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As Chakotay entered her ready room, Kathryn asked, “Any false alarms with B’Elanna last
night?”

“No, Tom told me at breakfast that they managed to sleep completely through the night. Well, at
least he did.” He sat down in front of her desk.

Amused, she speculated, “I wonder if a Klingon’s redundant organs include two bladders.”
He laughed quietly and then became serious. “Kathryn, | have a confession.”

“Oh?”

“Well, not really a confession, per se. But I’d like your advice.”

She stopped shifting through the PADDS on her desk to give him her full attention. “Both a
confession and advice? Is there a shady secret in your past that you haven’t told me about?”

He chuckled softly. “Many, but we’re not dredging those up today.”

Relaxing in her chair, she said, “Darn. And here | was, hoping to learn something dark and
mysterious about you.” She’d missed their flirting over the last few weeks since he and Seven
returned from being trapped under the Ledosian barrier. He had been brooding and even though
she missed him, she was willing to give him the space. God knew she needed it sometimes too.

“Perhaps someday, but that’s not what | need your help with. Yesterday, when you asked me to
join you for lunch, I should’ve been straightforward with you.”

She tried to remember what he’d said. “You had plans, didn’t you?”
“Yes.”

“There’s no harm in that.”



He pinched his thumb and forefinger together. “Maybe just a little.”

“What? Did you plan a mutiny during your lunch break? Reprogram some command codes or
something?”

“No, of course not.” He smiled. “I had a lunch date... I think.”
“A date?” That was definitely not what she was expecting to hear.

“Well, I’'m not entirely sure.” He laughed nervously. “It was a picnic, but I thought we were
just going to talk over lunch in the mess hall.”

“A picnic?” Kathryn felt her stomach tense up. He’d never dated a member of the crew before,
and while she wouldn’t say anything against it, she didn’t love the idea either.

“Complete with a blanket and basket. The setting made it a little more intimate than | expected it
to be.”

She absently sorted through the PADDs on her desk. He certainly had every right to date
someone. He deserved some personal happiness since she couldn’t show her love for him. *“So,
what is it that you want to confess? Were you making out in a Jeffries tube or something?”
Heaven forbid.

“Of course not. | just think I should’ve told you that | was going on a date. | don’t like keeping
anything from you.”

Her countenance softened, even though a knot in her belly remained firm. “Well, | appreciate
that, but this sounds like a rather private matter.”

“Yes, but you’re my closest friend, and now | want to ask for your advice. It seemed uncouth to
ask when | omitted that | was getting involved in the first place.”

“Involved?” She raised an eyebrow and shifted in her chair.

“Well, sort of involved.” He tugged at his ear. “It’s too soon to tell, and | haven’t decided yet if
I should pursue it. She’s attractive, pleasant, and very intelligent, but I’m not entirely sure.”

“Who is she?”
He waved a finger. “I’m not ready to divulge that.”

“It’s a simple matter of me checking where you were at lunch yesterday and who was in the
same room with you.”

“Yes, but | know you’re not going to do that because 1’m going to ask you to respect my privacy.
I’m not ready for you to know.”



His lack of candor was annoying. “All right, fine. What sort of advice can | give you?”

“Well, I’ve not dated anyone on VVoyager before, and it feels a little... awkward. I’m afraid the
scuttlebutt will run rampant as soon as we make it public.” He stood and took a couple of steps
toward the stairs to look out the viewport. “I don’t want to sneak around, but I also don’t want
anyone to know until I’m ready.”

“Why wouldn’t you want people to know? If you’re falling for this woman, why keep it a
secret? Everyone on this ship cares about you and respects you.”

He nodded in appreciation. “The challenge is that I’m not exactly young, and she is.”

“Ah.” The knot in her stomach doubled. “You think we won’t accept the relationship because
you’re ‘robbing the cradle,” so to speak.”

He looked back at her, slightly annoyed. “It’s exactly that kind of disparaging remark that I’d
like to avoid.”

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her desk. “Chakotay, I’m sorry. Please accept my
apology.”

“Of course, but that’s why | wanted to talk to you. Your opinion matters a lot to me and as the
leader of this community, the crew will follow your lead.”

“So are you asking for my approval to date this young lady, or do you just want me to openly
support you?” Either way, the thought of it made her nauseous.

“Both, actually.” He turned to her. “Kathryn, you are the closest friend that I’ve ever had. |
hope you’ll be happy for me.”

She swallowed hard. “I’ll do what | can. However, as your friend, | would like to offer some of

that advice you asked for... please be sure that you’ve fallen in love with her before you make it

public. That way, when you do, I’ll know that | have reason to wish you happiness. | don’t want
to openly accept you dating a young crewmember if it’s just a passing fancy.”

“Astrometrics to Captain Janeway.”
Without losing eye contact with him, Kathryn touched her commbadge. “Go ahead, Seven.”
She watched Chakotay blush slightly and look away, which confused her. She wondered if he

was embarrassed to be interrupted having this conversation.

“Long range sensors are detecting a nebula with extremely high neutrino emissions accompanied
by intermittent graviton flux approximately three light-years away.”

Kathryn’s heart fluttered. “A wormhole?”



“Inconclusive. 1’d suggest closer investigation.”

Kathryn stood. “Agreed. Send the coordinates to the helm.”

When the channel closed, Chakotay said, “And | thought today wasn’t going to be interesting.”
She smiled and nodded towards the door. “Ready for an adventure?”

“Always.” He put his hand on her lower back as they entered the bridge.
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Later in the briefing room, the senior staff gathered to discuss the nebula and the large number of
Borg cubes that were hiding inside it. VVoyager failed to detect one of the cubes until it was right
on top of it, and only Tom’s intuitive piloting skills got them out of the encounter alive.

Kathryn studied the readings and listened to her staff debate, as she weighed the risks of the
options. Everything was always a gamble. Take road A or road B, each having a different
outcome. Where would they be safer? Continuing in the Delta Quadrant, or taking the risk to
get home?

Tuvok said, “There’s no evidence that the cube detected us.”

Chakotay asked, “Where is it now?”

Checking her readings, Seven answered, “Approximately three light-years away.”

Tom asked, “How can they not have seen us? We came within ten meters of their hull.”

“The Borg wouldn’t knowingly risk a collision. The radiation must have interfered with their
sensors as well as ours,” Tuvok answered.

Harry said, “If they can’t detect us, we should go back.”

“I wouldn’t recommend it,” Seven replied. “My analysis of the tritanium signatures suggests
there were at least forty-seven Borg vessels inside the nebula.”

“We can’t just give up on those wormholes!” Harry’s tension was tangible.
Kathryn hated saying it to him, but she had to. “Oh yes, we can.”

Harry suggested, “What if we tried to modify the...”



“Sorry, Mr. Kim. You may the captain someday, but not today.” It was her choice. She had to
make it. Forty-seven or more Borg ships that they couldn’t detect didn’t give them very good
odds. She had been assimilated before, and she wasn’t inclined to experience it again.
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It had been a quiet day, and since she had nothing else to do, Kathryn decided to spend the
evening on the bridge. It gave her time to compose a letter to her mother, although because of
the nebula they had encountered, their long-range communications were blocked until they could
clear the sector. It also gave her time with the beta shift officers, who never seemed at ease
working with her.

“Captain, ma’am?” asked Ensign Jurot from ops.

“Just Captain is fine. Yes, Ensign?”

“Sensors are picking up tachyon emissions, about one light year off starboard.”

“Source?”

“Unknown, Captain. I’m sorry.”

“All stop.” Kathryn pulled up her screen and studied the readings. “No need to apologize,
Ensign, the source is not always identifiable.”

“Yes, Captain. Thank you, Captain.”

She wished they would relax. They’d been serving together for over seven years and she’d never
bit anyone’s head off. Well, not completely. “Helm, bring us about and take us within range of
emissions.”

“Aye, Captain. Speed?”

“Full Impulse.” Tom wouldn’t have asked that question, she thought. Just for good measure,
she added, “Bring us to a distance of approximately three thousand kilometers, and Ensign Jurot,
please put it up on the viewscreen.”

“Aye, Captain.”

They studied the readings for awhile longer, but it became clear that she was doing all of the
thinking. She needed her senior staff. “Senior officers, report to the Bridge.”

Tom, Harry, and Tuvok were the first to arrive and take their places. She filled them in quickly,
and they all began working rapidly at their consoles. It was a welcome sound compared to the
last twenty minutes of silence.



A few minutes later, Chakotay and Seven arrived on the bridge. As he walked down to the
command level, he asked, “What is it?”

Kathryn answered, “Judging from the tachyon emissions, some sort of temporal rift.”

Seven took her place and asked, “How’s it being generated?”

“That’s what we’re trying to figure out.”

Although her senior staff hadn’t come to any conclusions, she at least felt that they were thinking
with her. After several minutes, Tuvok reported, “I’m detecting nadion discharges on the other
side of the rift.”

“Weapons fire?” Chakotay asked.

Tuvok answered, “It’s possible. The signature appears to be Klingon.”

Kathryn stood up and concentrated on the viewscreen. “Red alert.” She didn’t know who the
Klingons would be firing at, but she wasn’t interested in getting caught in the middle.

Tuvok said, “There’s a vessel coming through the rift.”

Chakotay asked, “Klingon?”

“No, Federation.”

Kathryn quickly looked at Tuvok in surprise, and then back at the viewscreen, trying to figure
out what this could mean. Why would Klingons be firing at a Federation Ship and how did they
get here?

Harry said, “We’re being hailed.”

Kathryn ordered, “On screen.” What she saw made her do a triple-take and she still felt shocked.

An image of a much older Kathryn Janeway appeared, wearing admiral’s pips. She ordered,
“Recalibrate your deflector to emit an anti-tachyon pulse. You have to seal that rift.”

Tom turned around to look at Kathryn, obviously in as much disbelief as she.

Kathryn spoke to the older version of herself, “It’s usually considered polite to introduce
yourself before you start giving orders.”

Tuvok said, “Captain, a Klingon vessel is coming through.”

The Admiral said, “Close the rift. In case you didn’t notice, | outrank you, Captain. Now do it!”



Kathryn nodded to Harry, giving him the unspoken order to proceed. Voyager fired the pulse as
ordered and closed the rift. She turned her attention back to Admiral Janeway and said, “I did
what you asked. Now tell me what the hell is going on.”

“I’ve come to bring VVoyager home.”

It took Kathryn a moment to absorb what she was saying. “Forgive me for my hesitation, but...
this is a little hard to believe.”

“Beam me aboard and we’ll talk. Transporter room one?”

“By all means.” Kathryn held up a hand towards the turbolift. “We’ll see you in a moment.”
When the communication link terminated, she turned to look at Chakotay, still a little stunned.
“What do you make of this?”

He cocked his head to the side. “Well, she certainly looks and sounds like you.”

“It’s uncanny, Captain,” Tom added.

Kathryn frowned slightly at Tom and then turned back again. *“Chakotay and Tuvok, you’re with
me.” As she walked up the stairs to the upper level, she said, “Harry, Seven, | want a full
spectrum analysis of the rift, the weapons signatures, and that shuttle.”

“Already on it, Captain,” Harry answered.

She shook her head in amusement as she stepped into the turbolift. “Do you think she’s for
real?”

Tuvok said, “It appears that she does have similar reckless tendencies.”

Chakotay stifled a laugh, earning a glare from her. She said, “I am not reckless. Well... there
was that one time that | flew us through the binary stars.”

“Of course, Captain,” Tuvok replied. “Only that one time.”

They stepped out of the lift and began walking down the corridor. Chakotay said, “Tuvok, your
sense of humor is as enjoyable as always.”

“Thank you, Commander.”
“What do you think?” Kathryn asked. “Twenty years older?”
“It’s hard to say,” Chakotay answered. “But you do age beautifully.”

“I’m a little relieved to see that I’m still alive.”



Tuvok said, “Remember the temporal prime directive, Captain. The less you know, the better.”

Kathryn took a deep breath as they stepped into the transporter room. She felt a small degree of
comfort as Chakotay squeezed her shoulder as he passed.

Crewman Jones at the transporter controls asked, “Ready, Captain?”

Kathryn glanced at Chakotay and then nodded. “As I’ll ever be.” When the blue shimmer of the
transporter beam faded away to reveal Admiral Janeway, Kathryn said, “Welcome aboard.”

“It’s good to be back.” The Admiral nodded at Kathryn, but her eyes quickly averted to Tuvok
and Chakotay. She slowly stepped down and stretched out her hands to take one of each of
theirs. “So good to be back.”

Kathryn watched Chakotay’s reaction. He seemed totally captivated by the Admiral. It had been
a long time since she’d seen that look in his eyes, but then again, it had been a long time since
she’d really looked him in the eye and showed him how she felt.

*khkkkk

Both Kathryn Janeways were accompanied to the bridge by Chakotay and Tuvok. On the way,
the Admiral described how she had obtained the temporal device from the Klingons, and how
they had changed the deal at the very end. She, of course, couldn’t abide by their new price, so
she stole it. Kathryn observed how she was constantly touching one of the men throughout the
conversation.

When they walked into the ready room alone, Admiral Janeway nodded to the thermos flask on
the desk. “Fresh coffee.”

“Would you like a cup?”
“No, | gave it up years ago. | only drink tea.” The Admiral stepped up to the upper deck and
looked out the viewport. “I told the curator at the museum that if he wanted to make the Ready

Room more authentic, he should always keep a steaming pot of coffee on the desk.”

“Voyager’s in a museum?” Kathryn wondered about the size of the building that could have
contained it.

“Voyager is a museum, on the grounds of the Presidio. On a clear morning, you can see Alcatraz
from here.”

Her suspicions were confirmed. “You made it back to Earth.”

The Admiral nodded to Kathryn’s coffee. “Unfortunately, our favorite cup took a bit of a
beating along the way. It was damaged during a battle with the Fen Domar.”
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“You’ll run into them in a few years.”

“You know what? | shouldn’t be listening to details about the future.” Kathryn held up a hand
to stop the topic.

“The almighty Temporal Prime Directive. Take my advice. It’s less of a headache if you just
ignore it.”

“You’ve obviously decided to or you wouldn’t be here.” This bantering with herself was going
to be harder on her than she suspected.

The Admiral dipped her chin. “A lot’s happened to me since | was you.”

“Well, I’m still me and this is still my ship. So no more talk about what’s going to happen until |
decide otherwise. Understood?”

“All right. Let’s talk about the past. Three days ago you detected elevated neutrino emissions in
a nebula in grid nine-eight-six. You thought it might be a way home. You were right. I’ve
come to tell you to take Voyager back to that nebula.”

Kathryn exclaimed, “It was crawling with Borg!”

“I’ve brought technology that will get us past them. | don’t blame you for being skeptical. But
if you can’t trust yourself who can you trust?”

Good point, Kathryn thought. “For the sake of argument, let’s say | believe everything you’re
telling me. The future you come from sounds pretty good. Voyager’s home, I’m an admiral,
there are ways to defend against the Borg, my Ready Room even gets preserved for posterity.”

“So why would you want to tamper with such a rosy time line? To answer that, I’d have to tell
you more than you want to know. But suffice it to say, if you don’t do what I’m suggesting, it’s
going to take you another sixteen years to get this ship home and there are going to be casualties
along the way. | know exactly what you’re thinking.”

“You’ve also become a telepath?”

“l used to be you, remember? You’re asking yourself, is she really who she says she is or is this
some sort of deception? For all you know, I could be a member of Species 8472 in disguise.
Have your people examine my shuttle. Tell them to take a close look at the weapons systems
and the armor technology. In the meantime, the Doctor can confirm my identity.”

*khkkkk



Later in sickbay, Kathryn couldn’t help but notice how her older self responded to Seven when
she delivered the report on the shuttle scans. The look on the Admiral’s face was almost
identical to the way she looked when she saw Chakotay and Tuvok. Kathryn, of course, wasn’t
familiar with her own expressions and body language, but it seemed to her that the Admiral was
totally engrossed in their presence. Kathryn presumed that something had happened to all three,
because it was clear that the Admiral hadn’t seen them for awhile. That thought made it a little
difficult to hold a steady breath.

After learning that the Admiral was exactly who she said she was; Kathryn gave the order to
have the stealth technology from the shuttle installed on VVoyager. She hadn’t decided whether
she was going to follow the Admiral into the nebula yet, but it would be nice, at least, to make
enhancements to VVoyager while she contemplated the options.

Two days later, Kathryn decided to go ahead with the Admiral’s plans. It had been a very busy
two days, with every crew member available working on the modifications. The ship’s weapons
systems needed to be completely overhauled, and the battle armor would require a considerable
amount of work to be installed on the ship’s outer hull.

She made a note in her personal log that although she’d had some strange experiences in her
career, nothing had quite compared to the sight of her future self briefing her officers on
technology that hadn’t been invented yet.

What she didn’t say in her personal log was how uncomfortable the situation made her. She tried
to keep her distance because it was just too odd. It reminded her of something Harry had said
early on in their journey, about an experience being weird. She’d told him that weird was part of
the job, and this certainly qualified.

One didn’t often have a chance to watch themselves, their little gestures, expressions, and
movements. Was she imagining it when she saw a little sway in the Admiral’s hips? Surely she
didn’t do that. She also made a mental note to avoid that hairstyle. 1t made her look like a
grandma. But what struck her most was the Admiral’s outward affection towards Chakotay and
Tuvok. She didn’t think she had ever touched either of them that much in the last seven years
total.

Her introspection was interrupted by a call from sickbay. Seven had been found unconscious in
the cargo bay. By the time she and the Admiral arrived, the Doctor had already treated Seven
and told them that her cortical node had been exposed to a low-energy EM surge.

Seven reported that she had received a warning from the Borg Queen that they’d be assimilated
if they re-entered the nebula. Kathryn had been about to reply that the Queen must be nervous if
she’s giving out warnings, but the Admiral put her off by waving off any concern. The Admiral
was confident that their superior technology would defeat them, as it had before in her
experiences. Kathryn wasn’t reassured, but decided to allow the mission to proceed as planned
as long as they maintained a red alert. Her skin crawled with the realization that the Borg Queen
was watching them.
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Kathryn felt a deep sense of anxiety about what they were preparing to do. She could be seeing
Earth in a matter of minutes, depending on the location of the wormhole’s exit.

Her older self stood near the engineering station on the bridge and observed quietly. Kathryn did
her best to ignore her as they neared the nebula. “Bridge to Engineering.”

B’Elanna answered, “Go ahead, Captain.”

“Deploy armor.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Voyager slowly entered the nebula, taking care to avoid collisions with anything Borg as they
scanned for the worm holes. If sensor readings were correct, there were dozens of them in there.
The ship shook under weapons fire.

Tuvok reported, “Armor integrity at 97%.”

When another volley hit them, Kathryn asked, “Tuvok?”

“Integrity holding at 90%.”

“Maintain course.”

The Admiral pointed out, “They’re looking for ways to adapt.”

Another stronger volley hit, and Tuvok reported, “Port armor integrity down to 50%.”

Kathryn decided it was time to fight back. “Mr. Paris, attack pattern alpha-one. Target the lead
cube and fire transphasic torpedoes.” She wanted to shout, “Yes!” when the cube exploded after
one shot, but she refrained and kept her eyes on the situation. She told Tuvok, “Target the
second cube.”

When the second cube exploded, the nebula became eerily void of any cubes. She hoped that
meant a momentary retreat, and chanced a glance at the Admiral, only to see a smug smile on her
face.

Chakotay asked, “Distance to the center?”

Seven answered, “Less than one hundred thousand kilometers.”

As they approached, the image on the viewscreen cleared to reveal an enormous Borg structure,
unlike anything she’d ever seen. Wide-eyed, Kathryn asked, “What the hell is it?”



The Admiral said, “Mr. Paris, alter course to enter the aperture at co-ordinates three-four-six by
four-two.”

“Belay that!” Kathryn jumped up. “Admiral? I asked you a question. What is it?”
“The road home!”
Seven said, “It’s more than that. It’s a transwarp hub.”

Kathryn turned to the young woman and said, “You once told me that there were only six of
them in the galaxy.”

“That’s correct,” Seven replied.

Kathryn glared at the admiral. *“You knew this was here but you didn’t tell me about it. Why?”
“I’ll answer all your questions once we’re back in the Alpha Quadrant.”

Furious, she ordered, “Tom, take us out of the nebula.”

Tom asked, “Captain?”

“You heard me.”

The Admiral tried to intervene. “I gave you an order, Lieutenant. Proceed to the aperture.”

Kathryn was pissed. “This is my bridge, Admiral, and I’ll have you removed if necessary. Tom,
take us out!”

“Aye, Captain.”

Kathryn concentrated on getting VVoyager to a safe distance, and then was ready to pounce on the
Admiral. “How could you even think...”

“Captain?” Chakotay interrupted.

She rounded back to him. “What is it?”

“May | speak with you in your ready room?”

Her anger was about to boil over, but she could see by the intensity on Chakotay’s face that he
was going to haul her in there whether she liked it or not. Damn, she loved that look. Without a

word, she turned on her heel and glared at the Admiral as she passed. She assumed that he
followed.



In her ready room, she paced back and forth in front of her desk, muttering to herself about the
Admiral’s deceit. Sarcastically, she said to herself, “By the way, there’s a gigantic Borg hub in
there that could mean the alpha quadrant’s certain annihilation is only minutes away! Didn’t
think of that, did you? Damn, self-righteous, stubborn, pig-headed...”

“You do know that you’re talking about yourself, don’t you?” Chakotay was leaning against her
desk with his arms folded across his chest, watching her walk around and grumble.

“That is not the point!” Kathryn glared at him for a moment and then threw her hands up in the
air. “What gives her the right to make these decisions...” She stopped and glared at him again.
“Don’t answer that.”

“Wouldn’t think of it.”

She tried to stay angry, but she couldn’t help but fight a tug of a smile at his comment.

“Are you finished?” he asked.

She exhaled forcefully. “Fine, go ahead.”

“I thought you needed a moment to cool down before you threw yourself out an airlock.”

Kathryn gestured toward the bridge. “She could have said something... anything... about what
we’d find. She obviously knew that was in there.”

“Yes, she should have. But, if I may speak candidly, Kathryn Janeway has a tendency to tell
people only what they need to know in order to achieve a specific outcome.”

