenty of energy," she whispered.
Seven and B'Elanna sat at the table waiting for Janeway and Tuvok to return. Seven had tried to convince B'Elanna that a few kisses were in order, but the Klingon wasn't about to get caught necking in the conference room…twice. Unknown to B'Elanna or her amorous wife, Tuvok had used the walk to the Transporter Room to give the captain a detailed report of the new use Torres and Seven had discovered for the table.
"No," B'Elanna said without looking at her wife. "Don't even think it."
"What?" Seven asked innocently.
"You were about to kiss my neck," B'Elanna said as she spun her chair and looked up at Seven.
"I was merely checking to see that your hair was in place," Seven said. She was standing close to B'Elanna, and had in fact been ready to kiss her neck before her wife had turned the chair around. "Besides, I missed you, Be'nal," Seven said as she gave B'Elanna her most pitiful pout.
"You can just keep missing me until we are in our quarters," B'Elanna said. She leaned back and used her foot to playfully move her wife away.
"And if I do not wish to wait?" Seven grabbed her wife's foot.
The doors opened saving B'Elanna from a fate far better than death, probably more like heaven, and the captain led a small group into the room. B'Elanna stood and quickly sidestepped to avoid Seven's grasp.
"Betoc," Janeway said as she went to the head of the table. "This is Lieutenant B'Elanna Torres, my Chief Engineer, and Seven of Nine, my Astrometrics officer."
"A pleasure to meet you," he said as he moved to sit next to Janeway.
Tach was next to Tuvok. "B'Elanna is the one who helped me on the station," the Narian said. "She is my Fas'na, and Seven is her wife."
Betoc paused, then smiled. He went to B'Elanna and offered his hands. "Welcome, Fas'na. Tach is a supreme pain in the backside, but I hope you will not hold that against me."
Nara moved up beside Tach and wrapped her arm around his waist. "Betoc is our Fas'fa. He is the brother we invited to our family the same way we did you," Nara said to B'Elanna.
"Is this a family reunion?" Seven asked as she sat.
"No," Betoc said with a laugh. "And you are correct, we should get down to the matters at hand."
"What can we do for you?" Janeway asked. "I understand that your people have decided to leave Nador Omega."
"We did not make that decision," Betoc said as he sat. He looked around the table as Nara and Tach sat next to Tuvok. "The Minister of Sha'lar decided for us. We are a colony, and while we were considering asking for independence before this tragedy, we are in no position to bargain now."
"Can you stay? Try to rebuild with terra-forming?" Janeway asked.
"That would be difficult," Tach answered. "Most of our industrialized areas were destroyed. We don't have any means to repair the damaged phaser cannons, and certainly no way to build new ones."
"We've been ordered to immigrate to Nador Three. It's close, and they have a good sized population willing to accept us," Betoc said. He clenched his fists and his face darkened. "That is one of the problems."
"I don't understand," Kathryn said.
"Betoc? What have you heard?" Tach asked.
"Our colony, though small, has produced some of the greatest minds our people have ever seen," Betoc explained to Janeway. "And as you know," he said to Tach, "They have been trying to get our children to go to Sha'lar for schooling, at least to the university."
"Yes, and they'd have our children brainwashed before they ever reached Sha'lar," Nara said bitterly. "A three year trip through space to teach them how to be good citizens, and then off to the University for indoctrination."
"Is that what they want now?" Kathryn leaned forward.
"No," Betoc said. He looked down at the table, unwilling to meet Tach's eyes.
"They want the children now?" Seven demanded. She slammed her fist onto the table. "No, they cannot have Ty. I will not allow it."
"Easy." B'Elanna covered Seven's clenched fist. "Tach and Nara will handle this."
"We won't send our child off to be raised by strangers," Nara said firmly.
"They don't want that," Betoc said as he finally raised his head. "Tach can keep his son."
"Thank the goddess." Tach let out a sigh of relief.
"Tach, it's worse." Betoc looked over at Nara. "The Minister is invoking the ancient rule. He says that the best of our people's… family lines have been concentrated on Nador Omega, that the best scientists were sent here originally and that it's time we…corrected that mistake."
"No," Nara said. "He can't be serious. There hasn't been genetic reassignment in a hundred years."
"They wouldn't ask that of us," Tach said as he gripped Nara's hand. "It's barbaric."
"They can and they are," Betoc said. "When we reach Nador Three, we will be reassigned. Of course, husbands will be compensated," he added sarcastically.
"And just what is the going rate for a wife?" Nara demanded.
"Twelve sectors of prime farming land and his choice from the Deputy Minister's stable of concubines."
"I'll die first," Nara said as her eyes narrowed.
"We are sacred bound," Tach said. His browridge darkened and his deep brown eyes showed only hate. "We cannot be unjoined."
"You know they do not recognize sacred bonds," Betoc said. "Our colony is one of the only ones who've returned to the ways of the ancient goddess. Those on Sha'Lar care more for their own desires than those of the goddess."
"What is he talking about?" B'Elanna asked Tach.
"Genetic reassignment was a common practice on Sha'Lar for hundreds of years," Tach said quietly. His voice was shaking. "A Minister would notice that one province had a better class of athletes, or engineers, or like now, scientists. He would order all of the women of the area… reassigned outside of the province to spread out the genetic base by giving some to each municipality to ensure diversity."
"What about the families?" Kathryn asked, her eyes wide with shock.
"Never worry," Nara said bitterly. "The husbands kept the male children, and were well paid for their wives. They usually got a new wife in the deal as well, from another province."
"Captain, you cannot allow this," Seven said as she looked to Kathryn.
"We can't change their social system, Seven. No matter how appalling we think it is," Janeway said sadly. She looked to Tach. "But, we can help you in any way possible. Your shuttle was destroyed, so I am offering you asylum here, on Voyager."
"Captain," Tuvok said as he raised an eyebrow. "You could be involving Voyager in a social revolt, a clear violation of the Prime Directive. The Minister may send armed troops to enforce this genetic reassignment."
"They're already on the way," Betoc said. "As soon as the Minister heard about our problems a month ago, he sent troops from Nador Three. This was probably his plan all along. The troops will be here in two months."
"Well, we won't be here when they arrive," Tach said. "Betoc, our shuttle was destroyed trying to save the planet. I think the least you can do is find me a replacement and give me a head start."
"Gladly, Fas'fa," Betoc said. "The Supreme Commander of the Guard was killed by one of the first meteor strikes. I'm the acting commander, so I can get you a small ship without anyone noticing. We've lost so many as it is, I should be able to add one more to the list of lost ships."
"Will they come after you?" Janeway asked.
"I doubt it," Betoc said. "Tach and Nara were reported lost with the rest of the Caldori Province. I never updated the records…I was afraid something like this might happen."
"Thank you," Tach said. He looked over at Nara. "I will never let them separate us."
"If you have been reported dead, you cannot go to any Narian colony," Seven pointed out.
"I'd rather go back to Jusari Prime and live out my days in our cabin than be sold off to a new husband." Nara looked over at Seven. "At least it would be my choice."
"There is another option," Kathryn said as she looked at Nara. "You could stay on Voyager."
"I remind you that Voyager's resources are limited," Tuvok said. The others looked at him, expecting him to list the reasons why they couldn't stay, but he had other plans. "Tach's ability as a farmer has already freed up impressive amounts of energy as well increasing the production of oxygen. Nara's ability to make Mister Neelix's food…more palatable has also helped reduce the amount of replicator rations being utilized. Their staying on board would be the logical choice."
Nara looked at Tach and nodded.
"Captain, we would be honored to stay on board, at least for the time being," Tach said. "We'll take a shuttle from Betoc, and if we start to outstay our welcome, we'll find a nice planet where we can settle down."
"No," Seven said. "You will not leave to settle down. You have already proven your value to the ship and you have…family here. It would be illogical for you to leave. Besides, unlike some of the current passengers, you are improving the quality of life on board immensely."
"I agree, you have made things better," Kathryn said with a smile. She turned to Seven. "Although I think Mister Neelix is much more than a passenger and he has been invaluable."
"Of course he is," Seven said indignantly.
"I think my wife is referring to the Equinox crew," B'Elanna said with a smirk. "They haven't pitched in much."
"Indeed," Tuvok said. "Aside from performing the duties we have required of them, they have taken no initiative." Tuvok straighten his back and tilted his head at Janeway. "Tach and Nara's willingness to assist the ship while they were indeed only passengers… suggests that they would be an enormous asset to the crew."
"I'm already sold on the idea, Tuvok," Kathryn said warmly. "Don't worry Tu-vee, Ty and his parents will be a welcome addition."
"Vulcans do not worry," Tuvok responded.
"I should be going," Betoc said sadly. "I have much to do."
"You're welcome to spend some time with Tach and Nara if you like," Kathryn said.
"Thank you," Betoc said. "I will only stay a short while. There are others under my command that I have to arrange ‘destroyed' vessels for. Many in the Stellar Guard have sacred bondings as well. They are scattering in all directions in hopes of escaping the genetic reassignment."
"All right," Janeway said as she stood. "I'll leave you to make the arrangements. I have to go convince my first officer that we have room for a few more crew on our manifest."
"If he argues, I will be happy to convince him," Seven offered.
"I don't think so," Kathryn said. "As a matter of fact, I don't think I want you doing any more convincing at all. Which reminds me, I want you and B'Elanna to begin fixing my ready room."
"Yes, Captain," Seven said grimly.
"And when you're finished there," Janeway said as she paused at the door. "We need to have a discussion about the proper use of this conference room." Kathryn's eyes drifted to the table and then over to B'Elanna. "Is that understood?"
"Yes, ma'am," B'Elanna said. She watched Kathryn leave and then leaned over to her wife. "You are in so much trouble," she whispered.
"We," Seven said as she turned to her wife. "We are in so much trouble. I was I not alone on the table," she whispered.
Chapter 40: Growing families
Convincing Chakotay that having Tach and Nara join the crew was much easier than Kathryn had anticipated. She had thought that he would play Devil's advocate and have a dozen reasons why they shouldn't add three more travelers to Voyager's manifest. One look at Chakotay's expanding waistline and Kathryn knew he was probably more impressed with Nara's ability in the kitchen than with Tach's skill as an engineer or farmer. She couldn't blame him; she had been enjoying meals more with each passing day. Neelix had happily let Nara take over his kitchen and been quite content to be the "chef's assistant" while Nara whipped up delicious creations. Janeway wondered if he would be as gracious now that Nara was going to be staying. She hoped so. Nara's herbed beef was one of her favorites, and she couldn't wait to taste what Nara would come up with for the new fruit that was almost ready for harvesting. She hoped there was an apple pie somewhere in her future.
Betoc had brought a beaten up shuttle to Tach, which thrilled Tom Paris. He had taken one look at the sleek lines of the ship and then begged Tach to let him help restore it. Betoc visited with his friends and finally left to help with the evacuations. Voyager couldn't do much to help so they continued on toward the Alpha Quadrant and got back into the ship's regular routine. The first thing Janeway had to deal with was disciplining two crewmembers for "inappropriate displays of affection."
"This isn't the first time you've been warned about this particular type of behavior, B'Elanna," Janeway said as she stood outside her ready room. "So, why don't you two start in here, and then completely strip and clean cargo bay two. It's gotten a bit run down since Seven stopped using it to regenerate every day."
B'Elanna and Seven nodded as the door opened. Janeway raised both eyebrows and motioned them in, then went back to the bridge. Seven went in first and she looked at the damage. All of the grief she had felt came rolling over her like a wave, pushing her under the surface and threatening to drown her. She felt her legs give out and B'Elanna grabbed her arm.
"Seven?" she asked as she moved around in front of the former drone.
Seven took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She let out a long sigh and then opened her eyes to see B'Elanna staring at her with concern covering her features. She smiled weakly at her Klingon wife.
"Seven? What just happened?" B'Elanna asked.
"Being here…reminded me." Seven rested her hand on B'Elanna's shoulder. "I believe it just ‘caught up' with me."
"Well, I'm here," B'Elanna said. "Now, shall we get started?"
Seven nodded.
"Okay," B'Elanna said as she turned. She looked at what had been the ready room and the Klingon's knees went weak. "Kahless!" she exclaimed. "Was there a decompression in here?" Her eyes were drawn to the conduit that had been ripped from the wall and the bulkhead that was bent and twisted. She had only seen that kind of damage from explosive decompressions or from photon torpedo impacts.
"No," Seven said quietly. She looked at the shredded remains of the couch and felt shame filling her.
B'Elanna turned back to Seven. "Be'nal," she whispered and took her taller lover into her arms. "I would do anything to take this pain away from you."
"You already have," Seven answered. "You came home to me." She squeezed B'Elanna, inhaling her scent and burying her face in her satiny hair.
"And I always will," B'Elanna said into Seven's chest.
"In the future, I will not allow you to go alone," Seven said as she stepped back. "Now, we should begin. I believe our task will not take long."
B'Elanna laughed and turned to the destroyed room. "Love, I don't even know where to start."
"I believe we will need to collect and recycle the …damaged materials…and then replicate replacements," Seven said logically.
"Seven, my beloved," B'Elanna shook her head. "It would take a full engineering team at least a day to put a dent in this."
"I believe there are enough dents in it now," Seven said. She looked at her wife innocently, then smirked, letting her know that she was teasing her. "As for the repairs, I do not think it will take long at all." Seven walked to the comm panel near the door. It was one of the few remaining things that were undamaged.
"Oh?" B'Elanna said. She folded her arms and leaned against the wall. "Do Borg have some magical abilities that I don't know about?"
Seven paused and then leered at B'Elanna. "You have experienced almost all of my…magical abilities…or have you forgotten the ‘wow' phenomenon?"
"As wonderful as your skills are…I don't think that will help us right now." B'Elanna rolled her eyes.
"Indeed?" Seven asked as she scanned the room with her Borg enhanced eyepiece. She turned to the console and held her hand out to it. Her tubules appeared and then plunged into the control panel. The debris began beaming out and after a few moments, the room was empty.
"Impressive," B'Elanna said with a smile. "But even if you can beam in the replacements… we don't have that many replicator rations between us."
"We have the additional rations from the time we were on Jusari Prime. The captain decided to give us rations based on our time…not Voyager's," Seven said. "I was not going to mention it until after the baby. I wanted to surprise you." She looked across the room as she used the direct interface with the console to send the commands and the new items began appearing.
"You rat," B'Elanna said as she moved closer to her wife and wrapped her arm around her waist. "Oh, and I don't think this was the punishment Janeway had in mind."
"As you are so fond of saying…what she doesn't know, won't hurt her." Seven smiled. "I am beaming in a replacement bulkhead section… we will have to install that manually."
"I think I can live with that," B'Elanna said happily. "Got any tricks up your sleeve to clean the cargo bay?"
"Of course." Seven's smile widened. "And then we can return to our quarters and I can… finish what Tuvok interrupted."
"I love the way you think." B'Elanna kissed Seven's cheek. "Just don't tell the captain."
Kathryn returned to the bridge after a late lunch and went to check on her ready room. She expected to find B'Elanna and Seven hard at work. She entered, and was stunned to see the room finished, but not just finished, it was perfect, right down to Kathryn's lucky teacup. She walked over and picked up the fragile item, only then seeing tiny repaired cracks. There was a data padd next to it, so she picked it up. It was from Seven, and it explained that she had been forced to replicate the teacup because Kathryn's had been too badly damaged. She added a few repaired cracks to remind Kathryn of the time they had shared. Seven thanked Kathryn for ‘holding her together' when her entire universe had fallen apart. It was an unexpected gift, and Kathryn decided that the new cup was certainly much luckier than its predecessor had been.
B'Elanna and Seven hurried through the corridor toward their quarters. They had finished cleaning the cargo bay in less than twenty minutes. B'Elanna had been shocked when Seven showed her how she had kept the vast room so pristine. Seven had taken a few minutes to put things into their proper places, stepped into the corridor with B'Elanna, and then activated a program, "Seven of Nine cleaning protocol one." The cargo transporter activated and beamed every non-equipment particle into a refuse container. The entire process took only a few minutes. B'Elanna found the entire process fascinating, and it gave her insight into her wife's thought process. She then concentrated on getting back to their quarters.
"Stop it," B'Elanna said when Seven's hand brushed across her leg a bit too close to her thigh.
"I assure you, my contact was inadvertent," Seven said with a wicked smirk.
"Right," B'Elanna said, not believing her for a moment. "We're almost home…just be patient. I don't want the captain giving us any more projects."
"I will comply," Seven said unhappily.
"B'Elanna," Nara yelled from the far end of the corridor.
"Damn," the Klingon whispered. "We were so close," she said as she looked at their door less than ten paces away. "Nara, what can we do for you?"
Seven stopped and crossed her arms over her chest and let out a frustrated sigh.
"I take it I'm interrupting?" Nara asked as she studied Seven. After living with the hot-blooded couple on the planet for a year, she could tell when Seven had plans for B'Elanna, though it didn't stop her from interfering. In fact, she rather enjoyed tormenting the lanky blonde.
Seven started to answer, but B'Elanna reached out and squeezed her hand. "Of course not. What can we do for you?"
"Actually, Tach and I would like to do something for you," Nara explained.
"Why?" Seven asked. She looked over at her friend and tilted her head. "We are pleased that you will be joining the crew. We should be giving you a welcoming gift."
"Nonsense." Nara shook her head. "I know that you two are married, but Tach and I would like to sponsor you in a bonding ceremony. You're family now, so it's only right."
"Bonding?" B'Elanna asked suspiciously. "Does it involve a sweathouse?"
"Great goddess, no." Nara shook her head and laughed. "The ways of the goddess are very clear. Only couples who are sacred bound can invite another couple into the great rite. The ceremony will recognize the unique bond you already share and ask the great goddess to bless it."
"You would do this for us?" Seven asked.
"Of course, you long-legged fool," Nara answered.
B'Elanna looked up at Seven and they both smiled. "Well," B'Elanna said, "as long as it doesn't involve any sweating rituals… we'd love to."
"Thank you," Nara said as she hugged B'Elanna. The Klingon resisted at first but then returned the embrace with enthusiasm. Nara was family after all. Nara then moved to Seven. "You won't regret it. The goddess will guide and bless you and the baby." She hugged Seven and then eased back and smiled. "Now, off to bed with you."
"It is nowhere near out bedtime," Seven pointed out.
"Like that's ever stopped you two," Nara said as she walked away.
"Come on, Be'nal. You've waited long enough." B'Elanna said opened their door. She took Seven's hand and tugged her into their quarters. "Now…what did you have in mind when you were mauling me in the conference room?"
"I shall show you," Seven said with a growl. She picked B'Elanna up and carried her to their small table in the dining area and sat her on the transparent surface. She buried her hands in B'Elanna's hair and gently kissed her eyes, then her cheeks and finally moved to her lips. The kiss deepened and Seven eased her wife onto her back. A quick flick of her Borg enhanced wrist and the front of B'Elanna's tunic was shredded.
"I love it when you get impatient," B'Elanna said with a growl. She felt the cool air on her skin and her nipples grew rigid as Seven tore her bra off and began kissing her chest. "Oh yes, Seven, that," she whispered. Seven's lips wrapped around the rosy bud and drew it into her mouth. Seven smiled when her wife began growling loudly.
"Do you like that?" Seven asked as she moved her mouth to the other side.
"Oh…yes," B'Elanna yelled when Seven clamped down on her nipple.
"So do I," Seven volunteered. She moaned as she lovingly caressed her wife's nipple with her hand while her mouth feasted on the other. She carefully raked her teeth over the sensitive jewel, growling when B'Elanna whimpered. She quickly brought her tongue out to soothe the tender flesh. "My beautiful Be'nal," she whispered. "I thought I would never make love to you again." She moved back up and kissed B'Elanna deeply, reverently, and let all of her love pour through the meeting of their lips.
"I'm here," B'Elanna promised when Seven pulled back to take a gulp of air.
"I know," Seven said. She smiled and began nipping at B'Elanna's graceful neck. Her lips and teeth covered every inch, careful not to leave any bit of skin unloved.
"More," B'Elanna said with pleading sigh. "I need you."
"Then you shall have me," Seven whispered into her lover's ear, using the moment to gently nibble on her earlobe.
Seven's hand moved down to her wife's waist and tugged off her trousers and panties in one yank. She moaned as her fingers tested the wetness. "You feel so good, my Be'nal," Seven whispered as her mouth left a trail of kisses down to B'Elanna's stomach.
B'Elanna sucked in a deep breath and her body shook. Seven paused to look behind her for the chair. She pulled it to her and sat, then lifted B'Elanna's legs over her shoulders and began drawing her Klingon toward her.
"I missed my lunch," Seven said as she nipped at B'Elanna's caramel toned thigh.
"Lucky me," B'Elanna said with a laugh.
"No," Seven said as she nipped the opposite thigh. "Lucky me."
Chapter 41: Together
Seven awoke to the familiar sensation of B'Elanna's breath warming her belly. She smiled and moved her hand under the blanket and onto B'Elanna's head. "Come out of there," Seven said without opening her eyes. "You are going to suffocate."
B'Elanna growled onto Seven's belly one last time and then crawled up her wife's body. Her face peeked out from under the covers just as Seven opened her eyes. "I was talking to my daughter… and I will not suffocate," B'Elanna said as she stretched and kissed Seven's chin.
"I do not want to risk it." Seven wrapped her arms around B'Elanna's bare shoulders. "Perhaps you should use a triox compound before you attempt this again." Seven moved her hand and gently caressed B'Elanna's cheek. "I am sure Opaca would give me a hypospray if I explained your preoccupation with crawling under the blankets."
"Very funny," B'Elanna said and shifted her weight onto her elbow. "You never seem to mind me crawling under there when I'm seeing to your needs." Her hand drifted down and brushed across the tightly curled blonde hairs at the junction of Seven's leg. "Maybe I should stop that too?"
"You have not suffocated yet," Seven said logically. "Perhaps I was overreacting." She held B'Elanna's hand in place over her most intimate region.
"Oh really?" B'Elanna raised both eyebrows almost to her hairline. "So, do you think I should test this new theory of yours?"
Seven reached out and tangled her fingers in B'Elanna's hair. It was down, loose, and full of static from her time under the blankets. "I love you," she whispered, her voice suddenly trembling. She pulled B'Elanna toward her, cradling her on her chest. Even with Seven's swelling stomach, they were a perfect fit. B'Elanna's body naturally molded around Seven's, her leg finding its perfect spot on the former drone's thigh below her belly. Seven squeezed her eyes shut and clung to B'Elanna.
"Are you okay?" B'Elanna asked. She rubbed her wife's ribs and then down to her belly, and finally circled her navel.
"Yes. I am just happy." Seven reached down and held B'Elanna's hand and kissed the top of her head.
B'Elanna moaned happily and nuzzled Seven's chest. She loved the creamy smoothness of her wife's skin, the way it looked like cream with a hint of strawberries tinting it. Sometimes she could swear that the strawberry color of her beloved's skin had also flavored her as well. B'Elanna kissed the skin she was studying, letting her lips linger as her tongue reached out to taste the softness.
"Mmm," B'Elanna murmured. "You taste delicious." Her mouth migrated over to the sweet bud of Seven's nipple. It hardened instantly and B'Elanna drew the tender flesh between her lips so that her tongue could flicker across it.
Seven tried to answer but could only manage a very unBorg-like squeak. B'Elanna laughed as she moved to the other side so that neither breast would be neglected.
"Lana," Seven managed to whisper. "Please…"
"Shall I test your blanket theory?" B'Elanna whispered as she kissed Seven. "Right now?" she mumbled between kisses.
"Yes," Seven answered. Her body cried out for her wife's caress.
