
 The transport dropped out of warp and slowed as it neared the station, which floated serenely in space.  

Through one of the small vessel’s viewports, the science station looked as non-descript as any other small space 

station the Federation had built in the various areas of space it controlled, but this one was very special.  It was here 

that the future survival of the Federation might be determined  

 Aboard the transport, four passengers were gathering their belongings, preparing to disembark. 

 “Have you got all your stuff, Gem?” Captain Peter J. Koester asked his young daughter.  The twelve year 

old girl looked up at her father, nodding her head as she hefted her duffle bag onto the shoulder of her Fleet Space 

Cadet uniform. 

 “Yes, Daddy.  But why did we have to come here?” 

 Koester grabbed his own bag and headed out of the small cabin he had shared with his daughter on the 

week-long trip to perhaps the most distant reaches of Federation space. 

 “I don’t know the details.  All I know is people who met a certain criteria have been requested to come here 

to Copernicus Station to participate in a medical experiment of some sort.” 

 “Medical experiment?” Gem said with a sour look on her face.  “They’re not going to be sticking me with 

needles or anything like that, are they?” 

 “I don’t think so...  Hey, Exec!  Eng!” 

 As the two Koesters neared the transport’s airlock, they noticed the two other members of the USS 

Dauntless crew who had been requested to make the journey to Copernicus.  Commander K’danz and Lt 

Commander Dar, the Dauntless’ First Officer and Chief Engineer, were approaching the airlock from their cabin in 

the opposite direction.  The married couple were just as surprised as Koester and his daughter had been to have 

received the request to report to Copernicus from Starfleet Medical, especially since it had arrived so soon after 

K’danz’s recovery from injuries she sustained during recent battles with the Kairn. 

 “Medical experiments,” K’danz mumbled with a frown on her face.  “They’re not going to be sticking me 

with needles or anything like that, are they?” 

 The captain could not help but laugh at his First Officer’s question before answering, “I doubt it, Exec.  No 

needles for any of us.” 

 “Good,” K’danz remarked as the airlock door opened and all four stepped through and into the docking bay 

of Copernicus Station.  “I don’t want anyone sticking me with anything!” 
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 After quickly getting settled into the small quarters provided for them, Captain and Cadet Koester, K’danz 

and Dar were lead to a briefing room in the communications section of the station.  Along the way, all four of the 

Dauntless crew had encountered a very tall Klingon warrior who was visiting the station.  In spite of her fascination 

with Klingon culture, the immense warrior’s sudden and unexpected presence had startled Gem, making her even 

more nervous than before.  Soon after, the starship crew finally reached the briefing room, where a number of other 

people were gathered before a set of viewscreens.  The largest main screen showed an animated version of the logo 

for Copernicus Station, the Starfleet command delta surrounded by the orbiting planets of a solar system.  To the 

right of the largest screen were three smaller ones, each rotating among views of the outside of the station or various 

corridors and sections within. 

 “Most of these people are civilians,” Koester whispered to K’danz as the two Starfleet officers glanced at 

the group around them.  There were only two other humans in uniform, and the captain figured, from the way they 

were helping to direct the group into the briefing room, they were members of the station crew. 



 “Looks like about forty people total, including us,” Dar remarked.  “What kind of experiments are we here 

to take part in?” 

 “I’m not sure,” Koester replied, noting that everyone in the room was human except his half-Klingon Chief 

Engineer, just as a female lieutenant in a medical blue uniform moved to the front of the room near the viewers and 

turned to address the gathered group.  

 “Welcome aboard everybody,” she said.  “Thanks for joining us.  I’m Lt Stevens and I would like to extend 

an official thank you for joining us here at Copernicus Station.  We appreciate you coming all the way almost to the 

border of the Delta Quadrant to take part in our study, and I assure you, we wouldn’t have brought you here if it 

weren’t very important.” 

 Stevens touched a control on the panel below the viewers and the main screen changed to a schematic of the 

science station as she continued to talk. 

 “Copernicus Station is an advanced research facility working on a variety of special projects.  You have all 

been selected to take part in ‘Project: Resistance.’  I am very pleased to now introduce you to someone who can tell 

you more about this program, and that is the Doctor.”  A look verging on extreme pride covered Steven’s face as she 

explained more about the project coordinator behind the group’s need to travel so far away from the Federation’s 

core systems.  “We are extremely fortunate to have this legendary Emergency Medical Hologram as part of our staff 

here at Copernicus Station.  I’m sure you are aware the Doctor has recently completed his tour of duty on board the 

starship Voyager.” 