“l do not...,” she paused, “do that... all the time.”
He looked pointedly at her. “You do when you don’t think people will cooperate otherwise.”

“You know, this is worse than when the prime directive comes back to bite me. This time, it’s
myself!”

“Kathryn, you know that this crew would do anything you ask, follow you anywhere. And |
mean you, not the Admiral. What was clear on their faces just now is the question of why you
wouldn’t go through with it. This has been your utmost priority.”

She stared at him as if he had two heads. “Don’t you understand what that hub indicates? The
Borg queen has made it clear to us on more than one occasion that she’s planning a second
invasion of Earth, and this is a door to the alpha quadrant.”

“l understand that. But it’s likely that this isn’t the only transwarp hub.”

“] believe Seven said there are six.”



“Exactly. There could be a ‘door to the alpha quadrant’ at all six of them.”

“But we’ve found this one. What if we could find a way to use this one to destroy all of them?
They must be connected.”

“That’s true.” He looked out the view port and then back at her again. “But, surely we could
mount a defense from the alpha quadrant. We’ll know the location of the exit aperture once
we’ve gone through it.”

“Chakotay, we make it back eventually. If we have the ability to destroy this thing, we have to
try. We might even be able to bring the Borg queen down with it.”

“We’re one ship against fifty cubes attempting to destroy a mammoth piece of technology that
we know nothing about. | don’t know, Kathryn...”

“What? Am | being too reckless?”

“Always.” He looked intently at her as if he was trying to decide whether to ask her something.
“What is it?”

“Are you feeling okay?”

She shrugged. “Other than being really ticked off?”

“You’ve been avoiding the crew since she arrived. And you’ve been avoiding me.”

“It’s hard to explain.”

“Try, please.”

“Seeing myself interact with my crew... it’s like an out-of-body experience. And she obviously
hasn’t seen some of them in a long time. | feel the need to distance myself from her.”

He stepped closer, a sympathetic smile making his eyes shine. “This must be overwhelming.”

“Yes and no. It’s arelief to know a little about the future, even though with that knowledge, 1
could make a different decision and change it all.”

He took her hands in his. “Like taking a risk with your life because you’re sure you’ll survive?”

“Exactly.” She studied their joined hands, wishing she could be brutally honest with him about
everything she was feeling. “I’ve been uncomfortable watching her. It makes me see things
about myself that | don’t like, and | even feel a degree of jealousy seeing her interact with the
people that I care about.”



“Well, I do know this... We’ve got the upper hand just having one Kathryn Janeway on the
Bridge. But with two, our odds are increased exponentially.”

“l wish | felt as confident.”

He drew her into a hug and said, “It’s not your confidence that makes you exceptional, it’s your
intelligence, your intuition, and your bravery.”

She closed her eyes and enjoyed the feel of his solid, warm body for just a moment before
forcing herself to let go. She looked up at him. “Thank you.”

“Come on, let’s study the readings and see what our options are. We’ll figure this out.”

Feeling bolstered by his faith and support, she let her Captain’s facade drop back in place as they
walked back onto the bridge. She took a deep breath when she looked at the Admiral. Speaking
to the entire bridge, she said, “All right, here’s the plan. Gather as much information as you can
about the nebula and that hub. 1 want a senior staff meeting in astrometrics in one hour. I’ll be
in engineering. Commander Chakotay, you have the bridge.”

A chorus of “Aye, Captains” came in response.
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Seven described the hub as a connection point for thousands of transwarp conduits with apertures
in all four quadrants that allowed the Collective to deploy vessels almost anywhere within
minutes. They all agreed that it was a major tactical advantage for the Borg and understood why
the Queen didn’t want VVoyager to see it.

The Admiral was frustrated with their desire to destroy the hub and thought they were wasting
time, giving the Borg time to counter their advanced technology. She made it clear that she
didn’t think there was anything VVoyager could do that would destroy it.

Kathryn told her senior staff to find a way to destroy it and asked the Admiral to take a walk with
her. When they were by themselves in the corridor, she was ready to confront the issue. “I want
to know why you didn’t tell me about this.”

“Because | remember how stubborn and self-righteous I used to be. 1 figured you might try to do
something stupid.”

Kathryn was incensed. “We have an opportunity to deal a crippling blow to the Borg. It could
save millions of lives!”

The Admiral’s intense glare bore down on Kathryn as she spoke. “I didn’t spend the last ten
years looking for a way to get this crew home earlier so you could throw it all away on some
intergalactic goodwill mission.”



“Maybe we should go back to Sickbay.”
“Why, so you can have me sedated?” The Admiral threw a hand up.

“No, so | can have the Doctor reconfirm your identity. | refuse to believe I’ll ever become as
cynical as you.”

The Admiral took a step away to gather her thoughts. “Am I the only one experiencing déja vu
here?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Seven years ago, you had the chance to use the Caretaker’s Array to get Voyager home. Instead
you destroyed it.”

“l did what | knew was right, and you know it!”

“You chose to put the lives of strangers ahead of the lives of your crew. You can’t make the
same mistake again.”

“That’s what being a Starfleet Captain entails! You got Voyager home, which means | will too.
If it takes a few more years...”

“Seven of Nine is going to die,” the Admiral interrupted.
“What?”

“Three years from now. She’ll be injured on an away mission. She’ll make it back to Voyager,
and die in the arms of her husband.”

“Husband?” This was too much.

“Chakotay. He’ll never be the same after Seven’s death. And neither will you.”

Her mind was reeling... how could she have lost Chakotay to Seven? Seven? She felt her
stomach lurch at the realization that Chakotay was dating Seven. “If | know what’s going to

happen, | can avoid it.”

“Seven isn’t the only one. Before I got Voyager home, | lost twenty-two more crewmembers.
And then of course, there’s Tuvok.”

“What about him?” Surely not him too, she thought.

“You’re forgetting the Temporal Prime Directive, Captain.”



“The hell with it!” She had to know.

“Fine,” the Admiral shouted. “Tuvok has a degenerative neurological condition that he hasn’t
told you about. There’s a cure in the Alpha Quadrant, but if he doesn’t get it in time...” She
faltered before continuing. “Even if you alter Voyager’s route, limit your contact with alien

species, you’re going to lose people. But I’m offering you a chance to get them all home safe
and sound... Today! Are you really going to walk away from that?”
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The knot in Kathryn’s stomach was back. She’d been walking around the ship for two hours,
trying to focus her thoughts and now she found herself standing outside Chakotay’s quarters.
She’d checked the sensors and knew he was in there. While she was anxious about the
opportunity to cripple the Borg and protect the Alpha Quadrant from a possible invasion, she was
overwhelmed by the personal losses that would come as a result.

The pressure she was feeling was borderline intolerable, and she needed to talk to Chakotay, now
more than ever. Unfortunately, she was so furious with him that she couldn’t see straight.

Before she rang his chime, she knew she needed to calm down and focus her energy on the
important matter at hand, the Borg hub. The door to his quarters opened suddenly, startling her.

“Good evening, Kathryn,” Chakotay said. “What can | do for you?”

He pulled her inside. “Not in the corridor.”
“You’re dating Seven?!” She turned to him, her fists balled at her sides.
He took a deep breath. “She told you?”

“No.” She stabbed the air in the direction of the corridor. “The Admiral just told me. What are
you thinking?”

“Full support, Kathryn, remember? That’s all | asked for.”

“You say that like it’s nothing! How the hell can | support you when you’re dating someone |
consider my daughter?”

“Your daughter?”
“As infuriating as she can be, yes, | do feel that way about her. Surely you realize that?”
“So why not let your best friend date her? You know me, trust me...”

“You’re old enough to be her father!”



“| told you days ago that | was dating someone much younger and it didn’t seem to bother you
then. Now it does? Because it’s Seven?”

“l was biting my tongue because | trusted you. | thought there might be some chance that you
wouldn’t see it through because your better judgment would surface. But Seven? Please tell me
you haven’t slept with her.”

“That’s none of your business.”

“She’s so young, Chakotay. So inexperienced. She’s never been with a man before... Chakotay,
you’re her first crush.”

“Second, actually. You’re forgetting Axum.” He turned away from her. “Kathryn, you have no
clue what you’re talking about. You don’t know how she feels.”

“No, but I can guess. You’re a father-figure to her. It would be like a student dating her
professor. She looks up to you because you’re in a position of power. You’re safe, you’re in
control. She knows you won’t hurt her.”

“Of course | wouldn’t. Well not the woman she’s become. She did say that she’s forgiven me
for trying to kill her when she was fully Borg.”

“How comforting.” Frustrated, she ran her fingers through her hair. “This couldn’t be
happening at a worse time.” She felt so overwhelmed.

“Actually, I think it’s a great time. She’s really making progress with socializing.”

“I mean with the Borg and the Admiral here.” She rubbed her neck.

“l know you’re under a lot of strain, but this is not a problem that you have to solve.”

“Isn’t it?” She desperately wanted to tell him how she felt, but wouldn’t. It never seemed to be
the right time for them, and now the fact that he was looking elsewhere for a relationship meant
that he obviously had gotten over her, regardless of how he seemed to be doting on the Admiral.
She sighed. “Look, Chakotay, just be damn sure about this before anyone else finds out. And
please, tread carefully with her.” She turned to go, a sadness enveloping her heart. There was so
much she needed to talk to him about, but couldn’t. Not now.

“Kathryn...”

Without turning to look back, she stopped. “Yes?”

“l don’t want to lose your friendship over this.”



She swallowed hard and closed her eyes, thinking if he only knew how she felt. How difficult a
position he was putting her in. “You mean a lot to me, Chakotay, and | don’t say that lightly. If
you’re in love with her, you will have my support.”

“Thank you.”
She left before he could see the tear that escaped.

Kathryn’s heart ached over what she had learned, and then it worsened after she talked to Tuvok
about his disease. The decision about what to do with the hub became ten times more difficult
because now it was personal. If she kept VVoyager in the Delta Quadrant, she risked losing her
two closest friends and confidants.
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Later in the briefing room, the senior staff gathered to decide, as a group, how they would go
forward. She felt this decision was one they should all make together because it tore at her heart
and she didn’t think she could make it on her own.

While everyone was in discussion, she kept one eye on the Admiral and the other eye on
Chakotay and Seven. The Admiral was looking particularly exasperated at their conversation,
while the other two weren’t showing any outward emotions whatsoever toward each other.
Kathryn couldn’t help but wonder about how much chemistry could exist between them.

The final decision to destroy the hub and continue their journey felt like both a relief and a
burden, although she supposed that either choice would have felt that way. Kathryn was worried
that she had influenced their decision because she knew they’d follow her to hell and back if she
asked them to.

If only there was a way to achieve both outcomes. After shift change, Kathryn retired to her
quarters to give it more thought. Hours later, she still hadn’t come up with anything and couldn’t
sleep, so she took her thoughts to the messhall. She sat quietly in the dark, wondering if she
could still change their future.

The Admiral came in and ordered, “Coffee, black.”

Kathryn turned at the sound of her own voice. “I thought you gave it up.”

Admiral Janeway sipped at the coffee with pure joy on her face. “I’ve decided to revive a few of
my old habits.”

“Oh? What else, besides the coffee?”
She looked out at the stars. “Oh well, | used to be much more idealistic. | took a lot of risks.

I’ve been so determined to get this crew home for so many years, | forgot how much they loved
being together, and how loyal they were to you. It’s taken me a few days to realize it, but this is



your ship, your crew. Not mine. | was wrong to lie to you, to think I could talk you out of
something you’d set your mind to.”

“You were only doing what you thought was right for all of us.”

Admiral Janeway said, “Well, you’ve changed my mind about that. And I’d like to help you
carry out your mission. Maybe together we can increase our odds.”

Excited now, Kathryn said, “Maybe we can do more than that. There’s got to be a way to have
our cake and eat it too.”

“We can’t destroy the hub and get VVoyager home.”
“Are you absolutely sure about that?”

The Admiral lingered a moment, obviously enjoying the scent of the coffee. “There might be a
way. | considered it once, but it seemed too risky.”

“That was before you decided to revive your old habits.” Charged excitement bubbled up inside
her again.

She hummed in pleasure after taking a drink. “I don’t know why I ever gave this up.”
“What will it take?”
“Well, as I see it, there’s really not enough room in this galaxy for two of us.”

Kathryn couldn’t respond to that, but waited and listened while the Admiral looked out on the
stars.

“When | decided to come back here to bring you home, | knew that if the Starship Relatively
didn’t intervene, we might very well end up with two of us. | figured 1’d go off somewhere and
be a hermit. Let you live your life without me overshadowing it.”

“I’d be okay with having two mothers.”

Admiral Janeway turned back to her and smiled. “But | doubt you’d be okay with a mother who
had all the same friends, loved all the same people. And my heart might break seeing you get to
enjoy a life that I never had the opportunity to live.”

Kathryn fidgeted for just a moment, trying to decide whether to broach another topic.

“What do you want to ask me?”

Kathryn smiled. “You know me so well.”



“Well...” Admiral Janeway motioned between them.

“It’s Chakotay...”

“And Seven.”

“Yes.” Kathryn sighed. “I suppose you told him, too, that you’d support him.”

“And be happy for him, yes. Biggest mistake | ever made.”

“Biggest?” She found that hard to believe.

“Okay, second biggest. The first was keeping him at arm’s length all those years.”

“Is that how you remember it?”

“Well, I wish after that one kiss on New Earth, that I’d never let us take a step backwards.”
“I’m with you there. Especially in light of this thing with Seven.”

The Admiral looked at her coffee. “Old habits are hard to let go. It became too comfortable for
us to not cross that line.”

“Amazing how reckless we are, yet we won’t risk our heart, isn’t it?”

The Admiral was silent for a moment. “I’ve spent a lot of time with counselors over the last ten
years.”

“And I assume that you talked about Justin?” Kathryn knew the root of her inability to risk her
heart was because she lost her first fiancée.

“Some.” She looked down at her younger self. “It seems that the counselors believe that most of
my pain is derived from the fact that I’ve lost just about everyone that I’ve ever loved.”

Kathryn took a steadying breath. “Everyone?”
“Well, not Harry, Tom, B’Elanna, and their children. The Doctor is still with us, as is Naomi.”
“But Justin, Daddy, Mark, Kes, Chakotay, Seven, Tuvok...”

“And Mom...” She smiled kindly. “Will you do us a favor? Make sure she sees a Doctor when
her legs start bothering her. You know how she waves off aches and pains.”

“Okay.” Kathryn felt like the air had become stifling.



The Admiral nodded gently. “So, it’s really difficult for us to open our heart up to that kind of
vulnerability, and | think that’s the root cause of our failure to take him by the collar and kiss the
living daylights out of him.”

Kathryn laughed quietly. “We have dreamt of that often, haven’t we?”

“Yes, we do.” The Admiral paused before saying. “Not many people, perhaps any, have had the
opportunity to go back in time and try to fix their mistakes. You might wonder why I’ve chosen
to return to this point, and not a month ago to save Mr. Carey.”

“I was wondering about that, yes.”

“I couldn’t go back and fix every death. It’s just not possible. But, in addition to your arrival at
the hub, I also chose this time because of the status of Chakotay’s budding relationship. It’s not
too late.” The Admiral took a sip of coffee. “I’m going to sacrifice my life.”

She gasped, but said nothing as the Admiral held up a hand.

“It’s the only way this can work. As you suspect, the Borg Queen is planning an invasion of
Earth, and although she won’t be successful, it will cause a substantial loss of life. So... let me
go to the uni-complex in Borg space. I’ve got a neurolitic pathogen that has been proven
extremely effective in bringing chaos to order. If the Queen assimilates me directly, this
pathogen should bring down the entire complex and all transwarp hubs connected to it. If you
send a couple of torpedoes behind you, this hub should be decimated.”

“Let you be assimilated? How can you ask me to do that?”

“Who’s to say that once we do change the future, | won’t cease to exist anyway? Besides, you’re
going to promise me that you won’t be afraid to live your life as fully as possible. Take a chance
on love. In the end, we will lose everyone that we out-live, but they tell me that love makes life
worth living. Chakotay hasn’t yet committed to Seven. Take this opportunity to rekindle the
spark between you and don’t let him go.”

“Did he love her?”

“No, I don’t think he did, but he never admitted it.” The Admiral looked away. “As you
suspect, it was more the love of a parent, and that really confused matters when they tried to
consummate the marriage.”

“l don’t want to hear this.”

The Admiral continued despite her protest. “It never worked. They’d only been married a few

months when she died. She wasn’t able to feel those emotions and didn’t have the physical
desire to have sex. Chakotay wouldn’t make her.”



Kathryn let that knowledge sit quietly in the air between them. “Did you ever tell him how you
felt?”

“Yes. A few years after she died, but because of circumstances and my inability to risk my
heart, we never saw that love fulfilled. He was the last of the twenty-two. Sacrificed his life to
save mine as we arrived in the alpha quadrant.”

Kathryn’s voice shook as she stated, “Exactly what 1’d... what we’d always feared.”

“I held him in my arms as he died. We were both...” Admiral Janeway rubbed her fingers
across her palms. “I’ve never been able to shake the image of his blood on my hands.”

Kathryn wanted to turn away, but couldn’t. She whispered, “Did he ever admit to loving you?”
Admiral Janeway nodded. “With his last breath.”
“Oh, God.” Kathryn’s eyes filled with tears and vowed. “I’ll do what | can.”
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Kathryn told the senior staff about the revised plan, and they weren’t at all happy with the idea of
sacrificing the Admiral. Especially Chakotay... he had been seething that she would allow the
Admiral to face assimilation. Kathryn took comfort that he was so worried because he had
helped her through the difficult time after she’d been assimilated the first time. He knew that if
Kathryn was terrified of it, the Admiral likely was too.

She reassured him that the neurolitic pathogen would work quickly and she wouldn’t suffer long.
He wasn’t happy, but he understood why they were doing this. Well, he understood part of the
reasons, at least.

Kathryn took a moment to compose herself before entering the Admiral’s shuttle. She found her
sitting in the pilot’s seat.

“It’s about time. 1’m not getting any younger, you know.”

Kathryn readied the hypospray. “You’re sure you want to do this?”

“Nooo, but Voyager isn’t big enough for both of us.”

She emptied the pathogen into the Admiral’s neck. “You know, I’m surprised that the Timeship
Relativity hasn’t intervened yet. This seems like it would be a huge disruption to the space/time

continuum.”

“Oh, I’'m sure they have a reason. Maybe this will all make the galaxy a better place.”



“The whole galaxy?” She winked. “Just by changing the fates of a half billion Borg and a few
humanoids?”

“You never know.”
Kathryn put her hand on a very familiar shoulder. “Well, good luck, Admiral.”

“You too.” As Kathryn started to leave, the Admiral added, “Captain, I’m glad | got to know
you again.”

Kathryn smiled brightly and headed back to the bridge.
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When she arrived on deck one, the entire senior staff was in place except for Tom and B’Elanna.
Chakotay said, “B’Elanna’s just gone into labor.”

Kathryn raised an eyebrow. “Is it another false alarm?”
“I’m afraid not,” Chakotay replied.

“That baby has got some kind of timing.” She stepped up to the helm and put her hand on the
young woman’s shoulder. “Are you up to this, Ensign Jenkins?”

“Ma’am, I’m not sure.” Jenkins looked up at her Captain. “Do you think | am?”

Kathryn wanted to tell her yes. “In the past when Lieutenant Paris has been unavailable, you’ve
done very well.”

Ensign Jenkins nodded and said, “Thank you, Captain, but I’m not sure that I’ll be able to hold
her while riding the shockwave of the torpedoes, if it comes to that. We need our best pilot, and
Lieutenant Paris even has experience piloting her through a transwarp corridor. I’m not sure that
I even understand the physics behind it.”

“This could be your chance to shine, Ensign.”

“Thank you, Captain, but I think we’d all feel better if Lieutenant Paris could take the helm. 1
know it’s his baby, but I think B’Elanna would understand.”

“I think she would too.” Kathryn squeezed the young woman’s shoulder and tapped her
commbadge. “Bridge to Lieutenant Paris. We’re about to get under way.”

“Captain,” Tom responded. “I’m afraid we’re...”

They heard B’Elanna’s voice say, “Go,” before the communication terminated.



Kathryn turned to Chakotay. She felt bad calling him away from his daughter’s birth. Chakotay
nodded, giving her the reassurance that she had to do what was necessary. She tapped her
commbadge again and asked, “Is there a problem, Mr. Paris?”

“On my way, Captain.”

When he arrived, Kathryn could see Ensign Jenkins’ shoulders relax. As Tom crossed the
bridge, Kathryn said, “I’m sorry to pull you away, Mr. Paris.”

“We understand, Captain. She’s in good hands.”

Tuvok reported, “The Admiral’s shuttle has entered a transwarp conduit, Captain.”

Kathryn gripped her armrests, feeling anxious about what her counterpart was about to endure.
Chakotay squeezed her arm in reassurance. She ordered, “All right, Tom, let’s get this show on
the road. Warp two until we reach the nebula.”

“Aye, Captain.”

She felt the hum of the warp engines come online. “When we’re in range, Mr. Kim, put the
nebula on screen.”

“Aye, Captain.”

She didn’t have to wait long. “Slow to full impulse. Adjust speed as necessary.” She tapped her
commbadge. “Bridge to Engineering, deploy the armor.”

“Armor deployed, Captain,” Ensign Vorik responded.

They entered the nebula and Kathryn was surprised to find the path to the hub clear. Not one
cube attacked them. When they were in range of the conduit, Kathryn said, “Take us in.”

Tom responded, “Aye, Captain.”

They weren’t inside the corridor for more than thirty seconds when Seven reported, “The
Admiral’s succeeded, Captain. Conduit shielding is destabilizing.”

“Now, Mr. Tuvok!” Voyager fired a spread of three transphasic torpedoes behind them.

Kathryn watched over the readings intently; making sure that they managed to stay completely
ahead of the shockwave.

Tuvok said, “Captain, a Borg sphere is approaching from behind. They’re charging weapons.”

Without hesitation, Kathryn ordered, “Fire!”



“Firing phasers.” Voyager rocked under weapons fire. Kathryn nodded at Chakotay and he
jumped up to help Tuvok.

“Aft armor is down to 6%.”
Seven reported, “An aperture is opening in the Borg sphere. They’re planning to assimilate us.”

