
 “Starbase, you have control,” Captain Peter Koester announced as he pressed the control pad on the arm of 

his chair.  As he did, the lighting on the bridge changed to a shade of blue. 

 “Confirmed, Dauntless,” replied the voice of the controller inside the spacedock.  “Welcome to Starbase 

718.” 

 “Thank you, Starbase.  Dauntless, out.” 

 As the spacedoors opened, flashing lights guiding the way inside, a set of tractor beams locked onto the 

Sovereign-class starship and pulled it into the dock, slowing as it neared its assigned slip.  The docking procedure 

was completed as all mooring lines and umbilicals were attached to the starship. 

 “Phillip, you have the bridge for now,” Koester said as he stood up from the command chair and pulled 

down on the front of his uniform jacket.  “I need to go change into my dress uniform and go meet the admiral,” he 

added with a sigh before heading toward the turbolift. 

 Several minutes later, Captain Koester stepped into the transporter room with Commander K’danz, the 

starship’s first officer, and Chief Pono R. Kyman, the Command Master Chief, all wearing their dress uniforms.  

Kyman tugged at his collar as the three lined up in front of the control console. 

 “Starbase signals they are ready to beam over the admiral for an inspection tour, Captain,” Chief Blackman, 

the transporter operator reported.  The captain sighed again before giving the chief the order to energize.  A moment 

later the beam coalesced on the platform.  The captain’s forlorn look suddenly turned into a wide smile. 

 “Kate!  What are you doing here?” 

 Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway stepped down off the transport platform and greeted Koester and his staff 

before saying, “I was informed by Starfleet Command that there was a ship in desperate need of some discipline.”  

Janeway smiled and chuckled briefly before adding, “Actually, Voyager was in the sector, and I was taking the 

opportunity to visit Chakotay and his crew.  When I heard the Dauntless was nearby as well, I pulled rank and 

requested to make an inspection tour.” 

 “Well, all I can say is I’m happier to see you than any other admiral who could have beamed aboard, Kate,” 

Koester said.  “Welcome aboard the Dauntless.  You know my First Officer, Commander K’danz, and my Chief of 

the Boat, Pono Kyman?” 

 “Of course,” Janeway replied as she shook each ones hand before looking at Koester again.  “Still using 

archaic titles, I see.” 

 “It’s tradition,” the captain replied with a shrug.  “Now, if you will follow me, we have a brief reception for 

you in 10-Forward,” Koester added, gesturing toward the door and then heading out into the corridor beyond. 
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 The captain guided Admiral Janeway through the Dauntless, the pair having just left the bridge, and were 

now on their way toward sickbay when an excited voice and the sound of running feet could be heard coming up 

behind them. 

 “Kathy!” 

 Both Janeway and Koester turned around to find Lt Commander Laura Drake, one of the the starship’s 

science officers and the wife of a member of the Special Contingent of Starfleet Marines aboard the starship, rushing 

toward them.  Janeway’s expression turned surprised but she smiled none the less. 

 “Laura, what are you doing here?  I wasn’t aware you were assigned to the Dauntless now.” 

 “I was posted to the science department when Michael was promoted and transferred,” Commander Drake 

replied. 

 “Laura is my cousin, Peter,” Janeway explained to the captain.  “I haven’t seen her since she received her 

assignment to the Enterprise-D.” 

 “Would you like me to give you two some time to catch up?” Koester asked. 

 “No, I’m here for an inspection, and I won’t waste your valuable time, Peter,” the admiral replied.  “But 

you wouldn’t mind if Laura joined us as you continued the tour, would you?” 



 “Of course not.” 

 As the tour resumed toward sickbay, Janeway and her younger cousin Laura Drake continued to catch up. 

 “You haven’t met Michael yet,” Commander Drake said.  “You were still lost in the Delta Quadrant when 

we got married, so you missed the wedding.  I’d like for you to meet him before you leave the ship.  You simply 

must join us for dinner in our quarters.” 

 “That sounds lovely, Laura.  I look forward to it,” Janeway replied as the captain’s combadge chirped. 

 “Bridge to Cap’n Koester,” said the voice of Second Officer Alasdair Wallace.  Koester excused himself 

from the two women, stepped aside and replied. 

 “This is the captain.” 

 “Skipper, Starbase Control just reported they received a faint distress call.  Dauntless is the only starship in 

dock capable of responding.  They request we investigate and conduct SAR operations.” 