B'Elanna's eyes lit up as she began crawling under the blankets, carefully easing past Seven's belly. She inhaled deeply, savoring the aroma of her wife's arousal just as the door chime sounded.
"No," Seven said as she held B'Elanna under the blanket. "They will leave."
The door chime sounded again and B'Elanna rested her forehead on Seven's hip and then she laughed. "They're not leaving," she said from under the blankets. The door chimed again and the Klingon began giggling.
"This is not funny," Seven said with a growl. She yanked the blankets off of her naked wife.
"No," B'Elanna said as she climbed up Seven's body. "But if I don't laugh… I will take my bat'tleth to whoever is at that door." She kissed Seven, her lips lingered, and she tried to absorb as much of her sweetness as she could.
"Make them leave," Seven whined when the door chime sounded insistently.
"I'll do my best," B'Elanna promised as she tossed the sheet over her wife's gloriously naked body. She grabbed a robe and went to the living area.
"Take your bat'tleth," Seven yelled from the bedroom.
B'Elanna paused next to the door, but decided that arming herself was probably not the best course of action. "Yes?" she demanded as the door hissed open.
"Come with me," Tach said as he grabbed B'Elanna's robe and yanked her into the corridor. He pulled her out of the way as Nara rushed into her quarters.
"Hey!" B'Elanna yelled and pulled her robe closed.
"It is time." Tach continued down the corridor with B'Elanna in tow.
"Ouch," the Klingon said as she stubbed her toe. "Damn it, Tach, what the hell are you doing?" she asked, hopping on one foot.
"You have agreed to the sacred bond. It is the time of the rising sun," he said as if that explained everything.
"And it couldn't wait until I finished making love to my wife?" B'Elanna demanded, yanking him to a stop. She reached down and rubbed her toe, happily noticing that she had not drawn blood.
Tach stared at her for a moment and then shook his head and laughed. "Didn't you get enough of her yesterday afternoon…or last night?"
"As a matter of fact, no. I didn't." She crossed her arms over her chest. "Hey…how do you know what or when we…"
"Oh please, all the sound proofing in the universe couldn't keep that a secret," he said. He yanked her down the corridor. "Besides, there's a pool going on as we speak."
"What kind of pool?" B'Elanna jogged to keep up with her taller friend.
Tach stopped and pinned her in his gaze, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "They're betting on the first night you two don't…have…intimate relations," he said. "Nara put twenty of her rations on a year and a half from now."
"You let her bet on my… uh, my…"
"Your sex life," he said with a smile. "I put my rations on two years from now."
"Paris," B'Elanna said with a growl. "I'll bet he started this damn thing. I'll kill him."
"Wouldn't it be easier to just be a little more…quiet?" he asked as he took her arm and moved her toward his destination.
"I don't think that's really an option," she said. Her face blushed bright red and a wicked grin covered her features. She cleared her throat and tugged her robe closed as they entered the turbolift. "Where exactly are you taking me? I mean, I am half naked."
"So I noticed," he said as he rolled his eyes.
"B'Elanna?" Seven called out. She rolled onto her side and tried to look out of the door into the living room. "Did you kill them, my Be'nal?" she asked with a smile.
"No, darling," Nara said sweetly as she barged into the bedroom. She scanned the room and then went to the closet and rifled through the clothing.
"Where is my wife?" Seven demanded, struggling to get out of the bed. Her huge belly had completely shifted her center of gravity and she still hadn't been able to master simple tasks like sitting up.
"It's time," Nara said as she found a robe. She turned around and laughed at Seven. She was trying to get off of her back but looked like a sickly turtle wrapped in a rumpled sheet.
"Time for what?" Seven grunted as she fought to sit up.
"Come on," Nara ordered. She took Seven's hand and pulled her to her feet. The sheet fell away and Nara stared at her friend, her eyes taking a complete inventory of the lanky blonde's attributes. "How can anyone with a belly that big look so incredible?"
"What have you done with my wife?" Seven asked as she took her robe. She shoved her arm into one sleeve, and in her haste, almost ripped out the seams. Her second arm didn't have as much luck, and she ended up struggling to find the opening.
"It's time for your bonding, my clumsy oaf," Nara said with a laugh. She grabbed the robe and guided it onto Seven's arm. "Now, let's go."
Seven raised an eyebrow, but followed her short friend. When they reached the door, Seven paused.
"What?" Nara asked.
"B'Elanna was…displeased the last time I left our quarters dressed only in a robe." Seven pulled the belt tighter. "She was quite unhinged, and I do not like to intentionally upset her."
"Yes, Seven," Nara covered her mouth to hide her wicked smile. "But I don't think that this robe would have upset her. I heard the other robe was silk…see through…very short, and left nothing to the imagination." She had heard about the ill-fated journey from Neelix. Apparently Seven had a craving for fresh fruit in the early morning hours and went to the mess hall. She grabbed one of the robes that B'Elanna had given her as a romantic gift, not worrying that it was mostly see though. B'Elanna did not appreciate the fact that half of the late night shift ended up escorting Seven back to her quarters, clamoring for the right to her carry her tray of sliced fruit.
"A valid point," Seven said. "I have never understood why humanoids have such an aversion to nudity."
Nara opened the door and took Seven's arm. "It wasn't any aversion that upset B'Elanna. It was the line of men following you back to your quarters."
"There were several women as well," Seven pointed out.
"No doubt." Nara smiled and guided Seven toward the turbolift. "How would you feel if B'Elanna paraded through the ship half naked…with the crew following to get a good look?"
Seven's features darkened. "I am beginning to see my wife's point," Seven said.
"I thought you might." Nara shoved Seven into the lift. "Now, you and I have some work to do."
"I do not think I like the sound of that," Seven said slowly.
"That's probably because you are a very intelligent woman." She turned to the comm panel. "Deck six." Nara smirked and leaned against the wall of the lift and watched the decks flicker past.
"What do you mean ‘take my robe off?'" B'Elanna asked as she glared at Tach. She was in the orchard standing next to a small hut made with furs and she didn't like where the conversation was heading.
"I mean…take off the robe," he said as he pointed at the hut. "But for goddess sake, do it inside the hut. I don't need Seven breaking all the bones in my hand like she did Tom Paris." He went to the hut and flipped back the hanging fur that worked as a door. "Now, move it before Nara gets here with Seven. You can't see her until the ceremony."
B'Elanna grumbled but moved toward the door. "What am I supposed to do once I go in here and take off my robe?"
"Great goddess above and below…are all Klingons this dense?" Tach pointed inside the hut. There was a steaming bath filled with rose petals and apple blossoms and a long cotton robe hanging on the wall of the hut. "You…naked… bath…robe…Any questions?"
"A ritual bath." B'Elanna nodded her head and then smacked his stomach with the back of her hand. "Why didn't you just say so?"
"I thought it was pretty self-explanatory." He shoved her into the hut. "Oh… you're supposed to wait in reflective meditation until I come for you," he added as he flipped the fur door closed.
"Gee thanks," she mumbled and looked around the hut. She dipped her fingers into the steaming water. "Well, at least the water is nice and hot."
"Explain again," Seven ordered as she and Nara climbed off of the turbolift. Several passing crewmembers watched as she passed, wondering if the Borg Collective had an affinity for wearing robes.
"First you take the ritual bath, then you put on the sacred robes. You then have to spend some time in quiet reflection about your feelings for B'Elanna," Nara explained.
"B'Elanna does not do quiet reflection," Seven pointed out. "Is Tach explaining all of this to her?"
"Yes," Nara said, but then paused. "But I'll check on her as soon as I get you settled. My husband isn't known for his ability to explain sacred rites."
"Why must we do this in the orchard?" Seven asked when they neared the doors to the new arboretum.
"Well, we're supposed to do it outdoors with the goddess and her creations around us. This is the most natural setting on board." Nara stopped in front of the door. "Let me make sure B'Elanna is in her hut. You two can't see each other until the ceremony."
"Very well," Seven said slowly. "But do not leave me standing out here too long. This robe allows an uncomfortable breeze up my legs."
"You'll live," Nara said with a smirk and she went into the arboretum.
"If my Be'nal finds out that you left me standing out here dressed like this, you may not," Seven called out as Nara disappeared behind the closing doors.
Several minutes later Nara finally had Seven prepared.
"Well?" Tach asked when Nara came out of Seven's hut. "Did you irritate her sufficiently?"
"Yes." She tucked her arm under his. "How come I had to piss off the one who's capable of bending duranium deck plating?" She led him toward a larger hut set up at the back of the small orchard.
"Because, my wife, you run faster than I do." Tach opened the flap and entered the hut. It was large, and had a bath big enough for two. Nara began undressing as Tach lit the candles around the room and brought a container of scented soaps to her.
"We'll give them an hour while we prepare and then I'll go dress them both." She climbed into the tub, pausing to dip her fingers into the water and then she wet her forehead as she said a silently blessing.
Tach stepped into the bath beside her and began lathering her back. She turned and wet his forehead and he closed his eyes and thanked the goddess.
"Quiet contemplation," B'Elanna whispered as she paced the tiny hut. She had finished bathing and was wearing the cotton robe but she was getting tired of waiting. She wondered what Seven was doing, then smiled and thought about the love she had already been blessed to share with her wife. Perhaps the idea of contemplation wasn't so bad after all. She closed her eyes and pictured Seven on Jusari Prime, holding her hand as they walked through the forest and watched the animals. In some ways she missed the planet and the solitude it provided. Still, it was good to be back home on Voyager. B'Elanna stopped and her smiled widened. Voyager truly was a home now that she lived with Seven, and when the baby arrived, it would be even more special.
"B'Elanna?" Nara folded back the flap. "Ah, you're ready." She came into the hut carrying a bundle of clothing.
"How's Seven?" she asked.
"She is doing fine." Nara smiled. "I need to get you ready for the ceremony, then I can go dress her as well."
"Do we get to know the meaning behind all of this?" B'Elanna waved her arm indicating the hut and bath.
"You have been cleansed of all worldly concerns," Nara began. "Which is why my husband and I tried our best to aggravate you on the way here. You came in full of outside thoughts. When your thoughts are only of your beloved, the bonding can take place."
"Well, tell Tach he did a great job." B'Elanna smiled as she studied the bundle in Nara's arms. It was a natural fiber, deep green and it looked soft. "I was about to toss Tach into the tub if he didn't give me some information."
"Well, he just had his own bath. We just finished our own sacred cleansing." Nara smiled and unfolded the emerald green fabric. It was a simple dress, and once it was open, it looked like silk. "Tell me about the first time you knew you loved Seven." Nara put the dress on a stand nearby.
B'Elanna's face seemed to glow from some internal source. "Well, I wasn't exactly thrilled about it at the time." B'Elanna let Nara remove her robe. The hut was warm from the tub's steam, but the air was still cool against her bare skin. She felt goosebumps erupt on her arms and legs. "Seven and I had been on the planet for a few weeks, and she was really making me angry. Then I looked over at her as she was stirring the rocks in the fire pit, she didn't want me to get cold, and it hit me. I'm falling in love with that irritating woman… irritating, beautiful, and brilliant…but still, irritating."
"And do you still think she's irritating?" Nara asked with a smile. She lifted the silk dress over B'Elanna's head and smoothed it into place. It was a good fit, Nara had sewn it the night before, and she had worried that her memory of B'Elanna's size might not have been accurate. The rich color complimented B'Elanna's coloring and brought out a hint of hazel in her brown eyes.
"Yes, she is," B'Elanna said. She had a goofy grin covering her face. "And I thank Kahless every day that she's irritating me. I don't now how I got so lucky." B'Elanna ran her hands over the fabric. It reminded her of an ancient Earth kimono except it wasn't as elaborate. "This is beautiful. Where did you get it?"
"Well, while you and your wife were up all night... entertaining each other… I was sewing this." Nara pointed to the dress. "I don't know if I got Seven's right. I swear her belly grows more every second."
"Thank you," B'Elanna said. "I know I was a little grouchy earlier, but we both appreciate this."
"It is my honor to sponsor you both," Nara said. "Now, I have to go dress Seven. There's a hairbrush over there, and some fragrant oils. Go make yourself beautiful for that wife of yours."
"Yes, ma'am," B'Elanna said with a smile.
Getting Seven ready took a little more effort. When Nara had gone back to her hut, Seven had still been in the tub. She was going into her eighth month of the pregnancy, and was already huge. Nara wondered just how big her belly would get. She helped Seven out of the tub and dried her, then helped her into her silk gown. It was the same style as B'Elanna's but was sapphire blue. The color accentuated her fair skin and pale eyes.
Nara asked Seven the same questions that she had asked B'Elanna, and was not surprise when Seven revealed that she had first discovered she was falling in love B'Elanna several weeks after they arrived on Jusari Prime…late one night while stirring rocks in the fire pit.
Once Seven was ready, Nara went out into the orchard and spoke with Tach. He had a small metal fire pit with flames burning down to leave red coals. He smiled as he saw his wife and hugged her when she came to him.
"Are they ready?" he asked.
"Yes," she answered. She picked up a small container and opened it, carefully making sure that everything was in its proper place. Satisfied, she put it next to the fire and went to get Seven while Tach got B'Elanna. They led the two women out of the huts blindfolded and stood them in front of the fire pit facing each other.
"As it has always been," Nara said solemnly. "We come to our bonding blind to the wisdom of the great goddess. She sees our mate long before we ever do. Those of us who are lucky enough to see through the eyes of true love find the other half of our soul." She stepped behind B'Elanna as Tach stood behind Seven and they removed the blindfolds.
"See with the eyes of the goddess," Tach said.
B'Elanna and Seven both smiled like children on Christmas morning, both looking at the greatest gift anyone could ever dream of receiving.
Nara took Seven's hand and placed it in B'Elanna's. "Your hearts are bound already, but it is now time to link your souls."
Tach handed Nara a pair of scissors and she snipped a strand of each woman's hair.
"This hair grows like the trees in the forest and the grass in the fields and it links your souls in the name of the sacred earth. It grows every day, in tiny amounts that the eye cannot see, but over time it is revealed to all. Let your love be like that; let each day add to the love you share." She tossed the hair into a tiny metal bowl that Tach held out. It was only an inch tall, squatty, and had a blackened finish as if it had been scorched many times. "Do you swear by the sacred earth to give your soul to your mate?" Nara asked as she gave Tach the scissors and he put them away and retrieved a tiny knife with a razor-sharp blade.
"I do," B'Elanna and Seven said in unison.
"Your blood flows with the power of raging rivers and the pounding sea. It also carries the fire of your soul." Nara took B'Elanna's and then Seven's hand and pricked a finger, collecting a drop of blood in Tach's bowl. "Do you swear by the sacred seas and the fire of the goddess to protect each other with all the passion of these elements?"
"I swear," Seven said. She was looking into B'Elanna's eyes, seeing all the love she felt mirrored back to her in her wife's gaze.
"I do," B'Elanna said. The proud Klingon ignored the tears trailing down her cheeks. She didn't want to let go of Seven's hands even long enough to wipe them away.
Tach stepped forward and took the knife from Nara and gave her two small vials.
"Take a deep breath, and as you do, draw in all of the love you feel for each other," Nara instructed. She handed each woman a vial. "Look into your mate's eyes and then release that breath and the air it represents into these vials."
B'Elanna and Seven blew into the vials, then smiled at each other as they waited for Nara to continue.
Nara held up the vials. "Let this represent the sacred element of the air we breathe and our spirits, also of the air."
Tach took the bowl and placed it on a small table next to the glowing embers. He took two tiny ingots and put them into the bowl, then added another much smaller ingot.
"Gold is the sign of purity on many worlds," Nara said. She smiled at B'Elanna and Seven. "I was happy to see that Earth is one of them. Tach will melt these pure ingots with the elements from each of you. Your essence will become part of the metal."
They watched as Tach put the cup on the end of a long metal arm and then plunged it into the fire pit that served as a kiln. The coals quickly heated the tiny cup and began melting the ingots.
"We added a smaller ingot for the child you carry," Nara said to Seven. "When I became pregnant, we renewed our vows and recast our own medallions so that Ty would have his own. Tach will cast two medallions for each of you. One will be your bonding necklace and you should wear it forever. The second smaller one you will wear for your daughter. You will bless it with your love each day that it lays next to your heart. When your child reaches the age of consent, you will melt down the smaller necklaces into one. She will wear it as sign to all that she was born of a sacred bond."
Tach lifted the cup out of the coals and placed it on a stone in front of B'Elanna and Seven. He carefully positioned four molds next to the cup before picking up the vials and connecting them to a device similar to a hypospray.
"We're almost done," Nara whispered with a smile. She cleared her throat. "Tach will now use your own breath to cool the gold for pouring," she said as Tach injected the vials of air into the red-hot gold. Tiny bubbles appeared and then he poured the metal into each of the molds. He filled the larger ones first, pausing to say a silent blessing before pouring the two smaller ones.
"B'Elanna, do you swear by all that is sacred to you that you will give your heart, soul, spirit and even blood to Seven?"
"Yes, gladly," she said as she looked into Seven's cobalt blue eyes.
"Seven, do you swear by all that is sacred to you that you will give your heart, soul, spirit and even blood to B'Elanna?" Nara repeated.
"Yes, forever," Seven said.
Nara took a bowl of water and held it out to the couple. "Hold this," she whispered. Tach took the molds one by one and tapped them on the edge of the bowl. Each medallion fell into the water with hiss and a flash of steam. Tach brought over a small case and opened it. It held two golden chains.
"Seven," Tach said as he took the bowl. "Reach in and remove one of each medallion and put it on a chain.
She reached into the water. She could tell it had been cold, but the heat of the gold had warmed it. She lifted out two of the pieces, happy when she was able to grab one of each size on the first try, and threaded them onto the chain with shaking hands.
"Put this onto your wife," Nara instructed. "You are the only person who can remove it. It she wants to take it off, only you may unhook this clasp."
Seven put the necklace around B'Elanna's neck. It took her a moment because she couldn't get her shaking hands to work. Finally it latched and she smiled. "I love you, Be'nal," she whispered as she leaned back.
"B'Elanna?" Nara motioned to the bowl.
B'Elanna repeated the process, but had an easier time with the chain. Her hands were rock steady, but inside she was trembling. After putting on Seven's necklace, she paused to caress her wife's cheek. "Forever, my wife," she whispered.
Tach took the bowl of water and poured it onto the coals. It sent up a cloud of steam with a hiss. He turned to his friends and smiled.
"You are bound," Nara said as she looked at her friends. "You may perform this ritual for couples you deem worthy. And, if you have another child, you should repeat it while you are pregnant so that the blood that nourishes the child will be cast into the medallions."
"Another child?" Seven asked. Her eyes widened and a look of terror covered her features. "You want me to endure nine additional months of looking like a shuttle?"
"You are beautiful," B'Elanna insisted. She wrapped her arm around Seven's waist. "I think you look very sexy."
"Was I also sexy during my morning sickness?" Seven asked.
"How do I answer that?" B'Elanna asked Tach. Her expression revealed that the Klingon knew that no answer would be the right one.
"You don't," he said. "You take your wife back to your quarters and celebrate your bonding in private."
"Smart man," B'Elanna said before tugging Seven toward the exit.
"Indeed." Seven smiled. She happily let her wife lead her out of the arboretum.
"Very smart man," Nara said as she hugged him. "I knew I married you for a reason."
Chapter 42: waiting impatiently
Seven and B'Elanna spent their fist day as a joined couple locked away in their quarters, but despite what most on board thought, they didn't spent all of their time making love. They used the time to fix up a small area in the living room to use as a nursery. Even after they had used the rations to repair the ready room, they had enough left over between them to replicate a crib and some other furniture for the baby. It was a happy time for them, full of laughter, as the two women trained as engineers found it almost impossible to put the crib together. At one point, Seven had threatened to simply assimilate the parts before she broke into a fit of laughter. After a few hours, the crib was completed, and they had made love late into the night to celebrate.
The rest of the night was spent curled around each other talking and laughing. Seven listened while B'Elanna remembered her childhood and the things that she missed most about the Alpha Quadrant. Seven told B'Elanna what she could remember about her own youth, but most of that part of her life was lost to her. It was something that left Seven with a profound sense of loss, but having B'Elanna's loving touch helped soothe wounds the former drone had thought would never heal. She went to sleep knowing that they would.
Seven shifted her weight and opened her eyes. She was having Braxton Hicks contractions, false labor pains. She had already been to sickbay twice for the annoying prelabor spasms and Opaca had explained that they were a normal part of the birthing process and that the best thing to do was to get a massage or take a hot shower. Seven didn't want to wake B'Elanna to rub her back because the Klingon would have insisted that they go to sickbay, just like she had the first two times. She smiled as she looked down at B'Elanna.
The Klingon was sound asleep, flat on her back, content to spend the night acting as Seven's personal body pillow. With the pregnancy advancing, Seven found it almost impossible to find a comfortable sleeping position. Using her wife as pillow helped her sleep through the night.
She leaned onto one elbow and studied B'Elanna. Her head was turned toward Seven, her mouth was relaxed, and Seven had a perfect view of the tiny mole on her cheek. It was a small speck, but any time see looked at B'Elanna, she noticed it. It was one of her favorite things about her wife's appearance. Seven loved watching her sleep. It was a time she could stare openly at her beautiful wife without B'Elanna getting embarrassed. When Seven tried to study her features while B'Elanna was awake, the Klingon would look away. Years of being criticized for her appearance had left B'Elanna self-conscious. Seven wished B'Elanna could see herself like she did, beautiful, elegant, and the personification of perfection.
Seven climbed out of the bed, instantly missing the warmth of B'Elanna's body, but she needed to stretch. Her back was aching and she didn't want to wake her wife. She felt another twinge, and sighed. She hated taking a shower alone. It was so much more enjoyable when B'Elanna joined her.
She climbed into the shower and let the water soothe her aching back. As she bent her head forward, she saw her necklace and smiled, then picked it up and studied it. The main medallion was round, with two circles interconnected. The circle was the Narian symbol for the goddess as well as the representation of the romantic heart. She turned it over and smiled at the smaller medallion. It was a perfect triangle, representing her, B'Elanna, and their daughter. It had the same two interwoven circles but there was a smaller circle inside them. She hissed as one of the contractions made her twist her back. It was just like humans to come up with such a useless process. True, the Braxton Hicks contractions helped to prepare her uterus for the actual birth, but it was annoying to have so many "dry runs" as Opaca called them.
B'Elanna opened her eyes, sensing that something wasn't right. She looked at the crumpled sheets where her wife should have been and sighed. She assumed she was in the bathroom, then noticed a small red spot on the sheets.
"Seven?" she called out. She climbed out of bed in a daze and headed toward the bathroom and opened the door. Steamed rolled out of the room, tumbling in slow motion. B'Elanna froze in the doorway as she saw her wife sprawled on the floor next to the shower. Seven's eyes were open but vacant, and her face was the color of death. The entire floor was covered in red-black blood.
"No!" B'Elanna screamed as she sat up in bed. She grabbed her chest, clutching to her bonding necklace as she realized that she had been dreaming. She looked over at the empty bed beside her and almost panicked. "It was a dream," she whispered to herself as she headed toward the bathroom. "Stupid Klingon," she said under her breath before she opened the door. "Seven?" she called out over the noise of the shower.
There was a pause and then the shower door opened and Seven leaned out. "Be'nal, why are you up? It is not even 08:00."
"Then what are you doing up?" B'Elanna asked as she climbed into the shower and hugged her wife. "Umm, you feel good," she said over the pounding water.
"As do you." Seven turned to face her wife. She cringed and squinted her eyes.
"What?" B'Elanna moved her hand to Seven's belly.
"Nothing," Seven assured her. "It is just another Braxton Hicks contraction."
"You're having contractions? Come on, we're going to sickbay," B'Elanna said as she shut off the water.