 “Since ‘Project: Resistance’ is really the Doctor’s brainchild, I would like to turn the rest of this orientation 

over to him.  He is very excited about the project and cannot wait to share it with you.”  Stevens touched another 

control on the console, activating the station’s intercom.  “Doctor?” 

 The main viewer blinked for a milisecond before a very familiar looking bald-headed man with a smug-

looking smile appeared.  It took Captain Koester a moment to realize this was not the same EMH that served in his 

own starship’s sickbay.  The captain had heard that Voyager’s former EMH was capable of leaving the vessel’s 

hologrids, but this was the first time he had witnessed it personally.  The captain hoped perhaps he might have a 

chance to talk to the Doctor about it while he was on board Copernicus. 

 “Welcome to the Copernicus Research Facility,” the Doctor said on the main viewer.  “I’m very excited 

about this new project and extremely pleased that you’ve agreed to help.  The work we’re doing here at Copernicus 

is of the utmost importance, and it can’t be done without you.” 

 Gem looked up at her father as K’danz and Dar exchanged glances. 

 “The bioscan readings I took as you entered the station confirmed that a significant number of you are likely 

to possess a rare base-pair sequence in your DNA.”  K’danz exhaled a breath as she realized there would be no 

needles on this visit.  She smiled slightly as the Doctor continued.  “I believe your unique DNA could allow your 

immune systems to fend off a far wider range of alien viruses and bacteria then the average human.  In fact, you may 

even be resistant to the nano-probes used by the Borg to assimilate their victims.” 

 A shudder filled the room at the name of the Federation’s greatest enemy.  All eyes were now solely on the 

image on the screen.  In the meantime, the Doctor continued with his brief. 

 “Imagine the possibilities!  If I could isolate this genetic fragment, there’s a real chance of developing a 

biological defense against the deadliest enemy Starfleet has ever faced.  All thanks to you!  …And, of course, me!  

None of this would be possible without my tireless dedication and unique vision…” 

 The Doctor’s sentence was suddenly cut off by the station commander, who could be seen on one of the 

smaller side screens. 

 “Base command to Doctor.  Please respond.” 

 The Doctor looked annoyed as he responded, “What is it?  I’m preparing the test subjects.” 

 Captain Koester could see a look of apprehension on the station commander’s face.  She looked on edge, 

knowing both how important the Doctor’s work on the station was and how far from stronger Federation protection 

her station was located. 

 “We’re picking up an unidentified vessel approaching the station at high warp, and they’re not responding 

to hails.  We’re going to red alert status.” 

 As the commander spoke, the lighting in the briefing room changed to red and the top screen of the three 

smaller viewers changed from a view of one of the station corridors to a tactical display showing the approaching 

unidentified vessel as a red dot moving at high speed directly toward the space station.  As the station tactical officer 

in the background whispered something to her, the commander’s expression growing even more grave. 

 “Doctor, we’re suspending the tests until we know more about the approaching vessel.”  She then turned 

back to the tactical officer and ordered, “More power to shields, now!” 



 Captain Koester exchanged a look with his First Officer, considering the idea of offering his assistance to 

the station’s commander, but deciding against it for lack of anything productive to contribute and with the knowledge 

he himself would not want some outsider, Starfleet or otherwise, to start interfering during a crisis situation. 

 On the commander’s screen, the station’s ops officer turned to face his CO, saying, “We have visual on the 

approaching vessel.” 

 “Let’s see it,” the Bajoran woman ordered. 

 On both the top viewer and the main viewer in the station operations center, the tactical view was replaced 

by the visual image of the approaching vessel as it dropped out of warp.  The sight was unforgettable.  A Borg cube. 

 “Oh no,” said the Doctor, his image still on the main viewer.  “The Borg.” 

 “All stations, red alert!” ordered the station commander.  Immediately her crew went into action. 

 “Red alert!  Red alert!  All hands to emergency stations!” 

 The group of civilians around the four Dauntless crew members began to talk nervously, almost on the 

verge of panic.  Koester and his crew moved to calm them down just as the station shuddered under the opening 

barrage of the Borg weapons.  Screams went up around the room, the panic starting to envelope the entire group as 

the shudders turned to violent shakes when the beams pierced the station’s shields. 

 “They’ve jammed our shields!” the strategic operations officer exclaimed as consoles around Ops exploded.  

“We have no defensive capabilities!”  On one of the screens, the Borg cube began to cut a section of the station away 

with a laser. 

 A look of grim determination covered the station commander’s face.  Opening the intercom to another 

section of the station, the Bajoran officer said, “That’s it, we’re getting these people out of here.  Lt Elkins, take them 

down to Bay 2.  Prepare to evacuate the station now!” 