 Koester glanced over toward Janeway and Drake, both of whom had stopped their conversation when they 

heard the message from the bridge.  Then Koester said, “Understood, Mister Wallace.  Prepare to get the ship 

underway as soon as possible.  I’ll be right up to the bridge.”  He then turned back to Janeway and said, “I’m afraid 

we’re going to have to cut your tour short, Kate.  Commander Drake, would you please escort the Admiral back to 

the transporter room?” 

 Drake started to gesture back down the corridor when Janeway held up her hand. 

 “If it’s all the same with you, Captain, I think I would like to stay aboard and observe your search and 

rescue mission as part of my inspection.”  She then quickly added, “With your permission of course.” 

 “I don’t see that being a problem.  I don’t anticipate it would be a dangerous mission.”  He then tapped his 

combadge again as he said, “Mister Wallace, inform the Starbase that Admiral Janeway will be remaining aboard, 

then cast off all mooring lines as soon as we’re ready.” 

 “Aye, Skipper.  ETA to spacedoors, five minutes.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61771.5: 

The Dauntless is en route to the origin of a distress call that originated deep within the 

Typhon Expanse.  The subspace signal Starbase 718 received was weak, and did not 

include specific coordinates, so we’re going to have to search the area of origin 

extensively. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester sat in his command chair on the bridge, overseeing the search for the vessel that had issued 

the distress call picked up by Starbase 718.  To his left, Admiral Kathryn Janeway sat in the seat normally occupied 

by Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera. 

 “According to Starbase 718, we’re in the sector where the distress call originated,” reported Phillip 

Winters.  “Short-range sensors are not detecting anything.  No ships, no debris fields.  Nothing on subspace.” 

 “Continue the search,” Koester ordered.  “Expand the search radius to account for the possibility of a ship 

traveling at full impulse speeds.” 

 “Expanding the search radius two hundred seventy million kilometers per hour,” reported Ensign Carter 

Breitling. 

 “What do you think, Kate?” the captain eventually asked Janeway, turning to look at her with an expression 

of curiosity. 

 “Hard to say,” the admiral replied.  “Could be a passing vessel issued a distress call at the first sign of 

trouble and then fixed whatever problem had occurred and just went on about their business?  Usually if there was 

really a ship in trouble somewhere, there is some evidence of it left behind.” 

 Koester turned back to look at the viewscreen as he quietly said, “I wonder…?” 

 “What are you thinking, Peter?” Janeway asked. 

 “Well, the Typhon Expanse is only a few sectors away from Romulan space.  Things have been cool but 

cordial between the two governments for the past several years.  You don’t think they would lay some kind of trap 

for a Federation starship, do you?” 

 “Anything is possible where the Romulans are concerned,” Janeway replied. 

 



* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

After searching the sector for more than 24 hours with no signs of any ship which may 

have issued a general distress call, the Dauntless has set a course back toward Starbase 

718, where we will return Admiral Janeway and then commence our next scheduled 

mission. 
 

 

 Admiral Janeway and Captain Koester were sitting at the dining table in the quarters shared by Lt 

Commander Laura Drake and her husband, Starfleet Marine 1
st
 Lieutenant Michael Drake.  Michael was serving his 

guests drinks from the replicator while Laura cooked food on a small tabletop stove nearby. 

 “If nothing else, at least the search and rescue mission allowed us some extra time together,” Laura Drake 

said as she pushed some chopped vegetables into a heated wok with her cutting knife. 

 “I have to admit, I was a little disappointed,” Michael added, handing a glass of frothing liquid to the 

captain before moving around the table to hand a second drink to Janeway.  “The Colonel had already written up the 

SAR plan, and I was supposed to lead Alpha Squad onto the ship we were searching for.  Make sure everything was 

kosher before the med teams arrived.” 

 Before anyone else could say anything, the red alert klaxon sounded throughout the starship.  Koester was 

on his feet before the first blare of the alarm had finished, tapping his combadge as he headed toward the door. 

 “Bridge, this is the captain.  Report?” 

 “Unidentified vessel on an intercept course,” the voice of Alasdair Wallace informed.  “Warp signature 

matches th’ Borg.” 

 Koester froze just short of the cabin door at Wallace’s words, turning to share a concerned look with 

Admiral Janeway.  Just as suddenly, the admiral was on her feet, joining the captain out into the corridor. 

 “Really, Admiral, you don’t need to leave your family,” Koester protested. 

 “Not to sound too immodest, but do you know anyone else with as much experience dealing with the Borg 

as me?” 

 Koester had to admit, when it came to the Borg, Janeway was the expert. 

 “Very well,” he reluctantly admitted. 