"But… They are stopping…and I wasn't finished with my shower," Seven whined.
"Too bad," B'Elanna said, rubbing a large white towel over Seven's back. "That's what you get for not waking me."
B'Elanna escorted Seven to the sickbay, studying her every move during the turbolift ride. Seven was not amused.
"B'Elanna, I am fine. There was no reason for us to come to sickbay this early." Seven had her arms crossed defiantly and she was pouting. Her lower lip was sticking out and she looked like she had just been sent to her room without supper.
"You are having contractions." B'Elanna moved closer to her wife and rested her hand on Seven's shoulder. "I will not risk anything happening. You aren't due for another month. What if you're having another temporal spike?"
"It isn't like that," Seven said as she wrapped her arms around B'Elanna's shoulders. "Do not worry. This is just like the other false labor pains."
"But what if it isn't?" B'Elanna sighed and rested her forehead on Seven's chest. "I don't want you or the baby hurt," she whispered.
"Very well," Seven said when the lift stopped. "But the next time I tell you it is nothing, you had better believe me."
"There better not be a next time," B'Elanna said as she led Seven toward the sickbay. They entered and B'Elanna looked for Opaca. She had called before she left her quarters, so the hologram was already activated and waiting next to a biobed.
"Well, good morning," Opaca said as she turned to face them. "Seven, how are you?"
"I am fine," Seven insisted. "Please inform B'Elanna that I am capable of determining whether or not I am in labor."
Opaca helped Seven onto the biobed. "Actually, the Braxton Hicks contractions feel identical to real labor contractions, so you can only tell once they've stopped or I've confirmed it with a tricorder." Opaca scanned Seven's belly.
"See," B'Elanna said. "I told you we should come down here."
"Well?" Seven asked Opaca.
"You're fine, Seven. False labor, go home and take a hot shower and get some rest," Opaca said. She turned toward B'Elanna and pulled her aside as Seven began climbing off of the biobed. "B'Elanna, are you having nightmares again? You look awfully worried," she asked quietly.
"Yeah," she said in a whisper. She was embarrassed by the nightmares and the fact that Opaca had seen through her so easily.
"I see," Opaca said as she scanned B'Elanna. She shook her head and smiled. "Hold still, I almost forgot something." She went and took a hypospray out of a medical cabinet.
"Seven," B'Elanna asked as she went back to her. "What would it hurt if you came down each morning and let Opaca check you? Just to be sure?"
"I am fine," Seven insisted. "I do not like it here," she added and then let her eyes drift toward the office where the Doctor was trying to look busy.
Opaca returned and stopped in front of B'Elanna. "Actually, after that last scan of you, B'Elanna…I think you need to stop by each morning." She injected B'Elanna's throat with the hypospray.
B'Elanna flinched and stepped back. "Hey! She's the one who was having symptoms." B'Elanna stared at Opaca incredulously.
"What is wrong with her?" Seven demanded as she wrapped her arm around B'Elanna's waist.
"It's about time for B'Elanna to start getting ready for the baby," Opaca explained. "I just started her hormone series. She'll need an injection each morning to get her body ready to nurse when the baby arrives."
"You scared me," Seven accused.
"Yeah?" Opaca stood toe to toe with the much taller former drone. "And what exactly would you do to get rid of that fear?"
"Anything," Seven said menacingly.
"So, I guess you won't mind letting me check you once a day to get rid of your wife's fear?" Opaca smiled and crossed her arms. She knew she had Seven cornered.
"That would be acceptable," Seven said. She looked at B'Elanna. "I did not mean to worry you."
"I know, love. Now, let's go home." B'Elanna took Seven's hand and kissed her knuckles.
"Oh, B'Elanna," Opaca called out. "You might notice a little tenderness in your breasts but it's nothing to worry about."
"Thanks, I think," B'Elanna said as the doors hissed shut behind them.
The next three weeks passed quickly, and with each day B'Elanna and Seven became more excited. B'Elanna also became more hormonal, caught in the throws of the daily injections. Seven grew more frustrated as her belly continued to expand. She swore it was so huge that it would leave warp four point two seconds before she did.
As time passed, Seven made certain to include Naomi whenever possible. With Ty on board and a baby on the way, the former only-child was feeling worried that she would be replaced in Seven's heart. Seven and B'Elanna had her spend the night occasionally, just the three of them. Naomi and B'Elanna had bonded during these slumber parties and Seven looked forward to the day when their daughter would be old enough to join them.
The last week before the baby was due, B'Elanna and Seven began their maternity leave. On the first day of their leave, Seven and B'Elanna went for breakfast in the mess hall and then spent the afternoon with Naomi and Ty in the holodeck while Nara and Tach helped the captain go over the star charts. It was a busy afternoon that left Seven more than a little tired and when they dropped off the two children, the former Borg was in need of a nap. Surprisingly, B'Elanna seemed eager for a midday rest as well. Since both women had the day off, they decided to take advantage of it.
Seven awoke alone, but that wasn't unusual. Often, when B'Elanna would join her for a nap, she would often be well rested after only an hour or two. Seven needed extra sleep with the pregnancy progressing. Even with an extra hour of regeneration each morning, Seven seemed to get tired and cranky when she had been up for several hours. A nap seemed like the best solution.
Seven climbed out of the bed and headed toward the bathroom and the sound of the pounding water. She smiled, thinking that perhaps she could join her wife for more than just a shower. They had found the most wonderful uses for the small shower stall that had nothing to do with getting clean.
As she opened the door, Seven heard a loud moan coming from the shower and went to investigate. "Lana?" she called out as she opened the shower door. The Klingon was facing the wall, her forehead resting against the cool tile with the water beating down on her back.
"I'm going to kill Opaca," B'Elanna said and then moaned even louder. "I swear to Kahless… I'm going to delete her matrix."
"What is it?" Seven asked, concern making her throat constrict. She stepped into the water and massaged her wife's tense shoulders.
"I think I'm dying," B'Elanna whined, still resting her head on the tile.
"What?" Seven squeezed B'Elanna's shoulders. "Should we call sickbay?"
"No," B'Elanna whined as she turned around. She looked down at her chest. Her breasts were swelling even more than they had in the past. The artificial hormones had kicked in, and after three weeks, her mammary glands were working overtime. "I think my breasts are going to explode," the Klingon warrior whined.
Seven smirked, relief flooding her features. "Opaca did say there would be some discomfort." Seven gently examined her wife's breasts. "I thought you were having a negative reaction to the injections, but I believe this is normal."
"Ouch." B'Elanna pulled back as Seven tried to lift one breast. "I think this is a pretty negative reaction." She pointed toward her tender breasts. "This is before I even have milk. Just how big are these things gonna' get?"
"You will adapt," Seven said with a smile. She took B'Elanna's hand, kissed her knuckles, and then placed the Klingon's hand on her belly. The baby kicked and B'Elanna sighed.
"Okay, so I'm being a baby," B'Elanna said as she turned off the water. "But it hurts," she whined.
Seven guided B'Elanna out of the shower and began drying her with a large towel from the counter. "Your hormones are undergoing changes as well. It will make you more irritable," Seven explained gently.
"More irritable? What does that mean?" B'Elanna asked angrily. She turned and faced her wife and put her hands on her hips defiantly. "Do you think that I'm irritable?"
Seven stood there not knowing what to say. She suddenly had a great deal of respect for B'Elanna's patience. Seven had gone through months of these mood swings and B'Elanna had seemed able to adapt with ease, always finding the right thing to say or do.
"You do, don't you?" B'Elanna asked again. "You think I'm irritable!" Her eyes shined and her lip trembled and the strong, brave warrior burst into tears and ran out of the bathroom.
Seven decided that perhaps she should kill Opaca. She heard her wife's muffled cries from the other room and quietly went to find her. Seven was still wet from the shower, and left a trail of water across the carpet.
"Lana?" Seven asked from the side of the bed. "I did not mean to imply that you are irritable." She sat next to her wife, trying to remember what B'Elanna had said to her when she had been hormonal. "Be'nal?"
B'Elanna sniffled. She was on her side, unable to rest on her stomach because of her aching breasts. "You don't think I'm irritable?" B'Elanna wiped her eyes with the sheet.
"No," Seven said as she rubbed B'Elanna's back. "You put up with my mood swings all these months. Could an irritable person do that?"
"No," B'Elanna agreed and sat up. "Oh god," B'Elanna said as she turned to Seven and scooted over to her. She rested her head on Seven's shoulder and hugged her. "What are we gonna' do if you and I are both hormonal at the same time, my Be'nal?"
Seven shuddered at that thought. "I hope we never have to find out," she said sincerely. B'Elanna chuckled and squeezed her a bit closer.
"Well, at least my breasts are getting bigger," B'Elanna said when she finally eased back.
"I love your breasts exactly how they are. Why would you want them any bigger?" Seven asked. She couldn't understand why B'Elanna would want to change a single thing about her compact body. Every single millimeter was perfection, perfectly proportional, toned, and incredibly sexy. B'Elanna's breasts seemed divinely designed, perfect mounds of tender yet responsive flesh that fit perfectly in Seven's hands, and of course her nipples seem tailor made to fill Seven's mouth. She wouldn't change them even if she could.
"Well," B'Elanna said as she stared openly at Seven's much fuller cleavage. "Mine are kinda'… small compared to yours."
"Yours are perfect." Seven reached up and cupped B'Elanna's chin in her fingers. "We fit perfectly together. Our differences make us the perfect match." She leaned over and playfully kissed B'Elanna's nose. "And they filled my hands. Any more would be wasteful." Seven covered both of B'Elanna's breasts with her hands.
B'Elanna inhaled sharply and closed her eyes. "Well, right now, they're pretty sore." She tried to relax into her wife's touch.
"Am I hurting you?" Seven asked as she pulled away.
"Don't go," B'Elanna whispered. She brought her own hands up to hold Seven's soothing touch in place. "Your hands feel nice. I don't want you to move."
"Then I shall not." Seven cradled the tender mounds in her hands with incredible care. She leaned forward and kissed B'Elanna's forehead. "I shall hold you as long as you need me…although I think it may cause a scene if I have to accompany you to Engineering or the bridge."
"I'd like to see that," B'Elanna said. She smiled as Seven continued to place feather-light kisses on the ridges of her forehead.
"Perhaps you should rest some more?" Seven suggested. She eased B'Elanna toward the bed.
"You're soaking wet," B'Elanna pointed out. Seven stretched out beside her, ignoring the water.
Seven shifted her weight until she settled her belly into comfortable position. "I believe that I have spent many nights in this bed…soaking wet," she pointed out.
"Very funny." B'Elanna turned over and then scooted her back up against Seven's chest. It was a difficult position to pull off with Seven's huge stomach in the way, but they managed. Seven brought her hand around in front of B'Elanna and cradled one breast with infinite tenderness.
"Get some sleep," Seven whispered into B'Elanna's hair.
"You feel good." B'Elanna covered Seven's hand with her fingers, not wanting to her pull away. She yawned. "I love you, Seven," she said as her eyes drifted shut.
"I love you, my wife," Seven whispered. She snuggled against her and then joined her beloved in a restful sleep.
Seven awoke a short while later and watched B'Elanna sleep. The Klingon had rolled onto her back and her mouth was open, a hint of drool was threatening to fall from her lips, and her hair was matted to the side of her face. Seven thought she was the most beautiful creature she had ever seen. She smiled, content to just watch for the moment, and then B'Elanna's eyes opened.
"Do you watch me sleep often?" B'Elanna asked as she rolled onto her side.
Seven blushed.
"I watch you too," B'Elanna admitted. She reached out and tucked a stray strand of hair behind Seven's ear. "You look so relaxed when you sleep." B'Elanna smiled and traced her wife's lips with her fingers. "Sometimes when you're really tired, you stick just the tip of your tongue out. It's always right in the middle."
Seven frowned, not liking the sound of that and then nipped her wife's fingers.
"It's adorable," B'Elanna assured her.
"Do you still hurt?" Seven reached out and rubbed B'Elanna's chest.
"Not as much. Sorry I was so emotional earlier." She lifted Seven's hand and kissed her palm. "You were really great."
"I love you," Seven said as if that explained everything, and perhaps it did.
"Shall we get up?" B'Elanna asked. "Maybe have a late lunch?"
"More like an early dinner," Seven said as she checked the clock. "I'll cook. You rest on the couch."
"That sounds nice." B'Elanna stood and came around the bed and helped Seven sit up, then pulled her to her feet. "You sure you feel up it?"
"I am used to these hormones," Seven pointed out as she found a loose fitting dress to put on. She dug through the closet until she found another loose dress and handed it to B'Elanna. "Put this on," she ordered.
"I don't think so." B'Elanna scrunched up her face at the plain blue sundress.
"Anything tight on your breasts will be uncomfortable." Seven tilted her head to one side as B'Elanna shook her head and continued scrunching her face. "Are you sure?" Seven asked skeptically.
"Yep," B'Elanna said. She went to her dresser and retrieved a pair of sweatpants and an oversized tee shirt. "See? Nice and loose," she said after she lowered the shirt over her head. "Now, where's my dinner, woman?" she asked playfully.
"Go wait on the couch. I will prepare it, wife." Seven swatted B'Elanna on the behind.
Ten minutes later B'Elanna was stretched out on the couch feeling quite spoiled. Her pregnant wife had almost finished replicating her something that smelled wonderful, she had a cold glass of apple cider in her hand and her feet were perched on the arm of the couch.
The door chime sounded and B'Elanna started to stand.
"Stay," Seven ordered as she came out of the small kitchenette. She opened the door and was surprised to see Ty standing in the corridor alone…alone and completely naked with his face and chest covered in chocolate.
"Evan!" He beamed happily, holding out his chocolate covered hands.
"Tyralanar, where are your parents?" Seven asked as she knelt next to him. "And where are your clothes?" She picked up the naked bundle and settled him onto her hip as she looked up and down the empty corridor.
"Ty?" B'Elanna sat up and stared at the messy bundle in her wife's arms.
"Ba! My Ba!" He squirmed until Seven put him down and then he sprinted to the Klingon.
"This is most unusual." Seven went to the closet to retrieve some clothing for Ty. She and B'Elanna kept some of his outfits in their closet because they kept him on many nights when they didn't have duty the next day. It gave his parents a chance to be alone and she and B'Elanna loved having him. "How did he get here?" Seven asked.
"Isn't it your nap time?" B'Elanna asked. She lifted him onto her lap. "And what happened to your clothes, little tiger?"
"Clothes off," he informed her and grabbed for her cider. She helped him take a gulp and then put the glass back on the coffee table.
"That much I can see for myself," B'Elanna told him. "Where are you parents?"
"Ty fix the door," he said proudly.
"I think we need to check the security locks on our door as well," B'Elanna said. "If he figured out theirs, he'll figure out ours." B'Elanna looked up at Seven who had brought the clothes over along with a wet washcloth.
"Evan's baby." Ty pointed to her belly.
"And Ba's baby too," Seven said as she picked him up.
"I should call Tach and let him know the little rascal is here." B'Elanna stood. She looked at Seven trying to wash Ty's face. He was making a game of avoiding the washcloth. "Seven, I think you might as well just give him a bath." She shook her head and smiled. Ty avoided the cloth like a Da'har master avoiding a bat'tleth strike.
"Bath!" Ty yelled and bounced on Seven's hip.
"Perhaps that would be best." Seven looked down at her chocolate covered dress. She carried him into the bathroom while B'Elanna went to the nearest console.
B'Elanna tapped the console. "Torres to Tach," she said as she waited for the image to appear on screen. She waited another moment, listening to the water filling the tub in the bathroom. Ty was squealing, obviously having a wonderful time after his naked adventure through the corridor. Tach had made arrangements to swap Quarters with Ensign Miller and Enzati who had shared a room on one side of B'Elanna's quarters. The Narians wanted to be close B'Elanna and Seven. The two ensigns had jumped at the chance because it meant they would get to share a larger doubles quarters in the VIP area. Voyager was running out of places to put its growing crew.
"Tyralanar, this water is to clean you, not to be used as a projectile," Seven said over the sound of the filling tub.
B'Elanna smiled and tapped the console. "Torres to Tach," she said again.
*"What?"* Tach said over the console. There was no image because the privacy code was in place.
"Tach," B'Elanna asked sweetly. "What are you doing?"
*"I was in the shower,"* he said impatiently.
"And what is Nara doing?" B'Elanna asked with an evil grin.
*"She was in the shower with me,"* he said pointedly. Obviously they had been doing more than getting clean.
"And what is Ty doing?" B'Elanna asked sweetly, pushing her luck.
*"He's taking a nap,"* Tach said. He was breathing heavily. *"Why?"*
"I don't think he is," B'Elanna said as her smile widened. "I think he's enjoying his own naked time."
*"What are you talking about?"* His voice drifted off as he walked away from the console in his quarters. *"Tyralanar!"* he yelled. B'Elanna heard his footsteps as he jogged back to the console. *"He's gone. Ty's gone. Do you know where he is?"*
"Well, right now, my wife is giving him a bath," B'Elanna said.
*"I'll be right there,"* he said and then the console channel closed.
B'Elanna laughed and went to the bathroom door and looked in on Ty. He was in heaven, and who could blame him. He had a gorgeous blonde Borg tending to his every need. Seven was kneeling next to the tub handing him each toy as he would launch it across the small room. It was his version of fetch, with Seven filling the role of the pet targh.
"I spoke with Tach," B'Elanna said as she watched her wife with Ty. She smiled, feeling her heart fill until it threatened to burst. She imagined Seven with their daughter and it was almost too much. "He's on his way over."
"Fa?" Ty looked up from drowning a rubber ducky. Harry Kim had given it him. Nara thought it was the ugliest thing she had every seen, so Seven offered to keep it for Ty. It was one of his favorite bath toys.
"Yes," B'Elanna said. "Your Fa is on his way over and he didn't sound very happy."
"Ty fix Fa's door," he informed her once again.
"I'll just bet you did," B'Elanna said. She wondered how many repair teams it would take to "unfix" the door. "I think Ty's little adventure interrupted something," she added with a smirk.
"Lana…" Seven rinsed Ty's hair. "Why don't we keep him? Let them have some alone time without worrying about Ty fixing anything else?"
"Sure," B'Elanna said as the door chime sounded. She went to the door and opened it. Tach was in a robe, still dripping wet. "Well, hello Fas'fa," she said with a laugh. Tach's hair was dripping shampoo down one side and he didn't look pleased. "How's my big brother?" B'Elanna asked with a wicked smile.
"I am about to spank your nephew," Tach said as he came into her quarters. "He dismantled the replicator again, and managed to open the door locking mechanism. All in less than ten minutes while we were in the shower."
"Go back home and relax. Seven and I will keep him for the night." B'Elanna pushed him back out the door.
"Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yes, now go home and have a nice night with your wife." B'Elanna sighed and shook her head. "If he's doing this much damage and he's not even a year and a half old…just think what he's gonna' be doing in another year or two."
"Great goddess above and below," he said. "I'm never going to survive this."
"Poor thing." B'Elanna laughed.
"Just wait, that child of yours will be even worse," Tach said, pausing in the corridor.
"Not a chance," B'Elanna said. "With Seven and I as her mothers, she's going to be a perfect little angel who won't even know how to get into trouble. I guarantee it."
Tach burst out laughing as he walked away and continued howling with laughter even as he went into his quarters.
"It wasn't that funny," B'Elanna said as she stared down the empty corridor.
Chapter 43: Surprises
Seven woke up when she heard the faint sound of metal on metal. Her eyes shot open and she climbed quickly out of bed and made her way into the living room. The lights were on and Ty was sitting with a pile of data padds using them as building blocks.
"Ty, you should be sleeping," she said as she scooped him up into her arms. She carried him back to his sleeper and settled him down under the blankets.
"Evan zing." He rubbed his eyes. "Hold Ty." He lifted his arms to her and his lip quivered.
"All right," she said with a sweet smile. She lifted him up she went to the couch and sat down, cradling him in her lap. "But no singing," she whispered. "We don't want to wake your Nana B'Elanna."
"My Ba," he said as he rested his head on her shoulder and rubbed the soft fabric of her deep blue nightgown.
"Yes, she is," Seven whispered and kissed his head. She hummed softly.
She looked over at the clock. It was almost time for the morning watch to start, but Seven and B'Elanna both had plenty of time now that their maternity leave had begun, which was why Seven had offered to keep Ty. She figured he would get into less trouble if his parents had some time alone. Perhaps they would be less angry given time to deal with the fixed replicator. Opaca had suggested that Seven and B'Elanna take at least a week to get everything ready for the baby, and had B'Elanna insisted that they follow her orders to the letter.
Seven waited until Ty's breathing evened out and then carried him to his sleeper. She made sure he was covered, then stood to go back to bed. "Not again," she whispered as she felt the Braxton Hicks contractions begin again. She had been to sickbay two more times in the last three weeks. She didn't want to wake B'Elanna, so she went directly to the shower and let the water wash away some of the tension. Forty-five minutes later her back was aching even more so she decided to try going back to bed.
"Seven?" B'Elanna asked as the former Borg climbed into bed. "Ya' okay?" B'Elanna mumbled. She crawled over and draped her arm over Seven's waist and kissed her shoulder.
"Fine." Seven rolled over. "Rub my back," she asked.
"Umm," B'Elanna said and then yawned. "Sure, love." Her hands moved down and worked the muscles gently. Even though B'Elanna was only half awake, her touch was tender and she immediately found the muscles that seemed to need her touch. "You're tied in knots," B'Elanna said as she began waking up.
"False labor." Seven felt her body relaxing.
"What?" B'Elanna sat up, fully awake.
"It's nothing." Seven pulled her pillow over her head. "I am tired. Let me sleep."
"Come on, we're getting up," B'Elanna said as she lifted the pillow away from her wife's head.
"Lana," Seven whined. "We can go to sickbay in a few hours."
"Seven, we need to get you checked." B'Elanna sat next to her wife and brushed the hair off of her face. "Come on."
"B'Elanna, I am not in labor," Seven insisted. "I am tired of going to sickbay every time I have some minor contractions."
"You can come back here and sleep as late as you want. I'll even bring you breakfast in bed," B'Elanna said as she helped Seven stand.
"I am not in labor," Seven said angrily, then another contraction made her wince. "Damn it," she said. "I would know if I was in labor."
"And just how often do you use profanity?" B'Elanna asked. "This is worse than the other times. Come on, let's go."
"We cannot go." Seven pulled B'Elanna to a stop. "We have to watch Ty."
"Why are you so stubborn?" B'Elanna asked. "If it is false labor, we'll just come right back home."
"I am not in labor," Seven insisted again. Her eyes widened and she looked down just as a splash of clear liquid covered her feet. She looked at B'Elanna, shocked.
"Well, since you're not in labor," B'Elanna yelled. "That would be your water not breaking." The Klingon was heading toward panic at warp ten.
"Lana?" Seven whispered, her voice full of fear.
"Oh, god, Be'nal… I'm sorry." She wrapped her arms around Seven. "Let's get you to sickbay. I'll grab Ty and bring him with us."
"I do not know if I can walk," Seven said as she lowered herself to the bed, gritting her teeth.
"Oh no, you can walk. You are not having this baby in our quarters. Do you hear me?" B'Elanna began pacing, her heart racing, then she finally ran to the console. "Torres to Opaca… medical emergency in my quarters."
*"Lieutenant, what is it?"* the Doctor asked over the comm system.
"I need Opaca and I need her now," B'Elanna said. "Seven's in labor and she can't walk. Now you send that damn hologram down here right now," she ordered as she ran her hands through her hair. It was down and she tucked it behind her ears and she bit her lip.