 One of the other smaller screens changed to the view of a Starfleet officer in a torn and soot-covered 

uniform standing in the shattered remains of one of the station corridors.  Blood dripped down one cheek as he 

responded to the commander’s order. 

 “I’m on my way to the docking bay now.  There’s a lot of damage down here.  It’s going to take a while.” 

 The commander looked more determined than ever.  She looked at her strategic operations officer and said, 

“You heard him, he needs time.  Return fire on the cube!” 

 “Commencing fire with all weapons,” the officer replied. 

 Immediately, Copernicus Station started returning fire at the Borg vessel with all the available phaser banks 

and photon torpedo tubes available.  The Borg cube sustained major damage, but still continued to attack 

relentlessly. 

 “What do we do, Daddy?” Gem Koester asked, looking with worry at the image on the screen. 

 “Try and stay calm,” Koester replied.  “If we can offer any help, we’ll do what we can, but in the meantime, 

we shouldn’t panic.” 

 “It’s hard not to,” Gem replied, wrapping her arms around her father’s chest. 

 Koester could easily understand his daughter’s fear.  He himself had faced the Borg on other occasions, 

most notably when the Dauntless-74658 was part of the fleet that had defended Earth during the Battle of Sector 0-0-

1.  But this was an entirely different situation, far from help, the nearest Federation starship who knew how many 

days away? 

 As the Dauntless crew stood watching the viewscreens, feeling completely helpless, the Borg vessel locked 

a tractor onto the section of the station it had just cut and began pulling it away.  The entire facility shuddered. 

 “They’ve locked onto the station,” the commander said anxiously. 

 “The Borg are targeting the lab complex,” the Doctor reported, Koester amazed at seeing fear on the 

hologram’s face.  He appeared about to say something else when the station commander interrupted. 

 “Doctor, get ready.  I think they’ve located the test subjects.” 

 “Hold on everyone.  Brace for impact!” the Doctor shouted on the screen. 

 “EVERYBODY HOLD ON!” Lt Stevens exclaimed, grabbing hold of the console in front of her just as the 

entire station jolted violently, almost knocking a number of the test subjects to the deck.  The lights dimmed briefly, 

came back to full brightness for a second, then went dark.  Static filled the screen that had shown the Doctor. 

 Then, chillingly, a voice filled the room. 

 “We are the Borg.  You will be assimilated.  Resistance is futile.” 

 The static remained for a few seconds before the image of the Doctor in his lab returned.  Koester could see 

the laboratory had suffered some minor damage, which the Doctor’s assistants in the background were trying to clean 

up.  The Doctor himself looked highly agitated. 

 “Is everyone alright?” he asked. 



 “Yes, Doctor,” Stevens replied. 

 Looking slightly more relaxed, the Doctor said, “We need to get you out of here.  Lt Elkins, have you 

reached the docking bay?” 

 The voice of Lt Elkins was heard through the intercom replying, “I’m almost there.  Doctor?  The Borg 

have entered the facility.  Copernicus Station is being overrun.” 

 The Doctor looked grim for a moment before pressing a control on the table in front of him.  Immediately, 

the main viewer changed to the schematic of what Koester recognized as a Brittania-class medium range transport, 

capable of carrying up to fifty passengers and crew. 

 “Now, listen carefully,” said the Doctor.  “This is your transport, the Olympia.  Once you board the 

transport it’s important that you stay seated throughout the flight.  An emergency evacuation can be rough.” 

 As the Doctor’s image returned to the viewscreen and he continued to brief the test subjects, a number of 

Borg drones appeared in the lab behind him.  The other scientists in the room reacted, some attacking the Borg with 

phasers pulled quickly from storage drawers, others recklessly attacking the drones hand to hand, only to get 

nanoprobe tubules piercing their neck for their troubles. 

 “Look out, Doctor!” one of the research staff members shouted. 

 As some of the research staff were assimilated by the drones, the Doctor grabbed a phaser of his own, firing 

uselessly at the Borg, who had already adapted to the phaser frequency. 

 “Get out of here!  Before you’re all assimilated!” the Doctor shouted, panic tinging his voice.  “Elkins, I 

need to evacuate now!” 

 As the Doctor spoke, another drone neared, simply batting the EMH out of the way of the viewer pickup. 

 “Look out, Doctor!” shouted Stevens just as the drone stared almost curiously at the vid input a moment 

before raising its cybernetic arm toward the screen.  A charge of some sort shot out from the tip of the arm, and once 

again the viewer was static. 

 “Doctor, come in!  Come in, Doctor!” Lt Stevens called desperately, but to no avail.  “Security, this is Lt 

Stevens in communications, come in.  Security, please respond.”  Again, the lieutenant received no reply.  “Alright, 

everyone, communications are temporarily down, so I’m going to get you out of here.” 