 Moments later, both the captain and admiral emerged on the bridge, where both Wallace and Commander 

K’danz were already assuming their normal stations at sciences and the right-hand command chair respectively.  

Janeway stood behind and to the left of the center seat, having turned down Gera’s offer to sit in the counselor’s 

seat. 

 On the main viewscreen a ship was already becoming visible.  However, unexpectedly, it was not a cube, 

sphere or any other type of Borg ship the Dauntless crew were aware of, though the familiar green glow common to 

most of the Borg ships Starfleet had encountered could be seen lighting up its hull. 

 “Cap’n, from what sensors can detect, that vessel’s warp drive, sublight propulsion, weapons an’ tractor 

systems are Borg in origin.  Th’ rest o’ th’ craft, more than fifty percent of th’ overall configuration, is alien.” 

 “Is it possible the Borg have assimilated another race’s vessel?” Koester asked, watching the strange ship 

move closer. 

 “Hard t’ say,” Wallace replied.  “From what I can tell, it looks like the Borg technology has been integrated 

into the ship, not assimilated.” 

 “Skipper, we’re being hailed,” reported Winters at ops. 

 “Open hailing frequencies,” Koester ordered.  “This is Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation star…” 

 “Give us Janeway.” 

 Koester was shocked by the demand.  He slowly turned around to look up at the admiral, whose mouth 

hung open, as surprised as the captain.  He then turned back toward the screen, where the alien ship now hung 

motionless in front of the Dauntless. 

 “I’m sorry.  Your transmission was garbled.  Please repeat what you said.” 

 Koester glanced back up at Janeway again as the voice responded, “Give us Janeway.” 

 “I don’t know who you are or why you think Admiral Janeway is aboard my vessel, but…” 

 “Kathryn Janeway, Rear Admiral, United Federation of Planets Starfleet, was transported from Earth 

aboard the vessel USS Gorkon to Starbase 718.  There, she spent a period of time aboard the vessel USS Voyager, 



which was undergoing minor repairs and replenishment.  When the vessel USS Dauntless arrived at Starbase 718, 

Janeway transferred to your vessel, upon which she is currently still located.” 

 “Who are these people?” Koester asked rhetorically.  However, the transceiver had apparently picked up 

his voice, prompting the alien spokesperson to reply. 

 “We are the Collective.  Give us Janeway.” 

 “Captain!” exclaimed Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre from the tactical console.  “The alien vessel is locking 

weapons on us!” 

 “Shields to maximum.  Energize phasers and torpedo bays,” the captain ordered before looking back 

toward Janeway again.  “Why do they want you so badly?” 

 “I have no idea,” Janeway replied.  “I’ve never encountered a race like this before.” 

 As Koester turned back toward the viewscreen, the Dauntless shook under the barrage of alien weapons 

fire.  “Return fire!” the captain ordered. 

 “Alien ship appears to be targeting the bridge,” Winters announced. 

 “Strengthen the shields and SIF around the bridge module area,” K’danz ordered. 

 “Direct hit on the alien vessel’s forward shield grid with both phasers and quantum torpedoes,” McIntyre 

reported.  “No major damage.  Their shields dropped less than five percent.” 

 “Status of our own shields?” Koester inquired. 

 “Forward and dorsal shields have been weakened by twenty two percent,” Winters replied. 

 “Bringing the warp core up to one hundred and ten percent of rated capacity,” Dar reported from the 

engineering console.  “Re-routing auxiliary power to the forward shield array.” 

 “Very well,” Koester said.  He then looked toward his first officer and added, “At this rate, we’re not going 

to last very long here.”  K’danz nodded as Koester turned toward Lieutenant Peck.  “Helm, set course 232 mark 6.  

Full impulse!  As soon as we’re clear of the alien vessel, take us to warp factor eight.” 

 “Setting course 232 mark 6, full impulse, aye, sir,” replied the Bolian officer at the conn. 

 “Alien vessel is launching a plasma torpedo!” McIntyre shouted before the Dauntless had even begun to 

swing away from the attacking ship.  “Brace for impact!” 

 Almost before anyone could react, the Dauntless was knocked sideways.  Sparks flew from several of the 

consoles around the bridge.  The ops, engineering and auxiliary tactical consoles on the port side all went dark.  

Admiral Janeway grabbed for the headrest of the captain’s chair and missed as she was flung to the deck.  With little 

else to do since their consoles were useless, Captain April Mendez and Lt Commander Dar rushed over to the 

admiral and helped her to a sitting position directly behind Koester’s seat. 