*"B'Elanna,"* Opaca said over the comm. *"We'll beam her to sickbay."*
"Wait," B'Elanna yelled. She sprinted to the other room and snatched up Ty and ran back to Seven. "Three to beam to sickbay," she said as she knelt next to Seven. The former drone was breathing in deep gulps and holding her belly.
They materialized in sickbay. Seven ended up sitting on the floor, with B'Elanna at her side holding Ty who was rubbing his eyes and yawning.
"Ba?" Ty yawned again.
"Shh, honey. It's okay." B'Elanna stood and looked at Opaca. The hologram was walking toward her, but she wasn't moving fast enough for the protective Klingon. "Come on! There's a baby coming out here."
"Calm down." Opaca came closer. "This is a natural process." She scanned Seven and smiled. "Well, it looks like the little one is about to make her grand entrance."
"She is already in," Seven snapped. "I want her to make an exit… Now." Her eyes widened even more and she groaned.
"Do something," B'Elanna yelled. "I don't want my daughter just squirting out onto the damn floor!"
"Just breathe," Opaca said as she knelt next to Seven. "The contraction will pass, and then we can move you to the delivery table."
The Doctor stepped out of his office but paused, then cleared his throat. "Lieutenant, I could take Ty…and call his parents," he offered.
"Okay," B'Elanna said as she handed Ty to the Doctor. She rushed back to Seven even as Ty began to fuss.
"Lana." Seven reached out and grabbed her wife's hand. "This child is coming out…right now."
"Do something!" B'Elanna yelled.
Opaca sighed. "It's not coming out just yet. Keep breathing."
"I am breathing!" Seven yelled.
"She is breathing!" B'Elanna yelled a split second later.
Ty looked at his two aunts and began crying at the top of his lungs. The Doctor held him away from his body, not knowing what to do.
"It's all right," the Doctor said in his most soothing voice.
"Bad man hurt Evan!" Ty screamed as he tried to squirm away from the Doctor.
"I am a hologram," the Doctor whined. "And a very nice one at that… and I didn't do this to her."
"Ba!" Ty howled and tears streamed down his cheeks.
"B'Elanna!" Seven cried out as the contraction increased.
The Klingon turned her head back and forth between her two screaming family members like a spectator at a tennis match. She finally decided that Ty would just have to deal with the Doctor. "I'm right here, Seven," she said as she squeezed her wife's hand.
"Ba!" Ty began kicking at the Doctor.
Opaca rolled her eyes and went to the Doctor and snatched Ty.
"Where are you going?" B'Elanna yelled.
"Everyone just calm down." Opaca carried Ty back to B'Elanna and sat him next to her on the floor.
"Ba," he whispered as he leaped onto her chest and whimpered. He reached out and touched Seven's hand. "Evan hurt."
"Shh, Seven's fine," B'Elanna said and kissed his head.
"Seven is not fine!" The former Borg gave her wife a deadly glare, then her expression relaxed. She took a deep breath and sighed. "Is it over?" she asked Opaca.
"No," Opaca said. "That was just one of many contractions."
"Many?" Seven demanded. "How many?"
"Let's get you onto the delivery table," Opaca said. She knelt beside Seven who was looking at her like she was insane.
"You expect me to move?" Seven asked.
"She can't move," B'Elanna said. "My kid's gonna' come shooting out of there and go bouncing across the floor."
"Oh, for the love of the prophets," Opaca said. She scooped Seven up and carried her to the table. Seven's eyes widened, and then she realized that despite her size, Opaca was as powerful as she chose to be. Her holographic matrix could be instantly adjusted.
"Doctor?" Seven looked to her one time mentor. "Is it safe to move me?" she asked as Opaca was settling her onto the table.
"Of course, Seven," he said with a smile, happy that she was speaking to him.
"Evan sick," Ty said as B'Elanna moved next to the table.
"Could someone please get Tach and Nara down here?" B'Elanna took Seven's hand.
"Of course." The Doctor rushed into his office.
"All right," Opaca said. "Let's see what's going on with you." She pressed a button and the table began tilting until Seven's back was at a forty-five degree angle. Opaca knelt in front of her and guided her feet to the stirrups. "Oh my goodness," Opaca said.
"What?" B'Elanna and Seven asked in unison.
"Relax," Opaca told them as she shook her head. "It won't be much longer at all. Seven is dilated to ten centimeters."
"Is that good?" B'Elanna asked. She tried to see what the hologram was looking at. Ty squirmed in her arms and Seven had her wrist in a death grip.
"It's very good. Ten centimeters is fully dilated. She can have the baby any time now," Opaca explained. She scanned Seven's belly.
"What do you mean ten centimeters if fully dilated?" Seven demanded. "How is our child going to fit out of an opening ten centimeters?" Seven struggled to lean forward. "You told us last week that our daughter would be at least seven and a half pounds. She will not fit."
"She'll fit," Opaca assured her. She checked her readings and smiled. "The baby has turned and is in perfect position. She'll be with us any time now."
"Can't you beam her out?" Seven asked.
Opaca stared at Seven for a moment and then sighed. "No. You will do just fine."
"You are not the one trying to pass a seven and a half pound child through a ten centimeter opening," Seven whined.
"I'm here," B'Elanna said as she caressed Seven's hand.
"But I am here," Seven said, pointing at the table. "And the baby is coming out…of…down there!" She pointed to her waist. "I did not adequately research this. I have changed my mind. You have the child."
"It's a little late for that," Opaca said. "Uh oh…" She looked at her tricorder.
"What?" Seven and B'Elanna asked.
"You're about to start another…" Opaca began.
"Oh, my god!" Seven yelled as she squeezed B'Elanna's hand.
"…contraction," Opaca said.
"Evan!" Ty began to cry.
"Seven!" B'Elanna screamed as her hand was being squeezed tightly.
The doors to sickbay hissed open and a sleepy Nara wandered in with Tach at her side. Tach yawned and took in the unfolding scene.
"Well, good morning," Tach said happily.
"Fa!" Ty yelled at the top of his lungs. "Evan sick!"
"Seven," B'Elanna said, trying to hold onto Ty as he squirmed. "Let go of my hand."
"You are not going anywhere," Seven said through clenched teeth, but she did loosen her grip. "You got me into this. You are staying right here."
Nara laughed and she went to B'Elanna and took Ty.
"This is not funny," B'Elanna said to Nara and then growled.
"Oh, yes it is," Nara said. She bent down and lifted Seven's nightgown. "Oh dear. Won't be much longer now."
"Hey!" B'Elanna slapped Nara's hand away.
"Every one who is not married to Seven…out," Opaca commanded.
Nara hugged Ty to her chest and rubbed his back. He had stopped crying. "But we want to see the baby born," she whined.
"Out," Opaca ordered. "When I get these two settled down, maybe you can come back in." She turned back to Seven. "Take deep breaths."
"You take deep breaths." Seven grunted as she gave Opaca an icy glare.
"Out," Opaca ordered.
"Come on," Tach said as he guided Nara out of the room. "We'll wait right outside and she can call us as soon as it's okay."
"B'Elanna," Opaca said gently. "Stand behind her and help her lean forward. She's going to need to start pushing soon."
"I am already pushing," Seven said. "I have no choice. This damn human body is pushing of its own accord."
B'Elanna moved behind Seven and gently wrapped her arm around her waist and leaned her forward. "Okay, Be'nal. We can get through this."
Seven spun her head toward B'Elanna. "We?"
"Yes, we." B'Elanna leaned into Seven and bumped her forehead against her wife's. "You may be having our daughter, but I am here with you…and I will be here no matter what."
Seven closed her eyes and nodded. She took deep breaths as the contraction ended. "Okay," she whispered and she relaxed.
"It's just like the Lamaze simulator," B'Elanna said as she rubbed Seven's shoulders. They had spent hours in the holodeck practicing so that Seven would know how to breathe properly.
"It is nothing like the simulator." Seven glared at B'Elanna. "That training exercise was inadequate." She glared at Opaca. "You sent us to a useless program that did nothing to prepare us."
"Just breathe and you'll get through this, Seven," Opaca said as she shook her head.
"This Lamaze is a human delusional construct. It was created to fool prospective mothers into believing birth is tolerable," Seven stated. She was panting and leaning against B'Elanna. "It is all your fault, B'Elanna."
"Me?" B'Elanna asked.
"You got me pregnant," Seven accused.
"But…" B'Elanna looked back and forth between Seven and Opaca. "I didn't…you…"
"Don't argue with a woman in labor," Opaca advised.
"You're right, Seven," B'Elanna said. "It is my fault."
"It was my Borg technology that allowed the pregnancy," Seven snapped.
"Well, I…" B'Elanna stammered.
"B'Elanna, I love you," Seven said when the contraction ended. She smiled at her wife. Her hormones were taking one last shot at the former drone's emotions.
"I love you too," B'Elanna said. She caressed Seven's cheek wondering when the next mood swing would hit.
"Well," Opaca said as she scanned Seven again. "This little one is in a hurry. She is positioned at the top of the birthing canal and we should be seeing her after a few more contractions."
"Can you give her something for the pain?" B'Elanna asked.
"The nanoprobes are working overtime right now," Opaca said. "They're sending her extra endorphins as we speak. I think we should avoid adding anything else to the mix if you can handle it, Seven."
"Will the drugs harm the baby?" Seven asked. She was breathing evenly and seemed much calmer now that Ty wasn't in the room crying.
"Normally, I'd say no," Opaca explained. "But your physiology is unique. I can't be sure."
"No drugs," Seven said. "I can tolerate the discomfort. It is much less that when the temporal spike occurred."
"Thank Kahless," B'Elanna said as she leaned over and kissed Seven's temple. "What can I do?"
"You are doing it," Seven said.
B'Elanna wiped the moisture from Seven's forehead. Her nanoprobes were occupied and weren't bothering with her sweat glands.
The doors to sickbay opened and Ensign Samantha Wildman entered. She hurried in, reaching up to tuck her hair behind her ears. "Opaca, I got here as fast as I could," she said. "Seven, how are you feeling?"
"She's doing well, Ensign," Opaca said. "Now, I need you to monitor the fetal heart rate while B'Elanna changes into a sterile gown. You can help me get Seven changed."
"Of course," Samantha said as she moved to the table. "Hi Seven. Naomi's outside. I told her it was time."
"Thank you," Seven said. "I appreciate your willingness to assist in this matter." She shifted her weight and rubbed her back.
"Yeah," B'Elanna said. "Thanks. We didn't really want Tom helping out…if you know what I mean, and you've got training as a medic...plus…well…you have had a baby."
"I'm glad to help," Samantha said. "I've been working with Opaca in the holodeck practicing with birth simulations." She grabbed a gown out of the cabinet and quickly changed into it and put on gloves before handing a sterile set to B'Elanna. "Here," she said, glancing at B'Elanna's floor length nightgown.
"Oh, thanks," B'Elanna said. She didn't quite know why she needed a medical gown, but it was better than wearing her nightgown, especially if they had any more visitors. She changed quickly as Opaca and Samantha helped get Seven out of her sleepwear and into a sterile gown.
"The baby's doing fine, Seven." Samantha watched the tricorder, smiling at the readings. "Her heart rate is perfect and she's in position. Do you have a name picked out yet?"
"Actually," B'Elanna said as she went back to Seven's side. "It's considered bad luck to mention the child's name before it's born."
"It's part of a Klingon myth," Opaca said as she checked Seven again, pressing her hand on her belly to feel the baby's position. "If you say the child's name, they will come out, and could be born before their time."
"Perhaps we should call her." Seven sighed.
"Pressure's rising," Samantha said as she monitored the readings. "There's a contraction coming."
"B'Elanna," Seven said when the contraction hit. It was stronger than the others had been. "Oh," she screamed and grabbed the table with her Borg enhanced hand. She crushed the metal as she panted.
"I'm here," B'Elanna said, rubbing Seven's back.
"You need to push," Opaca said patiently.
"Ahh," Seven cried. "I am pushing." Sweat beaded on her forehead and B'Elanna held onto her as the contraction continued.
"The baby's shifting," Samantha said. "She turned."
"It's okay," Opaca said, her hands still on Seven's belly. "Some movement is normal, especially with Klingons."
"B'Elanna Torres, make your child stop moving," Seven said as the baby twisted inside.
"She's back where she started," Samantha said. She moved the tricorder closer and smiled. "The contraction's almost over."
"Easy," Opaca said. "Keep pushing…nice and steady."
"I am," Seven whined. "Ahh," she collapsed against B'Elanna as the contraction stopped. "Be'nal," she whispered.
"I'm here." B'Elanna turned to Opaca. "What's taking so long?"
"Labor usually takes hours." Opaca gently pressed Seven's belly. "As it is, Seven is progressing nicely."
"Hours?" Seven asked. She looked at B'Elanna, her eyes pleading. "I am exhausted. I cannot do this for hours."
"You're doing great," Samantha said. "It took me three hours of hard labor to get this far along."
"How much longer?" B'Elanna asked.
"Not long," Opaca said.
The Doctor stepped out of his office. "Do you need anything?" he asked carefully from the doorway.
B'Elanna looked at Seven and raised her eyebrows.
"Not at the moment," Seven said to him. "But when the baby comes, we may need your assistance," she said.
"I'll be waiting in my office," he said cheerfully. "Just say the word."
"Thanks," B'Elanna said.
"It's my pleasure," he said sincerely. He paused, looking at the scene and then turned and went to his office. He sat at his desk, not knowing what to do. He considered sending an announcement about Seven's labor over the command system but decided that he didn't want to push his luck. Seven was Opaca's patient and he wasn't going to do anything to anger the former drone, not when she seemed to be letting him back into her life.
"I need to reposition the table." Opaca began tilting the table even further until Seven was sitting completely upright.
"Won't the baby fall onto the floor?" B'Elanna looked at the way the table now resembled a chair with a giant hole in the seat.
"That's what we're here for," Opaca said.
"We're?" B'Elanna asked.
"Yes," Opaca said with a smile. "You are going to bring your daughter into this world."
"What?" B'Elanna asked. The Klingon's face paled. "I thought you were gonna' do it…What about Samantha? She's a mother…she knows about babies."
"Who do you want the first person to hold your child to be?" Opaca asked. "A hologram, Samantha…or her mother?"
"Please, Be'nal," Seven asked. "I know you can do it."
"I'll do everything right up until you step in and catch her," Opaca promised.
"But…" B'Elanna looked at Seven.
"Come here." Opaca held out her hand to the frightened Klingon. B'Elanna took her hand and moved down between Seven's legs.
"Oh, sweet Kahless," B'Elanna said as she saw how dilated Seven was.
"Shh," Opaca said as she poked B'Elanna. "You'll make her nervous. She looks perfectly normal."
B'Elanna nodded.
"Now," Opaca said gently. "When the baby crowns, we'll see the top of her head coming out. We'll need to keep gentle pressure on her head so that she doesn't come out too fast, otherwise Seven might tear."
B'Elanna looked at Seven and then Opaca, and then her eyes rolled back in her head and she collapsed toward the floor face first. Samantha grabbed the Klingon's arm as she went down.
"Oh dear," Opaca said with a frown. "Doctor, we need you." She looked down at the unconscious Klingon and shook her head.
"What did you do to her?" Seven demanded. She leaned over to get a better look at her wife. "Is she injured?"
"Just her pride," Opaca said with a smirk. "Uh oh, here comes another contraction."
Chapter 44: new arrival
Kathryn Janeway came out of her ready room and took her place on the bridge.
"Good morning," Chakotay said as she sat.
"Commander," she said with a smile. "Anything exciting to report?"
"Smooth sailing." He leaned back into his chair. "We can do that overhaul of the warp coils we've been putting off."
"I think B'Elanna planned her maternity leave with just that in mind," Janeway said with a smirk.
"She and Seven are probably both sleeping in while Vorik is dealing with the overhaul." Chakotay shook his head. "Some people have all the luck."
Samantha settled B'Elanna onto her back. "Should I give her a stimulant?"
"No," Opaca said. "She's fine. She just fainted. No need to mess up her chemistry." Opaca smiled at Samantha. "A screaming Borg, and fainting Klingon, and this is still smoother than your delivery."
Samantha nodded, amazed that the hologram was so knowledgeable about Naomi's birth.
"Wake her up," Seven yelled. The contraction was the most painful yet.
"B'Elanna," Samantha said forcefully. "Lieutenant Torres, wake up."
B'Elanna's eyes fluttered and she groaned.
"Come on," Samantha said gently. She started lifting B'Elanna from the floor.
The Doctor came out of his office, then saw B'Elanna on the floor and rushed to her.
He knelt next to the ensign. "Fainted?" he asked Samantha.
"Yep," she said with a smirk.
"Wake her up," Seven said through clenched teeth. She panted as the contraction gripped her.
"Seven?" B'Elanna eyes opened.
"Welcome back, Lieutenant," the Doctor said smugly. "Your wife is doing all the work while you are taking a nap."
"Seven," she said again as she struggled to her feet. The Doctor guided her to the bed, ready to catch her if she fainted again.
"She turned again," Samantha said as she scanned Seven's belly. "It looks like her shoulder is stuck."
"Do something," Seven ordered B'Elanna. "Make your child move."
B'Elanna looked back and forth between Opaca and the Doctor.
Opaca sighed. "Doctor, you monitor the baby. Ensign, you help Seven push, and B'Elanna, you get back down here and catch your daughter…and I forbid you to faint."
"Klingons do not faint," B'Elanna muttered as she did what she was told.
"Well, this one does." Opaca yanked B'Elanna into position.
Seven looked down at her wife, too far to touch, then over at Samantha, who she liked, but didn't feel close a connection with like she did with others.
"I want Nara," Seven said to Samantha and then groaned as she bared down against the contraction.
"Okay, I'll get her," she said as she jogged out to the corridor.
"The shoulder is pressing on the pelvis," the Doctor said grimly.
"What does that mean?" B'Elanna asked.
"Right now, it's fine," Opaca assured her. "We'll see if she turns on her own, if not, I'll turn her."
B'Elanna rubbed Seven's leg, trying to offer support. Nara rushed in with Samantha and went to Seven's side.
"I thought I was going to miss the big event," Nara said, taking Seven's hand.
"I wish I were missing it." Seven panted as the contraction ended.
"I'm sorry, love." B'Elanna squeezed Seven's knee, guilt filling her heart.
Seven looked down at her wife, seeing fear and concern, and shook her head. "I am not sorry that I am here, Be'nal. I am just…uncomfortable. I love you."
"I love you," B'Elanna said with a smile.
"Yes, everyone loves everyone," the Doctor said. "Now can we get back to having this child," he said.
Seven glared at him, then let her eyes drift to the office where he had been exiled.
"I…I'm sorry. Please, continue the lovefest. Seven, B'Elanna…I love you both," he said stiffly. His eyes widened. "The child isn't shifting."
"Oh," Seven groaned and Nara helped her lean forward while Samantha went around the table to help from the other side.
"What the hell is that?" B'Elanna yelled.
"That's your daughter head," Opaca said gently. "She's crowning." Opaca was standing beside B'Elanna, ready to take over if anything went wrong, and she had her hands over B'Elanna's guiding them into place.
"I see her head!" B'Elanna yelled to Seven. "She's got hair… a lot." She looked at the head forcing its way into the world, the tiny hairs wet and curly and dark.
"What color?" Seven asked even as she pushed.
"Dark," B'Elanna said excitedly. Her earlier lightheadedness was gone as soon as she saw her child coming into the world.
"Put your hand here, on her head. We don't want her coming too fast," Opaca placed B'Elanna's hand onto the baby's head. While B'Elanna gently held pressure on the baby, Opaca tested Seven's skin, deciding she didn't like what she found. "Doctor, two ccs of dirsoraline," she said without looking up.
"What's that?" B'Elanna asked.
"It will help relax her even more… make a bit more room for the little one," Opaca explained as the Doctor handed her the hypospray. She injected it directly into the over-stretched skin and the change was immediate as the tightness lessened.
"Wow," B'Elanna said.
"What is happening?" Seven asked as she leaned against Nara when the contraction ended.
The Doctor moved up next to Seven and explained how the drug worked. She listened halfheartedly as she waited for the next contraction.
"Here comes another one," the Doctor said after a few minutes.
"Seven, I need you to push as hard as you can," Opaca said.
"Umm, Opaca," B'Elanna said. "That may not be a good idea…Borg strength."
"Seven, I need you to push… like you have been," Opaca corrected.
The contraction hit and Seven pushed, but the child refused to move. "It hurts," Seven said as she kept pushing.
Opaca looked up at the Doctor and he shook his head, frowning. She turned back to B'Elanna and put her hand over the Klingon's. "Let me take over," she said as she eased B'Elanna out of the way. "Seven, stop pushing."
"I would love to," Seven said. "Try telling my body that."
"The contraction is almost over," the Doctor said. "Try not to push, Seven."
"I'm right here," B'Elanna said as she moved beside Seven and took her hand. Nara stepped back, but put her hand on the Klingon's waist.
"Is the baby all right?" Seven asked when the contraction ended.
"She fine," Opaca said. "I just have to move her a little to the side so that she can come out." Opaca explained. "Just try to relax, it will make it easier."
"You are going to put your hand….inside me?" Seven asked. "The baby won't even fit out of there and now you intend to put your hand up there too?"
"Just take a deep breath and it will be fine," Opaca assured her.
"It will not be fine," Seven said in a panic. "That is a one way canal. It is intended for beings to leave it…not to crawl up inside there."
"I am not crawling up inside there. It's just my hand." Opaca took a deep breath.
"Seven," B'Elanna said as she rubbed her leg. "She has to turn the baby. She can't come out the way she is."
"Very well," Seven said, fear lacing her tone. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Nara squeezed her hand.
"Anything on long range sensors, Mister Kim?" Janeway asked as she stared at the viewscreen. There were times when space travel was extremely boring. Stars all looked the same when they flew past at warp speed, beautiful streaks of white sparkling like rainbows stretching into eternity, but after a few hours of watching, it tended to lose its charm.
"Nothing out of the ordinary," Harry said from his console.
"Perfect day to sleep in." Chakotay yawned.
"Wonder if B'Elanna would agree to take the bridge and let me sleep in today?" Janeway asked. "I'll bet Seven is going crazy being off duty. She never did like just sitting around doing nothing."
"I'm sure she'll find something to do," Chakotay said.
"She's probably coming up with a more efficient diaper as we speak," Janeway added.
"Borg efficiency takes on motherhood." Chakotay laughed. "Parenting may never be the same."
"Seven may never be the same," Janeway said as she checked her comm panel for any interesting reports from the various departments. There were none.
Opaca reached up and pushed the baby's head. "This is going to feel a little uncomfortable. I need you to relax."
Seven's eyes widened, and B'Elanna caressed her cheek, calming her instantly. "I am ready," Seven said.
Opaca took a deep breath and her matrix flickered as she readjusted her image output, making her hands smaller before she tried to move the child. "I'm putting my hand inside, try to relax."
Seven closed her eyes and inhaled sharply.
"Okay, I've got the shoulder," Opaca said. "I'm moving her… there. Now, just breathe as I come back out. One more contraction should do it."
Seven opened her eyes and looked up at B'Elanna. "I want you to do it," Seven said. She glanced down at Opaca, locking eyes with her. The hologram smiled and dipped her head.
B'Elanna nodded and went back to her position between Seven's legs. Opaca was there, encouraging her while Nara took Seven's hand.
"It's time," the Doctor said, watching the tricorder.
"Nice and steady," Opaca said. "Keep pushing, Seven." She moved her hands and let B'Elanna take over. "Gentle pressure on the head," she explained. "That's it."
Seven leaned forward and squeezed her eyes shut as she pushed.
"She's coming out," B'Elanna said. "Her head's out!"