“Not today,” Kathryn stated. There was no way in hell that she was letting them get their hands
on this technology.

“Hull breaches on decks six through twelve!” Harry announced.

Tom said, “I can’t stay ahead of them, Captain!”

“The armor is failing,” Tuvok warned.

“Where’s the nearest aperture?” Chakotay asked.

Seven responded, “Approximately thirty seconds ahead, but it leads back to the Delta Quadrant.”
Kathryn decided on a course of action. “Mr. Paris, prepare to adjust your heading.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Captain?” Chakotay asked. “You’re not thinking...”

She cut him off with a wave of her hand. She didn’t have time to explain. “Bring us into
alignment with the aperture of that sphere. Allow it to take us inside.”

“Aye, Captain,” Paris said with uncertainty.
“Seven, when the Borg assimilate a ship from inside a sphere, how do they do it?”
“They use large tubules to tap into the computer core first, and then transport drones onboard.”

Kathryn scratched her chin. “I’m banking on them not being able to get through the armor in
time.”

“Agreed, Captain,” Seven replied.

As the ship was swallowed by the sphere, she commanded, “Mr. Paris, ease off our speed as we
enter the sphere’s gravity.”

“Aye, Captain. We’re just about there.”

A moment later, Harry announced, “The aperture is closing.”



“Tuvok, ready the remaining transphasic torpedoes. One should do it.”

They all waited in silence until the sensors indicated that they were no longer moving. They
could hear clanking on the hull, but couldn’t be sure what it was. Kathryn asked, “Mr. Paris,
what’s our position?”

“Right where we expected to be.”

Seven said, “The transwarp network has been obliterated.”

“We’ll celebrate later.” Kathryn gripped her armrests. “Paris, as soon as you’re able, get us out
of here. All hands, brace for impact. Tuvok, target the central plexus and fire.” The ship rocked
under the explosions. She held her breath as the ship’s impulse engines surged them forward at
full speed.

“We’re clear!” shouted Harry as the image on the viewscreen changed from a ball of fire to show
that they were surrounded by more Starfleet ships than they could count.

“We made it.” She stood up suddenly, unable to believe it.

Harry announced, “We’re being hailed.”

“On screen,” she said, almost breathless. Her eyes filled with moisture as she saw Admiral Paris,
Lieutenant Barclay, and Admiral Sylvanus appear on the viewscreen. Her voice choked with
emotion, she said, “Sorry to surprise you. Next time we’ll call ahead.”

Admiral Paris glanced at his son in wonder and then back at Kathryn. “Welcome back.”

“It’s good to be here.”

The Admiral asked, “How did you...?”

She interrupted, too overwhelmed to explain at the moment. “It’ll all be in my report, sir.”

“I look forward to it. Is there anything you need?”

“I don’t know yet, sir. | think we’re still in shock.”

“As are we. Very well, I’ll let you attend to your crew and meanwhile, 1’1l work on what to do
with you. When you’re ready, proceed to Earth’s orbit. Paris out.”

Kathryn smiled and said quietly, “Thanks for your help, Admiral Janeway.”

The Doctor’s voice called over the comm system. “Sickbay to Lieutenant Paris.” A baby’s cry
was heard as he added, “There’s someone here who’d like to say hello.”



Thrilled with that wonderful sound, Kathryn said, “You’d better get down there, Tom.” After he
left, she turned back to see Chakotay standing on the upper deck with Seven, and she felt the
impulse to separate them. Since Jenkins had left the bridge, she ordered, “Mr. Chakotay, the
helm.”

She retook her seat and said, “Set a course, for home.” Taking a calm, steadying breath, she
marveled at what they’d accomplished. Pride filled her heart as she saw all the ships that had
been waiting escort them home.

As the ship moved forward again, Kathryn wondered if the Admiral had felt this emotional when
she saw Earth again. Then she remembered what the Admiral had said about Chakotay dying in
her arms as they arrived in this quadrant, and Kathryn’s heart went out to her. This would have
felt like such a hollow victory with so many losses.

She looked at Chakotay and wondered about what he must be feeling as he watched Earth grow
larger on the viewscreen. She had some work to do to make good on her promise to the Admiral
to rekindle the spark. She would give it her best shot, though. The Admiral had sacrificed so
much to give Kathryn a second chance at love, and to give everyone on her crew a second
chance at life. Kathryn would do everything in her power to make sure that sacrifice wasn’t in
vain.
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The senior staff members were the last to disembark from VVoyager. The entire crew had walked
down the gang plank, and they were waiting for the roar of the crowd to die down slightly before
going themselves. Kathryn stood with Tuvok and watched with quiet interest as Chakotay spoke
to Seven. She couldn’t hear what they were saying, but was surprised when Chakotay waved the
Doctor over and encouraged Seven and the Doctor to be the next two to leave. Tom, B’Elanna,
and Miral were next, and then Harry and Tuvok.

When it was just the two of them, Kathryn said quietly, “I’m surprised you didn’t walk down
with her.”

He took her hand and placed it in the crook of his arm. “We’re not ready for this kind of
publicity.”

She remembered her vow to the Admiral and decided not to say anything disparaging that could
drive a wedge between them. “I’m glad you’re with me.”

“Always.” He leaned over placed a soft kiss on her temple. “How are you feeling?”
She blew out a breath. “Excited, nervous... I’m not sure | can adequately describe it.”

“l suspect we’re going to be asked that question a lot in the coming weeks.”



Smiling brightly, she said, “I suppose so. Overjoyed to finally be home would be a good stock
answer.”

“Are you?”

She felt warmed by the kindness in his eyes as he looked at her. “Yes, I am... and the future is
ours to be whatever we make of it.”

“That’s right.” His smile lit up his face. “Are you ready?”

“Absolutely.” They headed down the plank, arm in arm, into thunderous applause.
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End of Part 1
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Part 2 - “Defending Honor”

By Dawn
Rated PG-13

Summary: A continuation of Part 1 that includes crew debriefings and the creation and
resolution of a personal conflict between Janeway and Chakotay.
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The day that the VVoyager crew disembarked was a whirlwind of activity. Kathryn was glad that
Chakotay never left her side as they greeted the press and dignitaries who were given the
opportunity to meet them. Despite all the cameras flashing and the dizzying noise, Kathryn
couldn’t have been happier, even though she had to count on Chakotay’s reassuring arm to help
her navigate through the throngs of people who wanted to see and talk to her. The press
conference was a welcome relief to the crowds, but only because it meant that people weren’t
pushing against her.

That evening, the staff at Pathfinder hosted an informal reception for VVoyager and the family
members who were able to attend. That group would have been more than enough, but it seemed
that all of the dignitaries within transporter range wanted a chance to meet the famous crew, too.
Kathryn spent the entire evening being introduced to people that she’d never be able to
remember and, even with Chakotay at her side, she was slightly disconcerted. It had been a long
time since she had been in a crowd that large.

Her mom had decided not to attend. She didn’t want to share her daughter and preferred to wait
until they could be alone to be reunited, but as the party died down, Kathryn felt sad that her
mom hadn’t come. As she bid farewell to the last of the VIP’s in attendance, Chakotay brought
her a plate of food. “Thank you, I’m famished.”



“I thought you might be. Did you even eat lunch on the ship?”

“Was too nervous. Mmmmm... this cheese is so good. | forgot just how much I love real
cheese.”

He chuckled. “You look like you’ve never tasted anything better.”

“I’m not sure | have.” She took another bite. “Mom’s going to have a blast cooking for me this
week if | think this dried-out cheese is a delicacy. Oh... do you think the crew is taken care of
for their leave? With Christmas this week...”

“Taken care of, including the Doctor.”

“Oh, thank you. That’s a relief.” She hadn’t had a moment to think about it. “Where’s the
Doctor going?”

“Jupiter Station to be with Dr. Zimmerman. Lieutenant Barclay is taking him.”

“Is Seven going to her aunt’s?”

“Yes,” he said curtly. “And before you ask, no, I’m not going with her.”

“l wasn’t going to. She just happens to be one crewmember that | tend to worry about.”

“She has already left.” He looked away for a moment and then changed the subject. “Tuvok has
been given an extended leave to Vulcan and won’t be back in time for debriefings, but | don’t
know why.”

“Medical reasons.”

“Is his family okay?” Chakotay looked concerned.

“Yes, as far as | know. He... I shouldn’t be telling you. I don’t want to betray his confidence.”
At his questioning look, she said softly, “He needs help with something that only a Vulcan healer
can help with.”

“And if we were still out there, how would he have gotten that help?”

“He wouldn’t have. One of the many reasons the Admiral returned.”

“l see.” Chakotay studied her. “Sometime, you’re going to have to tell me all that the Admiral
told you.”

“Perhaps,” she said casually. “So, where are you going?”



“There are quite a few crewmembers that don’t have family nearby, so I’m going to stay here
with them for most of the week.”

“Don’t you have a cousin in Ohio?”

“Yes, but | barely know him. | might call on him for one day, but I don’t want to impose. I’ll
wait until | have a longer leave to go visit my sister.”

“All right, but don’t spend the whole week worrying about the crew. Be sure to get some quiet
time to yourself.”

“I will,” he smiled gently until something caught his attention. He took her plate and drink as he
said, “I think there’s someone here to see you. She looks almost exactly like you.”

She turned to see her Mom coming into the room. When they made eye contact, Kathryn
couldn’t stop the joyful tears from falling and ran into her Mother’s arms. “Mom! | thought you
weren’t coming!”

“I couldn’t stay away when | saw you on the news.” Gretchen hugged her daughter tightly. “It’s
taken me hours because of all the security and traffic.”

“Oh, Mom,” Kathryn pulled away to look at her. “You should’ve called Owen. He would have
gotten you here.”

“Don’t you think I tried?” Gretchen touched Kathryn’s face. “You’re such a sight for sore
eyes.”

Kathryn hugged her again, warmth and comfort filling her from head to toe. *“I missed you so
much.”

“Oh, Katie, you have no idea...” They hugged for a long minute until Gretchen said, “I think
we’re being watched.”

Kathryn pulled back and looked around. Everyone in the room was quietly and happily watching
them. She wiped her eyes and smiled back. Loudly, she said, “1’d like to introduce Gretchen
Janeway, my mother. Mom, 1’d you like you to meet some of my crew, and...” She looked
around and laughed. “...and a lot of other people.”

Everyone laughed with her and went back to their conversations. Chakotay came over to greet
them and held out a hand. *“Mrs. Janeway, it’s an honor to meet you. My name is...”

“Chakotay,” she finished for him and pulled him into a hug. “Welcome home.”

When Gretchen finally released Chakotay, she held him at arm’s length. “She has told me so
much about you. Thank you so much for bringing my darling Katie home safe.”



“I think you might have that backwards, Mrs. Janeway. It was she who brought us home safely.”
Chakotay glanced at Kathryn and winked.

“I know how this all works, and I know it was your job to keep her safe.”
Chakotay laughed. “I did my best.”
Gretchen took one of Kathryn’s arms on one side of her, and Chakotay’s arm on the other side,

and said, “Come on, you two. Introduce me to people and get me some champagne. Now that
I’m here, I’m ready to celebrate.”
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A week into debriefings, Kathryn was in her temporary quarters at Starfleet Headquarters, going
over some notes, when she thought she heard a noise in the corridor. She patiently waited for
the chime to ring, but after a minute, curiosity got the better of her and she decided to see if
someone was there. She opened the door and was surprised by who she found lingering outside.
“Seven?”

“Annika, actually. My aunt suggested that I try using my given name now that we’re on Earth.”
“I think it’s a good idea.” She stood back from the doorway. “Won’t you come in?”

“Thank you, Captain.” Annika came in far enough to let the doors close behind her.

“Would you care for something to drink?”

“No, thank you.”

Kathryn nodded and sat down. Noticing Annika’s discomfort, she tried to ease her into
conversation. “How are the debriefings going?”

“I find them uncomfortable.” Annika sat down on the edge of the chair across from her.
Smiling over her coffee mug, Kathryn agreed. “I do too, but they’re a necessity, unfortunately.”
“l suspect Starfleet is attempting to ascertain whether I can be trusted.”

“Why would you think that?”

“Everything they want to know is in the daily reports. | felt I was thorough.”

“Extremely thorough, but this is the nature of debriefings. They like to rehash everything to try

to gain a broader understanding. 1’ll admit that more than once, I’ve felt like telling them to just
go read the damn report.”



“It seems like they’re trying to catch me in falsehood.”

“I doubt that, you’re eidetic memory would make that impossible. Debriefings are just
redundant. 1 think I’ve discussed the last two weeks of our journey at least ten times with almost
as many different people.”

“May | change the subject?”

“Of course.” Kathryn stifled a chuckle at the abruptness. “What’s on your mind?”

“Chakotay alluded that you are aware of our relationship.”

“Yes.” She instantly felt guarded, but was also very curious about Annika’s take on the situation.
“I believe you had a picnic lunch?”

“That was date number three. Neelix told me it was an appropriate third date.”

“Neelix knows about you?” This was a surprise.

“Yes, well, he did know. Lieutenant Barclay said that he would assist me with setting up
communications with the Talaxian colony.” Annika looked oddly uncertain. “But meanwhile,
I’m pleased that Chakotay chose to confide in you. | was concerned about his wish to keep our

relationship a secret.”

“He’s just trying to protect you from the publicity. The reporters would have a heyday if they
caught wind of a relationship between you two.”

“Much like they’re having with the incorrect assumption that he’s in a relationship with you?”

“Yes, exactly.” Walking arm in arm down the gang plank had seemed platonic to her and
Chakotay, but the press had eaten it up. Not that she minded it a bit.

“I have concerns, and | don’t know how to talk about them. 1’ve thought about talking to the

Doctor, but since he admitted having feelings for me, it doesn’t seem appropriate. | could ask
B’Elanna, but Chakotay doesn’t want her to know about us. | don’t feel comfortable with the
counselor they’ve assigned to me.”

“So you came to me. That’s fine. | want you to be able to talk to me about anything. | hope you
know that.”

“I do, but I’ve also been listening to the crew discuss you and Chakotay.”
“Oh?” How interesting. “What do they say?”

“They’re responding to the press’s assumptions regarding your unrequited love. If there’s an
element of truth to that, then I shouldn’t discuss this with you either.”



“That wouldn’t leave you with anyone to talk to. Don’t worry about the scuttlebutt, and just tell
me about your concerns.” Kathryn wondered if Annika would notice that she didn’t deny the
rumors.

“It’s about Chakotay, but I find this topic uncomfortable.”

Based on her conversation with her older self, Kathryn could guess easily what the topic might
be, but she decided to let Seven find the words herself. “Is this something you can discuss with
him?”

“No, I don’t want to admit that | don’t know what 1I’m doing.”

Kathryn had to fight not to react. “With what?”

“Intimacy. The biology of it is clear, but the relationship aspect of it is... perplexing. The
Doctor tried to explain it to me a couple years ago, but | haven’t had an opportunity to engage in
it with a real person.”

“A real person? Were you intimate with the Doctor?”

“No.” Annika absently clenched her fists. “I created holographic simulations to practice
relationships. | thought | was prepared for the real thing, but Chakotay is not responding as |
expected him to.”

“Well, every man will be different, holographic or real.”

“| realize that, but | was careful to program the hologram with Chakotay’s personality.”

Kathryn closed her eyes as a feeling of dread washed over her. “Please tell me that you didn’t
create a hologram of Chakotay.”

Annika was silent for a moment. “I used the simulations that the Doctor created for practicing
interactions with the crew, and isolated Chakotay’s pattern. He is attractive, intelligent, and has
a strong character. | decided that he would be an ideal boyfriend.”

“Oh, Seven... Annika. Does he know about this?”

“No, I didn’t feel comfortable divulging that.”

She took a deep breath. “Annika, even though we’re not on Voyager, I’m still your Captain. 1
know you’ve told me this in confidence, but he has to know. It’s a violation of ethics to create a

hologram based on a real person without his or her explicit agreement.”

“l don’t believe that he would have agreed if he knew about it.”



“No, he wouldn’t have. He would have suggested getting involved with real people and real
situations instead.” Kathryn scratched her head, trying to figure out what to say. “What you’ve
done can develop so easily into holo-addiction, where you start cutting yourself off from
interacting with real people and instead, become dependent on a fantasy where you can control
the characters.”

“Yes, | know. That’s why I stopped.”

“You have to tell him.” Kathryn felt bad for both Annika and Chakotay, because she didn’t
think this would turn out well. He was very sensitive about being used by others for their
personal benefit.

“I’ve learned that in some relationships, it’s better to live with a small lie than to disclose entire
truths.”

“Not really.” Kathryn tried to think of a way to explain. “You can tell someone that their hair
looks nice, even if you don’t think so, because it’s polite. That’s a falsehood in a relationship
that’s okay. But creating a hologram of someone is a much bigger issue, and once you lie about
one thing, it’s so easy to lie about more. Then the relationship can catapult into disaster because
of a lack of trust.”

“Whether | lie about his hair or about the hologram, both are to protect the relationship.”
“No, Annika.” Kathryn sighed. “I’ll give you a choice. Either you tell him, or I will.”
“Captain, please don’t say anything. 1I’ll take care of it.”

“Okay, I’ll give you one week. Please let me know when you tell him.” Kathryn wanted to
groan, but refrained. They still hadn’t addressed her real concern. “I think he’ll understand your
motivation if you explain what happened and that you’d now like to learn how he really responds
in intimate situations.” She paused, hoping Annika would say something more, but when she
didn’t, Kathryn asked, “What’s got you troubled enough to want to talk to me?”

“Kissing. We’ve engaged in the activity on four occasions. | initiated the first two and found
them enjoyable and unpressured. On the third Kiss, he used his tongue, and it was distasteful. |
read about it afterwards and learned that it’s common to use the tongue as a lead in to foreplay.”

Kathryn didn’t know if she was amused or repulsed by this conversation, but her ‘daughter’
needed to discuss this with her “mother.” All mothers probably felt something akin to this when
their teenage daughters had this conversation. She forced a smile and urged Annika to continue.
“Yes, using the tongue while kissing is a very intimate gesture.”

She nodded. “He used his tongue again during our fourth kiss, yesterday evening. And in
addition, he touched my breast. | didn’t find it acceptable.”

Trying not to show a reaction, Kathryn swallowed hard and asked, “How did it make you feel?”



“Uncomfortable. | do not like the tongue. It’s...” Annika wrinkled up her nose and shook her
head. “And I feel that my breasts should not be touched so soon in the relationship. 1’ve read
that it’s proper etiquette to wait for marriage to initiate intercourse.”

“I don’t think etiquette is the right word, but it is suggested to young people to abstain from
engaging in sexual activities until they’re more mature. One should definitely wait until in a
committed relationship, and, even then, it needs to be something you want to do.”

“When the time comes, | realize that | will have to allow my body to be touched, but I don’t
know how to tell him that it’s undesirable at this time. I’m not even sure if | want to continue
this relationship that long.”

Kathryn was silently rejoicing at this revelation, but couldn’t show it. She took a sip of coffee to
cover her smile.

“Have you ever engaged in intercourse, Captain?”

Trying not to spew coffee out her nose, Kathryn forced herself to swallow. Once she regained
her composure, she answered, “Yes, Sev... Annika, | have. With both men that I’ve been
engaged to.”

“Over time, did you find that you got used to being touched and eventually welcome it?”
Kathryn fought the urge to show a surprised reaction to that question. “Annika... when you’re
more experienced with dating and with men, you might find that you’re more sexually attracted
to some than others.” Remembering what the Admiral had told her about Seven’s aversions, she
added, “It’s also possible that you just may not be inclined to experience intercourse. Every
person is different.”

“Is it possible that I’m not as attracted to Chakotay as | think | am?”

“It’s possible. If I may ask, do you feel a tingle when he kisses you?”

“Atingle?” Annika looked uncertain. “Like an energy spark?”

“Yes, sort of, but it’s a pleasant feeling.”

“No, I don’t think so.” Annika furrowed her eyebrows, trying to recall. “Do you find Chakotay
attractive, Captain?”

She could lie, but she wouldn’t. “Yes, | do.”
“Has he ever kissed you?”

“Once, five years ago.”



“And did you feel a... tingle?”
“Why do you ask?” Kathryn really did not want to answer that question.
“I’m curious to know if he is unable to illicit that response. Perhaps it’s his problem.”

“It’s chemistry, Annika. When two people are attracted to each other, there are physical and
emotional responses to their presence and their touch.”

“Like when Tom and B’Elanna are near each other. Their eyes dilate, their body temperatures
increase, and B’Elanna’s scent changes.”

“Exactly.” Kathryn blinked rapidly to cover her slight discomfort with this newfound
knowledge.

“I’ve studied their interactions. I’ll have to take note of how Chakotay reacts in my presence.”
“A good place to start.”

“Thank you, Captain. This conversation helped me a great deal.” Seven rose from her chair and
Kathryn followed suit.

“If I may make one more suggestion.”

“Of course, Captain.”

“| realize that the Doctor created your clothing to simulate the protective dermal covering you
had to wear as a Borg, but | think the time has come for you to find something more conservative
to wear.”

“I think it would be nice to wear a uniform.”

“Well, technically, you’re a civilian, but you can wear slacks and a tunic that are similar to the
uniforms. This outfit...” she motioned to Annika, “reveals your figure in detail, and most men

would assume that you are craving attention and sexual interaction.”

Annika looked down at what she was wearing. “Perhaps that’s why most male’s eyes dilate and
their body temperatures increase in my presence.”

“Yes, Annika.” She couldn’t believe that she hadn’t had this conversation with Seven earlier.
“It may still happen with conservative clothing, but at least then you’ll know they’re looking at
your beautiful face, and not...” Kathryn gestured to Annika’s body, “the rest of you.”

*khkkk



That evening after a long bath, Kathryn let the sounds of Brahms soothe her as she quietly
enjoyed a warm cup of coffee. She wasn’t far into the second movement when she heard another
movement outside her door. She didn’t have to wait more than a nanosecond before her chime
rang. Not caring if her visitor saw her in her robe, she said, “Come.” Her eyes widened as
Chakotay came storming into her quarters and stood towering over her.

“What the hell did you say to her?”

Not moving an inch from her comfortable spot, she simply leaned her head back to look at him.
She should have expected this. “Please have a seat, Chakotay.”