 “Dorsal shield is failing!” McIntyre reported. 

 “Get us out of here, Mister Peck!” Koester implored. 

 “I’m trying, sir, but the helm is sluggish!” Peck replied, his face darkening to a deep sky-blue in frustration.  

Koester was about to stand up and move toward the helmsman when an announcement on the intercom stopped him. 

 “Intruder alert!  The ship has been boarded!  Deck sixteen, sections ten, twelve and thirteen!”” 

 The captain did not have to say a single word before McIntyre was already contacting the Marine Barracks 

in the aft section of the engineering hull, deploying several squads of Marines to repel the boarding aliens.  He then 

looked at Captain Mendez and jerked his head toward the nearby turbolift. 

 “Understood,” Mendez said, quickly entering the lift to assume command of the platoon that would be 

searching out and detaining any intruders.  However, the turbolift had barely swished shut when the sound of 

transporters could be heard on the bridge.  A green glow very similar to the materialization effect of a Borg 

transporter filled the space and half a dozen people materialized around the bridge, one in each corner, one directly 

in front of the main viewscreen and one directly behind the captain, less than a meter from Admiral Janeway, who 

was still sitting on the deck.  They all looked human in most respects, three males and three females, sporting 

various colored hair and skin tones.  But what made them stand out were the Borg implants visible on their faces and 

hands.  Each intruder held a weapon, in one case the weapon being attached to the man’s arm in place of his right 

hand, and each weapon was aimed at a member of the Dauntless’ bridge crew. 

 “I have no wish to harm you,” said the blonde woman who had materialized directly in front of the conn 

and ops consoles.  “We only want Janeway.” 

 Admiral Janeway slowly stood up behind Koester’s chair.  As she did, all six weapons turned in her 

direction.  When the blonde woman, who appeared to be the leader of the boarding party, recognized Janeway, she 

raised her own weapon toward the ceiling.  The other five weapons remained aimed directly at the admiral’s torso.  

The man who had materialized in front of the master situations monitor stepped forward and grasped the admiral by 

one arm.  Janeway briefly winced in pain. 



 “Who are you people?  And what do you want with Admiral Janeway?” Koester demanded to know, 

standing up from his chair directly between the admiral and the blonde woman. 

 “We are the Collective,” she simply stated.  “We only wish to survive.” 

 Without warning, Colonel McIntyre suddenly rushed toward Janeway and the man holding her, perhaps in 

an attempt to rescue her.  The man lashed out with his other arm, striking McIntyre in the face and sending him 

sprawling backward before two of the other intruders fired their weapons at him, both striking him in the chest.  In 

the confusion, the blonde woman closed her right hand over a device on her left forearm.  In an instant, all six 

intruders and Admiral Janeway dematerialized in the green glow of the Borg transporter beam. 

 “Bridge to sickbay, medical emergency!” K’danz shouted. 

 “We’re on our way!” Doctor Justin MacMillan quickly replied as both the first officer and Dar rushed to 

Mcintyre’s side.  Smoke billowed from the Marine security chief’s uniform jacket. 

 “Cap’n, the alien vessel is moving away,” Commander Alasdair Wallace reported, his science console the 

only one with sensor access that still functioned.  Koester, who had been watching K’danz and Dar perform first aid 

on the fallen Chief of Security, turned back toward the helm. 

 “Stay with them, Mister Peck.  No matter what it takes!” 

 “Aye, sir!” the Bolian officer replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61775.6: 

The Dauntless is in pursuit of an alien vessel incorporating Borg technology that has 

abducted Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway.  Fortunately, transwarp technology does not 

seem to be among their possessions, so the Dauntless has managed to keep up with 

them… so far. 

The aliens that abducted the admiral, while exhibiting Borg implants, do not appear to be 

Borg drones themselves and demonstrated individual behavior.  Their appearance 

reminded me of pictures I have seen of one of the admiral’s past crew members aboard 

the starship Voyager, a former drone called Seven of Nine.  I can’t help but wonder if 

there is some connection between that former drone and these aliens, and if that may 

have something to do with Admiral Janeway’s abduction. 

I am in the process of forming an away team which will board the alien vessel and 

attempt to retrieve Admiral Janeway as soon as possible. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “Doctor MacMillan reported Colonel McIntyre will recover fully,” K’danz told the captain as several 

members of the crew filed into the briefing lounge behind the bridge.  “It looked a lot worse than it was, but the 

doctor assures me the weapons were apparently set to a low stun setting.” 