 Almost simultaneously, both Koester and K’danz stepped forward toward the young station officer.   

 “Is there anything we can do to help, Lieutenant?” the captain asked. 

 Stevens looked at both of the senior officers, her nerves causing her hands to shake slightly as she started 

shaking her head, saying, “I don’t know if there is anything you can really do, sir...” 

 Suddenly, there was a loud pounding at the briefing room door.  K’danz instinctively reached for the phaser 

that was not on her waist as every face in the room looked toward the door with fear in their eyes.  Gem and Dar 

tried to calm some of the more nervous civilians as both Koester and Stevens took a step closer to the door. 

 The pounding stopped and the door opened slightly with the sound of metal scraping against metal, but 

rather than the cybernetic arm Koester had expected to poke through the gap, a standard Starfleet issue phaser at the 

end of a dirty uniform sleeve appeared, followed closely by the face of a blonde-haired male security officer. 

 “Is everyone alright?” the security guard asked with concern, looking around at the gathered crowd, some of 

them near panic. 

 “Yes, sir,” replied Lt Stevens, relieved when she recognized her fellow station officer. 

 “Good.  The station is under attack,” he said with a typical security officer’s flair for the obvious.  “I want 

everyone to stay together.  We’re going to try and get you out of here.  You’ll be alright as long as you follow our 

instructions.” 

 The security officer turned toward Stevens and said, “Lieutenant, this is dangerous.  I need you to lead this 

group out to section 1-A.  Once you’re there, take them down to docking bay 2.” 

 “Understood, sir,” Stevens replied. 

 The security guard took one more look at the nervous faces of the people in the room around him, finally 

settling on those of the four Dauntless crew members before ordering, “Let’s move out, people!” 

 Stevens lead the way out the door, followed close behind by Koester, Gem, K’danz and Dar, who helped 

lead the rest of the test subjects out into the corridor as the security officer guided everyone out. 

 As they all moved further into the corridor of Copernicus Station, Koester and his crew could see the 

damage inflicted by the Borg attack.  Broken pipes and hissing EPS conduits hung from the ceiling and only dim 

emergency lights illuminated the deck.  Stevens lead the group down the corridor to the right, stopping near a large 

control panel near one side of the hallway. 

 “Stevens, what’s wrong?” the security officer asked. 



 Stevens tried pressing some of the controls on the panel before turning back toward the security officer and 

saying, “Sir, I’m noticing some power fluctuations near the shuttlebay.  I need to send power over there but I can’t 

find the short and I’m being shut out of the system.” 

 The security officer looked around nervously, as if expecting the Borg to beam into the middle of the test 

group at any second before ordering, “Alright, start a level III calibration.  See if you can bypass those primary 

dampers.” 

 “Aye, sir,” replied Stevens.  “I’ll...  Sir, there’s Borg here! 

 As Stevens looked on in fright, a number of Borg drones entered the corridor from the other end, slowly 

moving closer to the group, stopping at the control panel Stevens had been trying to access.  She started to raise her 

phaser until the security officer exclaimed, “Hold your fire, Lieutenant!  He doesn’t even see us right now.  But stay 

ready in case he changes his mind.” 

 As the group watched, one of the drones began to interface with the control panel.  After a few seconds, the 

standard Starfleet graphic interface was replaced by a Borg operating system, which some members of Starfleet had 

started referring to as neon spaghetti since shortly after the Battle of Wolf 359 almost fifteen years earlier.  Stevens 

reluctantly lowered her weapon. 

 “Understood, sir.” 

 The security officer thread his way through the group of test subject and up to Stevens.  The two began to 

discuss their options quietly.  So quietly, in fact, that Captain Koester could not hear what was being discussed 

except that Stevens ended the conversation with a nod.  Finally, the security guard addressed the group once again. 

 “Alright, everyone, listen up!  On my signal we’re going to move out to the transport together.  Lieutenant, 

you keep an eye on that drone.  If it comes our way, you give it everything you’ve got.  You’ve only got one shot 

before they adapt.” 

 “Understood, sir,” Stevens replied. 

 Once again the security guard took the lead and headed down the opposite direction in the corridor, a 

slightly longer but hopefully safer route to the docking bay, saying, “Let’s move it out, people, this way!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 It took a few minutes for the group to finally reach section 1-A.  Koester breathed a sigh of relief that the 

evacuation had thus far been relatively free of incident, the corridors shaking violently at one point as the Borg tore 

another section of the station away, but no further encounters with any Borg drones.  That is, however, until they 

neared the docking bay. 