"Hold her head. Guide her as she comes out. Just let it happen," Opaca said with a smile. Her voice was lyrical, and full of reverence. She moved B'Elanna's hands to support the tiny head and then used a bulb syringe to clean her mouth and nose. The baby coughed and her eyes squeezed shut but she didn't cry.
"She's got ridges…on her forehead," B'Elanna said, her voice full of wonder.
Seven groaned as she fought to keep pushing. Her face was covered with sweat and she was trembling. "How many?" Seven asked through clinched teeth.
"Four of them…like me." B'Elanna laughed.
"Ease her out," Opaca said even as she put her hands over B'Elanna's and they pulled the baby gently. "The shoulders are clear. Seven, you're doing great."
"She's out," B'Elanna said as she held her daughter for the first time. Opaca made sure that B'Elanna wasn't going to drop the baby and then leaned away to grab a cleansing towel.
"Let me see her," Seven said as she collapsed onto Nara. "Why isn't she crying? Babies cry when they are born."
"Just a moment," Opaca said. She helped B'Elanna wrap her snugly in a blanket. "Seven, Klingon babies do not cry when they are born. In battle, a crying baby would give away your position," she added as she looked down at the baby. The tiny girl was looking up at B'Elanna with wide eyes, and her spindly arms were waving in the air.
"She's beautiful," B'Elanna said as Opaca untangled the cord. She moved beside the bed, easing past Nara who was trying to get a good look at the baby as B'Elanna tried to hand her to Seven without stressing the uncut cord. "Our daughter is beautiful," B'Elanna said as she held the baby out to her wife.
"Be'nal." Seven took the baby and studied her tiny features. She laughed. "She has a mole just like yours." Seven lifted the squirming bundle and kissed her cheek. "And her eyes look so blue."
"Seven, you're not quite done yet," Opaca said from between Seven's legs. She reached up and massaged the former drone's belly. "You still have to deliver the placenta. One more contraction and then you'll be done."
"I will comply," she whispered and handed the baby to B'Elanna. The Klingon couldn't take her eyes off of the tiny, quiet bundle.
"The contraction is coming," the Doctor said. He turned to B'Elanna and scanned the baby. "I should examine her…if that's all right?"
"Can I hold her?" B'Elanna asked without looking up.
"Of course," he said as he continued scanning. "She's in excellent health." He smiled and looked at B'Elanna. "She's beautiful…just like her mothers." He continued scanning, then frowned but quickly changed his expression before anyone else noticed.
"Keep pushing," Opaca said as the contraction hit. "That's it…nice and firm. Good…"
Seven nodded as she leaned back and sighed.
"There," Opaca said. "Now, you're done." She turned to the Doctor. "What about the nanoprobes?"
"They seem to be migrating down the cord and deactivating," he said, studying the readings. "Now, I need to weigh her… you'll have to put her on the pediatric scale over here as soon as we cut the cord," he told B'Elanna.
"Seven?" B'Elanna asked as she looked at her wife.
Seven nodded
Opaca reached up and clamped off the cord and then cut it.
"Well, hello there." The Doctor took the baby and she immediately squirmed and began to fuss. "Just a moment," he said. The baby clinched both of her hands and let out a cry and began screaming at a level that left no doubt as to the impressive strength of her lungs. The Doctor frowned and held her at arms' length as she continued crying. "Lieutenant?"
"Oh… sweet… Kahless!" B'Elanna's eyes widened.
"I didn't do anything," the Doctor whined.
"What the hell is happening?" B'Elanna asked as she looked down at her chest. Two dark spots began forming, one on each side of her chest. Opaca leaned over and looked.
"Your milk just came down," Opaca informed her. "Klingon's have an instant response to a crying child."
"It's leaking like a warp core breach," she yelled as she stared at the growing stains. She looked over at the Doctor and her screaming child.
"I didn't do anything. Why do these children keep crying?" He was holding her as far away from his body as possible as her screams became more like howls.
"Give her to me." B'Elanna took the baby and held her to her chest. The baby quieted down instantly and B'Elanna went back to Seven.
"Lana," Seven whispered as the Klingon leaned against the bed. "She is hungry." She wrapped her arm around B'Elanna's waist and looked up expectantly.
"I… well…I don't know…how," B'Elanna admitted. She looked down at her daughter who was smacking her lips and sucking on her fist.
"I'll show you." Nara moved alongside the Klingon.
The Doctor looked on expectantly.
"You, out," B'Elanna said to the Doctor and she pointed to his office. "And I want a privacy screen up too."
"I am a Doctor, not a voyeur," he said indignantly.
"Out," B'Elanna said. The stains on her gown expanded and she felt milk running down her belly.
"Fine," the Doctor said as he headed toward his office. "Opaca, may I have a word with you?" he asked, pausing to pick up the medical tricorder.
"Of course," she said. "Seven, I don't want you getting up until I clear you, is that understood?"
"Yes," Seven said without turning around. She was staring at her wife and daughter and barely heard the hologram's comment.
Kathryn Janeway caught her chin before it hit her chest. It wouldn't do for the captain to fall asleep on her own bridge. She casually glanced over at Chakotay; he was fighting to keep his eyelids open. She cleared her throat, and her First Officer sat up a little straighter.
"Commander, I'll be in my ready room if you need me," she said as she began to stand.
*"Torres to the bridge…"* B'Elanna said over the comm
Janeway leaned back into her chair and tapped her comm panel. "Lieutenant?" she asked. "I thought you were off duty?" Janeway smiled.
*"Yes, ma'am,"* B'Elanna said. *"Permission to add a name to the ship's manifest?"* she asked.
"Who did you have in mind?" Janeway asked. She was curious since Tach and his family had already been officially added to the ship's manifest.
*"With your permission… I'd like to add Kayla Erin Torres to our manifest,"* B'Elanna said proudly.
"I think I'm going to need at least a visual inspection before I can approve that." Kathryn's eyes sparkled. "Are you near a comm panel?"
*"Yes, ma'am,"* B'Elanna said.
"On screen," Janeway said as she spun toward Harry Kim.
"Coming in now," Harry said with a huge grin.
"Captain," B'Elanna said as her image filled the screen. She was in the Doctor's office, leaning against his desk. "This is Kayla Erin Torres." She held up the tiny bundle toward the screen. Kayla was sleeping and her fist was planted firmly in her mouth. Her hair was not as dark as it had first looked when wet, and B'Elanna stared down at it. It was light brown with red highlights. She shifted Kayla in her arms and the baby yawned and crinkled her ridged brow. "Kayla, this is your Captain," she whispered.
"Permission granted," Janeway said, her voice thick with emotion. "But, I think I need a personal inspection," she added with a smirk.
"Of course," B'Elanna said without looking up.
"How's Seven?" Janeway asked.
"She's fine." B'Elanna looked up and smiled. "She's tired, but fine."
"Is she up for visitors?" Chakotay asked. He was leaning forward, trying to get a better look at the newest arrival.
"I think Kayla would be thrilled to have some visitors," B'Elanna said. "But don't expect Seven to be awake."
"Congratulation, B'Elanna," Kathryn said sincerely.
"B'Elanna," Tom said from the helm, "She's beautiful. Tell Seven congratulations."
"Thanks," B'Elanna said, looking over her shoulder toward sickbay. "Now, I have to go. Seven's ready to go home and I don't think Opaca understands exactly how… insistent my wife can be."
"Oh dear," Kathryn said. "Tell Opaca that unless absolutely necessary… she should not keep Seven in sickbay against her will.
"Gladly," B'Elanna said as she closed the channel.
Chapter 45: Getting into the routine
Day one: 11:06
B'Elanna was in her quarters, sitting on the edge of the bed holding Kayla. Seven was sleeping beside her, stretched out under the fur comforter.
"Shh, little one. Let your mama sleep," B'Elanna whispered and kissed her daughter's forehead. Kayla was kicking her feet and squirming, ready to eat again. Nara had walked B'Elanna through the first feeding, but now the Narian was gone and B'Elanna was trying it on her own.
Kayla frowned, sucked on her fist, and kicked her feet even harder.
"I'm trying," B'Elanna whispered as she fought to unbutton her blouse without putting the baby down. "Geeze, I'm leaking again and you're not even crying." B'Elanna watched as twin stains appeared on her blouse.
"Lana?" Seven sat up and moved behind her wife.
"Your daughter is an eating machine," B'Elanna said. Kayla began to whimper. "I fed her less than two hours ago."
"Should I call Nara?" Seven asked.
"No." B'Elanna moved Kayla to the side. "I'm Chief Engineer… I think I can feed my daughter. Nara showed me and it wasn't that difficult."
"I want to help." Seven scooted behind B'Elanna. She put one leg on each side of her wife and reached around her and helped support Kayla.
"Umm," B'Elanna moaned happily. "I like that," she said as Seven put her hand over B'Elanna's on Kayla's back.
"She has your fingers." Seven rested her chin on B'Elanna's shoulder and studied their daughter.
"And your nose." B'Elanna freed her breast from the nursing bra and then lifted Kayla to her. The baby nuzzled her breast, seeming to play with the hardening nipple more than trying to eat. "She learned that from you," B'Elanna added.
"Indeed?" Seven tipped the baby's head toward B'Elanna's nipple. She latched on and began suckling. "I never get distracted when I am near your breasts. You are the one who cannot pay attention."
"You are very distracting, my Be'nal." B'Elanna leaned back against Seven and sighed, then stared at Kayla. "Look." B'Elanna stared down, her voice full of wonder.
"Our love made her," Seven said as she kissed B'Elanna neck.
"Yeah," B'Elanna whispered. She watched a while longer and then sighed. "This is a piece of cake."
"I knew you could do it," Seven said. "I believe we have mastered parenting."
"Yeah, no problem," B'Elanna said and then inhaled sharply. "I'm sure I'll get used to having a vacuum attached to my chest."
"It will be simple," Seven promised her.
Day two: 11:58.
Seven opened her eyes, pausing before she stepped out of her regeneration chamber. The small unit took up one corner of their cramped quarters, and Seven had suggested that she go back to regenerating in the cargo bay. B'Elanna had refused.
"Welcome back," B'Elanna said from the rocking chair across the room. She was holding Kayla, and studying her wife.
"Thank you." Seven smiled and went toward her family. "Did you sleep?"
"Talk to your daughter," B'Elanna said. "Every time I try to doze off she decides to test those lungs of hers."
"Is she ill?" Seven knelt in front of B'Elanna.
"No, just Klingon."
Seven leaned down and kissed Kayla's cheek. "I thought Klingon children do not cry."
"Not according to what my mother told me." B'Elanna yawned. "They keep quiet right after they're born, but once they get to be a few hours old… look out."
"Try to sleep." Seven stood and took the baby. "I will hold her."
"I'm fine," B'Elanna said as she stood. "I'm sure she'll fall into a routine soon."
B'Elanna rolled over and looked at the clock. It was 02:06, and Kayla had been crying since before 01:00. Seven was walking around their quarters trying to soothe her, but nothing seemed to help.
"Maybe she's hungry again," B'Elanna offered when Seven made a lap through the bedroom. B'Elanna's Klingon instincts were driving her insane. Her breasts had filled three nursing pads and seemed to be leaking as much as if her daughter was eating.
"She just ate," Seven said as she stopped and looked at B'Elanna's wet nightgown. She went to the nightstand and opened the top drawer. "Here," she said as she shoved a breast pump at her wife.
B'Elanna grumbled. "No one told me I'd have to siphon off these squirting wells attached to my chest."
"It will get easier." Seven paced into the living room.
Day three: 04:02
B'Elanna rolled over and looked at her daughter. Kayla was next to the bed in a crib. She refused to nurse. She also refused to go to sleep. It was 04:02, almost morning, and the Klingon was exhausted. Every time she started to doze off, Kayla would scream at the top of her lungs. It seemed that since the tiny bundle was now outside of Seven's womb, she wanted her growling Klingon mother to entertain her. B'Elanna was not amused.
On the other side of the bed, Seven was sleeping soundly. Now that she had didn't have a kicking baby inside anymore, she was curled up on her side and was snoring quite loudly. Even when Kayla would sleep, B'Elanna couldn't seem to drift off with the Borg enhanced snooze that was rattling the entire bedroom. B'Elanna wondered if beaming her wife onto the couch was grounds for divorce.
The previous night Kayla had fallen asleep just after 03:00, but Seven had decided it was the perfect opportunity to make love to B'Elanna. At the time it seemed like a great idea to B'Elanna, but now, twenty some hours later... without any sleep... she decided it was a plot on Seven's part to kill her.
B'Elanna sighed happily when Seven's snoring finally stopped. A few moments later she watched as Kayla's eyes flickered shut. B'Elanna closed her own eyes just as she felt her wife's hand snake around her waist.
"She is asleep," Seven said as she nuzzled B'Elanna's earlobe. "Now we can find something else to do." Seven's hand moved up and cupped B'Elanna's breast.
"Be'nal, I need sleep," B'Elanna whined even as her body responded.
"It has been forever," Seven whispered huskily. She rolled B'Elanna onto her back. "I miss you." She nuzzled B'Elanna's temple and kissed her ear.
"I have baby spit in my hair," B'Elanna whined. "How can you possibly be aroused?"
"You always arouse me," Seven said as she tried to straddle her wife.
"I need sleep," B'Elanna repeated and she squirmed away from her wife. Seven seemed to have grown extra hands...hands that were everywhere at once. The Klingon suddenly realized that sleeping naked was not conducive to getting any sleep when Seven was involved.
"I need you," Seven said as her hand made its way back to B'Elanna's chest.
"Be'nal..." B'Elanna whined, drawing out the word. "For the love of Kahless...just let me sleep for one hour."
"I do not wish to force you into anything unpleasant," Seven said as she eased away.
"I know it would be very pleasant," B'Elanna said with a sigh. She rolled toward Seven and studied her in the dimly lit room. Seven's eyes were flickering with fire, a fire that burned only for B'Elanna. "Unfortunately...if I don't get some sleep... I'm not gonna' survive much longer."
"Are you ill?" Seven felt B'Elanna's forehead, leaning over to kiss her ridges for good measure.
"No, just exhausted." B'Elanna took Seven's hand and tucked it under her cheek. "My beloved... I didn't get to regenerate this morning and wake up freshly charged. That child of yours hasn't let me sleep all day...or night."
"I will comply," Seven said grouchily.
"I promise, it won't be too long," B'Elanna said as she snuggled closer, careful not to wake Kayla.
"It has already been too long," Seven said with a sigh.
"Darling, what's the hurry?" B'Elanna yawned and leaned over to check on Kayla before turning back to Seven.
"Opaca said that as of today… four hours and three minutes ago… I can now engage in all sexual activities," Seven said as she raised her eyebrows to make the point. "Since two weeks before Kayla's birth… you have been unable to… go inside. That restriction is now lifted."
"Oh," B'Elanna said as she watched her wife's eyes sparkle.
Seven leaned over and began kissing B'Elanna's ear. "I need to feel you inside me, B'Elanna… to feel my body wrap around your fingers," she whispered, her voice husky.
"Oh, god," B'Elanna moaned.
"It has been forever since I felt you inside my wetness," Seven continued as she nibbled on B'Elanna's ear.
"Seven, please… I am so tired," B'Elanna complained halfheartedly. She reached over and caressed her wife's breast. "I need to sleep," she whispered as she began kissing Seven.
"You do not appear to want sleep," she pointed out, and then B'Elanna pulled Seven on top of her. "I will do all of the work," Seven promised.
B'Elanna laughed. "When you do all the work…I end up feeling like an overcooked noodle. I don't think I could survive the ‘wow phenomenon' right now, love." She pulled Seven down to her lips and they shared a slow, lingering kiss.
"All you have to do is love me," Seven whispered as she straddled B'Elanna's hips.
"Oh, is that all?" B'Elanna asked between kisses.
"Yes," Seven promised. She kissed B'Elanna's neck and guided her wife's hand between her legs.
"Oh, god," B'Elanna moaned as she felt her wife's wetness cover her fingertips.
"I have missed you." Seven began kissing down B'Elanna's chest, gently biting her full breasts. "I need to feel you, Be'nal." She moved her lips down and nuzzled the hardening nipple.
"Oh… Sweet Kahless." B'Elanna sighed as she lifted her fingers inside of Seven. The welcoming heat sent a charge of electricity to B'Elanna's core.
"Yes," Seven said with a growl. She pressed down, making B'Elanna's finger move further inside her. "Yes, my Be'nal." She carefully bit down on the nipple in front of her, then jerked back as milk squirted out and hit her in the eye. "Ugh!"
"Oh geeze," B'Elanna said as Seven sat up. She felt milk running down her chest, getting instantly sticky as it cooled.
"Do not move," Seven ordered and she gripped B'Elanna's wrist. "Stay right where you are." Her eyes locked with B'Elanna's letting her know that taking her fingers out was not an option. Seven carefully leaned over to the nightstand and dug around the drawer. She moved back and kissed B'Elanna forcefully, making the Klingon forget about the milk between their bodies.
"Seven!" B'Elanna hissed as she heard and felt the breast pump latch onto her chest. "What are you doing?" She pushed Seven off of her chest, but her fingers were still pinned inside of her wife.
"Shh." Seven tried to kiss B'Elanna again.
"Oh no," B'Elanna said as she pulled out of Seven. "We are not mixing these two activities. No way."
"But…" Seven's eyes shot open as her body protested B'Elanna's absence.
"No buts," B'Elanna said. "This is definitely mommy time," she said pointing to the breast pump. "And that is definitely wife time," she added as she pointed between her wife's legs. "We are not mixing them. No… No way. This ship doesn't have a counselor, and I guarantee you if we mix these two things…I will need a counselor."
Seven moved off of her wife and rested on one elbow as she watched the pump sucking on the nipple she craved. She sighed as she held it in place, not quite understanding B'Elanna's protests, but preferring to honor the request. When the pump stopped, she moved it to the other side and waited impatiently for it to finish. After several minutes it stopped and she reached over and put the pump aside and tucked the milk into a stasis container beside the bed. She rolled over and kissed the back of B'Elanna neck.
B'Elanna sighed and then began snoring…loudly.
Seven frowned and tried kissing her wife's temple.
B'Elanna smacked her lips and whined, then rolled over toward Seven and cuddled onto her chest… sound asleep.
Seven was not amused.
Day four: 09:30
"She is asleep. I moved the crib into the living room so that your snoring will not wake her," Seven said as she crawled into bed.
"My snoring? Love, your snoring puts me to shame." B'Elanna rolled over and hugged Seven. "Ouch." She pulled back. "Damn breasts."
"Do you need the pump?" Seven asked.
"No, I am not a dairy cow," B'Elanna said as she settled onto her back.
"I did not say that you were a bovine." Seven moved over to B'Elanna.
"I feel like a cow," she whined.
"Go to sleep." Seven kissed her temple and began rubbing the ridges on her forehead.
"Sleep," B'Elanna whispered happily. She sighed and yawned just as the door chime sounded. "No. Sweet Kahless, she just went to sleep."
Seven jumped out of bed and ran to the door wearing only her floor length sapphire gown. She reached it before it rang again and opened the door and stared at the captain.
"Seven, how are you feeling?" Kathryn asked. She was holding a brightly colored package.
Seven stared at it.
"It's a baby gift," Kathryn said as she looked at the dark rings under Seven's eyes.
"Thank you." Seven took it. "However I do not believe Kayla can open it at her present level of motor development."
"It's really for you and B'Elanna," Kathryn said with a tolerant smile. She wasn't sure if Seven was joking or not.
"I am sure she will love it, Kathryn," Seven said with a smirk. "Would you like to come in?"
"Thank you." Kathryn followed Seven into her living room and looked into the crib at Kayla and smiled. "She's so beautiful. She really is a little angel."
"She is perfect." Seven stood next to Kathryn. "Although I do not think an angel would deprive my wife of sleep the way she has."
"Is B'Elanna asleep right now?" Kathryn looked toward the closed bedroom door.
"I hope she is…although it is doubtful." Seven smiled down at Kayla. "Our daughter seems to enjoy waking B'Elanna up every one point nine hours and then keeping her up for at least an hour at a time."
"Do you have any milk in bottles?" Kathryn asked as she studied the tiny sleeping form. It was hard to imagine the adorable bundle causing any problems. Kayla was sleeping with her fists tucked under her chin, her lips were pursed, and she breathed deep and regular.
"Yes," Seven said slowly. "B'Elanna produces more milk than Kayla can consume. We have saved the additional milk for future use."
"Well," Kathryn said with a half grin, "Why don't you wrap up your little darling…and take her out to mingle…and let B'Elanna sleep?"
"An excellent idea," Seven said. "However, I do think I should change."
"I think that's a very good idea." Kathryn sighed and tried not to look at Seven's cleavage straining to get out of the silky fabric. She really didn't want to notice that Seven's belly had returned almost to normal, her figure once again sure to turn heads. Her Borg nanoprobes had performed a miracle again.
Kayla was the hit of the mess hall. She had woken up as soon as Kathryn and Seven arrived at the crowded room and began nuzzling Seven's chest in time for lunch. She took the bottle without a peep and delighted the crew with her gentle disposition. She looked around the faces of the crowd, her eyes wide and curious, and never cried once. Seven couldn't convince anyone that Kayla spent most nights crying for B'Elanna to hold her. After visiting with everyone present, Kayla cuddled up on Neelix's chest and went to sleep. The furry Talaxian held her for almost an hour until he had to get ready for the next lunch crowd. He grumbled as he handed her over to Samantha Wildman who swore that Kayla was the most perfect child she had ever seen, after Naomi.
Naomi joined them after her studies just as Kayla woke up. Kayla opened her eyes and peered happily around without even a whine or grunt. She spent the next hour being carried around the room by Naomi who saw her as her personal doll. Kayla quietly allowed Naomi to oversee three changes of clothing. Naomi would pick out an outfit and ask Seven to put it on her. They finally decided on the dark green jumper that the captain had brought as a gift. It picked up the red highlights in Kayla's hair and showed off the dark, rich coloring she got from B'Elanna. It was a happy time for Seven, but she missed B'Elanna. She consoled herself with the thought that her wife was getting some much-needed rest.
After the long visit, Seven asked Kathryn to go with her and Kayla to the Tach's orchard. The captain accepted, happy to spend some of her off time with her dear friend. Seven enjoyed the walk in silence, staring down at her daughter in her arms. Once there, Seven revealed her reason for asking Kathryn along.
"How long were you involved with Mark?" Seven asked.
"What?" Kathryn asked, somewhat shocked. She stopped in front of a blossoming apple tree and turned. "Why?"
Seven carefully arranged a blanket on the sweet smelling grass and put Kayla down to enjoy the fresh air. She stood, and sighed before turning to face her friend.
"What is it, Seven?" Kathryn moved closer.
"I believe…that B'Elanna has lost interest in me…sexually." Seven studied the grass at her feet.
"I find that hard to believe," Kathryn said gently. "I've never seen anyone more in love than she is with you," Kathryn said honestly. "What would make you think that she's losing interest?"
"It has been…an eternity since we last… made love," Seven said. Her voice was full of sorrow. "For the first time in our relationship…she is not…we do not…" Seven sighed and turned away.
Kathryn stared at her lanky friend's back. Seven was incredibly sexy from any angle. She wondered exactly how long an "eternity" was to a Borg. "Seven, how...umm...long has it been?"
Seven took a shuddering breath before speaking. "We have not made love in thirty-one…" She took another breath and then bit her lip before continuing. "Thirty-one hours."
Kathryn stared at Seven, her mouth refusing to work as she thought of her own years of celibacy. Finally Kathryn found her voice. "Seven, call me when it's been thirty-one months," Kathryn said with a shake of her head.
"Months?" Seven asked, mortified. "Is it possible to survive that long?"