 “Thank you, Carrie,” Koester replied as he moved toward his customary seat at the head of the briefing 

table.  Besides the first officer, Captain Mendez and 1
st
 Lieutenant Drake, Chief Pono Kyman and Commander 

Wallace were also seated at the table. 

 “Mister Wallace, is there any chance of us being able to penetrate the Collective’s vessel’s shields without 

risking Admiral Janeway’s life?” Koester asked. 

 “Aye,” Wallace replied.  “Both T’Ashara an’ I have been studying the sensor readin’s o’ the alien craft’s 

shield configuration, and we’ve detected a half-second regeneration period which occurs every five point three 

minutes.  With precise timing, we could easily beam an away team through that gap with no problems.” 

 “Good.  Captain Mendez, I want you and two of your squads to meet me in the troop drop transporter in…” 

 “Meet you, Skipper?” K’danz asked after clearing her throat to interrupt the captain. 

 “Yes, Exec.  I intend to lead this away team and…” 

 “I won’t allow it.” 

 Koester was caught off-guard by K’danz’s bearing.  He simply looked at her, his mouth agape. 

 “We’ve already lost Admiral Janeway, and we have no idea what kind of situation we’re going to find over 

there,” K’danz explained.  “I will not have you putting yourself at risk.  I’ll be leading this rescue mission.” 



 The captain looked at the faces of those gathered around the table, perhaps hoping someone would back 

him up.  Only one person spoke. 

 “She’s right, Skipper.  Your place is on the bridge,” said Chief Kyman.  “The Exec’s job is to keep you out 

of danger.”  The chief’s expression softened slightly as he added, “Don’t worry.  I’ll keep the Exec out of danger.” 

 Koester realized he had to think with his head and not with his heart.  His shoulders drooped slightly as he 

finally said, “You’re right.  All of you.”  He then looked at K’danz and continued, “Carrie, I want you, the Chief, 

Doctor McCance, Captain Mendez and two squads of Marines to assemble in the troop drop transporter in the 

Barracks in five minutes.  As soon as Mister Wallace can confirm the next shield regeneration cycle, be ready to 

beam out at a moment’s notice.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz said as she started getting up from her chair.  “Mendez, Drake, COB, you’re all 

with me.” 

 Once everyone else had left the briefing lounge, Koester shared a look with his Chief Science Officer. 

 “She’s a strong woman,” Wallace finally commented.  “And a good officer.” 

 “Yes she is,” Koester agreed.  “But I can’t wait until she becomes a captain and her own XO tells her she 

can’t lead an away team.  That’s a day I’ll enjoy.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Shield regeneration coming up in ten seconds,” the sergeant operating the troop drop transporter 

announced.  “Stand by.” 

 On the troop drop transporter platform, which could transport up to twenty-two fully armed and armored 

Marines at a time, Commander K’danz, Doctor McCance, Captain Mendez, 1
st
 Lieutenant Drake, Gunnery Sergeant 

Christopher O’Laughlin, Chief Kyman and two squads of highly trained Starfleet Marines awaited the word. 

 “Five… four… three… two… Energizing!” 

 A second later, the away team materialized inside the Collective’s vessel.  As Chief Kyman pulled out his 

tricorder, K’danz looked around the ship.  The structure was a strange combination of Borg technology, including 

several alcoves where two members of the crew could be seen regenerating, and alien architecture. 

 “I’m detecting human life form readings, Commander,” Kyman reported, his voice barely above a whisper.  

“Thirty meters forward and two decks down.” 

 “Alpha Squad, take point,” Mendez ordered.  Immediately, O’Laughlin took the lead, silently directing his 

squad toward a ladder to the lower decks.  As the group of thirteen people moved toward the ladder, voices could be 

heard moving toward them from the corridor beyond. 

 “Make sure phasers are set to stun only!” K’danz ordered just as two people, humanoid except for the 

implants similar to those the people who had boarded the Dauntless had displayed, rounded the corner and stopped 

short, surprised to suddenly come upon the Starfleet crew. 

 “Intruders!  Sound the alar…!” one of them started to shout before a Marine corporal fired his hand phaser 

at them, knocking both of them to the deck unconscious. 

 “Let’s hurry!” Mendez said with a gesture toward the ladder, but before they could reach it an alarm similar 

to the red alert klaxon aboard a Federation starship sounded and a computer voice started announcing, “Intruder 

alert, deck two, section 1-A.  Intruder alert, deck two, section 1-A.” 