He didn’t. “This is my chance at happiness, Kathryn. | asked for your support and instead, you
go behind my back and try to convince my girlfriend that she’s not sexually attracted to me?
After all we’ve been through? This is outrageous!”

Kathryn scratched her chin, trying to figure out what to say to him. “I know you’re looking for a
fight, but I’m not going to give you one.”

“Dammit, Kathryn! | was just starting to get through to her and then...” He shook his head,
fuming mad, and sat down hard on the chair across from her. *“I can’t believe you’d do this to
me.”

In her calmest voice, she said, “Chakotay, I think you’re misinterpreting what Annika and |
talked about.”

“I sure as hell hope so, because if I’m not, then you and | have a serious problem.”

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled under the intensity of his anger. Now would be a
good time to use those diplomatic skills that everyone seemed to think she had in abundance.
First rule of diplomacy — get the other party talking. “Tell me what she said.”

“No, I want to know what you told her.”

Damn, she thought. He was just as good a negotiator as she was. “All right, she was extremely
nervous and didn’t know who to talk to.”

“So you used that to turn her against me?”

“No00,” she said softly. “Will you allow me to relay at least a small part of the conversation
before you throw accusations at me?”

He looked away in disgust. “You were saying?”

“Thank you.” She found his anger annoying. “There’s a large part of our conversation that I’'m
not going to tell you, because she asked me not to.”



“What about?”

“I’m just telling you that I’m omitting something so that when you do find out, you won’t be
angry at me again because | didn’t mention it.”

He glared at her. “What game are you playing?”

“I’m not playing any games. Seven... Annika... whatever... came to ask me questions about
intimacy because she was uncomfortable talking to anyone else about it.”

“Intimacy? We haven’t even been intimate yet.”
“| gathered.”
“This is none of your business.”

“I certainly don’t want it to be, but you two are making it my business and putting me in the
middle of it. | told you two weeks ago that she was an adolescent when it comes to relationships,
and this is exactly what | was afraid would happen. She doesn’t understand the physical
reactions that couples feel when engaged in sexual activities. Chakotay, | don’t think she can
feel it because of the Borg implants.”

“So because she can’t feel everything a normal person can, you told her that she wasn’t attracted
to me?”

“She said that she didn’t feel any sort of physical response when kissing you. Do I tell her that
some men will trigger a stronger sexual response than others, or do | tell her that it’s unlikely
that she’ll ever feel the most intense emotional and physical response that a human can
experience?”

“But how do you know what she can feel? How do you know that I’ll never be able to gradually
work her into it?”

She couldn’t tell him about her conversation with the Admiral. *“I don’t know what, exactly, her
limitations are, but she sat right here this afternoon and asked me if in my experience, did it ever
become tolerable to have a man touch me. She doesn’t like the feel of your tongue in her mouth
and she found your fondling inappropriate. | think if she was sexually attracted to you, she’d
crave those things.”

“Dammit, Kathryn.”

She felt drained. “Chakotay, I care deeply about both of you, and | want you both to be happy.
I’m just not sure that you can be happy with each other.”

“How dare you make that decision for us!” He shook his head angrily. *“You want to know what
| think?”



As angry as he was, she wasn’t sure. “Please don’t say anything that you’ll regret.”

“I think you’ve said enough today that it won’t matter what | say. You have just destroyed this
friendship.”

The knot in her stomach was back tenfold. “I hope when this settles out, that you can find some
way to accept what I’ve told her in the spirit that it was intended.”

“I don’t see how that’s possible, Kathryn.”
She shook her head as he left, letting her tears fall once again. This was definitely not what she

had promised Admiral Janeway. Time... it’s time that heals all wounds. She had to find some
way to fix this before she ran out of time.
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The next day, Annika stopped Kathryn in the corridor outside of the debriefing rooms.
“Captain, I’ve made a mistake, and | want to apologize.”

“It’s not your fault, and by the way, you look very nice today.” Annika had replicated new
clothing that was much more tasteful.

“Thank you, Captain.”

Kathryn continued, “Chakotay came to see me last night after talking with you.”

“l know. He was very angry when | suggested that we might not be compatible. | didn’t even
consider your friendship with him when | told him that I got the idea from our conversation. |
thought he respected your opinion so much that he would agree.”

Kathryn thought about Chakotay, and how much she should continue to say to Annika. It had
been a taxing day sitting with him in debriefings, having to present a unified team with his anger
simmering the entire time. She tried to deflect Annika. “Have you considered talking to the
Doctor about this?”

“No, I don’t want to hurt him.” Annika paused, “Although it seems that I’ve hurt you.”

“Don’t worry about me. It’s not like it’s the first time I’ve had a fight with Chakotay.” She
pulled Annika to a slightly more private room off the main corridor. “What | mean is that I think
you should talk to the Doctor about determining whether your lack of... physical response... is
inhibited by...”

“By the Borg implants?”

“Yes.” She didn’t know why she suddenly felt so uncomfortable talking about this.



“He hasn’t mentioned it before, but it’s worth looking into. | knew that it affected emotions, but
I’m not sure about physical response.”

“There’s a possibility that it’s all tied together.”

“I’ll talk to him, and I’ll talk to Chakotay, too, about the hologram. I think it’ll make him angry
with me, but he’s so angry with you right now that I don’t think it will matter.”

“You might be right.” Kathryn hugged her protégé and saw Chakotay look into the room from
the main corridor. She released Annika saying, “He’s waiting for you.”

Kathryn heard Chakotay tell her that he’d be just a moment. She steeled herself as he came to
speak to her.

“Kathryn.”
“If you’re going to curse at me again, 1’d rather just skip it.”

He looked away from her and then back again, obviously annoyed. “What did you tell her this
time? To put me out of my misery and break up with me?”

“Chakotay, | don’t appreciate your attitude, in the least. You are being inconsiderate and rude. |
have neither done nor said anything with the intention of causing you pain. Whether or not you
believe it, | do care about you and I thought you trusted me more than this.”

“l don’t know what to think.”

She looked into his eyes for a long moment, hoping to see the smallest bit of compassion, but she
only saw anger. “Chakotay... today, I only just suggested that she talk to the Doctor about her
physical response issues. If there’s a chance that implants could be the cause of her... problem,
then she should find out.”

“1’1l take her right now.”
“Let her do this on her own, when she’s comfortable. This isn’t a fight to protect your ego.”
He glared at her and left the room.
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The next two days of debriefings went by without any further conversations with either Chakotay
or Annika, much to Kathryn’s relief. She was finding it preferable to debate the first contact
situation on whatever-the-hell-that planet was named to sorting out Chakotay’s ego.



She spent some time doting on Miral, and talking with Naomi. Both girls soothed her nerves and
made her feel like everything they’d been through had a purpose. While Kathryn was quietly
rocking Miral, B’Elanna asked her, “Have you talked to Chakotay much this week?”

“A little.”

“He’s really been in a foul mood.”

“Yes, he has.”

“Do you know why?”

“Yes.” Kathryn smiled at Miral’s cute little rosebud mouth.

“Are you going to tell me?”

“No0000.” She didn’t tear her eyes away from the adorable little forehead ridges. “He’s just
angry with me. Nothing to worry about.”

“Is this about Seven?”

“She’s trying to change her name to Annika.” Kathryn looked up at B’Elanna. “What about
her?”

“| think they’re dating.”

Kathryn forced her face not to respond and looked back at Miral. “Why do you say that?”
“They’ve been spending a lot of time together, and in the last few days, it seems to have gotten
more intense. He seems very possessive of her. Maybe she’s not putting out and that’s why he’s
such a grump. He even told her to wear different clothes, and he’s the reason why she’s
changing her name.”

Kathryn leveled a glare at B’Elanna. “I don’t think that kind of gossip is appropriate.”

“Oh, sorry.” B’Elanna bit her lip and shrunk back into the sofa cushions slightly. “It’s just
what’s going around.”

“Well, do your best to stop it, if you can.” Kathryn sighed. “First of all, | was the one who
suggested that she dress more conservatively. And it was her aunt who suggested the name
change. Both are an attempt to get her to blend into society better.”

If B’Elanna could have shrunk back anymore, she would have. “Oh.”

“As for the rest, just because people are spending time together doesn’t mean they are dating.
And | can assure you that his anger is entirely directed at me.”



B’Elanna was quiet for a minute before saying, “Hypothetically... if they were dating, what
could you have done that would make Chakotay so angry?”

Kathryn didn’t respond with anything but another sigh.

“You told him that you love him!” B’Elanna sat up on the edge of her seat again. “That’s it!”
“No, I didn’t tell him anything of the sort.”

“But you do, don’t you? | mean, everybody knows you love him.”

“What makes you think that?”

“It’s obvious. What | don’t get is why he’s dating her if he knows. | mean, he’s been in love
with you for years.”

Kathryn told sleeping Miral, “I think your Mommy’s romance novels are going to her head.”
“All right, 1 get it. You don’t want to talk about it.”

“B’Elanna,” Kathryn said softly. “It’s not that | don’t want to, but | can’t.”

“All right, but if you ever need to...”

“l know where to come.”

“Captain?” she asked tentatively.

“Yes?”

B’Elanna fidgeted a little with her hands. “Since we were sort of on the subject of name
changes, would you call me Lanna?”

Kathryn was surprised. “Lanna?”

“It’s... Well... | had a dream once and you called me that... the time that | wanted to save my
mother from Grethor. It’s what she called me, and since | had that dream, 1’ve wanted to ask
you.”

Kathryn was touched. “I’d be honored.”

B’Elanna said nervously, “After all, you’re Miral’s godmother now, and so a part of the family.”

“Thank you... Lanna.”



“We sure have come a long way since we met, haven’t we?”

Kathryn chuckled. “Yes, we certainly have.” She touched the baby’s cheek. “And this
wonderful little miracle is the proof.”

“Who would’ve thought?” B’Elanna reached over and touched her daughter’s dark hair.

“Lanna...” Kathryn held B’Elanna’s hand. “Since we’re family now, as you say,” She smiled
brightly. “Why don’t you call me Kathryn when we’re not around Starfleet.”

“That might take some getting used to.”

Kathryn laughed a little. “That’s exactly what Chakotay said when | asked him.”
“Are you really okay with him dating Seven?”

Kathryn shrugged. “I don’t really get a say in the matter.”

“I’ve been worried about you... with all this.”

She touched her chest and felt a surge of emotion. “Oh, I'm okay. | wish I could talk to you
about it, but | can’t betray either confidence.”

“Well, he’s a p’tak if you ask me. | know a little about his feelings towards you, and I think he’s
being an idiot.”

“It’s a complicated situation.” Kathryn focused her thoughts on Miral and tried not to think
about it. She was on the verge of confiding in B’Elanna, but knew she couldn’t.

“If you want my opinion, I think the best medicine for you right now is to get away as soon as
debriefings are over. Get away from all of us and be yourself. Find a gorgeous hunk or two and
have some fun.”

Kathryn laughed. “Maybe so, although I'm not really interested in playing around.”

“No one says you have to sleep around, just go find someone to flirt with.”

“The press would love that, wouldn’t they?” She laughed again.

“Okay, so go somewhere that the press can’t find you.”

“We’ll see, Lanna.” Laughing with a friend helped Kathryn feel much better, and a long break
sounded wonderful.
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Harry and Kathryn were finishing up their lunch when Harry said, “I’ve enjoyed having lunch
with you today, Captain.”

“I have too, Harry.” She smiled brightly at him.

“It reminds me of something I never told you about.”

“Oh?”

“Back at the beginning, a couple of weeks after we left the array, you came up to the table where
Tom and | were eating. | think you were trying to get to know us better, and after you left, | felt
terrible for not inviting you to join us.”

She laughed. “Well, thank you for thinking of me.”

“You know something, Captain?”

“What’s that?”

“Your laugh is wonderful. I don’t think I’ve heard it enough.”

“Thank you, Harry.” She couldn’t help but smile. “Maybe now that we’re home, | can relax a
little more.”

“I hope so.” He took the last sip of his coffee and returned to the conversation. “That day, Tom
told me that ensigns don’t invite captains to eat with them. | was more nervous about being
proper around you from that point on.”

She smiled over her coffee. “Well, I’m glad that didn’t last too long. It would’ve been a long
seven years if everyone had been afraid to interact with me.”

Chakotay stepped up to the table and asked, “Harry, could I speak to the Captain alone for a
moment, please?”

“Of course, Commander.” Harry picked up their empty food trays and said, “Thank you for
lunch, Captain.”

“Any time.” She watched Chakotay as he sat down without making eye contact with her. They
hadn’t spoken privately in over four days and she was wondering whether Annika had been
straightforward with him.

“Did I interrupt your lunch?” he asked gruffly.

“We were finished.”



He glanced at her and accused, “Was the hologram the part of your conversation that you
wouldn’t tell me about?”

“Yes.”

“You should have told me,” he said quietly, but there was anger boiling under the surface.

“| gave her the opportunity to be honest with you, first. | believed if I made her tell you, she
might learn more about why it’s inappropriate. But if she hadn’t told you about it within a week,
| intended to.”

“A week? You haven’t known about this for months?”

“No, she just told me about it the other night in an attempt to explain her frustration.”

His shoulders relaxed slightly and he looked down at his hands. “Well, that makes me feel a
little better at least.”

“You thought I would’ve let it go all this time if | knew?”
“It didn’t seem likely, but...”

“But you were so angry with me that you’d believe just about anything? Never mind how well |
know you and know how much this would bother you?”

“Something like that.”

Kathryn took a drink of coffee and let that thought sink in a little. “Did she speak with the
Doctor?”

“Yes, and then promptly broke up with me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You are?” Chakotay put his elbows on the table. “That’s surprising.”

“I’m sorry for your loss. What did the Doctor say?”

“She wouldn’t tell me. | take it she hasn’t spoken with you either?”

Kathryn shook her head. “She has a right to her privacy.”

“Privacy... | guess. If that means anything.” He stared at the table for a moment. “Well, | came

to tell you, in no uncertain terms, how manipulative and unprofessional | thought you were to
keep that secret from me, but um... I... ah... don’t need to say that after all.”



She crossed her arms across her chest. “I can put her on report if it makes you feel better.”

“That’s not necessary.” He studied her face. “You’re not going to make this easy on me, are
you?”

“No, I don’t believe | am.” She was more than put out by his behavior. “I’ve got a tough skin,
Chakotay, but the things you said... well, they dented it a little.”

He smothered his grin. “Dented it?”

“Yeah.” She pointed to her shoulder. “Right there. You might not have noticed the little
indentation because these shoulders have been carrying a big load for a long time. 1 think they’re
slightly bowed in.”

“I’m sorry, Kathryn.”

“Apology accepted.” She stood and said, “It’s time for our last debrief for the week. Do you
think we can manage it?”

“| think that together, you and | can do just about anything.”

“Agreed. So what are we rehashing today?”

Chakotay looked at his PADD. “Oh great... Riley Frazier and the Ex-Borg Colony.”
“Nice cheery topic for a Friday afternoon, don’t you think?”

“Well, since we seem to be on the topic of women manipulating me, why not?”

“Don’t worry. I’ll defend your honor.” She touched his back as they walked out of the dining
room. Kathryn passed B’Elanna in the corridor and winked at her. She hoped that her message
conveyed that things were okay again.

Debriefings continued for another three weeks, and other than the crew getting antsy, nothing
much happened. It was clear to Kathryn that Chakotay was uncomfortable spending time with
her alone, but his support as her first officer never wavered.

Little by little, the crew left for a three-month leave, and eventually only the senior staff
remained. Starfleet wouldn’t be handing out promotions or reassigning anyone until they’d had
a chance to fully review each person’s file and had decided how best to re-integrate the crew into
Starfleet. As for the Maquis, it was decided that they would handle each person’s future on a
case-by-case basis to determine the best fit. Kathryn and Chakotay were both relieved that no
charges would be pressed against anyone, including the Equinox crew, although their past
decisions would be reflected in promotions and new assignments.



Tuvok hadn’t returned from Vulcan yet, but since she didn’t know how long the treatment would
take, Kathryn wasn’t worried about it. She sent him a message to tell him that she was thinking
about him, and he had responded that treatment was going well and wished her well also. The
reply, although evasive, was welcome and she felt assured that he was going to be fine.
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Part 3 - “A Friendship Restored”

By Dawn
Rated PG-13

Summary: A continuation of Part 2 — Janeway and Chakotay getting settled into life on Earth
and redeveloping their friendship.
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A month after the debriefings ended, Kathryn was getting settled into her new townhouse that
was just inside the city limits of San Francisco. She’d been on a wonderfully long vacation and
was ready to have a place of her own again. Chakotay called one afternoon and asked if she had
any plans, but she was in the middle of unpacking so she invited him over to help. The movers
had delivered her things the day before, and she was enjoying re-discovering her belongings.

Although they had spoken to each other during debriefings, it was the first time they had been
alone since their arguments almost two months before, and also the first time they didn’t have
anything ship-related to discuss.

He brought a couple boxes into her living room. “Where would you like these?”

“Anywhere is fine, thank you. | hope these are marked correctly. When this was all packed up
years ago, | don’t think the movers cared about keeping everything organized.”

“That long?” Chakotay opened one of the boxes. “I didn’t think I recognized any of this from
Voyager.”

“No, most of this stuff is from the house that | owned seven years ago.” She pulled out a large
item wrapped in a protective film. “This, I think.... Yes!” She held it up triumphantly. “This is
a vase that my sister, Phoebe, gave me as a house-warming gift for my last home. She bought it
on Alpha-Centauri. | think it’s beautiful.”

“Very beautiful.”
She glanced at him before placing the vase on a table in front of the large bay window. He was

acting a little nervous and distracted, so she figured that it was up to her to bring some ease back
into their friendship. “My house was sold when we were pronounced dead, and while Mom



couldn’t stop the sale, she did manage to have my things pulled out before they went up for
auction.”

“Auction?” After unwrapping items, he placed them on a shelf for her to put away later.

“Yes, unfortunately. My trust stipulated that all of my assets were to be liquidated at the time of
my death, and my lawyer chose auction as the best means for doing that. Luckily, he’s also
Mom’s lawyer and she was the primary beneficiary of the trust, so she had some influence.” She
found a few more knick-knacks which she proudly placed on the fireplace mantel. “Needless to
say, I’m going to be changing that trust for the future.”

“l see.” He found another container marked fragile and opened it. “So, did you spend all month
in Indiana?”

“No.” She smiled, remembering her vacation. “But I did spend the whole time with my family.
We spent a week at Mom’s house, but then I felt like seeing Earth again. We went to Ireland,
hopped around Europe a little, spent two days at the most wonderful spa in Switzerland, and then
a couple days in Japan.”

“Sounds exciting.”

“It was. Phoebe insisted that | have a whole new wardrobe so we shopped everywhere we went.
I ate the most wonderful food, and spent time really taking everything in. | saw sunrises over the
ocean and sunsets in the mountains. | love this planet.” She looked out the window at the park
across the street.

He chuckled. “That, | know.”

“It would be fine with me if I didn’t ever leave it again.”

“l don’t believe that for a minute. The explorer in you wouldn’t be able to stand it.”

“Oh, 1 don’t know.” She turned back to her box and pulled out some more items. “I spent a lot
of time with my niece, Katie. Did I tell you about her?”

“| think you showed me pictures.” He grabbed another box from the hallway and returned.
“You sure have a lot of books.”

“l know.” She touched the spines of the books reverently. “I’m relieved that nothing happened
to them.”

“S0... you spent time with your niece?”

“Yes,” Kathryn went back to her container. “She’s almost five and absolutely precious. | want
to spend as much time with her as | can. | really want to be part of her life.”



Chakotay said, “I went to the Banora colony for a couple weeks and spent time with my sister,
Sekaya. She’s expecting her first child, and I can’t wait. It makes me feel like there’s a future
for my tribe, even if they’re mostly gone. It’s hard to explain.”

She touched his arm. “Oh, | understand. Completely. With this second chance we’ve been
given, | have a desire to really make Earth a better place. | feel like being involved in the lives
of all the children I know so that | can nurture them somehow.”

“That’s exactly what 1I’m feeling.”

“I spent some time holding and rocking Miral during the debriefings. It was the most wonderful
feeling — holding that innocent little life.”

“She’s a beautiful baby.”
“I’m eager to see her again. I’ll have to call on them later.”
“I’d like to go with you.” He glanced at her nervously. “If | may?”

“Of course.” She found his hesitation unlike him, although he was likely still feeling self-
conscious about his behavior regarding Seven. It had been far from endearing.

Taking a deep breath, he asked, “So... have I irreparably damaged our friendship?”
“No.” She didn’t look up from the books she was putting on the shelves. “It can be mended.”
“I’m glad to hear it.”

She glanced at him with a smile that she was sure would put him at ease. “It might take some
time before | feel like being nice to you, but I think you’re worth it.”

His eyes brightened. “You think so? 1’m feeling pretty foolish.”

“Good.” She looked around the room. “What do you say we clear these empty boxes out of here
and go to dinner? I’m getting hungry.”

“Sounds great.” He broke down the boxes and took them to another room.

As she watched him go, she felt content being near him again. During the last month, she had
made a point not to worry about their friendship, letting them have a much needed break from
each other.

The time away from the crew had been a welcome respite. Her family had gone out of their way
to make sure she rested both physically and mentally by refusing to let her wonder what her
crewmembers might be doing or if they were settling in okay. They were excited to hear her



stories about the past, but they insisted that she needed to stop worrying about them. She’d been
doing it for seven years straight.

That evening at dinner, they’d talked more about their vacations and about where Chakotay
might get an apartment. He wanted to be in San Francisco so that he would be accessible to the
crew. They had grown to be such a tight-knit family over the years that he didn’t want to be too
far away.

As she climbed into bed that night, she decided that since their friendship was well on its way to
its former ease, her next step would be to get settled into her life on Earth and get used to not
having the constant pressure of commanding VVoyager. Once she and Chakotay relaxed a little,
she figured that gradually easing flirting back into their relationship should come naturally. She
hoped that he would come to the realization that he didn’t want to live without her.

*khkkkk

During the next month, they talked every day and saw each other several times a week. They
checked on all the Voyager crew members and re-familiarized themselves with the bay area. A
lot had changed in the city since the war, and there was still work to be done. Kathryn also kept
busy with her new house, having it updated and refurbished to suit her needs, while she also
helped Chakotay shop for furniture for his new apartment.