"I assure you, it is." Kathryn laughed and sat next to Kayla and studied the sleeping child. "You went for a long time before you and B'Elanna, umm, got together."
"As the saying goes, I did not know what I was missing," Seven said as she sat next to Kathryn. "It is not a physical matter of sexuality," Seven explained. "My love for B'Elanna…transcends everything. It is more than physical. My love for her is so…complete that it spills over into the physical plane. I cannot do anything other than love her. I literally hurt if I do not touch her."
"Well, it won't kill you. Although you may think it will," Kathryn said. "Besides, she's probably just adjusting to motherhood."
"Will our intimacy always be hindered?" Seven asked. Her face showed her fear and disgust. "Why didn't anyone tell me this?"
"Seven, calm down. Chances are, everything will return to normal as soon as she gets used to things," Kathryn said delicately. "Besides, you said that she hasn't been sleeping. That is bound to effect her…umm… appetite."
"We have gone without sleep in the past and it has never lessened her appetite for me," Seven whined.
"Give it time," Kathryn advised. She shook her head and tried not to laugh at her friend's misery, but the willowy blonde really needed a reality check. Kathryn hadn't been as sexually active with any of her partners as Seven and B'Elanna appeared to be with each other. Poor B'Elanna probably needed every bit of Klingon stamina to keep up with Seven's Borg…resilience.
Seven stretched out next to Kayla, smiling as she watched her child yawn. Kathryn looked on, amazed at the transformation. The former Borg looked as human as any member of the crew, her eyes were shining and the edges of her lips were curling up.
"It is worth it," Seven said as she touched Kayla's cheek. "As much as I will miss making love several times a day…she is worth any sacrifice."
"Seven, quit pouting. Let your wife get some rest and deal with it." Kathryn picked up one of the small towels from the diaper bag and tossed it as Seven. "You have a gorgeous wife, a wonderful daughter and a more active sex life than ninety-nine percent of this crew. So quit rubbing it in everyone's faces."
"I do not care what most people do or do not do," Seven stated as she pulled the towel off of her face. "I only care what has changed between my wife and I. Everything and everyone else is… irrelevant."
"That's a good answer," Kathryn said with a smirk. "I think it will be fine as soon as B'Elanna gets over the shock of being a mother."
"Really?" Seven asked hopefully.
"Yes, really." Kathryn stretched out on her back and laughed. "Thirty-one hours… my god, Seven… You really have no idea how lucky you are." She smiled as she closed her eyes and tried to picture B'Elanna's reaction to the conversation she was having with Seven. "Thirty-one hours," Kathryn whispered again as she covered her face with her arms. "Good lord."
Chapter 46: perfection
B'Elanna yawned and opened her eyes. She was on her back, in bed, and felt like her breasts were about to literally explode. She carefully rolled to the side at looked at the clock and was amazed to see that she had slept for almost six hours. No wonder her breasts were swelling like overripe melons. She sat up and smiled when she saw a data padd propped up next to the breast pump, knowing that Seven must have left them for her. She picked up the padd first, touching the screen as she read her wife's words.
Be'nal,
I have taken Kayla on a tour of the ship with Kathryn.
Sleep. That is an order. When you read this, use the pump
and go back to sleep. That is also an order.
When you are fully rested, you may take a long hot bath.
I left a bowl of apple blossoms next to the tub.
Do not worry about Kayla, I took enough milk for several feedings.
We will be home in nine hours. Enjoy your rest.
I love you.
Your Seven
"Kahless, I love that woman," B'Elanna said as she took the breast pump and began expressing her milk.
When she finished, she decided to go ahead and take her bath. She sank into the steaming water scented with fresh apple blossoms from Tach's orchard and knew that she was in heaven. "Oh, yeah," she whispered. She rested her head on the back of the tub and after several moments she drifted off to sleep.
Seven and Kayla walked Kathryn back to her quarters and stayed for quite a while. It gave Kathryn a chance to feel like she was still a part of her friend's life. They made plans to begin their Velocity matches again soon, but it had been several years since Seven had played so Kathryn promised to go easy on her.
From there Seven went to check in with Opaca. The hologram had asked her to stop by for a checkup the next day and Seven decided that going a day early was a great idea. When she arrived, Opaca and the Doctor were both activated. They were in his office having a heated argument. The Doctor saw Seven and stopped talking, then nodded toward her. Opaca came out to meet her.
"Seven, I didn't expect you until tomorrow," Opaca said with a smile.
"I was out with Kayla and decided that it made more sense to stop by now," Seven said as she studied the Doctor. He was sitting at his desk going over a data padd. "What were you fighting about?"
"A difference of opinion regarding policy," Opaca said. "Now, let's have a look at my first delivery." Opaca held out her hands and took Kayla. She was awake and snuggled into the hologram's chest and sighed, then let out a contented squeak. Opaca rubbed her back and laughed. "She's a little cuddler, isn't she?"
"She is most happy when being held," Seven agreed. She walked alongside Opaca as she took Kayla to the pediatric scale and carefully placed her on it.
"Hmm." Opaca kept her hands near Kayla in case she squirmed. "Seven pounds fourteen ounces…she's actually gained two ounces."
"She has only gained two ounces?" Seven asked as she stepped closer. "After all she has eaten? Is she sick?"
"No, Seven," Opaca said, picking up the baby. "I'm amazed she's gained any weight at all. Babies usually lose a bit of weight their first few days." She put Kayla on the exam table and began scanning her. "She is in excellent health."
"Good," Seven said and let out a sigh. "I should have brought B'Elanna. I had no idea this would be so… unnerving."
The Doctor stepped out of his office and cleared his throat. "How is Voyager's littlest patient?"
"Fine," Opaca said as she gave him an icy glare. "Now, if you don't mind, I need to finish my exam."
"Don't forget to take blood samples." He crossed his arms over his chest.
"I am a hologram…I don't forget things," Opaca said. She turned her back on him.
"Yes…well." He went back to his office. "I was just making a suggestion."
"What is going on?" Seven asked. She grabbed Opaca's arm. "Are you fighting about Kayla?"
"Calm down," Opaca said gently. "He wants to take over as her physician now that she's born." Opaca used a hypospray to draw a tiny amount of blood.
"No," Seven said as she moved closer to her child. "I forbid it."
"I kinda' thought you might." Opaca shook her head. "Don't worry. I'm not going anywhere. The Doctor needs to be kept in line."
"See that he is," Seven said. Her eyes were hard and cold like a blast of arctic wind against unprotected skin. "I will not tolerate any missteps on his part."
"There, all finished. She's doing great, Seven. I'll handle him," Opaca promised.
"Very well," Seven said as she picked up Kayla and left. Something about the exchange bothered her and she again wished that she had brought B'Elanna with her.
Opaca walked into the Doctor's office as soon as Seven left. She put the blood sample on his desk and crossed her arms. "You're a bastard," she said, her voice full of disgust.
"I am a hologram," he said. "And Chief Medical Officer." He took the sample and stood, then went to the console and put the sample into a scanning device.
"I'm talking to the captain," Opaca said to his back.
"I already have a call in to her." The console beeped and he shook his head and turned. "She'll be here in an hour."
"That's not soon enough." Opaca went back to the exam room. She tapped her comm badge. "Opaca to Janeway. Captain, I need you in sickbay as soon as possible."
*"I'm in my quarters. I'll be right there,"*
Janeway said over the comm. *"Janeway out."*
"It won't matter," the Doctor said smugly.
"It will to me." Opaca turned and glared at him. "What happened to you? You used to care about the crew. You used to be compassionate and genuinely concerned about people."
"I am following Starfleet regulations." He sighed. "Besides, you have no idea what I was or wasn't like before you came along."
She walked away, preferring to stand on the opposite side of the room from him. "You're wrong," she whispered sadly as she fidgeted with a hypospray.
B'Elanna was wearing a thick, fluffy, dark blue robe and kept tugging it closed at the collar. She paced as she waited for Seven to get back.
"Calm down," Nara said from the couch. "She'll be home any minute."
"I've never been away from Kayla this long," B'Elanna whined. "How am I going to survive tonight?"
Nara laughed and stood. "I am quite certain your survival tonight will not be threatened by letting Kayla stay with Tach and I." She wrapped her arm around the nervous Klingon's waist. "However… that frisky wife of yours may kill you off."
"Yeah, but what a way to go." B'Elanna laughed and turned to her friend and smiled. "Thank you."
"No problem. I would have offered to take her before now, but new mothers are so fussy." Nara turned when the door hissed open and Seven entered. She was carrying Kayla and the diaper bag and didn't see the Narian at first.
"Nara, hello," Seven said happily. "Lana, did you rest?"
"Yes, your wife rested." Nara rolled her eyes.
"How are you, little one?" B'Elanna asked with a huge smile. She took Kayla from Seven. "Did you have an adventure? Did you meet any new friends?" She kissed Kayla's tiny ridges and rocked her in her arms. "Were you good for mama?"
"She was exceptionally well behaved," Seven said, then frowned. "She did not cry once. Perhaps she does not like our quarters?"
"No," B'Elanna said as she continued kissing the tiny ridges. "She was just showing off. Did you miss me? Did you miss your SoSoy?" she asked, using the Klingon word for mommy.
"I am sure she missed her SoSoy," Seven said as she put the diaper bag on the floor. "I know I did." She went to B'Elanna and hugged her from behind. "I missed you terribly, Be'nal."
"Okay," Nara said with a disgusted sigh. "Enough mushy stuff. Give me the kid and I'll be out of here." She held out her arms expectantly.
"What?" Seven asked as she squeezed B'Elanna tighter.
B'Elanna wiggled loose and turned to her wife. "I asked Nara to keep Kayla tonight. I hope that's all right." B'Elanna looked down at the baby, beginning to regret the decision herself. "I thought we could use a little…wife time," B'Elanna said when she looked up at Seven.
Seven looked down at Kayla, kissed her cheeks and then gave B'Elanna a heartbreaking pout. "Perhaps we could go get her later tonight?" she asked.
"Okay," B'Elanna agreed happily.
"Damn," Nara said and rolled her eyes.
"What?" B'Elanna asked.
"Tach bet me that you two wouldn't be able to stand being away from her the whole night. You just cost me two foot massages and a back rub." Nara held out her hands and took Kayla. "Your mommies are big pushovers. You're not even a week old and you've got them wrapped around your little finger."
"As is should be," B'Elanna said as she pushed her friend out the door. "Thanks, I'll call later before I come to get her."
"No hurry," Nara said with a knowing smile. B'Elanna waved to the Narian as the door shut, and then spun to face Seven.
"Now, my beloved," B'Elanna said with a growl. "You and I have some catching up to do." She eased the robe off of her shoulders, letting it drop to the floor revealing her blood-red nightgown. "Take off your clothes," B'Elanna ordered. Her eyes were fully dilated like the predator she had become.
"I will comply," Seven said with a smile and a raise of one eyebrow. She began slowly unbuttoning her pale blue blouse, letting her fingers trail across her own breasts on the way to the lower buttons. Her eyes were locked with B'Elanna's.
"Comply…faster," B'Elanna said as she stalked closer. She was leaning forward, looking like a panther that had the scent of blood, but she had a different meal in mind. Her movements were fluid and graceful and focused on Seven. The Klingon's lip curled up on one side and she growled. It was a rumbling, hungry growl that would have scared someone unfamiliar with Klingon lust.
Seven was very familiar with that particular growl and she reacted instantly. Her nipples hardened as her cobalt blue eyes dilated and she began backing toward the bedroom. She loved to prolong B'Elanna's hunt, to see her toned body grow tense with passion as her muscles flexed in anticipation and her eyes glowed with a dangerous flame.
B'Elanna licked her lips and smiled when Seven dropped her blouse to the floor near the bedroom door. She made her way to the garment as Seven neared the bed and began removing her bra. B'Elanna picked up the silky blouse, still warm from Seven's skin, and held it to her cheek and inhaled the scent. She moaned as the delicate fragrance of Seven's soap hit her nostrils.
Seven smirked and tossed her bra at B'Elanna. The Klingon caught it and smelled it as well. She watched as Seven kicked off her shoes and slowly lowered her slacks to the floor, now clad only in a pair of peach colored panties. She lowered the panties and kicked them across the room away from her wife. B'Elanna growled and tossed aside her wife's sweetly scented clothes and charged the willowy blonde. Seven stood her ground, returning B'Elanna's hungry gaze. B'Elanna stopped an inch before she reached Seven, then lifted her hands and cradled her wife's face with exquisite tenderness and drew her down for a slow, sensual kiss.
Seven whimpered into her beloved's mouth as their tongues met. She tried to wrap her arms around B'Elanna but suddenly she was shoved onto the bed. She laughed as she hit the mattress and looked up in time to see her wife in midair. The panther was pouncing on her prey.
"Mine," B'Elanna said as she landed straddling Seven. Her nightgown had a slit up one side almost to the hip and her legs were warm against Seven's bare skin. She rested a hand on either side of Seven's head and leaned down and kissed her with a passion that made the former drone see flashes of light beneath her closed eyes.
"Yours," Seven agreed when the kiss finally broke. She reached up to touch her wife's face, but her wrist was grabbed and pressed into the bedding behind her head.
"Mine," B'Elanna repeated as she pinned Seven in place and began kissing her neck, letting her lips linger on the velvet skin. Her kisses became gentle bites as she growled and snarled playfully.
"Always yours, Be'nal. I am yours to take as you wish." Seven knew this game very well, and she loved it. She loved the power she wielded when she chose to let her wife have complete control. They both knew that Seven could easily overpower the Klingon, but giving up that power to the one she loved gave Seven a sense of complete surrender she couldn't have anywhere else.
"Hold the headboard," B'Elanna whispered as she nibbled her wife's ear. She loved this game too. They took turns being the one in control, and she loved being on either end of the power-play. "Do not let go until I say you can," she said with a smile.
Seven wiggled as she scooted up to reach the headboard. She grabbed it with her hands and looked to B'Elanna expectantly. The Klingon laughed, deep and rich, and let her weight settle onto her wife's chest.
"Darling," B'Elanna said as she left fleeting kisses all over Seven's face. "You shouldn't look so…eager… for my attack."
Seven smiled coyly when B'Elanna pulled back. "If what you do to me is an attack…then the Borg are seriously misinformed."
"Hush," B'Elanna said playfully as she nipped Seven's collarbone.
"Oh… save me," Seven said in complete Borg monotone. "I am being attacked by a vicious Klingon warrior. Oh…no…won't someone save me," she droned on unemotionally.
"I'll show you a vicious warrior," B'Elanna said. She growled and moved her mouth over Seven's nipple and began a loving assault on the tender bud. Her mouth was hot and covered the stiffening nipple with gentle command.
"Oh, Lana," Seven cried out and began taking shuddering breaths.
"That's more like it," B'Elanna said smugly as she pulled back. She let her hands come to rest over Seven's breasts, kneading the firm mounds as her mouth nibbled on the satiny skin of Seven's throat. "Mine," she said once again.
"I am yours. Mark me," Seven pleaded, lifting her hips into B'Elanna.
B'Elanna's hot breath filled Seven's ear as she kissed and nibbled. "Where did a beautiful Borg like you pick up a nasty taste for hickeys?" she asked wickedly.
"From a nasty Klingon," Seven said. "Now, mark me," she ordered.
B'Elanna sat up, her hands still caressing Seven's breasts, and looked down at her wife with both eyebrows raised. "I am in charge," B'Elanna pointed out. She rolled Seven's nipples between her fingertips to make her point.
"Mark me…please?" Seven tried. She arched her back, wanting to get closer to her wife but her eyes never broke contact with B'Elanna's.
"Hmm?" B'Elanna considered the request. She looked down at the rock hard nipples between her fingers and lost all resolve. She dove onto one nipple and began sucking as much of the breast into her mouth as she could, moaning as her tongue flickered across its hard nub.
Seven forgot her request and rolled her head to side and let out her own growl. She squeezed the headboard, making it creak beneath her fists.
After a few delicious moments, B'Elanna's mouth migrated to the underside of Seven's breast. "Mine," she whispered and then drew the tender flesh into her mouth. She sucked, drawing the blood to the surface of the skin, sure to leave a very nice mark.
"Oh," Seven screamed, drawing the word out into a moan.
B'Elanna paused, opening her eyes and meeting Seven's deep blue gaze. "Did I hurt you?" she asked, concern filling her voice.
"No." Seven shook her head vigorously. "Do not stop."
B'Elanna smiled and moved her mouth down to Seven's ribs and began marking that tender spot as well.
Kathryn Janeway tugged at her uniform tunic as she neared sickbay. It was her day off, and she had been enjoying wearing her loose fitting black slacks and a tank top. Opaca's formal request meant whatever the issue was, it was ship's business, and that meant she had to be in uniform.
She walked into sickbay and saw Opaca examining a hypospray as if it were a new exotic lifeform. Across the room, the Doctor was equally interested in a gel pack.
"I didn't think holograms quarreled." Janeway put her hands on her hips.
"Only when we have a damn good reason," Opaca said as she turned to face the captain.
"Captain, this issue doesn't even involve …her." The Doctor waved his hand at Opaca. "As Chief Medical Officer…it is my duty to make sure all of the Federation laws are upheld."
"You're a pompous ass," Opaca said as she moved toward Janeway. "It is my business when he starts investigating my patients."
"What investigation?" Janeway asked. She studied Opaca's expression, the hologram seemed to be genuinely upset, more than that, she seemed… down right pissed off. Kathryn sighed, the last thing she needed was another sentient hologram, and the first step to that was emotional awareness.
"He forced me to take blood samples from Kayla Torres," Opaca said.
"It was necessary…" the Doctor began.
"What the hell are you up to?" Janeway demanded, her eyes flashing. She stalked over to the Doctor. Her voice was deep and menacing like a mother bear's growl.
"Captain, I assure you…it's completely above board." The Doctor took a step back. "There are certain… irregularities with the baby. I have to investigate."
"What kind of irregularities?" Janeway's voice reached its lowest register.
"Genetic…" he said as he bumped into a biobed behind him.
"Is she Borg?" Kathryn asked, concern filling her voice.
"No." Opaca moved next to Janeway. "And I told this pompous ass that unless Kayla was a risk to the ship…it wasn't any of his business."
"I think you'd better explain this from the beginning," Kathryn said, looking at Opaca.
B'Elanna's mouth was like a flame on Seven's belly as she moved down to the former drone's hip. She growled and sucked the tender flesh into her mouth, her hands still kneading Seven's breasts. B'Elanna sucked as Seven screamed out in agonizing pleasure, her arms shaking as she clung to the headboard.
"Lana, Lana, Lana," Seven moaned. It was her mantra, and far more sacred than any ancient chant. Her hips lifted as B'Elanna moved her mouth to the silken skin of her inner thigh. She drew in a ragged breath as she felt her beloved Klingon marking her there as well.
"Mine," B'Elanna breathed onto Seven's wet and heated flesh. Her breath sent shivers through Seven's body, and B'Elanna paused to watch the tiny bundle of nerves contract. She blew cool air over Seven's wetness, smiling when she gasped in pleasure. "You are mine," B'Elanna whispered and then traced the delicate pearl with her tongue.
"Lana…please…" Seven's arms strained against the headboard as she fought to keep her hands in place. "I need you inside."
"Here?" B'Elanna asked wickedly as she dipped one finger into the wetness. She teased her wife unmercifully, dipping in and then coming out.
"Yes," Seven said in shaking voice. "Please."
B'Elanna licked her finger and tasted the nectar, closing her eyes to savor the salty sweetness. "I forgot something," she said with an evil grin.
"You forgot to go inside," Seven yelled.
"No," B'Elanna said as she climbed back up her wife's sweat soaked body. "I forgot to mark…this side." She growled and took the underside of the breast between her teeth and quickly left a mark to match the opposite side.
Seven groaned in frustration and pleasure. She loved the feeling of her wife marking her body, but she knew that she would have to wait for what her lower region craved. By the time B'Elanna had properly marked that side of her body, Seven was hyperventilating.
"Oh, please, my Lana," Seven pleaded between gasps.
"Is this what you want?" B'Elanna asked as she slid two fingers into the molten liquid.
"Oh," Seven moaned as her body went rigid. "Yes, more."
B'Elanna happily added a third finger and then let her lips make love to the quivering bundle of nerves at Seven's center. She moaned as she felt Seven's muscles gripping her. She had missed this wonderful connection with her wife. Opaca had made them stop this type of lovemaking almost two weeks earlier, and B'Elanna had been craving it. She drew back her lips and let her tongue make a lazy pass up the front of her wife's wetness, her fingers still moving slowly in and out.
"Mine," B'Elanna said before sucking Seven's center back into her mouth.
"Yes…" Seven promised as her arms flexed against the artificial wood of the bedframe. She vaguely noticed a creaking sound, and then two loud pops as the headboard snapped lose from the frame under the boxsprings. Only Seven's Borg reflexes kept the headboard from hitting her in the face. She stopped the massive headboard a few centimeters from her nose and then the head of the bed fell to the floor with a loud thud.
B'Elanna screamed, and started to lift her mouth from Seven's wetness.
"Do not stop," Seven yelled. It was not a polite request. It was an order from one of the few people on board who B'Elanna would obey without question, so she obeyed. She went back to her delicious task, shifting her weight so that she wouldn't roll onto her wife. Seven's head was now pointing down at a forty-five degree angle, but she didn't seem to mind. She tossed the headboard across the room, not noticing when it hit the closet door hard enough to take a chunk out of the surface.
"There," Seven breathed when her wife found just the right spot inside.
"Mmm," B'Elanna mumbled as she felt the first quivers inside of Seven. Her fingers felt the contractions and her own body began to shake in response. "Oh, god," B'Elanna mumbled, not taking her mouth off of Seven.
The former drone arched her back and then let her body fall onto the tilted bed. The footboard creaked and fell away from the bed and the mattress hit the floor with a muffled thump.
B'Elanna smiled, and fought to keep from laughing, thinking that at least they were now mostly level. That thought fled her mind when she felt the rush of moisture as Seven's muscles spasmed around her fingers and the former Borg howled. B'Elanna rode out the waves of aftershocks inside, thinking that her wife howled better than most Klingons.
"Lana," Seven whispered. Her body continued to shake. She reached down for her wife and guided her up to her chest.
"I'm here." B'Elanna carefully settled next to her, making sure that her own sore breasts didn't press too hard against Seven's ribs as they snuggled together on what was left of their bed.
"Wow," Seven said with a sigh. Her face was flushed and she couldn't stop smiling. "Wow…"
"Now, you know how I felt," B'Elanna said smugly. She kissed Seven's breast, letting her fingers trace circles around the still hardened nipples.
"Wow…"
B'Elanna laughed and squeeze closer to her wife. "You are fixing the bed." B'Elanna moved her fingers down and caressed one of the marks on Seven's side.
"Do that to me again and I will fix anything you want," Seven said with a lazy grin.
"Again?" B'Elanna sat up and stared down at her wife.
"Again," Seven said. Her blue eyes burned with an inner spark and she took on the look of the panther right before B'Elanna's eyes.
"Don't expect me to stop if you beg for mercy half way through," B'Elanna said as she straddled Seven again. Her eyes darkened and she studied her wife's naked form.
Seven growled, lifting one corner of her lip into a predator's snarl.
"Mine," B'Elanna said with a laugh. She collapsed onto Seven and playfully mauled her neck, slowly becoming more serious as the tickling bites became lingering kisses.
"Yours…always," Seven said happily.
Chapter 47: Investigations
"Federation law is very clear on this matter," the Doctor said. He handed the captain a data padd. "There has been genetic tampering."
"Well, of course there was," Janeway said with a disgusted sigh. "They are two women. They had to tamper with the genetic material to even conceive."