 “Hurry!” K’danz exclaimed, taking the lead and rushing down the ladder, her feet not even touching the 

rungs.  She rushed over to the next hatch and did the same, her hands sliding down the rails and her boots stamping 

heavily on the deck as she landed.  Above her head, the last of the away team was moving down the first ladder, the 

rear guard firing his phaser back up in the direction from which they had come, trying to drive off the several 

members of the Collective that had responded to the alarm. 

 “Seal off all decks and sections,” the away team heard announced over the intercom.  Already Kyman, 

McCance, O’Laughlin, Drake and several members of Alpha Squad were on the same deck as K’danz when the 

hatch they had all dropped down through started sliding shut.  Mendez, who had one foot through the hatch, quickly 

pulled her leg back just in time to avoid it being crushed by the air-tight seal. 

 “We’re cut off from the rest of the away team, Commander,” O’Laughlin said as he directed his squad to 

cover all directions around everyone else who had made it down both decks.  Quickly K’danz tapped her combadge. 

 “K’danz to Mendez.  What’s your situation?” 

 “Mendez,” came the reply.  “We’re trapped in the corridor right above you, Commander.  Both the upper 

and lower hatches closed at the same time and forcefields have blocked off all route of escape on this deck.” 

 “Contact the Dauntless.  See if they can beam you back.  I’m going to proceed with the mission,” K’danz 

ordered. 



 “Aye, aye, Commander.  Good luck.  Mendez, out.” 

 As K’danz looked toward Chief Kyman, he consulted his tricorder once again. 

 “At least we’re on the right deck.  I’m still detecting human life signs at the end of this corridor.”  The El-

Aurian man pointed toward a door at the far end.  As both the Gunny and the squad corporal took position on each 

side of the door, Drake led the rest of the team inside.  What they saw shocked them. 

 Inside the compartment, unconscious on a steel table, lay Admiral Janeway with numerous devices poking 

through the skin of her face.  Nearby, stone still with shock, were two of the Collective, dressed in white coveralls, 

stopped in the middle of the task they were performing. 

 “What are they doing?” Kyman asked.  As two of the Marines covered the aliens with their compression 

rifles, Doctor McCance stepped forward and scanned the admiral with his medical tricorder. 

 “They were assimilating her!” McCance said with a tone of disbelief.  He then injected a hypospray into 

Janeway’s neck trying to stabilize her. 

 “I need to get her back to sickbay as soon as possible and start removing these implants,” McCance said to 

K’danz before turning to Drake.  “Help me, Lieutenant.” 

 As Drake and McCance lifted Janeway off the table, the doctor carefully removing a tube from one of her 

arms, K’danz gestured toward the door.  “Let’s get out of here and back to the Dauntless,” she said. 

 The door opened, but rather than rush into the corridor, K’danz raised her hands in surrender, followed by 

the rest of the away team as McCance and Drake carefully lowered Janeway to the deck.  In the corridor, almost a 

dozen members of the Collective held their weapons on the doorway.  The two Marines who had been left to guard 

the door were on their knees in the corridor, weapons on the deck, their hands atop their heads. 

 “Did anyone happen to contact the Dauntless and request a beam-out before we opened the door?” Kyman 

asked as he carefully lowered his own phaser to the deck. 

 “What is going on here?” a voice out in the corridor asked.  As K’danz watched, the same blonde woman 

who had led the boarding party onto the Dauntless to kidnap Janeway stepped through the other members of the 

Collective.  “Why have you boarded our ship?” 

 K’danz slowly lowered her hands as she replied, “We came here to rescue the admiral.  You couldn’t think 

we would simply leave her with you, did you?  We’re still not sure why you kidnapped her to begin with.  Or why 

you are trying to assimilate her into the Borg Collective.” 

 “We are not trying to change Janeway into a Borg.  We are trying to make her one of us.  One of the 

Collective.  For our own survival.”  When K’danz only looked more confused, the blonde woman stepped closer and 

continued to explain.  “My name is Charissa.  I lead the Collective.  Many years ago, our vessel stumbled across a 

Borg cube near a star system you refer to as J25.” 

 “Where the Enterprise-D first encountered the Borg,” Drake commented.  Charissa nodded before 

continuing. 

 “The Borg boarded our vessel.  Started assimilating its technology.  They had never before encountered a 

Lladroian vessel before.” 

 “Lladroian?” Doctor McCance asked. 

 “What we are…,” Charissa replied.  “Or rather, were.  You see, the Borg also tried to assimilate my crew as 

well.  But something occurred they were not anticipating.  Our bodies rejected most of the cybernetic implants.  We 

were never assimilated into the hive mind.  We were able to resist the Borg and still fight back.  Our vessel badly 

damaged the Cube, but was in turn severely damaged itself.  As the Borg regenerated, we salvaged sections of their 

vessel to repair our own.” 