 The group rounded a corner, rushing closer to where the Olympia awaited them, when unexpectedly two 

Borg drones appeared from a side hallway behind them.  Instinctively, Stevens raised her phaser and shot a beam at 

the lead drone, sending it reeling backward and finally collapsing to the deck twitching.  Unfortunately, that one shot 

was all the Borg needed to adapt.  When Stevens fired at the second drone, the beam was absorbed harmlessly by the 

second Borg’s shield.  She stood protectively between the Borg and the test subjects as she tried to adjust the beam 

frequency once more, hoping she could manage one last shot, before the drone moved in and grabbed the lieutenant 

with its humanoid arm while injecting nanoprobes into her with the other.  The security officer and the four 

Dauntless crew hurried the other test subjects down the hall toward where another officer waited at a free-standing 

console, as dark veins spread across Stevens face and all sense of individuality literally drained from the hapless 

lieutenant’s expression. 

 “My name is Commander Rodden.  I’m trying to help get you to your transport, which is right through that 

door, but with the damage the station has taken, it’s jammed,” said the officer that stood near the console, trying 

desperately to get the controls working again.  “Give me a moment to try and get the door open.” 

 Koester glanced back down the corridor nervously, where he could see Stevens being lead away by the 

drone that had assimilated her, while several new drones moved ominously toward the test subjects.  Rodden 

slammed his fists against the control console in frustration as he looked up to see the Borg approach.  Dar could even 

see one moving along the pipes and conduits overhead. 

 “That’s it.  The Borg are everywhere.”  The commander grabbed a phaser rifle from behind the console and 

swung it toward the door to the docking bay.  “Everybody, get back, I’m going to blast that panel!” 

 As a couple of test subjects who had been standing near the door ducked quickly out of the way, Rodden 

fired a shot from the compression rifle, blowing the control panel off the door frame and exposing the circuits 

underneath as the door slid part-ways open. 



 “That’s done it.  Lt Commander, use the manual override to get that door open,” Rodden said to Dar as the 

Dauntless’ Chief Engineer reached inside the open panel and pulled the manual switch.  With the help of a tug from 

K’danz, the doors opened fully and the group started moving through into the docking bay. 

 “Everybody, move fast!” Rodden advised, unaware of the cybernetic arm that reached down for him from 

above the control console. 

 “Commander, look out!” Gem Koester cried as Rodden was grabbed by his uniform collar.  Struggling 

vainly, the Commander was pulled up into the overhead, screaming.  Gem buried her face in her father’s chest as the 

captain hugged her tight, then urged her into the docking bay where the Olympia waited.  There, Lt Elkins and the 

co-pilot waited, rushing everyone aboard the transport and safely into the seats inside.  From outside could be heard 

the sounds of phasers firing as the crew of Copernicus Station tried to keep the Borg away from the docking bay. 

 “Lieutenant, is that everyone?” Elkins asked as he rushed over to the helm console and started the 

transport’s pre-flight sequence. 

 “That’s everyone,” his co-pilot announced, taking one last look out the door into the docking bay. 

 “Thank you,” the pilot said as he turned to look at the scared faces of the crowd in the seats behind him.  

“Everybody, I’m going to remind you we are in a red alert situation and commencing with immediate evacuation 

procedures.  Lieutanant, secure the airlock door!” 

 “Airlock sealed!” the co-pilot reported as he too rushed to his seat next to Elkins.  The passengers could 

hear the whine of the engines as they powered up when suddenly the entire transport shook to one side. 

 “What was that?” Elkins inquired.   

 His co-pilot consulted a reading on the helm console before answering, “Looks like an overload in the bay 

EPS grid.” 

 “Re-routing power to primary on-board array,” reported the transport’s computer voice.  The pilot smiled to 

himself. 

 “Olympia is under her own power now.  Preparing for departure.” 

 “Diagnostic complete,” the computer said. 

 “We have to clear the station before we can go to warp,” said Elkins.  “Engaging thrusters.  Hold on, 

everybody, it might be a little rough.” 

 The Olympia maneuvered quickly out of the bay on thrusters, passing through the still functioning 

atmosphere retaining field.  As soon as the transport had cleared the docking bay, Elkins hit the impulse engines, 

hoping to avoid the Borg cube for the few seconds it would take to escape to warp speed. 

 “Borg vessel to port!” reported the Olympia’s co-pilot.  On the main viewscreen, the cube dominated the 

view of everyone aboard small vessel.  Captain Koester could feel his young daughter grip tightly onto his arm.  He 

had to admit he too felt a degree of fear, especially since he, like the other test subjects around him, was only a 

passenger aboard this ship.  At least when the Dauntless had faced the Borg, he had been in command and more 

occupied with what must be done than with the dreaded possibilities of what could happen if the Olympia did not 

escape the Borg. 