"I am aware of that," the Doctor snapped. "These are not those kinds of irregularities. This child is perfect," he said as if that explained everything.
"And?" Janeway demanded.
"Genetically perfect," Opaca said. "It is a statistical impossibility. There isn't so much as one chromosome with any defect. Nothing."
"And this is a problem…why?" Janeway leaned against the wall and studied the readings on the padd. In the back of her mind her human genetics classes were coming back to her. "There should be minor mistakes…on the molecular level," she said quietly.
"Yes," the Doctor said. "And there should be traits that are recessive, undesirable traits that should show up. There aren't any."
"And this couldn't be random chance?" Kathryn tapped the padd changing the screen to a read out of Kayla Torres' chromosome map.
"No," Opaca said quietly. She moved next to Kathryn and leaned against her shoulder and pointed to a strand on the screen. "That's a common pair there. It determines eye color. With B'Elanna's brown eyes, Kayla should have brown as well. B'Elanna doesn't carry a blue eye gene."
"And Kayla's eyes are going to be blue?" Kathryn asked. She noticed that Opaca's matrix was very well designed; the hologram put off body heat.
"Yes," Opaca said. "Instead of using one chromosome from each parent…Kayla somehow ended up doubling Seven's on this gene. Her eyes will be exactly the color of Seven's."
"Why?" Kathryn asked.
"They obviously tampered with her genetic code," the Doctor said. "And that is illegal. From the looks of her chromosome map… every single trait has been altered to the most perfect possible combination. I guess Seven took Borg perfection a little too seriously. Lieutenant Torres should have known better."
"You can't honestly believe that B'Elanna and Seven did this intentionally?" Janeway put the padd on his desk and gave the Doctor her most lethal glare.
"I don't," Opaca said. "We know Seven used Borg technology to conceive. I think the nanoprobes just did what Borg nanoprobes do…they make perfection."
"Really?" the Doctor asked sarcastically. "And since when do the Borg care about eye color?"
Opaca rolled her eyes and stomped her foot. "You can be so stubborn," she said. "There has been research that suggests blue eyed space travelers have less space sickness. It's one of the reasons so many Klingons get space sick. Most of them have brown eyes."
"Pure speculation," the Doctor said.
"What difference could eye color possibly make?" Janeway asked. Opaca turned to her and smiled warmly. It was very disarming and reminded Kathryn of someone she knew but she couldn't place who it was.
"Captain, eye color can effect sensitivity to sunlight, so why not the effects of weightlessness?" Opaca asked. "Blue eyes are slightly more resilient and hold their shape a bit better in zero G. That would effect space sickness."
"You think the nanoprobes did all this… remapping?" Kathryn asked.
"Impossible," the Doctor said. "I can't believe that Seven and B'Elanna didn't have some control over this. It's just too… perfect."
"Exactly," Opaca said as she tossed her hands into the air. "When mankind tampers with genetics…they don't ever do it well. All of the eugenics wars showed us that. Any product of chromosomal tampering shows signs of genetic problems in other areas. Usually mental instability, and Kayla doesn't show any defective genes. Not one. If Seven and B'Elanna did do this, she wouldn't be so perfect."
"What did they say?" Janeway asked.
"Well, umm…." the Doctor looked away.
"You haven't asked them?" Kathryn sighed and rolled her head back and rubbed her neck. "Why not?"
"He wouldn't let me," Opaca said. "And as long as he wasn't endangering my patient…my program won't let me override him."
"Why don't we ask them?" Janeway suggested. She shook her head. "Doctor, why did you have to make this so difficult?"
"Protocol dictates that I speak with you so that we can prepare charges against them. I can't legally talk to them before I contact the authorities…and here in the Delta Quadrant…that's you."
"Lucky me," Kathryn said under her breath.
"It is my turn," Seven said as she climbed on top on B'Elanna. The former drone had rested for all of six minutes and was now fully recharged.
"And just what are you going to do to me?" B'Elanna asked. She could feel Seven's wetness seeping through the silk of her nightgown. She wiggled and looked up at Seven, her eyes sending a silent challenge.
"First, I must get this out of the way," Seven said as she hooked her finger on the top of B'Elanna's gown. She grabbed it with both hands and ripped it down the front. "That is better." She leaned down and kissed the newly exposed skin.
"Do you have any idea how many rations we waste when you do that?" B'Elanna wrapped her hands around Seven's waist.
"Do you care?" Seven moved her mouth to B'Elanna's throat and kissed her pulse point.
"Not at all." B'Elanna sighed happily.
Seven began nibbling on B'Elanna's earlobe. "Do we still have the dermal regenerator in the drawer?"
"Why? Did I hurt you?" B'Elanna pushed Seven up and tried to examine the marks on her breast and side.
"No, my Be'nal," Seven said as she pressed B'Elanna's hands above her head. "But I intend to mark you where you most enjoy it, and we cannot leave those marks or you will blush." She leaned down and bit the spot in question. B'Elanna loved the feel of Seven sucking on her throat, high on her neck, far too high to be hidden beneath a uniform.
"Oh," B'Elanna said. She turned head exposing her neck and laughed. "You know, you have a very large vampire streak in you, my love."
Seven moaned and sucked B'Elanna's neck, then eased back. "Indeed?" she asked, her voice taking on a perfect Transylvanian accent. "I intend to drink more than your blood, my beloved."
B'Elanna laughed and pulled Seven to her and kissed her nose. "How do you do that?" she asked. "That sounds just like those awful movies from old Earth."
"I want to be accurate," Seven said in her vampire accent. Her eyes were lidded and more seductive than any vampire. She kissed B'Elanna slowly, mapping every inch of her mouth until both women were breathless.
"Do the Klingon vampire," B'Elanna begged.
Seven raised an eyebrow and smiled. "JachchoHmeH 'Iwraj penaghtaH," she said in Klingonasse somehow managing to use perfect Klingon phrasing and grammar yet using a distinctly Transylvanian accent.
"Promise?" B'Elanna asked.
Seven nodded.
"Now, in English," the Klingon giggled.
"I will pleasure you until your blood screams," Seven said with her Transylvania accent. "Then I will drink you," she added.
"Right now." B'Elanna pulled Seven down to her. Seven's kisses were gentle, but commanding and always left B'Elanna feeling completely satisfied, yet always wanting more. The Klingon lost herself in the contact and felt the familiar flame burning deep in her belly.
Seven pulled away and moved to B'Elanna's neck and began marking her wife. Her lips wrapped around the sensitive flesh and she moaned as she sucked loudly. "Mine," Seven whispered. She moved further down B'Elanna's neck and bit her shoulder.
"Yes, I am," B'Elanna said happily.
After several minutes of enthusiastically marking both sides of B'Elanna's neck, Seven shifted her weight and settled next to her wife and caressed her cheek. "I never knew making love could be so pleasurable on so many levels," she said as she leaned over and kissed B'Elanna, biting her lower lip. "I had no idea there would be so much laughter."
B'Elanna hooked her leg over Seven's hip, urging her closer until their bodies molded together. "It's incredible with you…every time." She traced Seven's lips with her finger and then down her jaw to her implant. "All my life I never knew what was missing, and now I do. You. You are my soulmate." She leaned over and left a sweet, gentle kiss on Seven's lips, easing back so that she could look into her lapis blue eyes. "How could I have been so blind when we first met? I thought you were cold and unemotional."
"I was." Seven took B'Elanna's hand and kissed each knuckle. "I was hiding from my soul. The Borg had it so completely buried that only a stubborn Klingon could find it."
"You're wrong, my beloved," B'Elanna whispered as her hand caressed Seven's chest, stopping to play with her bonding necklace. "You gave me back my soul. I never laughed like this before. I was so serious in bed. I thought I had to be some…some… Klingon ideal. I missed the point completely. I was having sex. I never made love until I was with you."
"Perhaps…" Seven said as she leaned over and kissed B'Elanna on each side of her mouth, "We could only awaken this in each other." She moved her kisses closer and traced her wife's lips with the tip of her tongue. "We are a puzzle that can only be solved when we are joined." She nipped B'Elanna's lip, seeking entrance.
"My Borg poet." B'Elanna let Seven into her mouth.
They absorbed each other through their kisses, slowly, taking all the time in the universe. Gradually their hands began to explore. B'Elanna mirrored each touch of Seven's hand, each fleeting caress becoming gentler until it was almost a whisper on their skin. They both savored this type of lovemaking. It built a fire slowly, the heat smoldering as they focused completely on the other's fingers to register the sensual flickering like a warm breeze across bare skin.
Seven escalated the touches first, letting her hand trail over B'Elanna's belly and down to the wetness she longed to get lost in. Both women moaned at the first contact, and Seven entwined her legs with B'Elanna's so that her wife could have equal access. Their kiss broke and they rested their faces on the same pillow, inches apart, their eyes locked. Each twin caress escalated the trembling as the bundles of nerves burst into white-hot flame. Each touch sent both women closer to oblivion as they fell deeper into each other's eyes.
Seven whimpered and her eyes half closed as she reached the peak first. She fought against the fall, wanting to bring her wife with her into bliss. B'Elanna felt the telltale flutters under her fingers and knew that Seven was holding back, waiting for her.
"I love you, my Be'nal," B'Elanna whispered huskily as she slowed her touch.
"Lana… I love you." Seven fought to get the words out. Her body cried out for release but she needed to wait for her beloved. Her fingers slid lower, her longer arms allowing her a better reach, and she dipped inside of B'Elanna and the Klingon's eyes rolled back as she moaned.
"Yes," B'Elanna whispered. Her fingers went back to the place she knew Seven needed them and they both leaned their faces closer until their foreheads touched as they fell.
Seven wrapped her arms around B'Elanna and pulled her close as they rode out the aftershocks in a tender embrace. They took slow, ragged breaths as their hearts slowed. They were silent. There was no need for words. Their connection was so intense that it left them both with tears threatening to fall as they drifted off into peaceful sleep.
Ten minutes later B'Elanna's eyes shot open and she groaned. Seven opened her eyes and pulled away and looked between them at the growing pool of milk gathering on the sheets. Seven tried not to laugh, she really did, but it was too much for her.
"Moo?" Seven asked.
B'Elanna gave her wife an answer. She hit her with a pillow and straddled her, letting the leaking milk drip onto Seven's belly. "This is not funny."
"Yes…it…is," Seven said as she tried to worm her way out from under B'Elanna.
The Klingon tightened her knees, pinning the Borg in place.
Seven glanced over at the nightstand. "Are you certain that we could not use the pump for a little…wife time?"
"Woman! You are a sex machine," B'Elanna said as she hit Seven with the pillow again.
"Are you complaining?" Seven asked between hits.
"Hell, no." B'Elanna tossed the pillow off of the bed and leaned down to kiss Seven. She was going to ignore the wetness from her milk between them, but the chiming of the door made that a moot point.
"Send them away," Seven ordered when B'Elanna tried to sit up. Seven had her firmly pinned to her chest.
"Let me up and I will." B'Elanna leaned closer and bit her wife's lip.
"It is difficult to let you up when you are enticing me to keep you," Seven said between kisses. The door chime sounded again.
"Let me up," B'Elanna offered, "And I will kill them with my bat'tleth. It should only take two minutes."
Seven rolled B'Elanna over and climbed off of her. "It will only take me thirty seconds."
"Seven…darling…" B'Elanna jumped up and ran after her wife. "Sweet Kahless, you can't really kill them."
Seven turned and raised an eyebrow at her wife. She handed her a tee shirt and a pair of sweats since the Klingon's robe was still in the living room.
"Okay… I knew you weren't going to kill them," B'Elanna said as she pulled the shirt over her leaking breasts.
"Go deal with… those," Seven said, pointing to the growing milk stains on the tee shirt. "I will deal with whoever is at the door." Seven pulled on her own robe and yanked the belt tight around her waist.
"How come I had to be the damn milk cow?" B'Elanna went to the dresser, growling. She saw one of her shoes and kicked it across the room. "Stupid milk cow."
Seven opened the door and glared at the captain. She quickly changed her expression and stood up straight and linked her hands behind her back.
"Captain, how may I help you?" Seven asked formally.
"I need to talk to you and B'Elanna," Kathryn said. She looked at Seven and noticed that her hair was not in its braid. It was a mess. It looked like she had been sucked out of an airlock, and then Kathryn realized that whatever Seven and B'Elanna had been doing, it was obviously a lot more strenuous than any decompression. "I'm sorry to interrupt," she said as she cleared her throat.
"We were finished." Seven motioned for the captain to come in. "For the moment," she added.
"I see," Kathryn said, though she really wished she didn't understand the implications of the statement. It was a miracle poor B'Elanna had survived three years with Seven.
B'Elanna came out of the bedroom wearing a fresh tee shirt that didn't have milk stains ringing her breasts. "Captain?" she asked as she tried to casually settle the nursing pads into place in her bra.
"Perhaps we could sit down?" Kathryn asked. She tried not to notice the hickeys on both sides of B'Elanna's neck. ‘Seven is going to kill her,' Kathryn thought as she sat on the couch. ‘I'm going to get a call from sickbay and find B'Elanna dead…She'll have a huge smile on her face…but she'll be dead.'
"What is it?" Seven asked as she sat. B'Elanna sat beside her on the arm of the couch.
"Kathryn, you're scaring me. Is everything all right?" B'Elanna asked. Her hand seemed to migrate onto Seven's shoulder and she rubbed the tense muscles of her wife's neck.
"When Kayla was conceived, did you do anything unusual?" Kathryn asked.
B'Elanna's face turned bright red and her eyes widened.
"Why? Seven asked. She reached up and linked her fingers with B'Elanna's on her shoulder. "What is wrong?"
"There are genetic irregularities," Kathryn said quietly.
"What's wrong with her?" B'Elanna asked. "Why didn't Opaca tell us?"
Seven's face drained of color, the beautiful pink afterglow disappearing completely as her face turned a chalky white.
"Nothing is wrong with her," Kathryn assured them. "That's actually the problem."
"Is she ill?" Seven asked in a whisper.
"No." Kathryn moved closer and rested her hand on Seven's knee. "The problem is that she is genetically perfect. Almost as if there was genetic tampering."
"That's illegal," B'Elanna said, confusion filling her voice. "And stupid. Those scientists always screw something up when they mess with chromosomes."
"So… you two didn't?" Kathryn asked.
"No!" B'Elanna crinkled her face, showing her disgust. "Why would we do that?"
"The nanoprobes…" Seven said quietly as she stood and moved away from the couch. "It was my nanoprobes, wasn't it?" She stared down at her Borg hand, turning it as if studying a horrible disfigurement.
"That's what Opaca thinks," Janeway said. "She thinks your nanoprobes selected each genetic trait that was most beneficial and corrected any defects."
"I have made my child… a Borg?" Seven asked as she moved further away.
"She's not a Borg," B'Elanna insisted. She stood and went to Seven. "She's our child, and you didn't do anything wrong."
"There isn't anything wrong with her, Seven," Janeway said. "Opaca says the worst thing you'll have to face is that she'll be smarter and more coordinated than other children. That doesn't sound too bad, now does it?"
"We already knew she was going to be smart," B'Elanna said as she hugged Seven. "With us as her SoSoys how could she not be?"
"No one will know. I assure you." Kathryn moved over to the two women. "I just had to make sure you two didn't do this intentionally."
"Why would we?" Seven asked. "Why would anyone make their child…different? I know the pain of that. I would never make my child endure that…and yet…I have."
"Be'nal," B'Elanna said as she rubbed Seven's back. "It's going to be fine. We will get through this." She turned to Kathryn. "How smart are we talking?" B'Elanna asked.
"Opaca said that she can't be any smarter than the genetic material you two supplied. The nanoprobes just…stacked the deck in her favor." Kathryn gave B'Elanna a half grin and nodded toward Seven. "I'd say that means pretty damn smart."
"They did not… alter her genes?" Seven asked.
"No, they just gave her the best of what there was to work with," Kathryn said with a smile. "Of course, given who her moms are…I think that's still an unfair advantage."
"If they chose the best of the material," Seven said. "Kayla would look exactly like B'Elanna."
"Hey, I'm kinda' partial to your looks," B'Elanna said.
"Well, she will have Seven's blue eyes," Kathryn volunteered.
B'Elanna smiled. "I love your eyes," she said as she turned to Seven.
"Kathryn, are you sure Kayla will be normal?" Seven asked.
"She will not be any more intelligent or strong than either of you. She will have the advantage of having every gene being perfect." Kathryn moved closer. "All things considered, I think that is a pretty nice legacy."
"I still think Opaca should have told us." Seven pulled B'Elanna's arms around her waist.
"The Doctor wouldn't let her," Kathryn explained.
"What is wrong with him?" B'Elanna said with a growl.
"Calm down," Kathryn said. "I had a long talk with him today. And I'm meeting Opaca in my quarters when I finish here. I want her to be free to override the Doctor's decisions even when it isn't a matter of life and death."
"She must have been troubled by not being able to tell us," Seven said quietly. "She cares very much for us…and Kayla."
"Yes, she does," Kathryn said. "And that's something else that troubles me. She isn't supposed to have feelings at all."
"She acts as if she was programmed with emotions," B'Elanna said. "I just thought Harry did a really good job mimicking feelings…but she seems… like there's more to it."
"She is certainly better adjusted than the Doctor," Seven said.
"Adjusted or not," Kathryn said grimly. "She isn't supposed to feel anything. I may not be an expert with holographic matrixes, but that woman has feelings." Kathryn sighed and rubbed her forehead. "I'll leave you two alone. I have to go get to the bottom of this."
"Thank you, Kathryn. I am glad you told us," Seven said.
"Yes, thank you," B'Elanna added.
"You're welcome," Kathryn said.
Seven walked Kathryn to the door and waved as she left. She turned and looked into B'Elanna's eyes and then ran to her.
"Shh, love." B'Elanna held Seven to her. "It's gonna' be okay. Kayla is healthy. She's gonna' be fine."
"I am sorry," Seven whispered.
"Don't be sorry." B'Elanna squeezed her tighter. "Without your nanoprobes, we wouldn't even have our beautiful daughter. Don't ever apologize for that."
Seven nodded and sniffled as B'Elanna held her.
Chapter 48: Loose ends
Kathryn Janeway returned to her quarters and wondered what she was going to do about her two medical holograms. The Doctor seemed to be blowing a holographic fuse and Opaca seemed to be having genuine emotions. Kathryn was not a happy captain. She decided that if she had to have a ‘sensitive chat' with a hologram, she could at least be comfortable. She had just finished changing into a pair of charcoal grey slacks and creme colored blouse when the door chimed.
"Hello," Opaca said, smiling shyly when Kathryn opened the door. She seemed slightly uneasy roaming the decks using the Doctor's holo-emitter.
"Thank you for coming. Won't you come in?" Kathryn led the short hologram to the couch. "Would you like to sit? I'm sorry, I not even sure if you're…umm… programmed to socialize. What can I do to make you more comfortable?"
Opaca flopped down on the couch and shook her head. She had a half smile on her lips. "Kathryn, I am a hologram. I don't get uncomfortable… but thank you."
"You certainly seemed uncomfortable when I came to sickbay today." Kathryn sat next to her and curled one leg up under the other. "You seemed very upset."
"I am programmed to appear as if I am experiencing concern." Opaca shifted her weight and her eyes drifted as she looked around the room. Her eyes stopped on a sculpture near the window and for a moment she looked very sad. "I am just a tool, Kathryn, a piece of machinery like the transporter or your replicator."
"I've seen holograms expressing programmed emotions. Yours seemed more…genuine. Why do you think that is?" Kathryn could have said more didn't. She didn't ask if Seven had spoken to Opaca, because the hologram's reference to the replicator was just like a conversation the captain had once had with the former drone when they had quarreled about the Doctor's sentience. She also didn't point out how she knew so much about holograms and faked emotions. The Fairhaven disaster was still new in her mind. That was one can of Anterian footlong worms she didn't want to open.
Opaca paused before answering, then looked Kathryn in the eyes. Her deep brown holographic eyes flickered with intensity. "Perhaps I am just a well designed program. If you were to deactivate me… nothing would be lost except a projection of light and energy."
"We'd lose more than that." Kathryn studied Opaca's small hands. The hologram was nervously wringing one hand with the other in her lap. "Seven and B'Elanna care a great deal for you. They'd miss you, and so would the other patients you've taken on."
"I think the world of Seven and B'Elanna," Opaca said with a wistful smile. "As for the other patients…I don't think the Doctor is very pleased about that development."
"It's only natural that the women of the crew would want a female physician for their more…personal exams," Kathryn said as she cleared her throat. "I was going to ask you to do my yearly physical next month," she added with a rueful grin.
"You never volunteer for exams," Opaca said, looking honestly shocked. "Are you ill?" She edged closer and took Kathryn's wrist. Her touch was warm and gentle as she moved her finger to the pulse point.
"No, just getting a bit less stubborn in my old age." Kathryn studied the hand holding hers. "How do you know about my past aversion to physicals?"
Opaca looked up, for a moment her eyes were like a lamb looking at a lion, and then she relaxed. "I am familiar with all of the crew's medical records."
For the first time since she had met the feisty hologram, Kathryn didn't believe her. "Are you sentient?"
Opaca laughed and leaned back into the couch. "I am sentient enough to know that I am not sentient," she said as looked over at the captain. "Kathryn, the Doctor was activated for several months before he showed any signs of sentience. He also wanted to grow that way. Harry programmed me so that I don't even want to be sentient."
"Then he didn't do a very good job." Kathryn's eyes narrowed as she sent a silent challenge to the other woman. "Because you are more sentient than the Doctor, and you seem more human than he ever has."
"Don't you mean Bajorian?" Opaca asked with an impish grin, trying to change the subject.
"You know what I mean." Kathryn picked up Opaca's hand and squeezed it. "You have a pulse and body heat…and before you tell me that you were programmed to…I don't buy that answer. I've been…very close to a hologram, and they don't feel like this."
"I think this is about your experience with Sullivan. You are uncomfortable because you like another hologram. It's okay to have a holographic friend, Kathryn." Opaca smiled warmly.
"Neither Harry nor the Doctor call me Kathryn. They wouldn't have programmed you to take such liberties. Why do you feel so comfortable doing it? And why does it…feel right? I am very careful about whom I give permission to do that." Kathryn raised an eyebrow and shook her head. "I never gave you that permission."
"Maybe I'm just pushy," Opaca suggested.
"There are plenty of pushy people on this crew. None of them take that liberty." Kathryn leaned back and studied Opaca. "Even Neelix, who doesn't always have a firm grasp on Starfleet custom, doesn't call me by my first name."
Opaca smiled at the mention of Neelix and she closed her eyes and bent her head forward, as if remembering some private joke. "Neelix has rough edges but he is not pushy…just… persistent," she said when she looked up.
"How do you know?" Kathryn challenged. "I've never seen you really talk to him. In fact…when he is in the room…you avoid him." Kathryn's eyes widened as an idea formed in the back of her mind but she wasn't quite ready to believe it yet. Still, there were nagging clues. Opaca knew things that she shouldn't about the crew, especially Kathryn. Opaca had a gentle spirit that Kathryn recognized. "Who are you?" she asked, her voice thick with emotion.
"I am a holo-…"
"Don't lie to me," Kathryn said as she leaned closer and took Opaca's hand. "Who are you? You are not a hologram that only came into existence a few months ago."
"You're mistaken." Opaca pulled away and stood.
"You're not one of the Q, that's for sure," Kathryn said as she stood. "But you are more than a projection of light and energy." She moved up behind Opaca and rested a hand on her shoulder. "Who are you?" she asked in a whisper.