 As Charissa continued to speak, Doctor McCance stepped forward and started scanning the alien woman 

with his medical tricorder.  Charissa regarded him curiously at first before returning her attention to K’danz. 

 “We found, over time, that the implants we retained allowed us an unprecedented ability to interface with 

our repaired ship, and to communicate with each other, merely with our thoughts.  Much quicker than verbal 

communication would allow.  Complete and instant understanding.  We have referred to ourselves as the Collective 

ever since.  But our new abilities frightened our friends and families back on Lladro.  We could never go home.  So 

we have spent the years ever since roaming this part of the galaxy.  Becoming, in essence, the ultimate explorers.” 

 “I think I have an answer to why the Collective was able to resist the Borg,” McCance said, showing his 

tricorder display to K’danz.  “Do you remember those experiments you took part in at Copernicus Station, 

Commander?” 

 “Yes,” K’danz replied, shuddering slightly as she recalled her own near-assimilation by the Borg several 

years earlier.  “The Doctor in charge of the project was trying to isolate genetic elements that were naturally 

resistant to Borg nanoprobes.” 



 McCance nodded as he explained, “These Lladroians have an unusually high number of those genetic 

markers.  Without any genetic modification, they are resistant to ninety percent of the cybernetic implants created by 

the assimilation process.” 

 “Which explains why they retained only some of the implants when the Borg tried to assimilate them?” 

 “Correct,” McCance confirmed.  “We could learn a lot about ways to resist the Borg by studying these 

people.” 

 “That still doesn’t explain why you tried to kidnap and assimilate Admiral Janeway,” K’danz said, turning 

back toward Charissa. 

 “One of the abilities we acquired when we integrated Borg technology into our ship was the ability to 

monitor and decode even the most scrambled subspace communications over a very wide frequency range.  It was 

how we were able to determine Janeway was aboard your vessel.” 

 “The coded subspace communiqués to Starfleet Command informing them of the location of all flag 

officers at any given time?” K’danz inquired. 

 “Correct.  And from those same communiqués, we learned of Janeway’s reputation as a Borg-killer upon 

her vessel’s return to the Alpha Quadrant several years ago.  Our fear was that if she learned about the Collective, 

she would try and destroy us too.  We could not let that happen.  We analyzed the situation and determined our best 

course of action would be to bring Janeway into our Collective.  If she were one of us, she wouldn’t destroy us.” 

 “Eavesdropping on our conversations has obviously not provided you with the entire picture,” a weak-

sounding voice said to Charissa.  Everyone turned to look at Admiral Janeway, whose eyes seemed half open.  From 

her expression, she was in obvious pain.  “I only took on the Borg because they were a threat.  A threat to me, my 

crew aboard the Voyager, to the entire Federation.  From what you’re telling us, you have spent the past decade or 

more exploring, not forcing other beings to join your Collective.  Until now.” 

 “That is correct.  We find forced assimilation, like the Borg tried to do to us, distasteful.  But we thought 

we had no choice with you.” 

 “Then you obviously need to get to know me better.  I pose no threat to you.”  Janeway struggled to stand 

on her own two feet, leaning heavily on K’danz’s shoulder.  “Only to those that threaten me and my friends.  Will 

you let me go?” 

 Charissa shared a look with the other members of the Collective around her.  It was obvious to the 

Dauntless away team that some form of communication was going on between them and others not present in the 

corridor.  After a couple of seconds, Charissa turned back toward K’danz and Janeway. 

 “The Collective has debated this turn of events in great detail.  We had never considered the option of 

approaching you in friendship.  We believed our mere existence would be considered a threat by you.  Upon further 

consideration, we have decided that relations might better be served if we were to let you go.” 

 As difficult as it was, Janeway smiled as she said, “Thank you.  I accept your gesture of friendship.”  

K’danz then tapped her combadge. 

 “K’danz to Dauntless.  Eight to beam directly to sickbay.” 

 “We lost all contact with you just after Mendez and her part of the team beamed back aboard, Exec.  Now 

sensors have determined the alien ship has dropped its shields and powered down all weapons,” the concerned-

sounding voice of Captain Koester quickly responded.  “Is everything alright over there?” 

 “The situation is stable, Skipper.  I’ll explain everything as soon as we beam back aboard.” 