 “Evasive maneuvers!” Elkins ordered. 

 The Olympia maneuvered to try and keep the bulk of Copernicus Station between the Borg cube and 

themselves.  It was all futile, however, as the massive alien ship loomed closer, a tractor beam locking onto the 

transport before the warp engines could propel it out of reach. 

 Lt Elkins and his co-pilot scrambled at the controls, trying to boost the vessel’s power, hoping beyond hope 

that they might still escape. 

 “The warp field is holding.  We can still make it!  Full power!” 

 The co-pilot tried taking the Olympia into warp, but the Borg tractor was far too powerful.  Koester could 

see the transport turn toward the Borg cube on the main viewer.  A sense of disappointment ran through him as he 

heard the warp drive shut down around him. 

 “Oh, God,” muttered Elkins.  “We’re going in!” 

 The captain could feel the ship around him shudder as it fought its losing battle against the tractor.  The 

transport’s co-pilot started counting down the vessel’s hull strength. 

 “Structural integrity is failing.   ...66%  ...36%  ...20%...”  He looked over at Elkins, his Starfleet training 

covering over the fear he must have been feeling.  “That’s it, they’re shutting down our forcefield!” 

 Everyone felt it before they saw it, as a rip formed in the hull just to the left of the helm, quickly spreading 

as the entire front end of the transport was ripped off by the Borg tractor beam.  Almost instantly, an emergency 

forcefield covered the gaping tear, preventing the decompression of the ship and the deaths of ever person aboard.  

Now everyone was seeing the Borg ship that was dragging them closer directly through the vacuum of empty space. 



 Some of the people in the seats around Koester and his crew started to cry.  Others laughed, as if they could 

not believe the reality of what was happening around them.  Koester gripped his daughter tight as he watched a large 

hatch on the side of the cube open and the Olympia was drawn inside the invading craft.  It was placed on the narrow 

deck of a bay inside the cube where the transport would undoubtedly be stripped down for assimilation into Borg 

technology.  Elkins opened a locker below the helm and drew a phaser for himself while tossing a second one to his 

co-pilot. 

 “Have your weapons ready!” 

 “Wait!  What’s that?” the co-pilot asked, pointing out the front of the craft. 

 Captain Koester and his First Officer, K’danz, were about to offer their assistance in however a manner they 

could help when a small number of... things... appeared in front of the Olympia.  To Koester they looked like Trill 

symbionts that had been assimilated by the Borg, with wing-like appendages and turbines propelling them toward the 

people in the disabled ship’s cabin, only to bounce off the emergency forcefield.  Like moths drawn to a porch light, 

the Borg scouts would return to bounce off the forcefield again. 

 “They’re scanning us!” Elkins said, exchanging a look of resolve with his co-pilot.  He jumped up from his 

seat and moved quickly toward an airlock at the forward end of the cabin near where the viewscreen used to be.  

“I’m going out there.  Do what you can to get these people out of here.” 

 “Affirmative,” replied his co-pilot.  “Be careful.” 

 With a nod toward his co-pilot and a quick glance at his passengers, Elkins moved into the airlock, 

emerging out on the platform where the Olympia had been placed, trying to keep the scouts from piercing the shield 

while the co-pilot tried desperately to restart the transport’s engines.  Dar began to move toward the helm, hoping 

perhaps he could assist in getting the impulse engines restarted when a gasp went up among the passengers.  Koester 

and K’danz looked up in time to see Lt Elkins be overpowered by the Borg scouts.  One woman screamed as a scout 

injected its nanoprobes into the helpless officer and he fell to the floor before being carried off to an assimilation 

chamber by the Borg. 

 The Olympia became deathly quiet, no one speaking, moving or even breathing.  Koester wondered what 

options were still open to them when the entire cabin was filled by a female voice that seemed to come from both 

nowhere and everywhere. 

 “Don’t fear for your friend.  We’ve brought his life form closer to perfection.” 

 Something outside the transport hull had changed.  All the Borg scouts had moved on, no longer interested 

in the passengers and crew.  Then Koester noticed something moving above the ripped off nose of the craft as the 

voice continued. 

 “So you’re the humans who hold the key to defeating the Borg.” 

 As Koester and his companions watched, a humanoid head and partial torso appeared above the hole in the 

hull, lowered by hoses attached to its shoulders and back of the neck.  It appeared to observe and study the people 

aboard the Olympia for a moment.  Koester had read the log entries from the Enterprise-E and Voyager.  He 

recognized who she was the moment she appeared.  A chill ran down the captain’s spine as the Queen spoke again, 

seemingly looking right at him. 