Opaca sighed and shook her head. "I am energy and light… just not all of it is holographic," she finally said. "I never wanted to disturb this ship…this crew." She turned and smiled warmly at the captain. "And I certainly never wanted to make your life more complicated, Kathryn."
"Kes?" Kathryn whispered as she touched the hologram's cheek. "My God, how could I have missed it?"
A single tear slipped out of the hologram's eye and fell from her cheek. It disappeared as soon as it left her matrix, unable to stay cohesive once separated from her holographic body.
Tach opened the door to his quarters and was startled when Seven barged in and rushed past him followed closely by B'Elanna.
"I didn't expect to see you two this soon," he said as he turned.
"Seven?" Nara asked, concerned by the fear in her friend's eyes. The former drone went to the portable sleeper next to the couch and gently scooped Kayla out of it. The baby was sleeping, but even deep in the arms of Morpheus, she knew her mama. She whimpered happily and snuggled into Seven's chest.
"We just needed to see her." B'Elanna went behind Seven and wrapped her arms around the willowy blonde. Seven seemed fragile, and B'Elanna felt almost as if she were holding her wife from falling to pieces.
Seven hummed quietly as she rubbed Kayla's back and inhaled her fresh, clean, baby scent. "We needed to make sure she was all right," Seven whispered as she turned to face Nara.
"She's fine," Nara said as she went to Seven. "She was absolutely perfect."
Seven's eyes darkened and shined with tears as she inhaled sharply.
B'Elanna's hugged Seven tighter and murmured in her ear. "It's just an expression, love."
"What's wrong?" Tach asked, quickly moving closer.
"Nothing…" Seven said. Her voice was pained and wounded. "There is nothing wrong with her all."
"Then I think you'd better explain why you look like that's a bad thing," Nara said as she squeezed Seven's arm.
After a brief explanation of the problem, Nara sat on the couch and shook her head. "Leave it to you two to beat the system." Nara smiled warmly at her friends. "It isn't enough that you name your child after that perfect Klingon of yours, you had to have her be perfect as well."
"We named her Kayla to honor her Klingon side and because we wanted to thank Kahless for the miracle of her birth." Seven gave Nara and indignant glare. "We would rather she be normal."
"Seven, she's not abnormal," Nara pointed out. "She just doesn't have any defects to worry about."
"I would think you'd be happy," Tach said. "From the way you described these nanoprobes, this is a minor problem considering all that could have gone wrong. You should be thankful that your child is healthy."
"We are," B'Elanna said. She rubbed Seven's back with her hand as she spoke. "We just didn't want Kayla to face anymore prejudice than she already will."
"It is bad enough that she has a Borg mother," Seven said quietly.
"Seven, my beloved," B'Elanna said with a sad smile. "I meant because she's one quarter Klingon."
"So?" Seven asked. "I wish she could be more like you."
"And I wish she could be more like you." B'Elanna laughed.
"Enough," Nara said as she stood. "If you two don't start being thankful for the glorious gift of the goddess that this darling little girl is, I will take her and raise her as mine. Tach and I won't whine about what she isn't. We will love her for who she is." Nara tried to take Kayla, but Seven backed away.
"We do love her," Seven said angrily.
"We wouldn't change her at all." B'Elanna stepped in front of Nara.
"Good," Nara said as she crossed her arms over her chest. "Now that we have that settled… maybe you two can quit complaining and just love my niece."
B'Elanna sighed and shook her head. "You really are good at getting to the heart of the matter, aren't you?"
"Don't even try to argue with her," Tach said. "This woman never loses."
"You are right," Seven said. "We are focusing on the wrong thing. Kayla is all that matters and we love her exactly the way she is."
"Now," Nara said as she moved past B'Elanna. "Let me hold my little sweetheart." She held her arms out.
"Very well," Seven said slowly. "But you had better give her back."
"Maybe." Nara smiled. "But I think she likes me," Nara added as she rocked the sleeping child. "I always have wanted a boy and a girl."
"Then I suggest you speak to Tach," B'Elanna said. She wrapped her hands around Seven's waist. "Because we aren't parting with ours. Tell Tach to toss some X chromosomes your way."
"Like he ever listens," Nara said with a smirk.
Tach opened his mouth to answer but a muted beep from a small device on the table cut him off. He jumped to his feet and headed toward the bedroom.
"Oh no you don't," Tach said as he activated the lights.
B'Elanna followed as Nara handed the baby to Seven and then went to turn off the beeping alarm. The lights came on and Ty turned toward them with a determined look on his face. He saw the newcomers and squealed happily.
"Evan! Ba!" He ran toward them, dropping a data padd onto the floor.
"What are you up to, my son?" Tach scooped Ty up before he could get to his aunts.
"Ty fixing." He squirmed to get down. "Ba," Ty said insistently as he reached out for his beloved Klingon.
"Give him to me." B'Elanna smiled. "How's my little tiger?" she asked as she took him. He hugged her with his legs squeezing as tight as he could.
"Ba, no go away," he said when he loosened his grip.
"I'm sorry, tiger." B'Elanna kissed his forehead. "We have been pretty busy with the baby."
"Evan's baby is out. Kay-ya out now." Ty pointed to the former drone.
"Yep," B'Elanna said. She went over to her wife. "Kayla is your cousin." She leaned against Seven's shoulder so that Ty could get a good look at Kayla.
"Kay-ya leeping," he whispered.
Seven leaned into B'Elanna and kissed Ty's head. "Yes, and you should be sleeping as well."
"Ty fix," he explained.
"My son," Tach said as he took Ty from B'Elanna. "You leave the fixing to your Fa, is that understood?"
"Ty fix." His sparkling brown eyes were determined and the stubborn expression on his face looked exactly like Nara.
"No," Tach said. "Ty sleep."
"Ty go to Evan," he suggested.
"Ty is going back to bed," Tach said as he went to the sleeper in the corner. B'Elanna followed, curiously looking over the small device that was circling Ty's sleeping area.
"Ty go to Ba." He squirmed as Tach put him under the covers.
"Tyranlanar, you are going to sleep," Tach said gently.
"What's that?" B'Elanna asked.
"Motion detector." Tach tucked in his son.
"Well, that'll at least let you know when he gets loose." B'Elanna laughed.
"Keep laughing, Just wait ‘til Kayla starts fixing things. I'm betting that those Borg nanoprobes valued engineering skills. Kayla is gonna' be fixing things in no time."
"Ty help Kay-ya fix." Ty sat up and looked at Kayla in Seven's arms.
"Oh, sweet Kahless." B'Elanna's face paled.
"Kayla will not fix anything," Seven said with complete certainty. "We will simply explain to her that she should not touch things unless she has our permission."
"Oh, yeah," Nara said as she began giggling. "That'll work."
Seven raised an eyebrow at Nara and shifted Kayla onto her shoulder.
Nara straightened her shoulders and gave Seven a half grin that looked just like Kathryn when she was being sarcastic. "Janeway to Torres…" Nara said in a very good impersonation of the captain's deadliest tone. "Your daughter just ejected the warp core…again."
"Oh, god." B'Elanna looked at her daughter. "We are in so much trouble."
"Yeah, you are," Tach agreed with a huge toothy grin.
Kathryn Janeway stared at the hologram that looked nothing like her dear friend Kes, and yet, when she looked into her brown eyes, eyes too dark to be Kes, she could see some spark that was the Ocampa. All of the questions about where Kes had been and how she had gotten into the hologram didn't matter. This was Kes. Kathryn grabbed her and pulled her into an embrace, squeezing the smaller woman.
"Kes," she whispered. "I've missed you so much." Kathryn's voice cracked.
"I know," the hologram whispered. "I never meant to hurt you." She held onto Kathryn, inhaling as she buried her face in the older woman's hair.
"How?" Kathryn asked as she eased back. "How are you even here?"
"I…I was existing as pure energy, but I could see this reality. I tried to contact you. Nothing I did worked." Opaca backed away and paced, hugging her arms to her chest like Kes used to always do. "Not even Tuvok could sense me. I saw all of the pain my leaving caused, and I wanted so much to help you."
"You've been watching us this whole time?" Kathryn asked. She moved closer, studying the hologram's movements.
"Not exactly." Opaca went to the couch and sat, waiting for Kathryn to join her. "When you exist as energy, thought and action merge…one becomes the other. If I wondered how my family and friends were doing on the homeworld, I was suddenly there. I would stay there for a while, but at some point…I would miss my home. Any thought of home transported me right back here…with you."
Kathryn nodded. "How much did you see?"
"Enough," she answered. "When I first changed, I watched you interact with Seven. I knew there was something there…and I chose to go see what was happening in the rest of the universe."
"You were uncomfortable seeing me with Seven?" Kathryn sighed and rubbed her temples. "When Seven and B'Elanna came back married, it hurt incredibly. Nothing had hit me that hard in years…not since…" her voice trailed off.
"Not since I left?" the hologram asked.
"Yes," Kathryn whispered. She looked down at the cushions of the couch.
"Kathryn, I didn't have a choice." The hologram reached out and lifted Kathryn's chin. "I didn't want to go."
"How did you come back?" Kathryn asked as she enjoyed the warmth of the hand cupping her chin.
Opaca laughed, and there was a lyric quality to the sound that was pure Kes. "I wasn't even sure I could merge with the hologram. It just occurred to me when I was watching the Doctor and Harry constructing the matrix…that a hologram was energy and light…just like me. Once they activated the program, I just bonded with the energy matrix."
"Why doesn't your energy disappear when the program deactivates?" Kathryn asked. Her scientist's mind was scrambling, trying to grab any hard facts that could explain the miracle.
"I have gotten pretty used to containing my energy, Kathryn." The hologram sighed. "When I first left, and I used my energy to send Voyager clear of Borg space…I was dazed for weeks. I was scattered across the entire distance that I had moved Voyager. I don't know that it was such a great idea." She smiled sadly.
"You saved us all." Kathryn took the hologram's hand in hers. "We would have been assimilated for sure. Thank you."
"You're welcome," Opaca smiled.
"But you seem different," Kathryn said. "You were swearing in sickbay…you never swore before."
"That's Opaca," she replied, rolling her eyes. "When I merged with the matrix, I picked up a lot from her personality subroutines. I like to think she added a bit of a spark to my own personality."
"So…are you Opaca…or Kes?" Kathryn asked.
"Both…neither…somewhere in the middle," the hologram said. "When I first merged with this matrix I couldn't even control the program. I was just sort of along for the ride. Then, as time passed, I became more comfortable with the matrix and started to be able to effect its…our…actions."
"What about now?" Kathryn asked. "Are you…Kes…in complete control?"
"Yes," the hologram said. "I am functioning within the matrix. Right now the Opaca program and I have completely merged. Her personality has become a part of me. Although…I sometimes think that isn't always for the best. I used to be a lot more forgiving of the Doctor."
"You do seem to have developed quite a temper," Kathryn said ruefully.
"Bajoran are known for that," Opaca said. "That temper has been the biggest adjustment."
"What about the Doctor?" Kathryn asked. "Do you know what's going on with him?"
"Kathryn, he's been through so much, and he doesn't have anyone to talk to." The hologram took Kathryn's hand. "You helped him over his breakdown when he remembered Ensign Jetty's death… you and the crew did everything they could, but he's lost so much."
"We want to help him, Ke…Opa… I'm not sure what to call you," Kathryn admitted.
"Call me Opaca. It will be best for everyone."
"Okay." Kathryn said warmly. "Opaca, we want to help him. But he has to let us in."
"Think of all he's lost." Opaca shook her head as she thought of the many years the Doctor had been activated. "All his attempts to forge a romantic or emotional bond have ended in heartbreak. He fell in love with a hologram from the Beowulf program…she was the one who called him Schweitzer. She was killed. He fell in love with Denara Pel, the doctor afflicted with the Phage, and he lost her. Then when he tried to create a holographic family…"
"His daughter," Kathryn said as she remembered. "She died."
"Yes," Opaca said. "From there…well, he had feelings for me…and I left him. And we can't forget the fact that he is in love with Seven."
"She tends to inspire that," Kathryn said ruefully.
"Yes, she does." Opaca smiled, her brown eyes twinkling. "She's an amazing young woman."
"B'Elanna's very lucky," Kathryn added.
"So is Seven," Opaca pointed out. "Those two are completely devoted to each other. Though I was amazed when I first saw them together."
"What do you mean?" Kathryn asked.
Opaca stood and walked to the window and looked out at the beautiful stars. "Do you remember when Seven left Voyager, convinced that there was a shipwide conspiracy against her?" She touched the cool transparent aluminum.
"Yes." Kathryn stood and went to the hologram's side.
"I thought that you had finally come to your senses," Opaca said wistfully. "I was there, with you when you bent down on one knee and asked her to stay." She turned to Kathryn. "I thought you were ready to explore the feelings that were growing between the two of you."
Kathryn shook her head. "I made a strategic retreat."
"You ran like a frightened child," Opaca corrected.
"I prefer my term," Kathryn said with a frown. "Why did you bring this up?"
"It was difficult for me to see you…with her." Opaca leaned against the cool glass, pressing her forehead against it, enjoying the sheer physicality of the action. She pulled back and looked into Kathryn's eyes. "I left. I didn't want to watch that. I came back expecting to see you and Seven in middle of a torrid affair. I was surprised when I saw you with a hologram, and completely stunned when Seven returned… married to B'Elanna."
"Imagine what a shock it was to me." Kathryn sighed.
Opaca laughed. "I can only imagine. I was so shocked to see you with…that…" She continued laughing. "I came back once while you were…with him."
"Oh, lord," Kathryn said as she covered her eyes. "Please tell me you didn't ‘see' me with that hologram."
"Of course not," Opaca said with a smirk. "I left as soon as I realized…"
"Oh, god, you did." Kathryn rubbed her temples as she felt herself blush.
"Anyway," Opaca said, trying to shift the conversation. "When I saw how much you were hurting…I wanted to be there for you. Then, when Seven almost lost the baby, I saw my chance with this," she said as she pointed to her holographic body. "By merging with the matrix I had the opportunity to help the crew without complicating things."
"Until I ruined your little party," Kathryn said with a half grin.
"I never could fool you," Opaca said. "Although, it sure took you long enough." She smiled warmly at her friend.
"I wasn't completely on my game," Kathryn said. "I was a little preoccupied with that Sullivan…thing…and then with getting used to Seven and B'Elanna."
"I'm sorry I had to deceive you." Opaca rested her hand on Kathryn's shoulder. "I just didn't want to hurt anyone…if the crew found out…it could be painful."
"You mean Neelix," Kathryn said.
"Yes. He and I came to an understanding that we were not on the same path… even before I…left, but he still cares for me a great deal." She smiled as she closed her eyes. "He talks to me all the time. Tells me about his days, discusses new recipes and even tells me goodnight." Opaca looked at Kathryn. "I think he would be very hurt if I suddenly reappeared and didn't want to be with him."
"What do you want?" Kathryn asked. She covered Opaca's hand with her own.
"I missed you all. I didn't like floating around the cosmos. It was so scattered. Being in this matrix has allowed me to be grounded and it feels wonderful." Opaca sighed and squeezed Kathryn's arm.
"But what do you want?" Kathryn asked again, her voice a low whisper.
"I want to be home," Opaca whispered. She tilted her head forward and holographic tears slid down her cheeks.
"Kes," Kathryn whispered. "Opaca, you are welcome here as long as you want to stay, and I will do everything I can to help keep your secret. Although, I think Neelix would be thrilled to have you back in any form. I know I am."
Opaca nodded, but didn't look up. Kathryn cupped her chin and lifted her face.
"I am so glad you are back," Kathryn said. She looked into Opaca's deep brown eyes and studied the grin that made her heart ache. She had missed Kes' smile. Before she realized what she was doing Kathryn leaned forward and brushed her lips across Opaca's. She was warm and welcoming and nothing like the Sullivan hologram. Opaca felt real and Kathryn could feel the emotion welling up in her partner. Opaca whimpered and moved closer to Kathryn. She wrapped her arms around Kathryn's waist but was shocked to feel the older woman pull away.
"I'm sorry," Kathryn said as she touched her lips. She could still feel the warmth of Opaca's kiss. "I shouldn't have done that."
"Why?" Opaca asked. "I've been waiting for that kiss for almost seven years."
Kathryn raised both eyebrows high onto her forehead and then chuckled nervously. "I certainly didn't expect to be kissing another hologram."
"How about if we…play it by ear?" Opaca asked as she tilted her head down and looked up coyly at Kathryn through her lashes.
Kathryn smiled, this time warmly. "Speaking of ears…I really miss yours."
Opaca tugged at her ear, smiling. "I like them. I can wear earrings now. Before…they didn't look right on me, and I think the ridges are quite becoming."
"They are," Kathryn agreed. "In any form, I am so glad you are here."
"So am I," Opaca said. She held out her arms and Kathryn welcomed the embrace. Both women held on tight, enjoying the warmth. They stayed that way for several minutes, neither knowing where their lives would take them, but both knowing that their futures had just gotten a great deal brighter.
When they broke apart, Kathryn got herself of cup of coffee and then sat next to Opaca on the couch.
"Now, tell me everything you saw," Kathryn said as she settled into the welcoming cushions. "What wonders of the universe did you see?"
"This could take a while." Opaca leaned back against the arm of the couch. She looked at her shoes, then flickered briefly and her feet morphed and the shoes were gone. She stretched her sock-covered toes and sighed. "Might as well get comfortable."
"By all means," Kathryn said. She held her cup in one hand and used the other to guide the hologram's feet onto her lap. "Now, tell me everything."
"Well, I got to see a forming gas giant hit by an interstellar string. It was beautiful," Opaca said. She enjoyed the feeling of Kathryn's hand resting on her feet.
"Fascinating," Kathryn said as she prepared for a very long night. "Can you describe it?"
Opaca nodded and began sharing all of the adventures she had witnessed on her travels around the universe.
Epilogue:
It was dark, but Kayla was warm and happy. It had taken her days to train her two mamas that she didn't want to sleep alone in the tiny, lonely bed in the other room. Kayla opened her eyes, and squeaked. She was in the mama-bed. It was warm, with the milk-mama on one side quietly snoring, and the singing-mama on the other side. The milk-mama was warm, almost hot, and she smelled of love, while the singing-mama was soft and sweet and her chest vibrated when she sang or hummed. Kayla loved being in the mama-bed with the two halves of her universe on either side. She would wake up, but she wouldn't cry. There wasn't any reason to be upset at all. Both her mamas were next to her and the singing-mama seemed to sense when Kayla would wake. The singing-mama would rest her hand on Kayla's belly, rubbing softly to soothe her loneliness in the night. Sometimes the singing-mama would move one finger up near Kayla's face so she could suck on it. It didn't yield milk like the other mama's breast, but it was soothing and she would drift off to sleep.
Kayla's eyes were bright and darted around the room as the light of the morning shift began coming up. Her mamas slept snuggled up close to her, each one carefully draping their arm over her so that they could touch each other. Kayla felt warm and safe and most of all she felt loved. She wiggled her tiny toes and squeaked as she felt the milk-mama lean over toward her.
"Shh, little one," B'Elanna whispered as she kissed her daughter's tiny ridges. "You stay quiet and don't wake your mama." She moved away, leaving the cooling sheets in her place.
Kayla did not like it when one of her mamas was gone. It felt like part of her world was missing, and the mamas didn't seem quite as happy when one of them was away. She kicked her feet in protest, not liking the way the bed seemed only half full.
Seven sighed and she moved her hand onto Kayla's belly. She rubbed slow, small circles and Kayla stopped kicking and grabbed her mama's fingers. Seven reacted instantly, letting Kayla tug her finger higher until she began sucking on Seven's pinky. That definitely comforted her and she sucked harder, her tiny lips smacking.
Seven opened her eyes and yawned. She smiled, looking over at Kayla. "Good morning," she whispered, and then looked over at the empty side of the bed. "Where is your So'Soy? Hmm?" Seven shifted her weight and she reached under Kayla to make sure that she was still dry. Seven had designed a moisture detector for her diapers, but the former drone liked to be thorough.
"Good morning, love," B'Elanna said from behind Seven.
The former Borg twisted her head so that she could see her wife. B'Elanna held out a steaming mug.
"Is that what I think it is?" Seven asked. Her eyes widened as she took the cup with one hand, twisting so she didn't have to disturb Kayla. She inhaled the steam, moaning when the faint scent of raspberry hit her nostrils. "I love you," Seven said, then began gulping her beverage.
B'Elanna moved around the bed and crawled back under the covers. She scooped up Kayla and cradled her in the crook of her elbow. "Your mama is a sucker for raspberry tea. If you ever fix anything you aren't supposed to, just bring her some tea."
"And what did you do that warranted bringing me tea?" Seven asked. She smiled as she watched B'Elanna rubbing noses with Kayla.
"Me?" B'Elanna asked. "Nothing. This is just me getting back into the swing. Now that you're not pregnant anymore…you can have all the tea you want. No caffeine restrictions, love." Kayla nuzzled B'Elanna's chest. "Hmm, looks like someone else is thirsty." B'Elanna balanced Kayla as she opened her nightgown and quickly helped her daughter begin breakfast.
Seven gulped down the last of her tea, then looked into the empty cup, her expression crestfallen.
"Oh, love," B'Elanna said with a smirk. "You always do that."
"Do what?" Seven asked without looking up from her depressingly empty mug.
"That…You always get so excited about your tea," B'Elanna said. "You just gulp it down and then you sit there and stare into the cup… pouting." B'Elanna cringed. "I think your daughter is getting her infant incisors." She had hoped that Kayla would not have the extra set of teeth that all Klingon infants got. It was another set of baby teeth that came in during the first month. They were small, but extremely sharp.
"I do not pout," Seven said. She tilted the cup and sighed.
"Uh huh." B'Elanna turned toward the nightstand and then spun back around holding out a small stasis teapot.
"I love you, my Be'nal," Seven said as her eyes sparkled. She took the pot and filled her cup, setting the extra tea on her own nightstand. "You seem to be getting the hang of that," Seven added when she turned back toward her wife. B'Elanna was managing to balance Kayla in place with one arm while she straightened the blanket.
"Yeah, well, Kayla has more suction than a blown out airlock. I don't think I could pry her loose with a hyper spanner."
"I cannot blame her. Your breasts are most…desirable." Seven sighed happily as she sipped her tea.
B'Elanna leaned against Seven and rested her head on her wife's shoulder. "I love you, Seven," she whispered.
"And I love you, my beloved Be'nal," Seven said as she tilted her head and kissed B'Elanna's temple. She looked at Kayla and smiled, then leaned down carefully and kissed the side of her face. Kayla smacked her lips, unwilling to unlatch. "Kayla, my greatest wish is that you will someday find a love like ours," she whispered.
"She will, my love," B'Elanna said. "Okay, little one, time to swap sides." She shifted Kayla, trying to move her to the other breast, but Kayla clamped down, unwilling to move just yet. "She doesn't even listen to us," B'Elanna said with a chuckle. "We are in so much trouble."
"She will listen. She is our daughter, and daughters listen to their mothers and do what they are told." Seven put her cup down and wrapped her arm around B'Elanna.
"Seven? Darling? How often do you or I do as we are told?" B'Elanna asked sweetly.
There was a long paused as Seven processed that fact.
"Trouble is not an adequate word to describe what we are going to experience," Seven said grimly.
"Nope," B'Elanna snuggled into Seven's embrace, letting Kayla stay where she was, firmly attached to her breast and not about to let go. Her tiny fists grabbed onto the silky fabric of B'Elanna's nightgown making certain that her milk-mama didn't escape. "We are so screwed," B'Elanna said, though she didn't seem upset by the idea.
"Well, we could be," Seven said as she smoothed Kayla's auburn curls. "But not in front of our daughter."
B'Elanna rolled her eyes.
The End