 “Very well.  We’re locked onto you.  Stand by.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61781.1: 

A truce has been declared between the Dauntless and the Collective’s vessel.  Admiral 

Janeway is now in our sickbay, recovering from having several Borg-like implants 

removed from her body.  And Charissa and the Collective have given us several 

gigaquads of information obtained from their exploration of the quadrant and also 

allowed us to examine them and learn more about how their bodies resisted the Borg. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 



 “This is amazing, Cap’n,” Chief Medical Officer Justin MacMillan said as he reviewed some of the data 

collected from his scans of Charissa and the other members of the Collective.  “The information we collected from the 

Lladroians will advance Copernicus Station’s research years ahead of where they are now.  The Doctor will be excited to 

hear about this.” 

 “Yes.  Once the Collective realized we meant them no harm, they were more than willing to cooperate with us.  

In fact, I contacted the Doctor heading the Project Resistance team and informed him that the Lladroians have agreed to 

visit Copernicus sometime in the next few months.  He could not believe the opportunity this encounter will provide.”  

The captain then looked through the CMO’s office window into sickbay, where a nurse was recording the monitor 

readings over Admiral Janeway’s biobed.  “How is Kate doing?” 

 “She’ll make a full recovery,” the dark-skinned doctor replied in his Scottish brogue.  “Maybe t’was the 

Admiral’s previous encounters with th’ Borg, or maybe she’s jus’ plain stubborn, but her body was already rejectin’ the 

implants before K’danz and the away team even got her back aboard.  She’ll be well enough once we get back to 

Starbase.” 

 “Thanks, Doctor,” the captain replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several days later, the Dauntless again entered the spacedock at Starbase 718.  And once again, after all the 

mooring lines and umbilicals were secured and the starship’s computers slaved over to the starbase, Captain Koester and 

Commander K’danz found themselves heading toward the transporter room, this time in the company of a much recovered 

Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway. 

 “Thanks for visiting, Kate,” Koester said as the trio walked slowly down the corridor.  “Maybe next time we’ll 

do something so that your visit isn’t quite so boring.” 

 “Boring I can handle,” Janeway replied with a wry smile.  “Sometimes I like boring.  I don’t seem to get enough 

boring in my life.” 

 “I’m glad you’re feeling better, Admiral,” K’danz added.  “I’d hate to think we had returned you to starbase in 

far worse shape then when we picked you up.” 

 “The worst part was my cousin Laura’s cooking.  I didn’t want to say anything to her, but Neelix used to make 

meals out of roots and grubs from far off planets that tasted better than what Laura served for dinner last night.  I certainly 

hope she’s a competent science officer, because she certainly won’t be a cook.  Now, tell me what happened with the 

Lladroians after your medical staff examined them?” 

 “Counselor Gera determined that, after so many years away from their own people, virtually pariahs, they’re 

lonely.  There are only fifty people in the Collective.  So we made it clear to Charissa and her people that they were always 

welcome to visit Federation space.  After all, it’s the least we could do in return for all the information they provided to 

us,” Koester replied. 

 As the three entered the transporter room, the captain reached over and gave the admiral a tight hug. 

 “It was a pleasure seeing you again, Kate.  Let’s do this again some time,” he said jokingly. 

 “Speaking of which…,” Janeway said as she pulled a padd out of her uniform jacket and handed it to the captain. 

 “What’s this?” 

 “My final report on your inspection.”  When Koester started looking nervous, Janeway quickly added, “Don’t 

worry.  You passed.  With flying colors.  After all, how many other admiral’s inspections get to actually witness a search 

and rescue mission, a real medical emergency and first contact with a new species instead of the same routine drills?” 

 “Not many.  And not with such hopeful results,” K’danz answered. 

 As Janeway offered her final goodbyes and ascended the transporter platform, both Koester and K’danz stood in 

front of the control console, where the transporter chief awaited behind the transparent aluminum window for the 

command to energize. 

 “Have a safe trip back home, Kate,” Koester said finally. 

 “Have a safe and prosperous mission, Peter,” Janeway replied, then nodded toward Chief Blackman.  “Energize, 

Chief.” 

 As Janeway dematerialized, both Koester and K’danz found themselves inhaling a deep breath. 

 “That was an interesting week.  I hope things go better the next time we have an inspection tour,” K’danz said as 

she led the way back out into the corridor. 

 “I hope we get at least a month’s notice before we have another inspection tour,” Koester replied. 

 “A month?  Why that long?” K’danz asked with curiosity. 

 “So I can put in for leave and not be here when it happens,” the captain replied with a grin as the pair stepped 

into the nearby turbolift and headed for the bridge. 

 

The End 