 “I remind you.  Resistance is futile.” 

 As she spoke, in the background behind her, more equipment moved up into view behind the Queen’s head.  

As the Olympia passengers watched, it lifted a body into place, followed by two arms and two legs which snapped 

into place on the body.  Then the hoses moved the Queen’s head over to the assembled body where her mechanical 

spine slipped into place and locked into the torso.  She lifted up one of her arms toward the test subjects.  With a 

flick of her wrist, the transport’s forcefield dropped. 

 “It’s time to begin.” 

 Nano-injection tubules extended from the Queen’s wrist, extending into the cabin of the Olympia.  Seconds 

later, the cabin was filled with hovering injectors.  One injector floated over to every person in the cabin, seeming to 

study their prey for a second before stabbing them all in the necks. 

 Seconds after feeling the prick on his neck, Captain Koester could feel the Borg technology spread through 

his body.  It felt as if he were being poked and prodded by hundreds of metal fingers inside his body.  To his right, 

his daughter Gem grabbed onto his arm, tears streaming down her cheeks as the dark veins started to slowly spread 

across her face.  To his left, Commander K’danz nearly jumped out of her seat, grasping her commanding officer’s 

other arm so tightly it started to cut off the circulation.  Seconds later, the captain’s vision began to fade and the 

interior of the transport grew dark.  His sight was replaced with images from other areas of the Borg cube, where 

alcove after alcove were filled by other drones.  In his mind, he could hear the voice of the Collective.  And above it 

all, the voice of the Queen. 



 “Now you will be linked to the hive mind.  Every Borg in the Collective will be a part of you.  And you will 

be a part of the Collective.” 

 Koester could now hear the voices of his fellow test subjects interspersed within the rest of the Collective, 

relaying orders, giving reports, participating in the assimilation of civilizations untold lightyears distant.  He fought 

to maintain control of his individuality, but did not know if he could keep it up for much longer. 

 “Open your mind to the possibilities,” the Queen finally said. 

 At last, the collective vision in the captain’s head settled on one small section of the Cube.  Here, several 

drones were installing cybernetic devices on the what had formerly been Lt Elkins.  His skin was already the mottled 

grey of the Borg around him, several tubes and wires protruding from his skin to accept the enhancements the 

Collective were offering him. 

 Then, unexpectedly, the half-transparent image of a man in a Starfleet uniform appeared among the drones.  

The still-human part of Koester’s mind struggled to recognize him as he spoke, his voice sounding distant and faint. 

 “Resist the Queen!” implored the Doctor. 

 The image wavered slightly before strengthening, the EMH’s form more solid yet still somewhat 

transparent. 

 “I’ve projected my program into the collective hive mind.” 

 One of the Borg drones reacted to the Doctor’s presence.  It raised an arm, injection tubules ready, and tried 

impaling the Doctor.  Its arm, however, passed right through the projection.  The Doctor looked over his shoulder at 

the drone in annoyance and said, “Told you.”  He then returned his attention to the passengers and crew of the 

Olympia, telling them, “Don’t you see?  You were recruited for the experiment for your natural ability to resist the 

Borg.  Whatever you do, don’t give in!  We’re coming to get you.  Help is on the way!” 

 The Doctor’s image wavered again, this time disappearing completely as the Queen reasserted herself.  

Koester and everyone in the Olympia could once again see the Queen standing on the platform right in front of them, 

contempt and anger in her eyes as most of the test subjects, including Captain Koester and his daughter Gem and his 

crew managed to regain some control of their own individuality. 

 “As I said before, it is futile to resist.” 

 The entire transport shook and Koester looked up toward where a clanging noice had come from, noticing 

for the first time the cargo loading doors in the overhead. 

 “The Queen is trying to access the overhead loading doors,” said the Olympia’s only remaining pilot. 

 “Fighting assimilation is pointless,” the Queen said arrogantly. 

 “I cannot override!” exclaimed the pilot. 

 “You can’t stand against the overwhelming power of the Collective,” the Queen advised as the loading 

doors sounded like they would buckle at any second.  Captain Koester feared this would be the end until a familiar 

voice sounded from the subspace communications speakers. 

 “I hope you don’t mind if we crash your party?” 

 “Janeway!” the Queen spat venomously. 

 From behind the Queen, the Olympia’s passengers could see a section of the Borg ship’s hull blast away as 

a phaser beam invaded the vessel.  The hole it created was large enough to drive a starship through, and to many 

people’s surprise, that is exactly what happened as an Intrepid-class starship maneuvered into the Borg cube, moving 

slowly closer to both the Olympia and the Borg Queen. 