It was late on one Thursday afternoon when Kathryn decided to stop by Tom and B’Elanna’s
new home. She’d been at a meeting nearby and was craving some time with Miral.

Tom answered the door wearing an old shirt with paint on it. “Well, hello, Captain. Please come
in.”

“l was in the neighborhood and thought 1’d stop by. | hope I’m not interrupting anything?”
“Only a little painting. We got the urge to redecorate our bedroom today.”

“Kathryn? Is that you?” B’Elanna called from further inside the house.

“It’s me, Lanna.” Kathryn followed the voice to the living room where Miral was nursing.
Chuckling when she saw B’Elanna with green paint on her face, she said, “I like the color, but
I’m sure it looks better on the wall.”

“Go take a look,” B’Elanna responded.

Tom led her back to the master bedroom. He said quietly, “I don’t think today was the best day

to do this. Miral’s feeling needy, which leaves only one of us able to paint at a time. We had
hoped to get done with this by bedtime.”



Kathryn surveyed their work. All the furniture had been piled on the bed in the middle of the
room, and only one wall had been finished. The other three were in various stages of prep work.
“Looks like I came to the right place. Hand me a paint brush or hand me a baby.”

Tom chuckled. “We wouldn’t ask you to help paint, Captain.”

“Baby, it is.” She headed back out to the living room where B’Elanna was buttoning her top. “I
was hoping for some cuddle time.”

“Are you sure you don’t mind?” B’Elanna said as she handed the baby over.

“Not in the least. Miral and | have some bonding to do.”

“Thank you, Captain.” Tom helped her get settled into the rocking chair with a pillow to prop up
her arm, a burp cloth, and a baby blanket. “She hasn’t slept for several hours, so | think she’ll be
out in no time, especially in your arms.”

Kathryn was as happy as a lark to be doing nothing but looking into the dark brown eyes of the
most precious little bundle of Klingon imaginable. She was almost three months old, and it
seemed like it was just last week when B’Elanna was going through all the false labors on
Voyager. When Miral finally dozed off, Kathryn rested her head on the back of the rocker and
fell asleep, too.

She woke to the sound of people stirring in the entryway and was surprised to see that darkness
had settled in. Whoever had arrived was whispering so quietly that she couldn’t hear what they
were saying. She adjusted Miral carefully so as to not wake her up and stood to indulge her
curiosity. Pleased when she saw who it was, she whispered, “Chakotay.”

“Hi,” he smiled brightly. “We thought you were asleep.”

“I was.”

Tom whispered, “You’ve been out for a couple of hours. It’s almost seven.”

“Great time of day for a nap.”

“l brought dinner.” Chakotay indicated the containers that he and Tom were holding. “Luigi’s.”

“Mmmm... smells wonderful.” She let the men pass her and head into the kitchen. As they
pulled out all the food and set it on the table, she asked, “How many people are you expecting?”

“Just the four of us, but B’Elanna said to get plenty because she’s starving.”

When Tom left them alone to get his wife, Chakotay whispered, “How’d they rope you into this,
too?”



She laughed quietly. “I just stopped by for a baby fix. They were more than happy to hand her
over and she’s been asleep ever since.”

He stood close and rested his hand on the small of her back, looking at the sleeping baby in her
arms. “You do have a way with her.”

Turning to look up at him, her face was only inches from his. “She knows that I have no
intentions of putting her down anytime soon.”

She saw his gaze flick down to her lips for just a moment before Tom and B’Elanna came in and
redirected their attention.

B’Elanna commented, “If that baby didn’t have forehead ridges, one could mistake the three of
you standing there for a happy little family.”

Kathryn smiled and let Chakotay pull out her chair. “We were just adoring yours.”
“Uh huh,” B’Elanna gave Kathryn a knowing look. “I’ll put her in the bassinet so you can eat.”
“| can eat one-handed.” She begrudgingly gave up Miral.

“I’m sure you can, but she’ll be fine. Besides, she’ll need to wake up soon if she’s going to get
to sleep at bedtime.

During dinner, they chatted about news they’d heard of various crewmembers. Kathryn was
thankful for the company and the easy-flowing conversation. She also enjoyed how Chakotay’s
leg seemed to brush up against hers every time he passed a dish. She was trying to figure out
how she could keep him passing food so his thigh would remain next to hers, but she couldn’t
think of a polite way to ask. He seemed to know what she wanted, anyway, because he
eventually left his leg beside hers, just as she’d hoped he would.

“So, Captain. What were you doing in the neighborhood today?” Tom asked.

“l was at the Fednews station for a meeting.”

“Oh? What for?” B’Elanna asked.

“It was a preliminary introduction to Gayle Struthers.” Kathryn shrugged it off.

Chakotay added, “She’s been hounding Kathryn for an interview since the day we returned.”
“Isn’t she the one that does the really deep, intense interviews on Sunday nights?” Tom asked.

“That’s the one,” Kathryn answered.

“Did you agree to do it?” Chakotay asked.



“At first | was going to tell her no, but...”
“She roped you in?” Chakotay was amused.

“She’s very persuasive and did her best to convince me that the entire Federation is dying to
know more about us and our experiences.” Kathryn was amused at the exaggerations that the
media often used. “She reminded me that all the public has seen is repeated broadcasts of the
press conference in December, and various ‘sightings’ of us around town, so maybe it’s time to
give people a little more.”

“I don’t think it’s us they’re interested in, Captain,” Tom said. “Everyone wants to know more
about the valiant captain of VVoyager.”

“You make me sound so illustrious, Tom.”

“Well, you are. What you accomplished is going down in the history books.”

She shook her head in amusement. They’d had this conversation many times over the last couple
of weeks. “What we accomplished. You seem to have forgotten that I didn’t run that ship by

myself. If anyone should be famous it should be you, Tom, for flying us all the way home.”

Chakotay spoke to Tom and B’Elanna. “She’s never going to own up to it, no matter how much
praise we heap on her.”

Sighing, Kathryn said, “Well, this interview might just do the trick for you. With all the
attention and pampering | received this afternoon, | felt like the President of the Federation.”

“Must have been rough for you,” Tom said sarcastically.

“It felt strange, but I’m sure that tomorrow will be even more so. They’re coming to my house at
eight in the morning to set up and we start filming at nine.”

“Doesn’t the guest always have some momentous confession on that program?” B’Elanna asked.

“That’s what | hear,” Kathryn sighed. “And she won’t tell me what questions she’s going to ask,
either. She wants to catch the “full emotion of the moment,” as she put it.”

Chakotay squeezed her forearm and said, “Just put on your best diplomatic face and you’ll be
fine. If I know you, and I think I do... you won’t give anything away unless you damn well want
tO.”

“Thanks for the vote of confidence, but | watched this show last week. She had a dignified actor
start crying about how his father didn’t love him enough. If she can do that to a rather imposing-
looking older gentleman, what’s she going to do to me?”



“He’s an actor,” Tom pointed out. “They can call up emotions in a heartbeat and they really are
looking to put on a show. You, on the other hand, are adept at burying your emotions.”

“As Chakotay said, you’re not going to give anything away and you’re not exactly one to tangle
with,” B’Elanna said. “All you have to do is to let people get a taste of the real Kathryn
Janeway.”

“Well, hopefully I can steer her towards asking about Kes. | can easily get emotional about her
and it’ll give her what she’s looking for. | don’t know what I’ll do if she asks me about the
Admiral’s sacrifice to save the people she loved, although that’s confidential, so she probably
won’t know about it.”

They were all quiet after that statement, as if they’d almost forgotten what the Admiral had done
for them. Tom was able to start the conversation again by offering dessert.

After dinner, Kathryn stayed awhile longer to play with Miral while the others painted. It gave
her a chance to think more about the upcoming interview and what her answers might be to
difficult questions.

When B’Elanna put Miral to bed, Kathryn decided that she’d better get home to straighten up the
living room and get to bed herself. Even though they hadn’t finished painting yet, Chakotay
offered to walk her home. Tom and B’Elanna asked them to come back the next evening to
finish up and so Kathryn could tell them how the interview went.

After Tom closed the door, Chakotay offered Kathryn his arm and they set out into the crisp
night air towards the transporter station.

“Have you rehearsed what you’re going to say tomorrow?”
“More or less. Miral was a good audience.”

“I hope I don’t make you feel uncomfortable, but what if she asks you about Justin and your
father? You’ve never felt at ease talking about them.”

She took a deep breath. “I think that’s so far in the past that it won’t come up, but if it does, |
can give them the facts, | suppose.”

“And destroying the array?”

“I’m sure that’ll come up, but I think my guilt over that has ebbed, thanks to you.” She glanced
up at him and smiled.

“I’m sure it also helps that we’re home, safe and sound.”

“Yes, it does.”



He asked, “Assimilation?”

“You’re just full of cheery topics, aren’t you?”

“I’m just asking you the questions that you’re probably apprehensive about rehearsing.”

“And if | have nightmares tonight?”

“I’m only a comm call away, and I’d come over in a heartbeat.”

She took a steadying breath. He had been a godsend those nights after assimilation, and she was
sure that if not for his support, she’d still be having those nightmares. He had stayed up with her
many nights talking about anything and everything to get her mind off her ordeal. “It’s not as if

everyone isn’t upset by assimilation. | don’t think it’ll be a shock that I am too.”

“No, probably not.” He put his arm gently around her shoulders. “I don’t think they’d be privy
to the Equinox, would they?”

“No, that’s classified. Anything that doesn’t paint a rosy picture of Starfleet is classified.”

They arrived at the transporter station, and Kathryn was happy for the lull in conversation so she
could gather her thoughts. When they started walking towards her house, she said, “She might
try to interview you next, you know.”

“I’m not sure anyone wants to hear what I’ve got to say, especially about the war.”

“You might be right. ‘I told you so’ just might not sit well with some.”

They walked in silence for a little while until they reached her door. She turned to him and said,
“Thanks for walking me home.”

“You’re welcome.” He took her hands and said, “I have one more question for you.”

“Okay.” She swallowed hard, not sure she wanted to hear what he had saved for last. They were
standing so close that she could smell his aftershave and the wonderful masculinity that was all
him.

“If she asks you about me, what are you going to say?”

“You?” That wasn’t what she had been expecting. She squeezed his hands. “I would never say
anything that would put you in a bad light.”

“l know you wouldn’t.” He looked intently into her eyes. “What | mean is... what are you
going to say if she asks about us?”



“Oh.” She was quiet as she stared into his questioning eyes, trying to decide how best to answer
him. This could be the opening she was waiting for, but she didn’t feel that the ease between
them had rejuvenated itself far enough, yet. “You’re asking because the press seemed to think
that you and | were involved as soon as they saw us together?”

“I thought it might be prudent for us to talk about this before you share your feelings with the
entire Federation.”

“Does it bother you that they thought we were together?” she asked.

“It did at the time, but that was because...”

“...of Seven... Annika, I mean.” She smiled gently. “And now?”

He glanced down and then back up at her. “I’d rather you not announce to the entire Federation
that there is absolutely nothing between us. We are friends, at least | believe we’re still good
friends, despite... everything.”

“Of course we are.” She could see that he was still worried. “Chakotay, when you were angry
with me, I knew why, and I also knew that eventually it would work out. It’s not like it was the
first time we’d come to blows. As far as I’m concerned, our friendship is as strong as it’s ever
been.” Smiling, she said, “Look at it this way, we’re spending all this time together when we
don’t have to, and I'm enjoying it.”

“I’m relieved.” He rubbed his thumb across the back of her hand. “I don’t know how you feel
about it, but if you’re asked, | don’t think there’s any harm in letting the rumors continue. It
would be preferable to denying that anything exists. After all, we’ve probably been spotted
together a lot.”

“Yes, I’m sure we have.”

“If you deny it, people are really going to think something is going on.”

She felt slightly breathless. “I plan on answering the question honestly — that we’re very dear
friends and we grew very close out there.”

“That is true.”

She waited for a moment to see if he would say something more, because she couldn’t tell if he
was about to suggest they move this forward. When he didn’t say anything else, she looked
away, unwilling to push the issue... yet. “Well, I’d better get inside and make sure all the boxes
are hidden.”

“Do you need any help?”

“Thank you for asking, but I’ll be fine. I’ll call you tomorrow after the interview?”



“I’d like that. Would you like me to be here for it?”
“No, I think I might be attempted to look at you too often and give things away that | shouldn’t.”
He chuckled. “You’ll be fine. Call me anytime tonight if you need to talk.”

“I will.” She withdrew a hand and touched his chest, feeling the need to convey how much she
cared for him. “Good night, Chakotay.”

After she shut the door, she closed her eyes and rested against the wall. Their friendship had
definitely returned, but where it was going next and how quickly it might proceed was making
her heart feel a little exposed and vulnerable — emotions that she didn’t care for in the least. It

was uncomfortable allowing someone to have that kind of affect on her, but if she was going to
let anyone into her heart, there was no one she trusted more than she did him.
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After the interview was over, Kathryn felt completely drained. It had lasted over three hours,
even though only an hour would be aired on the program. When the film crew finally left her
house, she tidied up the living room and then replicated a sandwich. Her mind was numb as she
ate, not having enough mental energy to think about anything.

It wasn’t until she recycled her dishes that she remembered she was going to call Chakotay, and
that he was probably waiting for her. She sat down at the comm terminal and keyed in the
connection.

He answered immediately. “Hi! You look beautiful, Kathryn.”

Touching her face, she smiled gently. “They put a lot of makeup on me. | probably look fake
and pasty up close.”

“l doubt it. Did you wear that?”

She put a hand on the dark blue blouse. “Doesn’t it look okay? The stylist looked through my
closet and picked this out.”

“Looks very nice. I’m just surprised that you aren’t in uniform.”

“Oh. No... Gayle wanted to interview the ‘woman behind the uniform,” as she put it.”
“Well, you look great. How did it go?”

“Emotional. Exhausting.”

“Did she manage to make you cry?”



Kathryn laughed. “I got a little misty-eyed, but didn’t shed any real tears. She’s good, I will say
that.”

“What got you emotional?”

Shrugging, she said, “Several things, but not about what | expected. We talked about how alone
we felt out there, and how we relied on each other. And the joy we felt when we finally made
contact with home.”

“Well, that’s good.” Chakotay smiled softly. “Anything bad?”

“Yes and no. We talked about some of the more difficult things, but she was able to keep the
conversation moving, so we didn’t dwell on any one thing in particular.”

“I’m relieved. | was worried about you.”
“Thank you.” She felt warmed by the compassion in his eyes, but she didn’t have the energy to
talk about it. “About tonight... would you give Tom and B’Elanna my regrets? 1’d really like to

go to Indiana this afternoon and stay for the weekend.”

“Of course, although I think B’Elanna was hoping to have a watch-party on Sunday night. We
talked about it last night while we were painting.”

“Oh.” She was disappointed. “l wanted to watch it with my family, and | was going to invite
you to join us.”

“Really?” He was surprised.

“Absolutely. 1’d like to watch it with both you and Mom, and she asked me to invite you to her
home for dinner sometime.”

“I’d love to join you. B’Elanna can still have her party without us.”

“If you’re sure, 1’ll call you tomorrow with the plans.”

“I look forward to it. I’m sure Tom and B’Elanna won’t mind at all.”

“Thank you.”

After the comm closed, Kathryn quickly changed her clothes, washed her face, and threw a few

things into a bag. The morning left her feeling so drained that she wanted nothing more than to
spend some time with her mom and enjoy a little bit of Indiana springtime.
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The following Sunday afternoon, Kathryn put her puzzle piece down when she heard the front
door open. She told her niece, “I’ll be right back, Katie.”

She stepped into her mother’s foyer to greet Chakotay. Mike, Phoebe’s husband, had met him at
the transporter station and brought him to the house. She took the bottle of wine that he held out
to her and she said, “Thank you, and welcome to Indiana.”

He leaned in to kiss her cheek. “It’s beautiful here. 1’d like to see more of it sometime, but |
must say that I’m glad you sent Mike to meet me. | don’t think I would’ve found the house
otherwise.”

“Come on in.” She led him into the sitting room and said, “Make yourself at home. 1’ll be right
back.” She went into the kitchen to put the wine in the cooler and to let her mom and sister
know that the men had arrived. When she returned, Chakotay had sat at the end of a sofa and
was talking to Mike about something they’d seen on the walk.

Katie had crawled up onto her father’s lap and was eyeing Chakotay suspiciously from across the
room, a sight that was both cute and amusing. Kathryn said, “Dinner will be ready in about
thirty minutes. Mom loves to cook the old-fashioned way so the meal is in the oven.” She sat in
the middle of the sofa, and waved Katie over. The little girl reluctantly slid off her daddy’s lap,
but didn’t go any further.

Kathryn glanced at Chakotay who was watching Katie’s reaction. He smiled but said nothing.
“Katie, 1’d like you to meet a very dear friend of mine. His name is Chakotay.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Katie.”

Taking time to size up the situation, Katie finally decided to creep around to Kathryn, but staying
as close to the wall as possible and watching him intently the entire time. When she finally
reached Kathryn’s lap, she slowly pulled herself up, never breaking eye contact with Chakotay.
The adults were enjoying watching her as she quietly stared at him. Finally, she stated, “You
need a wipe. You drew on your face.”

Kathryn and Mike laughed, and Chakotay smothered his grin. He said, “It’s called a tattoo, and
it’s a symbol of my tribe.”

“Would you like me to color it for you? It looks like a rainbow. The first color is red, the
second is orange, the third is yellow, and then green, but we need more stripes.”

Chakotay had to smile. “No thank you, but if you want, we can draw it on paper and then you
can color it. It’s an eagle’s wing.”

“I might,” she said matter-of-factly, and then as if deciding he was okay, she jumped off of
Kathryn’s lap and stood right next to his leg. “My name is Katie. It has five letters. Do you
know what they are?”



“Hmmm... I’m not sure. Do you know?”

“K-A-T-I-E.” She pointed to Kathryn. “And this is my Aunt Katie. Her name has five letters
too, and they are the same as mine. K-A-T-I-E.”

“I see,” he said in amazement. “How old are you, Katie?”

“Four. The number that comes before five.”

“Yes, it does. Is that your favorite number?”

“No. My favorite number is...” She had to think about it. “My favorite number is seven.”

“Oh, why’s that?” Chakotay glanced at Kathryn.

“Daddy says it’s lucky so that’s how many pieces of candy Grandma gave me for my dessert
after lunch.” She held up her fingers and counted to seven before asking, “What did she say your
name is?”

“Chakotay.”

“That’s a funny name.”

Mike said, “It just sounds different and you’ve never heard it before.”

“No, I’ve heard it before.” She said it out loud, slowly, “Cha...ko...tay. I think the first sound is
two letters.”

“You’re right. C and h,” Chakotay said.
“Cha... like chair.”
Mike said, “That’s right, Katie. Good work.”

Finished with that conversation, the little girl asked, “Can we play with the puzzle now, Aunt
Katie?”

“Sure,” Kathryn got down on the floor again and went back to work with the puzzle they’d been
assembling before the men arrived. She glanced up at Chakotay who was watching her and
asked, “Did you help Tom and B’Elanna any more?”

“Yes, Friday night and we finished yesterday morning. The room looks great with all the
furniture put back.”

“I hope they understood?”



“Of course. | think B’Elanna was disappointed about tonight, but she’ll be okay.”

Kathryn chuckled. “Without me there they can make more comments, as I’m sure they’ll want
to.”

He smiled warmly at her and then broke the connection by looking around the room. “This is a
beautiful house, but somehow, it’s not what I expected.”

“Oh? What had you imagined?”

“A farmhouse. 1’m not sure why. Maybe it was when you were talking about learning the
basics.”

“Oh that... well, this isn’t the house I grew up in. Mom sold that about fifteen years ago. It
wasn’t a farm, but it did have a large plot of land. We grew our own vegetables.”

“This is a very nice home.”

She let her eyes wander around too, enjoying the airiness and the spacious ceilings. “Yes, itis. |
feel very content here. When she bought it, | thought it was way too much house for her, but it’s
very comfortable for houseguests and there’s a lot of room to spread out. 1’ll have to show you
the sunroom later. It’s my favorite spot.”

“I’d love to see it.” He caught her eyes again and smiled gently.

Phoebe chose that moment to come in. She sat a little too close to Chakotay and held out her
hand, as if for a kiss. “Hello there, I’m Phoebe.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said as he took her hand and kissed the back of it.

Kathryn rolled her eyes at her sister’s flirtatious nature, and glanced at Mike who just shrugged
and picked up a book off the side table and absently leafed through it. She knew that Mike
didn’t feel threatened in the least, but that he liked making a big show of ignoring it.

“Tell me, Chakotay,” Phoebe purred. “Are you as dangerous as they say you are?”

He leaned into her personal space and with a deep voice, asked, “Who says I’m dangerous?”

“People said that | should be worried about my sister, stuck out there with a dangerous man, hell-
bent on revenge. So | want to know... are you dangerous?”

“Very dangerous... to anyone who dared threaten your sister.” His smoldering gaze found
Kathryn and her pulse quickened with the intensity of it.



Phoebe withdrew, obviously quite satisfied with herself, and turned to wink at Kathryn. “He’s
delicious, Katie.”

Kathryn smiled at the pink tinge that showed Chakotay’s slight embarrassment.

He recovered quickly and replied, “Phoebe, if you weren’t Kathryn’s sister and if your husband
wasn’t sitting over there pretending to ignore us, I’d show you just how delicious.”

Little Katie asked innocently, “Mommy, why do you think Cha-ko-tay is yummy?”

Kathryn smothered a laugh.

“He just is, sweetheart.” Phoebe stared into his eyes for a second longer and then climbed onto
the floor with Kathryn and Katie. “And so are you, my little pumpkin!” They all laughed as
Phoebe attempted to nuzzle her squealing daughter’s neck.

Kathryn decided to get out of the way of mayhem and pulled herself up onto the sofa next to
Chakotay. She squeezed his forearm and let her hand rest on his wrist. Softly, she said, “Sorry
about that. She’s something.”

His chest rumbled quietly with laughter. “She certainly is. | like her already.”

Gretchen came into the room and asked, “What’s all this ruckus?” Without waiting for an
answer, she came right up to Chakotay and took his hand. “I’m so glad that you’re able to join
us.”

“Thank you for asking Kathryn to invite me. You have a beautiful home.”

“Why, thank you. | do hope you’ll consider it your home too when you’re here. Anything you
need, you just look around for it or ask me. Now, | made Biryani. Katie said you enjoyed the
replicated recipe?”

“Yes, very much. She made it on special occasions.”

“Well, we don’t allow her anywhere near a real kitchen, but she does have pretty good luck with
replicators.”

Chakotay had to laugh. “Sometimes.”
Kathryn felt the need to defend her honor. “I only burned a handful of dinners.”

They both looked at her with amusement, and Gretchen said, “Well, come on into the dining
room. Everything is just about ready.”

Over dinner, they had pleasant conversations about Katie, Chakotay’s family in Ohio, his sister’s
pregnancy, and about the status of the rebuilding in San Francisco following the war. Kathryn



was growing nervous about the interview broadcast so she didn’t say much, but she enjoyed
listening to everyone else.

While Phoebe and Mike were negotiating with Katie about how many bites she had to eat before
dessert, Chakotay leaned close and asked Kathryn, “Are you feeling okay?”

“Hmmm? Oh yes. Just a little anxious.”

Gretchen heard her answer and said, “Well, this is a pretty big deal. We’re in the midst of a
celebrity now.”

Kathryn shook her head, amused. “It’s just me.”

“Oh, Aunt Martha sure doesn’t think so.”

Chakotay couldn’t help but add, “I’ve heard about Aunt Martha.”

“Have you?” Gretchen looked knowingly at her daughter. “Martha is having a gathering at her
house tonight, with everyone she knows to watch the interview. Did I tell you, Katie, that she
called a short while ago?”

“Still trying to get me to come over?”

“Yes, but failing that, she wanted to know if you’d be saying anything embarrassing.”

“Good ole, Aunt Martha.” Kathryn shook her head. “It’s quite possible that I will be
embarrassing myself, but | don’t think she has anything to worry about. Her name didn’t come
up atall.”

“She’d be surprised to hear that,” Phoebe joined in on the conversation. For Chakotay’s benefit,
she added, “Aunt Martha is absolutely sure that she was the inspiration for Katie to go into
Starfleet, so all of Katie’s accomplishments are really Martha’s accomplishments.”

“Funny,” Chakotay said. “I don’t remember her name on the VVoyager manifest.”

“l can’t imagine,” Kathryn closed her eyes to block out the thought.

Gretchen stood and said, “Let’s get this cleared up so we can get situated in front of the viewing
screen. I’m so excited, I’m about to bust!”

Kathryn and Chakotay stood to help with the dishes, but as the guests of honor, they were
dismissed and banished to the hearth room after their first trip into the kitchen. She didn’t mind
because it gave her a few minutes alone with Chakotay. Her favorite sofa was in this room — an
oversized love seat. She relaxed into the cushions, crossed her legs comfortably, and savored the
plush warmth of the soft fabric.



Still standing, Chakotay watched her enjoyment. “We need to find one of these for your house.
You look like you’re in heaven.”

She opened her eyes and patted the seat next to her. “Join me. You’ll love it.”

As requested, he relaxed into the cushions as well and sighed deeply. After a moment of quiet,
he said, “I love your family, Kathryn.”

“I’m glad. They’re pretty special to me.”

“l can see why, and | don’t even feel like an intruder.”

“You’re not.” She laid her hand on his arm just as she had before dinner. Looking at the clock,
she realized the interview would be starting in twenty minutes. She really hoped that Gloria had
pulled things together well.

“What’s on your mind?”

“Oh, just wondering if I should’ve asked to see the final version before it was aired.”

“I’'m sure it’ll be fine. | can’t imagine you being anything but eloquent and graceful... just like
you always are when diplomacy is required.”

“Perhaps, but I don’t usually discuss my personal feelings during first contacts.”

He looked at her intently, as if trying to decide whether to ask something.

“What is it?”” she wondered.

“It’s that vulnerability thing again, isn’t it?”

“Vulnerability thing? Again?”

“After you got back from Quarra. You said you’d never felt more vulnerable because the crew
and everyone at that station had seen you with your hair down, happy, and carefree. You told me
that you felt immensely more comfortable behind the captain’s pips and wanted to get that planet
behind as soon as possible so that we’d all forget. You have the same look about you now as
you did after you got your memories back.”

She waved it off. He had nailed it, but she wasn’t about to start thinking deeply about her
innermost psyche. “I’ll be fine... just a little nervous about being so open.” The rest of

Kathryn’s family came into the room as she said, “I’m worried that this isn’t going to answer
everyone’s questions, and they’ll be stalking me for more.”



“You’re a celebrity now, sis. Everyone wants to know the wonderful you!” Phoebe curled up
with Mike on another loveseat, and Kathryn felt instantly jealous that she wasn’t free to do the
same with Chakotay. She’d love nothing better than to hide in his arms for the next hour.

As they got settled in and the program was about to start, Gretchen said, “This is just so
exciting... My baby girl on Gayle Struthers!”

Kathryn groaned and hid her face in her hands. She felt Chakotay’s hand touch her wrist to pull
it away from her face.

“You’re going to miss it if you hide.” He pulled her hand to his lips and kissed it softly, but
instead of letting it go, he held it between his and urged her to lean against him a little. Even that
slight contact made her feel warm, as if he was bolstering her up emotionally so that she could
confront her next big obstacle. She relaxed into him a little more and directed her attention at the
viewing screen, her thoughts not far from the way his thumb gently rubbed the back of her hand.

The announcer said, “Coming up next: A tell-all interview with Captain Kathryn Janeway of
Voyager.”

Kathryn’s image appeared on the screen and Phoebe asked, “You wore that?”
“It’s the one you picked out at that little boutique in Belfast.”

“Yeah, but | thought you’d be in uniform. You should’ve worn red. That jacket we found in
Milano, maybe.”

She knew exactly which one her sister was referring to and had to agree. “Yes, | do love that
one.”

Chakotay asked, “What new jacket is this?”
“I don’t think you’ve seen it. Too dressy for what we’ve been doing.”

Their conversation ended as the program began. Gayle Struther’s image said, “Tonight, | have
the distinct honor of bringing you an in-depth interview with Starfleet’s Captain Kathryn
Janeway of the Federation Starship VVoyager that recently returned from an unplanned seven-year
exile in the far reaches of the galaxy’s delta quadrant. \Voyager’s return has been hailed as an
extraordinary accomplishment and nothing short of a miracle. Tonight, we’ll learn intimate
details about the woman who made it all happen.”

Kathryn didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or flattered by that introduction. She squeezed
Chakotay’s hand and felt him return the gesture in reassurance.

The image on the screen switched to Gayle in Kathryn’s living room. “The first question | have
for you is one that has been on all our minds since that day in December when Voyager burst



through the flames of an exploding Borg sphere. Tell me, Kathryn, how, exactly, did you feel at
that moment?”

The camera switched to her, and the lighting showed her looking very soft and feminine.
Kathryn felt pleasantly surprised by how her eyes seemed to sparkle. “After what it took to get
us there, | was stunned, to put it mildly. | couldn’t believe that we’d actually made it and
survived the experience.”

“Although the news broadcasts showed that moment over and over again, we don’t know how
Voyager came to be in there. What can you tell us? Did you happen upon the sphere and think,
‘Hey, the Borg are heading our way. Let’s hitch a ride?’”

“Well, yes, actually.” Kathryn laughed. “A large part of the details are classified, but yes, we did
‘happen upon’ a Borg transwarp hub that we decided to destroy, but before we did, we used it to
get home. After we entered the conduit that brought us here, we fired torpedoes behind us and
were able to destroy the hub. That sphere was sent to assimilate us and when we realized that we
wouldn’t be able to outrun it, we allowed it to take us inside. We counted on our shields to keep
the Borg out long enough to make it home. Once we realized that we’d been successful, we fired
a torpedo at the sphere’s primary power source. Thanks to the outstanding piloting skills of
Lieutenant Tom Paris, we high-tailed it out of there in the nick of time.”

“That’s an incredible story. What did you think when you saw Earth for the first time?”

“It was absolutely breathtaking. | was so grateful to be home again and relieved that we’d made
it.”

Gayle asked, “What did you miss most about Earth?”

“Everything.” Kathryn thought for a moment. “The seasons, the sunrises and sunsets, the
coffee, but most of all, I missed my mother.”

“You’re close to her,” Gayle stated.

“Yes, very close. | hate the pain that my disappearance caused her, but because of it, our
relationship has strengthened a great deal. We wrote letters every chance we could in the last
few years.”

Gretchen interrupted and told Kathryn, “Thank you, Katie. | loved the letters, too.”

Kathryn smiled at her mom before the interview pulled their attention back.

“Tell us who Kathryn Janeway was before she became Captain of VVoyager. You were engaged,
right?”

“l was,” Kathryn nodded. “To a philosopher... a brilliant man, whom | loved very much.”



“But he didn’t wait for you.”

“He did for two years, but | don’t fault him for his decision to move on. | wouldn’t have wanted
him to grieve endlessly, so I’m glad that he found love again. 1 sincerely wish him all the best.”

“Your father was a Starfleet Admiral who died in the line of duty. Were you close to him?”

“He was an inspiring man, but | was twenty-one when he died, so he still seems larger than life
to me. | did everything in my power to make him proud of me.”

“Do you think if he were still alive, he’d be proud of what you’ve accomplished?”
Kathryn smiled, “I sure hope so0.”

“You were with him when he died, were you not?”

“Yes,” she said hesitantly. “I was in the same shuttle accident.”

“And someone else was in that accident too?”

“Both my father and my first fiancé were in that shuttle. | was the only survivor... but that was a
long time ago.”

“How did that change who you were?”
Kathryn answered, “How can that not have changed me?” She sighed and thought carefully
before answering. “I believe that it gave me the determination to make them both proud, so after

a period of mourning, I went on to command school and focused my energy on doing just that.”

“Tell us about VVoyager. Your mission was supposed to last three weeks, if | understand
correctly? What was that mission, if I may ask?”

“It shouldn’t be that much of a secret. We were sent to apprehend the Maquis ship Liberty,
commanded by Captain Chakotay.”

Gayle smiled. “It appears that you were successful.”

“Yes,” she held up a finger to add, “but not quite the way I planned.”

“Were you and the Maquis ship thrown out there together? How did they end up on VVoyager?”
“The displacement wave took the Liberty first, and when we were looking for them, we got
caught up in the same phenomenon. It wasn’t until a few days later when Captain Chakotay

sacrificed the Liberty to save VVoyager that the Maquis came to be on our ship.”

“What is a displacement wave, exactly?”



Kathryn tapped her temple. “It would take a lot longer to explain the physics behind it than we
have time for in this interview, and we don’t really understand the phenomenon completely
anyway. Suffice it to say, a sporocystian life form was the caretaker to a species called the
Ocampa. He brought ships out there from across the galaxy in an attempt to find a life form who
could take over his role. He died before he could send us back.”

“The Ocampa... you had one on your ship for awhile didn’t you? What were they like?”

A pleasant look crossed her face. “Kes was the Ocampa who joined us. They are a very unique
species in that they only live for nine years, but achieve adulthood by age one. Kes was a dear
and brilliant young lady and made an inspiring difference to what felt like a very grim situation.
She was full of hope and amazement for every discovery, every adventure.”

“So... the Maquis were on VVoyager, and they became part of your crew. Was that a smooth
transition?”

Chuckling at the memories, Kathryn said, “It was a learning experience for us all, and I’m sure
harder on the Maquis than on the original crew. Captain Chakotay agreed to become my first
officer and that eased the transition. He helped me a great deal by encouraging me to appoint
B’Elanna Torres as my chief engineer. | have never met a more gifted and intelligent woman.
We are alive today because of her incredible gifts.”

“So, you were stranded out there, with a ship full of Maquis, and no means of getting home.
What kind of thoughts were running through your head? Did you ever think you'd see home
again?”

“l was determined to find a wormhole, another sporocystian life form, or anything that would
provide us with a shortcut. | would not believe that the Delta Quadrant was the end of our story.
And there was a magnificent chance to explore and discover so many new worlds. It was the
opportunity of a lifetime, and at times, 1 felt like we were the first Enterprise seeking new life in
uncharted space. That ship had no backup, and neither did we.”

“Did anything in your past experiences prepare you for the Delta Quadrant?”

“Absolutely not.” Kathryn smiled. “But with the combined experiences, knowledge, tenacity,
and wits of the entire crew, we were able to figure it out as we went along. We made some
mistakes along the way, but we also became a tight-knit team that was able to accomplish the
impossible more than once. | am extremely proud of my crew.”

“If you could go back in time and had the choice of not embarking on that journey into the
Badlands, knowing then what you know now, would you still go?”

“What a question.” Kathryn thought hard about that one. “Would I disobey orders? No, but |
dearly regret the loss of the forty-seven lives along the way. Most of those were from the impact



of the initial displacement wave, but there’s not one loss that doesn’t break my heart.” She
wiped away the moisture that had collected in her eyes.

The Kathryn who was watching the interview swallowed hard and squeezed Chakotay’s hand.
He put his arm around her and held her against his side.

Gayle asked, “When you first made contact with Earth, how did that affect you?”

“We rejoiced because our friends and family knew we were alive. It was a connection to home
that we really needed, even though it didn’t bring us any closer or allow us to communicate.”

“It was a couple years later before communication was possible, wasn't it? When you and the
rest of the crew started learning about what was happening here with the war, what were your
reactions?”

“We were devastated. Some people had received good news, and the crew at large tried to
rejoice with them, but knowing that our home was in turmoil and there was nothing we could do
to help was really difficult. The Maquis members learned at that time that all of their comrades
had either been murdered or imprisoned, and it opened some old wounds that were hard to
recover from. Suddenly, we all felt as helpless to protect our homes as the Maquis had felt trying
to protect the estranged colonies.”

Chakotay squeezed Kathryn tightly and whispered into her ear, “Thank you.”
She turned to him and whispered, “I wanted people to know.”

Gayle asked, “I’m sure you encountered some horrible situations out there, some that you're
likely unable to talk about, but what would you like the Federation to know about what you
endured?”

“l don’t want the people of the Federation to have nightmares, so maybe we should move on to
another question.”

“Kathryn, we know that you weren’t on a seven-year vacation of exploration, and you don’t have
to tell us details, but we would like to know what kind of challenges you faced. What’s out
there?”

She thought carefully before answering. “The good news is that we successfully outwitted or
outran all of the more troublesome species, so if any of our stories give you concern, know that
they can be beat.” Taking a deep breath before speaking, she said, “The most disturbing species,
for me, was one of the first we ran into. The Vidiians. Their entire race was ravaged by a plague
that they called the phage. Their medical technology was beyond ours by leaps and bounds, but
they depended on organ transplants to survive. The frightening part was that they harvested their
organs from living donors.”

“Good heavens.” Gayle looked horrified. “Did you lose any crew to them?”



“Yes.” Kathryn watched herself answer the question succinctly, and knew that during the
interview, she had been thinking about all the people who’d died, and how she didn’t want their
families to know the circumstances.

“Any other encounters that you can tell us about?”

“Well, there’s always the Borg. We ran into them quite a few times.”

“And two of your crew were former drones, weren’t they?”

“Yes, Annika Hansen was the only remaining Borg on VVoyager after our first encounter with
them. Our Doctor was able to remove most of her implants, and over time, she regained her
humanity. She is, without a doubt, the most intelligent person | have ever known, and | care
deeply for her. The other is Icheb. He was one of four Borg children that joined us after we
found them on a derelict Borg cube. We placed the other three with their own people, but Icheb
stayed with us and has grown into a remarkable young man.”

“What was the most difficult part of the journey?”

“One thing comes to mind above all others... We found ourselves in an area of space that the
crew dubbed “The Void.” It was a region that was devoid of any life. No stars, no planets,
nothing to break up the monotony of the day and night. We were expecting to face two years of
that.”

“How did you manage?”

“Everyone pulled together to make the best of it, but luckily, we encountered a race of people
that needed our help, and through that encounter, we found a wormhole that cut sixteen months
off our journey.”

“Did you or the crew ever feel like giving up?”

“Yes, but never all at once, so we pulled each other along.”

“How did you keep your faith?”

“That’s not an easy question to answer. We relied on each other more than any crew has ever
had to, and at those times when things looked dire, there was always something that came along

to renew our spirit.”

“What are some of the discoveries you made that you can share with us? Cultures, science, or
whatever you feel like sharing.”

“Wow... there are so many discoveries that it’s hard to isolate them. Maybe one of us will write
a book,” Kathryn laughed.



“Tell us about your first-officer, Commander Chakotay. We know him as a former Starfleet
officer who joined the Maquis, who then became your chief confidant. What kind of person is
he?”

Phoebe, Mike, and Gretchen all glanced at her as Kathryn felt Chakotay squeeze her shoulders.
They listened intently to her answer. “Chakotay is a remarkable man. He taught advanced
tactics at the academy, but left Starfleet when the Cardassians destroyed his home colony and
murdered over three thousand people who were living there. He’s a peace-loving man who did
what he could to get supplies to the surviving colonies and was able to thwart several Cardassian
attacks, including a couple against Bajor.”

“And when he agreed to serve under you, was that a smooth transition?”

“Yes, actually, it was. | don’t want to speak for him, but | do know his opinions well, so | hope
he won’t mind if I tell you. Chakotay knew that the Federation was trying to avoid a war with
Cardassia, and that their hands were tied when it came to the destruction of his home. It was a
horrendous tragedy, and his anger was focused on the Cardassians who committed the atrocity.
When | asked him to put on the Starfleet uniform again, he did it without hesitation. There was
nothing we could’ve done out there to affect change here, so our primary focus was to build a
cohesive crew that could face the challenges we would come up against. It wasn’t easy for
everyone to put aside their feelings, but eventually, everyone understood why it had to be done.”

Kathryn chanced a glance at Chakotay who had let go of her hand to put his fist against his
mouth as he listened. When he looked at her, she saw that his eyes were moist. She said, “I'm
sorry.”

He shook his head. “You’re exactly right. 1 didn’t realize how much you understood.”

She patted his leg as he gratefully accepted a handkerchief that Gretchen offered to him. While
they’d been talking, Gayle asked about Kathryn’s impressions of the impact of the war on the
Federation.

“It’s devastating, and I'm sure that | haven’t seen the brunt of it. The visible impact on San
Francisco is shocking, so many buildings and landmarks were destroyed. Nothing can replace
the lives that were lost — so many of my classmates and friends are gone. It’s...” she shook her
head. “It’s inconceivable to me what the Federation suffered through.”

“And Starfleet itself — have you noticed any changes?”

“It’s hard to say. Ask me again in six months. We were debriefed and then we’ve been on
leave, so | haven’t really had a chance to get a feel for it yet. I'm sure the loss of life has
impacted Starfleet severely. | know just from speaking to my own family that it feels like the
proverbial rug was pulled out from under them. We’ve been living with the security of knowing
that Earth and the worlds inside the Federation were safe places to live, that Starfleet would



protect us, good would always triumph over evil, and that this idealistic society we’ve created
would be our Utopia. But suddenly, that’s not true anymore and there’s a crisis of faith.”

“I’ve never heard anyone say it quite so eloquently, Kathryn, but you’re right.” Gayle was just
as caught up in the emotions as Kathryn was.

Kathryn continued, “I don’t know what I can do, but | hope that the desire to recreate our sense
of peace and security is just as strong with every member of the Federation as it is with me.”

“Let’s hope we can move mountains to make that happen,” Gayle said.

“It only takes a grain of faith within each of us.”

“Kathryn,” Gayle asked. “What does it feel like to have made such a huge difference?”
“How so?”

“This miracle that you’ve accomplished by bringing VVoyager home, the uniting of your crews,
the hope that it’s given to so many people, the extraordinary stories of how you survived your
ordeals, and the impact that you and VVoyager must have made on the many worlds you made
first contact with. All of these things are because of you, your leadership, and your decisions.
How does that feel?”

Kathryn was silent as she thought about the question. “That’s a question that | don’t know how
to answer.”

“Your impact on the galaxy is far-reaching and you’ve brought us hope in miracles. Do you
have a feel for the impact you’ve made?”

The Kathryn watching felt reassured as Chakotay took her hand again, lacing their fingers
together as he had five years ago on New Earth and many times since when she needed his silent
support.

“In retrospect,” Kathryn answered, “It is easy to see that we accomplished something
monumental. It’s also easy for me to say that | made the decision to strand us out there in order
to protect an innocent race of people, and that | was willing to make that sacrifice because it was
the right thing to do.

“But, I didn’t realize how much that decision would affect me and the lives of countless
individuals. We go about our days, all of us, doing our jobs as best we can. You know the old
adage — | put my pants on one leg at a time just like everyone else.

“This difference you’re talking about isn’t something that | decided to do one morning. It was
merely living one day at a time, making the best choices | could with the information | had at the
time. It was about encouraging the people who were out there with me to do the best that they
could.



“Making a difference is about making the best out of your circumstances. It takes the strength to
stick with it and perseverance when times get tough. In other words, to be as stubborn as a mule.
I'm not saying that I didn’t make mistakes, nor was | always positive and hopeful. There were
some very dark times out there, but just as | cared for the crew of VVoyager, they also cared about
me. That’s what made the difference.”

Gayle asked, “Still, there must have been choices that you made where you knew the outcome
would be significant?”

Kathryn answered, “There were some opportunities that we took advantage of, and yes, we
knowingly helped when it was within our power and ethics to do so, but no more than any
Federation ship would do. There were quite a few times when | didn’t think VVoyager would
survive. It was either sheer luck or the grace of God, but here we are. Some of us didn’t make it,
and I'm surprised that I'm not one of them.”

Kathryn paused before saying, “There are countless stories of men and women who have made a
difference by doing just one thing. | suppose that we were lucky to have little moments like that
almost every day. We had almost five hundred first contacts. Ninety percent of those went well,
and I hope that with the remaining fifty, we were able to leave a mark, plant an idea, or
encourage a little thought. It’s hard to tell what the impact will be of every little decision,
choice, or even simply the expression of an idea.

“I'm no different than anyone else. The abilities that 1’ve needed have emerged as | confronted
situations. When that failed, someone has always stepped up to fill the void.”

“Who was that person?”