 “It’s Voyager!” the pilot shouted in relief. 

 Captain Koester had never in his life been so happy to see his old friend and mentor as when her image 

appeared on the monitors in the transport’s cabin. 

 “Stand aside.  I’ve come to take these people home,” Admiral Kathryn Janeway boldly declared as the 

starship Voyager moved closer and closer inside the Borg cube, continuing to fire its phasers to clear the path ahead 

and causing the Queen to sneer at the starship defiantly. 

 “You’re Voyager is trapped!” the Queen declared.  “You may destroy this cube, but you would be 

destroying everything inside it as well!” 

 “You’d sacrificed an entire cube to destroy us?” 

 The Queen looked as confidant as if she had already won. 

 “You’re alone, Janeway,” she said.  “There will always be more Borg.  Voyager and these unique 

individuals will be a much more significant loss.” 

 Admiral Janeway stared defiantly back from the monitors as she stated, “We’re not losing anyone.  

Doctor?” 



 The Doctor suddenly materialized aboard the Olympia, standing just in front of the helm console.  He 

looked down at the sole remaining pilot and said, “We’ve altered their shield frequencies.  You should be able to 

raise your emergency forcefields and evade the Borg tractors.” 

 “Working on it!” the pilot replied. 

 “Exec, get up there and see what you can do to help,” Koester told K’danz.  The Dauntless’ First Officer 

nodded, then rushed up to the helm, pulling open an access panel to quickly swap out a number of isolinear chips. 

 “Battlestations!” Janeway ordered to the Voyager crew. 

 “You’re all trapped!” the Queen stated, still sure she would prevail in this battle. 

 “Don’t be too sure,” Janeway advised.  “Fire quantum torpedoes.” 

 Several bright-white projectiles shot out from the Voyager’s forward torpedo tubes, hitting several key 

systems in the Borg ship before blasting another hole out the opposite side of the cube-shaped vessel just as K’danz 

looked back triumphantly at her captain. 

 “I need that forcefield!” the Doctor implored. 

 “Engaging now!” the pilot replied as the emergency forcefield hummed back to life, sealing off the 

damaged bow of the transport and once again creating a barrier between the test subjects and the Borg Queen. 

 “Initiate tractor beam,” Janeway ordered, and as if her operations officer had anticipated the admiral’s 

order, a tractor immediately locked onto the badly damaged transport.  Janeway looked toward her helmsman and 

said, “Let’s go!” 

 With the Borg ship starting to literally come apart around them, the Voyager sped off on impulse engines, 

passing over the Olympia and with a jolt, pulling it along behind them.  Koester and the rest of the passengers could 

see the Queen recede in the distance as more and more of the Borg vessel started to break apart. 

 “Enjoy your victory,” the Queen advised as the Olympia finally evaded the Borg cube, explosions tearing 

more of the hull apart as the two Federation ships quickly escaped.  “We WILL meet again.” 

 As the two ships sped away, the Borg cube was engulfed in one last, huge fireball. 

 Aboard the Olympia, the Doctor looked away from the shield-covered opening in the front of the transport 

and back toward all the passengers, who had begun to cheer. 

 “We did it!” he said with genuine excitement in his voice.  “What a remarkable encounter.  Oh, the papers 

I’ll be able to publish.  Of course, I’ll need several weeks with all of you back at Copernicus for observation.” 

 “Doctor, I think they’ve been through enough, thank you,” Admiral Janeway said over the monitor screen. 

 The smile faded on the Doctor’s face as he replied sadly, “Yes, Admiral.”  Then with a final nod toward the 

passengers, he was beamed away back to Voyager. 

 It seemed the entire compliment of the Olympia heaved a simultaneous sigh of relief as the transport turned 

back toward Copernicus Station.  The pilot turned to Commander K’danz in the seat beside him and smiled before 

activating the comm system. 

 “Copernicus, this is Olympia,” he announced.  “Requesting permission to dock in bay 3.” 

 As the USS Voyager released its tractor beam on the Olympia, Admiral Janeway sent one final transmission 

to the passengers of the transport. 

 “Congratulations!  You resisted the Borg with the one thing the Queen can never assimilate,” she said.  

“The human spirit.  So long as we have that, resistance is never futile.” 

 As Voyager maneuvered away, the Olympia slowly moved into one of the science stations few remaining 

undamaged docking bays.  With a minor thump onto the deck, the transport came to rest and the pilot shut down the 

thrusters, finally announcing, “Copernicus Station, Olympia IS home.” 

 

The End 