“Oh, it was so many people, but 1’d have to say that, for me, one person rose above all the others
— my first officer. It was the never-failing and steadfast support of Chakotay that helped me. His
ingenuity and resourcefulness are remarkable, and he stood by my side, every day, so that we
could face the challenges together.”

Kathryn felt Chakotay’s hand begin to tremble slightly, so she held it reassuringly.

“It was also Tuvok’s logic, B’Elanna Torres’ brilliance, the trust and intelligence of Harry Kim.
We were motivated by our EMH’s thirst for humanity and the search for Annika Hansen’s
identity. Tom Paris’ humor grounded us and brought us levity in the most dire circumstances —
not to forget his unbelievable piloting abilities and genuine compassion for others. The list goes
on and on. Everyone gave each other what they could and we became a family who relied on
each other.”

Gayle asked, “What can you do now? What will top this?”



“I don’t think there’s anything that could be more difficult or more rewarding than the last seven
years. I’ll just keep doing what | have been doing — to care about the people in my life, and to do
all the good that I can, whenever the opportunity presents itself.”

“I have one last question for you.”

Kathryn smiled, “What’s that?”

“How are you?”

She laughed, giving the viewers her full, bright smile. “I'm thrilled to be home.”

“Yes, but after seven years of such intense responsibility, how challenging has it been for you to
reintegrate with life here on Earth, and at the same time, struggle with letting go of your role as
captain for nearly one hundred and fifty people?”

“Well, I don’t think my role as captain of VVoyager’s crew will ever be one that I'm willing to let
go of. Being a captain in such a closed community is a far-different role than that which is
typical. | love each and every one of them and I hope we find ways to continue to be an integral
part of each other’s lives. Chakotay and | have been checking on everyone, making sure they’re
getting settled in. We’ll soon be discussing what’s next for each of us, and | hope to make that
transition smooth and encouraging.”

“And your personal reintegration?”

Kathryn smiled brightly, “I’ve been enjoying Earth like | never have before. It’s remarkable and
I cherish every sunset, every flower, and every little piece of natural beauty I see. | feel like my
head has been in the clouds.”

“It has been an absolute pleasure to speak with you today, Kathryn. You truly are an inspiration
to us all. 1 wish for you, and all of those on VVoyager, a warm welcome home.”

“Thank you.”

The show ended and Gretchen clicked off the viewscreen. The room was quiet until Katie asked,
“Are you done talking now, Aunt Katie?”

Kathryn laughed. “Yes, I think I’ve said more than enough.”

Mike said sarcastically, “I feel motivated to go make the world a better place now.”
“We’ll miss you, Mike,” Kathryn joked in return.

Gretchen said, “I'm speechless, Katie.”

Phoebe added, “I had no idea you were such a good speaker, sis. That was really something.”



“It’s no wonder that you were exhausted after that interview was over.” Gretchen told everyone,
“She came here and slept all afternoon.”

Kathryn turned to Chakotay who was quietly listening to everyone. “What did you think? Did |
come close to describing the experience out there?”

“Yes,” his voice cracked and he cleared his throat. “Absolutely.”

Phoebe said, “Well, it’s obvious to me, Chakotay, that my sister thinks you’re pretty wonderful.”
“l do,” Kathryn said softly.

“So it seems,” Chakotay replied.

Mike said, “I'm anxious to see what the response to this interview will be. You said some pretty
significant things that should motivate some change.”

“I didn’t intend to start a revolution.”
“No,” Gretchen said, “But you certainly were clear about your opinion of the Maquis.”
“Doesn’t everyone feel that way now that the war is over?” Kathryn asked.

“No,” Mike said. “Many think they were the stimulus behind it. There aren’t many who think
the war was inevitable.”

“Hmmm,” Kathryn thought about that. “Then I'm glad I could shed some light on it.”

Chakotay asked, “Even if that means you just shot yourself in the foot regarding your career?”
“I don’t really give a damn about my career. There are a lot more important things in life.”
Gretchen added, “And your statement about the Federation being in a crisis of faith may be true,
but that’s the opposite message than what the President of the Federation has been trying to
convey.”

“Oh,” Kathryn frowned. “I didn’t realize that.”

“I wouldn’t worry about it,” Phoebe said casually. “Not many people agree with him.” She
stood up and said, “I think it’s time to get Katie home.”

“Noooo... | want to spend the night!” Katie insisted.

“Not tonight,” Mike said. “You have preschool in the morning.”



“l don’t want to go anywhere tomorrow!”

Gretchen asked, “Would you make a picture for me tomorrow at school? | love your paintings
so much.”

Katie sighed dramatically, “Okay.”

Kathryn chuckled lightly at the exchange and watched half-heartedly as her sister gathered up all
of their things. She looked at Chakotay, who was very still and quiet. “Did | upset you?”

He slowly turned his eyes to look at her. “No, not at all. I'm worried about you, but I'm not
upset. In fact, I'm rather touched.”

“I really don’t think you should worry about my career. I'm not interested in heading out there
again.”

“I know.” He smiled softly and pulled his arm out from behind her to hold her hands. “I just
don’t want you to be at the center of any coming trouble.”

“I'm not worried about Starfleet or the Federation.”

“I'm not either,” he said intently. “It’s anyone outside the chain of command that | worry about.
They may latch onto something you said.”

“If anyone like that exists, and if they truly listen to what | said, the end result could only be
positive.”

“If they listen... that’s the key.” He squeezed her arm and said, “I'm probably worrying about
nothing.”

She smiled, trying to reassure him, “I don’t think | said anything that momentous.”
“Give yourself some credit,” he winked. “You were very inspiring, and always have been.”

She shook her head as they rose to say good-bye to Katie.
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After Phoebe, Mike, and Katie left, the other three retired to the sun room, although the sun had
set hours earlier. The room was surrounded by open-air screens, but had a warm, gas stove that
kept the chill out of the night air. It was decorated with large, comfortable furniture and
overlooked a patio and private garden behind the house. At night, the garden was lit with small
lights sprinkled throughout the flower beds and along the walkway. Kathryn relaxed into the
settee and let Chakotay pour wine for all of them.



Her mother brought out some fruit and cheese and handed Kathryn a plate. Taking a seat across
from her, Gretchen said, “Katie, that interview was really something.”

“I'm happy with the way it turned out.” She nibbled on a slice of mild cheddar. *“Although I
hope | didn’t appear arrogant.”

“Not in the least,” Chakotay said as he sat down next to her. “If anything, we wish you’d take
more credit.”

“I think it’s very clear that as captain, | was the leader, but everyone deserves the recognition. |
want to make sure that the Federation learns about our whole VVoyager family, not just me.”

“Your modesty is very becoming, dear.” Gretchen smiled at her daughter. *“I’ve always been
proud of you, but listening to you speak tonight might just have been the icing on the cake.”

Kathryn felt warmed by her mother’s compliment. “Thank you.”

Gretchen said, “Tell me about the two of you. You’re much better friends than Edward was with
any of his first officers or captains. When did this friendship become so strong?”

Chakotay and Kathryn looked at each other and smiled. He said, “It was pretty gradual. First,
we had to get comfortable with each other’s crew.”

“Yes, although I trusted you immediately.”

“You did?” Chakotay asked.

“Do you think I would have asked you to be my first officer, otherwise?”
“l assumed that it was to keep the Maquis in line.”

Gretchen asked, “Yes, but when did you start becoming friends? | hated to think about you out
there isolated from your crew.”

“They were a unique crew in that they didn’t let me isolate myself.” Kathryn looked at
Chakotay. “Several invited me to the social gatherings often.”

He replied, “True, but I think it was around that first Christmas, about nine months into the trip.
We’d found Amelia Earhart and a whole society of humans that had been abducted from Earth in
the twentieth century. We gave the crew a choice about whether to stay or not and anyone who
wanted to was to gather in the cargo bay.”

“No one did,” she remembered fondly.

“Afterwards, you held my hand briefly in the corridor,” Chakotay said.



“Hmm,” Kathryn said to herself happily. “Yes, I guess | did. And then we had a Christmas
celebration and you and | exchanged gifts. You gave me that collection of short stories.”

Addressing Gretchen, Chakotay said, “And she gave me a dream catcher to decorate my
quarters. They were pretty spartan.”

“And the next day you went off and disappeared with that young Kazon. | was not the least bit
happy about that, you know.”

“It’s not like you never disappeared,” Chakotay said playfully.
Gretchen said, “Now, | didn’t mean to start an argument.”

Kathryn took a sip of wine. “It’s an old argument. We saved each other’s hides more times than
either of us cares to remember.”

Chakotay said, “Your mother doesn’t need to hear that.”

“I'm not oblivious to the dangers of being in Starfleet,” Gretchen responded.

“Our friendship...” Kathryn thought back. “I think it really blossomed the following fall.”
“New Earth,” Chakotay said.

“Oh?” Gretchen asked.

“He and | were bitten by an insect and the Doctor couldn’t find a cure that would allow us to
leave the planet. Something in the atmosphere kept us alive.”

Chakotay continued, “So they had no choice but to leave us there.”

“It was a beautiful planet. We named it New Earth, and it was just the two of us for almost two
months. That was definitely when our relationship changed.”

“Two months alone? | should say...” Gretchen gave them a knowing look.
“No, Mother, we didn’t take our relationship that far. It was mostly just a close friendship.”
“Mostly?” Gretchen asked.

“l kissed her,” Chakotay volunteered. “But then the ship came back for us, having found a
cure.”

“It took you two months to kiss her?”



“So anyway...” Kathryn changed the subject. “Our friendship grew after that, although it had
its ups and downs.”

Gretchen rolled her eyes and said, “I don’t believe you two for a second.”
“If you’ll remember, | was engaged to Mark at the time.”

“Oh, I remember,” Gretchen refilled their wine glasses. “A mistake in itself. You’d been
engaged for three years.”

“By that time, it had been five, but that’s beside the point.”

“No, darling, it’s not. Anyone who’s your age and can wait three years to get married doesn’t
really want to, in my opinion.”

“It’s a moot point now, anyway.” Kathryn sighed heavily. Her mother was hitting a little too
close to home. “Did you call Aunt Martha?”

“You really must want to change the subject to bring her up.” Gretchen popped a grape into her
mouth.

“You’re right.”
“No, I didn’t call her, but I also silenced the comm so no one would interrupt us tonight.”

“Probably a good idea,” Chakotay responded. “I think this interview is going to put you in
demand, Kathryn.”

“It was supposed to satisfy their curiosity, not create more.”

“Yes, but I’ll bet now that the whole Federation knows how personable you are, they’ll all want
to talk to you even more.”

Kathryn sighed. “It was the part about making a difference, wasn’t it?”

“Likely,” Gretchen agreed. “You could be an inspirational speaker with that theme. If you ever
want to retire from Starfleet, | think you could really do something with that.”

“That may come sooner than later, depending on what they want to do with me now.”
Gretchen asked, “Chakotay, have you given any thought as to what’s next?”

“I’ll probably wait to see what they offer me, but 1’d rather stay here than go out into space
again. Overall, I was happiest when | was teaching.”



“Sounds like a good plan. If Starfleet doesn’t want you, just come see me. I’ll get you in on the
faculty at U, where | teach.”

“Thank you, I’ll keep that in mind.”

Gretchen said, “Speaking of that, | do have an eight o’clock class of freshmen in the morning, so
I should turn in. Chakotay, you’re more than welcome to stay the night. We have plenty of
room.”

“Thank you, but I’ll find my way back to the transporter station.”

“Nonsense.” She stood and waved off his statement. “Stay here and enjoy yourself. You two
can go back together in the morning.” Leaning down to kiss her daughter’s head, she said,
“Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Mom.”

“Goodnight, Mrs. Janeway.”

“Gretchen, call me Gretchen,” she said as she went back into the house.

Chakotay looked after her. “She’s wonderful.”

“Yes, she is. Smart as a whip, too.”

“Just like her daughter,” he smiled.

“Flatterer.” She winked and asked, “So, would you like to stay?”

“It would be nice.”

“All right, then.” Closing her eyes, she laid her head on the back of the couch. “Now we can
just relax. I love the night air here. Isn’t it peaceful?”

“Yes, very.” He refilled their glasses again and asked, “I hadn’t thought about Kes in a long
time until tonight. 1 wonder what she’s doing now.”

“I hope she’s back on Ocampa. That’s where | imagine her.”

“That sounds nice. She was such a special young woman. It’s hard to imagine her out there
alone.”

“She needed people. | missed her so much at times that it hurt.”

“She was like a daughter to you.”



Kathryn’s eyes watered with the emotional memories. Trying to lighten the mood, she said,
“Yes, and then I tried to replace her with Seven. Night and Day. | wonder which would be more
like my real daughter, had | ever had one.”

“You’d like to?”

Lifting her head, she asked, “Have a child?” When Chakotay nodded, she continued. “I don’t
know. It seems a little late in life to be thinking about it, but Phoebe’s only four years younger
than | and she’s thinking about having another.”

“She is?”

Kathryn nodded. “I should be content to live vicariously through her.”

“Perhaps, perhaps not.” Chakotay touched her arm. “Don’t dismiss the idea without giving it
some thought.”

They continued quietly discussing the memories that the interview had brought up for a couple
hours. During a lull in the conversation, Chakotay said, “Kathryn, 1’d like to apologize again for
my behavior with Annika.”

She held up a hand. *“You really don’t need to. Let’s just call it water under the bridge.”

“Thank you, but | keep beating myself up over it. Your friendship is a lot more important to me
than she ever could’ve been.”

She took his hand and held it. “Your friendship is important to me, too.”

He sighed, “I guess I just... I'm sorry. You really don’t want to talk about this, do you?”
“Not really, but if you need to, we can.”

“I’d just like to explain myself, but | haven’t figured out how.”

She smiled. “Sometimes our actions are beyond any reasonable explanation, or they’re at least
beyond anything we care to admit. 1’ve had my share of irrational behavior, t0o.”

“| was flattered by her interest.”
“l understand.”

“And when she decided that she wasn’t attracted to me, | felt really foolish for getting involved
with her in the first place.”

She held his hand tighter, “I can assure you that it had more to do with her inability to feel than it
did with your sexual appeal.”



“You’re just trying to make me feel better.”

“I'm serious, Chakotay. She said that she enjoyed the first two kisses when she was in control,
but then you initiated the intimacy. Most women would enjoy that a lot more, but | don’t think
she can feel arousal. If you think about it, having someone put their tongue in your mouth
without any feelings of stimulation would be rather repulsive.”

“You talked about it in that much detail?”” He cringed.

“She needed to talk about it.”

“It’s discomforting to know that my girlfriend and my best friend were talking about me that
way.”

“I didn’t feel comfortable with the conversation either. She asked if I’d ever kissed you, wanting
to know if | experienced a similar non-response.”

He closed his eyes. “Do I need to know this?”

After taking a sip of wine, she responded, “I declined to answer her.”

Pondering that for a moment, he quietly asked, “Will you answer that question now?”
“You want to know if | enjoyed kissing you? That was five years ago.”

He shifted so that he was facing her, with a sudden mischievous glint in his eye. “It seemed to
me like you did.”

“You were the last man on earth, so to speak.” She downed the rest of her wine quickly.
“You’re blushing.”

“It’s the wine. 1’ve had five glasses, I think.” She stared at her empty glass trying to remember.
“Maybe six.”

“So you didn’t like the kiss?”

She chanced a glance at him and he was looking far too amused at the turn of the conversation.
“l didn’t say that. It was nice.”

“Nice?”
“I would’ve let you kiss me again, if Tuvok hadn’t called us the next day.”

“l thought so.” He smiled as he finished off his wine too.



“Care for a refill?”” she asked as she poured a little more for herself and drank quickly.
“No, but I would like your help with something.”

“What’s that?”

“An evaluation.”

“Of?”

“A kiss.”

“l see.” She felt a flood of warmth infuse her, but didn’t want to give it away so she finished off
her wine. “What are the criteria for this assessment?”

“Well,” he took their empty glasses and set them on the side table. “Don’t you agree that getting
feedback on one’s performance indicates areas that need improvement?”

“Of course, but my feedback may or may not have any bearing on any future recipient’s
preferences.”

He shifted closer so that their legs were touching. “Oh, I think it might.”

She shivered as his cool fingertips caressed her alcohol-warmed face. At least, she thought that
was why she shivered. “Your fingers are cold.”

He smiled just before his lips descended and kissed her lips tenderly. He closed his soft, warm
lips against her mouth several times and a soothing warmth settled over her. When he withdrew,
he looked steadily into her eyes. “What do you think?”

She leaned back and shrugged. “It was sweet.”

“That’s all?”

“Chaste.” She tried not to smile, but she wasn’t entirely successful.

“l see.” He licked his lips. “Can you suggest areas of improvement?”

“This is just my preference, but I'm fond of a more open-mouthed kiss.”

He nodded. “Anything else?”

“And your hands... touching the chin is a nice starting place, but then they need to move.” She
waved her hands in front of her face, watching them carefully as they seemed to blur.



“Do you have a specific destination in mind?”
“I like to be surprised.”

“Mm hmmm.” He leaned in to recover the distance she had put between them. “Could | impose
upon you for a re-evaluation?”

“You think your performance will improve that quickly?”
“1°d like to find out.”

He was leaning forward about as far as he could and it was up to her to complete the distance.
She put a hand on his chest and pushed him back a little. “First, I think we should get a little
more comfortable. | think you might agree that for a good field test scenario, it’s important to
have proper placement of the subjects.”

“Of course.” He opened his arms as she snuggled closer to his side.

“And I’d like to suggest that the duration of the test be long enough for a thorough evaluation.”
She could tell that her words were slurring a little.

He wrapped his arm around her back and pulled her close. “I’ll take that under advisement.”

She looked up into his deep, dark eyes, feeling as if she was in a dream. Her only connection to
reality was the tingle his finger created as it traced along the top edge of her lips. Her breathing
grew shallow as he gently tugged at her lower lip, opening her mouth seductively to receive his
kiss. Ever so slowly, his lips descended, and fuzziness pervaded her senses, causing her to fall

into him with her mind, her body, and with the love for him that she’d felt for a long, long time.

Following her suggestion, he caressed her face for only a moment before his fingers threaded
into her hair, eventually finding their way to the back to cradle her head tenderly in his hands.

Kathryn melted when the soft warmth of his tongue joined the kiss. Her hands gripped his shirt,
silently urging him to take it deeper until their tongues met in the most erotic kiss she’d ever
experienced. As he steadily coaxed her into arousal, a moan came from deep within her chest.
Much lower, a warm, wet heat settled in her belly where the sensations spiraled up through her
until she was light-headed and unable to do anything but react to his kiss. Her body felt afire as
his kiss deepened even further, entangling their mouths, and making her crave his touch all over.
Unable to stop herself, she arched her body against his, letting him know that she wanted more.

They stayed in the kiss for a long moment until his fingers disentangled from her hair to lightly
touch her shoulder. Gently, he held her arm as he brought them slowly out of the kiss. When he
drew back, her eyes remained closed and she felt dizzy. Not wanting the arousal to end, she
settled against him and laid her head on his shoulder.

He whispered, “Kathryn?”



She didn’t want to open her eyes or move even the tiniest muscle. “Hmmm?”
“Are you okay?”
“Mmmhmmm.” She forced herself to speak. “I think I’ve had too much to drink.”

“l see.” He hugged her close and caressed her arm to warm her up. He didn’t know that she was
already plenty warm, but the touch felt good nonetheless.

After a few minutes, she managed to open her eyes and look up into his kind and caring face.
“Hi.”

“Hi, yourself.”

“ think you passed your field test,” she slurred.

“Oh? Was the tongue an acceptable element?”

“It was delicious,” she hummed, feeling languid and dreamy.
“I’ll have to remember that next time I kiss a woman.”

“Oh? Who’re you planning on kissing?”

“You’ll be the first to know.” He kissed her temple.

She smiled up at him, thoroughly enjoying being in his arms, held and cherished in a way she’d
only imagined.

He said, “It’s a beautiful night.”

“Mmmhmm.” Slowly, she turned her head until she could see the screened windows. “I’ve
always loved Indiana in the springtime. | should’ve bought a house here instead of California.”

“Is this where you’d like to retire?”

“Maybe so, although I’d like to live in the mountains too. Somewhere in a natural setting.”
“Well, there’s nothing saying you can’t move.”

“True, but | think 1’1l stay where I'm at for a little while longer.”

They sat in silence for a little while, content to hold each other. He slid his hand up and down
her arm, and she lay against him with her head on his shoulder. She felt like drifting off to sleep,



but didn’t want to miss a moment of being close to him, so instead, she listened to his breathing
and the quiet sounds of the night around them.

He broke the silence by asking, “When are your meetings this week?”

“Start tomorrow afternoon.” Starfleet wanted to work through their evaluations and
recommendations for the crew. “l wish you could join me, though. Maybe I’ll suggest that.”

“I wouldn’t mind. 1’d like to have a say in what positions and ranks are offered to our people.”

“I think they want my opinion first, but it would be more efficient to go through it together.”
She yawned and snuggled into him. “I’ll see what | can do.”

“I think we should go to bed.”
“I'm quite comfortable right where I'm at.”

He chuckled and nuzzled her hair. “Me too, but if we fall asleep out here, our backs will
complain all day tomorrow.”

She made no effort to move and held him tightly.

“Come on,” he said as he unfolded her from his arms and helped her to her feet. “You need
sleep.”

“Mmmm... but | was so warm.”
“I know.” He collected most of the dishes and headed inside to the kitchen. When he returned,
she was still standing where he’d left her, holding two empty wine bottles. “Let’s go in,” he said

as he wrapped his arm around her and led her forward. “I think you’re a little tipsy.”

“A little,” she slurred. “But I'm fine.” As she set the bottles on the counter and one fell over, she
laughed. “Oops.”

He straightened out the bottle and said, “We can wash everything in the morning.”

She felt a little giddy as he took her hand to walk through the house. Stopping outside the guest
bedroom, she leaned into him and said, “Here’s your room.”

“Where’s yours?” he asked quietly as he held her steady.
She pointed to the room at the end of the hall. “Down there.”

He turned her in that direction and urged her forward, but she stopped and turned back around,
bringing their faces very close together.



She asked, “Don’t you want to practice kissing a little more?”

“Not tonight,” he kissed her softly on the cheek. “We need to get some sleep.”

“Too bad,” she said as she laid her head against his chest and heard the steady beat of his heart.
“Come on,” he turned her again to walk down the hall.

She reluctantly let go of him when she saw her large, cozy bed and flopped down on top of the
quilt. She hugged a pillow and closed her eyes, feeling like she was sinking into the mattress.
When she felt the flutter of movement over her, she looked up to see him covering her with a
blanket.

“Goodnight, Kathryn.” He brushed back the tendrils of hair that had fallen across her face.

“G’night, ‘kotay.” She happily drifted off to sleep.
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Part 4 - “Hero For Hire”

By Dawn
Rated PG-13

Summary: A continuation of Part 3 — Conversations about what happens next for the VVoyager
crew

“Hi there, come on in,” Chakotay said when Kathryn showed up at the door to his apartment.
“I know we didn’t have plans for tonight, but I felt like talking to you in person, if that’s okay?”

“Of course, you’re always welcome.” Chakotay took her raincoat and hung it on the coat rack to
drip dry. “You’re drenched.”

“l know,” she smiled. “Isn’t it wonderful? I love rain.”
Chakotay laughed. *“Has anyone told you that your love for all things natural is infectious?”

“It’s a new love.” She ran her fingers through her hair to shake out the water droplets. “May I
take off my boots?”

“Of course,” he said as he went back into the kitchen. “If you’ll excuse me, | have dinner on the
stove.”



“Sure,” she said as she toed them off. She left her uniform jacket on because she was a little
cold. Walking into his kitchen, she said, “I apologize for coming by unexpectedly.”

“No need. Are you hungry?”

Looking at the vegetables and chicken sizzling in the skillet, she asked, “Were you expecting
someone else? That’s a lot of food.” She hugged herself to try to get warm.

“I tend to make too much when | cook from scratch. I'm attempting chicken fajitas. Care to join
me?”

“Sounds wonderful. | remember that time Neelix tried to make fajitas.”
“And he couldn’t pronounce the Spanish words at all. Ja-lap-i-nose,” Chakotay laughed.

“At least you didn’t have to eat his chicken substitute. I'm amazed that you kept him convinced
that you were a vegetarian all those years.”

“All because of that one time when I couldn’t stomach something he’d prepared, and he assumed
I was a vegetarian. | didn’t have the heart to tell him that it looked disgusting, so I let him
believe that.” He dumped the contents of the skillet onto a plate and stuck it in the oven to keep
warm. “How did the meeting go?”

“Eh, it was... not what I expected. We didn’t talk about the crew. It was all about me.”

“Oh?” He stopped what he was doing to look at her and his eyes widened with worry. “What
happened?”

“We can talk about it later,” she dismissed his question because her emotions were too close to
the surface and she wanted time to compose herself.

He studied her carefully before leading her into the living room. “Come on. Dinner will keep
for a few minutes.” They sat down on the front edge of the couch and he took her hands.
“You’re freezing.”

“It’s cold and damp outside.”

He rubbed her hands briskly to warm them. “So, what did they say? Was it about the interview
last night?”

“I'm not sure how to take it.” Without looking at him, she continued, “The short version is that
you were right. There are a few admirals who weren’t at all happy with my very public approval
of the Magquis, nor my views of the current political climate. | was told that | need to consult
Starfleet’s approved public relations messages on all matters before making any statements to the
press.”



“Bureaucracy,” he sighed. “Did they come down hard on you?”

“Two admirals on my review board were really angry, but they slapped my wrist more than
anything else. There were two, Paris and Patterson, who told me privately that | have their full
support. However, those two have known me since | was a little girl and both feel like I'm a
daughter to them.”

“Well, that’s something. There’s no issue that everyone’s going to agree on.”

“No, but it’s hard to adjust to having to answer to someone.” She shrugged guiltily, “As hard as
it probably was for you to take orders from me in the beginning.”

“Ah, but the difference was that | actually agreed with your orders... most of them, at least.”
Her hands were finally warm, but he didn’t let go. “So, what else?”

“They don’t want me back in command. I'm too unpredictable.”

“But you don’t want to go back to space.”

“No, but I’d like to at least be offered another ship, or even to keep the one I’ve got. | wanted
the chance to turn them down. Honestly, I'm not sure | want VVoyager to go back into space
either. | can’t imagine anyone else commanding her.”

“There’s no pleasing you,” he chuckled as he shook his head. “So, what did they offer you?”
“A promotion.”

“That’s great!”

“No, it’s not. The promotion would be to Commodore.”

“Commodore? | didn’t realize that position still existed.”

She rubbed her forehead. “It’s a rank usually reserved for old captains who don’t want to retire.
Their typical assignment is to shepherd ambassadors.”

He nodded in understanding. “Was that the only option they gave you?”

“Yes, but most of the afternoon was spent discussing my performance and the overall findings
from the debriefings.”

“How’d that go?”
“A lot of accolades mixed with a few criticisms. It was about what | should’ve expected. The

review board wasn’t quite as complimentary as Gayle was. Maybe they thought my ego needed
to be knocked down a notch or two.”



“But it sounds like they were positive over all, weren’t they? | can’t imagine that they’d be
otherwise.”

“Overall, yes,” she shrugged. “It’s hard to bask in the praise of my accomplishments when it’s
immediately followed by an offensive proposition.”

“Did they give you a specific offer?”

“No, it was pretty late in the day. We’ll be discussing it in the morning.”
He sighed heavily and rubbed her back. “I'm sorry, Kathryn.”

“I’ve never turned down a promotion before.”

“Could you oversee the analysis of Voyager?”

“I'm not really interested in picking her apart. It would be too painful to watch. My older self
said they turned her into a museum, but her VVoyager had sixteen more years of space under her
belt.”

“You were expecting to be promoted to admiral,” he guessed.

“l guess my ego is just too damn big.” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “Retirement might
come sooner than | expected.”

He thought for a moment. “Give it some time. Let them know you aren’t interested in a posting
off-planet, and see what happens. Just because you don’t want to accept an offer doesn’t mean
that you’re announcing your retirement.”

“No, but it might lead to a resignation. Maybe that’s what they’re hoping for.” She leaned back
and crossed her legs, folding her hands in her lap.

“Don’t forget how many cards you’re holding. If what the media says about you mirrors the
opinions of the general public, you’re more important for Starfleet’s image than this review
board realizes. With the decline in public opinion, you could be a real boon to them. My take on
the situation is that the citizens of the Federation need to regain their faith in Starfleet’s ability to
keep them safe. From the news articles I read this morning, 1’d say their hope lies in you,
because they see you as an undefeatable leader who can beat all odds.”

She started to reply, but he held up a hand to stop her. “Kathryn, before you deny it, remember
that you have managed the impossible. | know just as well as you do that it wasn’t you, all by
yourself, but the Federation needs a little magic, and they need a hero.”



He continued, “You had nothing to do with the war, and because you come from a long line of
Starfleet brass, | think people could see you as one of the old, surefire leaders who made the
Federation great. If this is spun the right way, you could really sway public opinion.”

She lifted her chin and looked at him sincerely. “You’re good for me, you know?”

“I try... I’ve been trying since the day | met you. When | realized that there were more ethics in
your left pinky than 1’d ever encountered from the ‘fleet as a whole, 1’ve been trying my best to
support and encourage you.”

“Is that so?”” She rested her chin on her hand, finding him delightful to listen to.

“Yes. Why do you think | agreed to be your first officer?”

“It was better than sitting in the brig?” she joked.

“Well, yes, that too, but I'm serious about this. You were faced with unbeatable odds. | wanted
to help you.”

She grimaced. “Help me? I looked like I needed help?”

“Far from helpless, but yes, you did. Don’t you think you were in a bit of a predicament?”
“Just a little,” she agreed, holding her thumb and forefinger slightly apart. Memories of the
previous night surfaced and she blushed. “About last night... we didn’t get a chance to talk
much this morning, but | wanted to let you know that I'm deeply embarrassed about my
behavior. I'm sorry.”

“Why?” he asked in surprise.

“| feel a little foolish for coming on to you.”

“If you recall, | was the one who kissed you.”

“Yes, but that was just for fun. Later, before we went to bed... | was a little too...”

“You were a little drunk.” He patted her arm. “I didn’t reciprocate because | didn’t think it
would be appropriate in the hallway outside your mother’s bedroom.”

“Probably not.” Kathryn didn’t know what to think about what had happened. Had they both
been a little drunk? Did it mean anything? She glanced at the kitchen and said, “I don’t want to
delay your dinner.”

“Well, come on then.” He stood and said, “You can set the table while | make the pico.”



She knew she was too quiet while they ate, but between the review board, the interview, and her
behavior the night before, she had a lot on her mind. He seemed to understand, because he
didn’t try to distract her with small talk. She wondered if he was just as distracted and perhaps
didn’t even realize that they weren’t saying much.

After eating two fajitas, she was stuffed. She sipped at her coffee and wondered if she should
put them out of their misery and go home. Sulking would be more comfortable alone and she
could call her mom to commiserate. As she was about to mention it, his comm sounded an
incoming call.

“I wonder who that is,” he said as he got up.

He punched the code to answer the call and said, “Good evening, Admiral.”

Kathryn’s stomach clenched, wondering which admiral it could be. She didn’t relax much when
she heard Owen Paris’ voice. It meant her sulking would be delayed a little while longer.

“Good evening, Commander. Forgive the intrusion, but I'm looking for Captain Janeway. Have
you seen her this evening, by any chance?”

Chakotay looked at her and asked, “Kathryn, do you want to be found?”

“Not really, no.” She sighed and walked over to the comm where Chakotay had pulled out a
chair for her.

“I'm sorry to bother you, Katie, but | wanted to talk without anyone overhearing. Your
commbadge is set to do-not-disturb. | wasn’t about to initiate an emergency and alert anyone
that I'm looking for you.”

“Do I need to go home and call you or is it okay if Chakotay hears us?”

Chakotay interrupted and said, “I’ll go to another room.”

Paris said, “No, Commander, don’t. Perhaps you can help me talk some sense into her.”
Kathryn sighed. “You want me to accept the promotion.”

“On the contrary, Katie, I think it would be a colossal mistake.”

Crossly, she said, “You’re sitting on the board that offered it!”

“Yes, but the board is not in full agreement. This business about offering you commodore just
came up this morning in a closed meeting with Hayes and Wilson. They’re angry about that

interview and think you should suffer the consequences for going off half-cocked.”

“l wasn’t half-cocked, but I'm about to be!” Her ire was simmering hot.



“Now, Katie.”

“Don’t ‘“Now, Katie’ me. If they have an issue with my statements, then they need to deal with
that straight on. It’s deplorable to offer me a career-ending position just because | happen to
support an organization that one, no longer exists, and two, was right about the damn
Cardassians from the very beginning.”

“I understand why you’re angry, but we’ve got to be smart about this.”

“Damn right, I'm angry. What in the hell was all that about me being unpredictable? 1’ve done
nothing but follow Starfleet rules and Starfleet procedures for my entire career. 1’ve suffered,
damn it, both personally and professionally, in order to uphold their almighty principles when it
almost killed me to do so.”

“You know perfectly well why they said that. You can’t threaten a crewman’s life and not
expect to face the music. Any other captain would’ve been court-martialed and you’re damn-
lucky that Chakotay was there to keep it from getting out of control.”

Kathryn was furious. She looked at Chakotay who was sitting nearby watching intently. He
looked down as soon as she made eye contact. She rubbed her face, still shaking with anger.
“You have no clue how hard it was out there.”

“l know. It’s inconceivable to all of us.”

“Ransom...” she shook her head and fought back the tears of anger. “...he was murdering
innocent life-forms and his crew was helping him. At the time, | believed them to be just as
guilty as he was.”

“That doesn’t mean your method for obtaining information was acceptable. We don’t torture
prisoners, and you know that.”

She was shaking with anger. “Would it help if I admitted that | made a mistake? Is it
completely inexplicable to the board that a captain can make one god-damned mistake under that
kind of stress?”

“Of course not, Katie. We all recognize what you were up against, whether or not we can fully
understand the pressure you were under. The good news is that this incident is being kept as
confidential as your trip from the future is, but that doesn’t mean it’s acceptable under the code
of ethics to offer you another captaincy.”

“Damn it, | don’t want another ship, but I sure as hell don’t want to be set out to pasture wiping
the asses of a bunch of uptight ambassadors.”



“I'm glad to hear it, because no one else reasonable wants that for you, either.” Owen continued,
“Don’t accept this position, but you’ve got to control your anger. If you want to prove that
you’ll follow Starfleet protocol, then you’ve got to play the part.”

“You don’t think I can control my anger?”

“I think you have every right to be angry, but don’t get so comfortable with this review board
that you feel free to express your opinion in the way that it, | daresay, deserves to be expressed.”

“I have nothing to prove to that board. If they can’t see me for who | am and what I’ve
accomplished, then I have no intentions of subjecting myself to a job that’s meant as a slap on
the wrist.”

“l know, Katie. 1 just don’t want you to get so outraged at the pathetic offer you’re going to
receive tomorrow that you end your career. Between your accomplishments, your very public
opinions, and the way the public and the media seem to love you, you’re in a powerful position
to really affect some change.”

Kathryn sighed heavily and rubbed her forehead.

“Katie, you’ve got to understand that Starfleet has to be apprehensive about you. You embody
unpredictability because no one understands how you could’ve pulled off this miracle.” He held
up hands in surrender. “Don’t get me wrong... I'm thrilled that VVoyager is home, but the extent
of what you could accomplish seems limitless, and when you have that much power and don’t
agree with Starfleet, they want to find a way to control you. You traveled back in time once,
who’s to say you won’t do it again?”

Chakotay interrupted, “He’s exactly right, Kathryn.”

She glanced at Chakotay and then answered both of them. “I'm only human. I’ve only done
what any Captain would do for her crew.”

“No, Katie,” Owen said quietly, “You’ve done a hell of a lot more... both you and the future
you.”

“l don’t want to change the world. 1 just want a chance to live my life, here on Earth, and help
the greater good. | only want what anyone wants — a home, a family, and to be surrounded by
the people I love. Is that so much to ask for?”

“But you can do so much more.” Owen’s eyes were full of caring concern. “You said it last
night, Katie... We can move mountains... but no one has ever done that by exploding in anger to
a review board. There will come a time when you won’t need to toe the party line, but now is
not that time.”

Kathryn closed her eyes and nodded in agreement. With resignation, she asked, “I assume that
we never had this conversation?”



“It would be best.” Owen said, “Katie, you know I care about you as much as | care about my
own children. 1 only want what’s best for you, but I also want you to realize your full potential.”

“Thank you, Owen.”

“And to answer the question from last night’s interview about if your father would be proud of
you... the answer is ‘Hell, yes.””

She couldn’t help but smile. “Thanks.”
“I’ll see you in the morning. Get some sleep.” He cut the communication.

Kathryn stared at the blank screen for a moment before looking at Chakotay who was still
watching her closely. “So much for not having the weight of the world on my shoulders.”

“I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again... I'm behind you one hundred percent, and | want to do
whatever | can to ease your burdens.”

“Including keeping me from murdering someone?”
“Yes.” His reply was almost inaudible.
“You don’t have to be afraid to say it. |1 know what happened.”

“Kathryn, it was a terrible situation that got completely out of control. | fault myself for not
stepping in sooner.”

“You don’t think | wouldn’t have relieved you of duty that much earlier?”

“| like to believe that if I’d acted when | first felt the inclination, you would’ve been more level-
headed at the time.”

She knew that he was right, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt to hear him say it. “I see.”
“Don’t you know how much I care about you?”

Closing her eyes against the onslaught of emotions, she nodded. “I hate myself for what I did to
US,”

“It’s been over two years. We’ve recovered.”
“By putting it behind us and pretending that it didn’t happen.” Her eyes were still closed.

With assurance, he said, “That’s what we needed to do.”



“Qur friendship hasn’t been the same since.” She jumped when she felt his hand touch her
shoulder. When he backed off, she reached for him. *“You just startled me.”

He moved behind her and his fingers found the knots in her neck. “Kathryn, you have absolutely
nothing to worry about with me, and nothing to prove. Don’t forget that | know exactly what
you’ve been through. 1’ve seen you at your worst, and | still think you’re an extraordinary
woman with an inner strength that defies human nature.”

Shaking her head, she whispered, “I don’t deserve that kind of praise.”

“And your humility just makes you all the more endearing.” He moved her hair to the side, and
gently rubbed the spot on her neck that made her head hurt worse than any other. “I’ve often
thought that if I was going to be stranded on the other side of the galaxy with anyone, I'm so glad
it was with a woman who is a top-level engineer, a gifted scientist, and a skilled soldier who also
has a sincere compassion for humanity. You can’t deny even one of those attributes, can you?”
She swallowed hard. “No, I don’t suppose I can.”

He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “Then please, accept my compliments for what they
are. | mean every word | say.”

Her voice was raspy as she replied. “Thank you. | wish you were on my review board.”
“Hmmm... An enormous conflict of interest, but I would be honored.”

“And what position would you offer me?”

“Good question... maybe Commander-in-Chief of Peace and Goodwill.”

She laughed. “Sounds like a Christmas card.”

He loosened her jacket so he could massage more deeply into her shoulders. “If you want my
advice?”

L‘I dol’1

“Calmly turn down the offer tomorrow, stating that you’re not ready to make a decision about
your career. One thing is very clear to me, and that’s you don’t want this.”

“That’s true.”
“It’s the only question on the table. You don’t have to decide anything else tomorrow, nor do
you have to explain yourself. For all they know, you’re planning to extend your leave of absence

so you can knit a sweater.”

She laughed. “Must be some kind of sweater.”



“They’ll read whatever they’re going to read into it, and there’s nothing you can say or do to
change that. Meanwhile, someone is going to figure out what you’re worth, either before or after
you explain it to them.”

“Thank you, Chakotay.” She breathed deeply, relaxing into the massage. Tired of thinking and
talking, she did nothing except enjoy his ministrations.

When he stopped, he came around to kneel in front of her. “It’s after nine. May | walk you
home?”

She furrowed her eyebrows. “You don’t think | can make it on my own?”

“I don’t think there’s anything you can’t do, but I thought you might like the company.”
Touching his sweet face, she said, “Thank you for asking, but I’ll be fine.” She leaned forward
and softly kissed his forehead. “I’ve got a lot to think about. The walk might help clear my head

so | can sleep.”

“All right.” He extended his hand to walk her to the door where she put her boots back on and
he helped her with her coat. When she turned to face him, he absently started buttoning it.

She watched him, half-dazed, as he worked the large buttons. When he reached her chest, she
inhaled slowly to fully enjoy the warmth that the innocent gesture stirred within her.

As he finished, he said, “Don’t want you to get cold again.”

“Chakotay...” Her throat seemed to close around his name.

“Don’t forget that I’ll be here thinking about you tomorrow.”

“I won’t.”

“If any of your worries are about me, or about us, let those go. You’re far from alone.”
Hoarsely, she replied, “I know.”

Their eyes met for a moment and then his gaze suddenly dropped to her lips. “Kathryn,” he
whispered as he cradled her jaw in both hands, his fingers caressing the sides of her neck.

Her heart skipped a beat and she parted her lips in expectation, knowing she was about to be
kissed. Time seemed to stand still as he brought their lips together, the sweet warmth almost
more than she could bear as she realized that this was it. This was the moment when everything
changed and she knew for certain that the man holding her would be with her for the rest of her
life.



Joyously, she cried out in his mouth and wrapped her arms around his neck, tangled her fingers
into his hair, and pulled him as close as possible. He held her against him, and quickly broke the
kiss because he was smiling so brightly.

With solid, repetitive kisses, he repeated, “I love you. | love you. I love you.”

Laughing in pure joy, she moved her head to the side to hug him as tightly as she could. “I love
you, too. I’ve loved for you so long — I just couldn’t tell you.”

Swaying, he confessed, “I know, my sweet Kathryn. | know, and I’m so sorry. You have no
idea how sorry | am.”

“Shhhhh.” She squeezed him tighter. “It doesn’t matter. \We’re okay.”

He moaned in gratitude, rubbing her back and kissing any part of her that his lips could reach
from within the tight embrace. “I don’t want you to go home.”

“I know, but I need to go. We don’t want to ruin this by going too fast.”
“How could that possibly ruin it?”

She pulled out of the hug and held his face. With a huge smile, she said, “Trust me. This will be
stronger if we take it slowly.”

“Okay,” he conceded, rubbing her arms as if he couldn’t get enough of her. “I’ll trust you, but
promise me that | can see you tomorrow night.”

“And the night after that and the night after that. | promise you that not a day will go by that we
aren’t together, and we’ll know when the time is right.”

“l want you so much it hurts.”

“I’m so glad you do.” She rose up on her toes and gave him a soft kiss. “Dinner tomorrow
night?”

He forced himself to let go of her arms, but brought her hands to his lips for a kiss. “Come over
after your meetings. I’ll cook for you. A candlelight dinner.”

“I’d like that,” she said with a smile. “Woo me, Chakotay. | want to be pursued.”

Kissing her forehead, he laughed. “All right. I can do that. I’m more than happy to court you,
my love.”

“Good night.” She kissed his cheek and opened the door, leaving them both with silly grins and
excited about things to come.
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“Kathryn, 1’d like to take you out to dinner,” Chakotay said as they were leaving Starfleet
Headquarters the following Friday afternoon.

“In public?” She cringed. It had been a hell of a week and the press seemed to find her no matter
where she went. The hounding had begun on Monday night when she had walked home by
herself and a group of them had been waiting for her. The next day, she managed to secure a
privacy order preventing the press from congregating around her house, but there was nothing
she could do about transporter stations and coffee shops. When she met them in these other
locations, she always stopped to talk to them, giving them as little information as possible while
being as diplomatic and charming as she knew how to be.

“Your mom told me about a little restaurant in Florence that you adore. I'm counting on there
not being any press waiting for us there.”

“Florence?” She was delighted. “But it’s close to midnight there now.”

“I called ahead. Their bar is open until 2:00, and they’re happy to keep the kitchen open for us.
I did have to place our order in advance, so | hope you like what | chose.”

Kathryn hugged him and said, “Thank you, this will be wonderful.”

“| think so too, but we’d better get moving.”

“Of course! We need to change. Where should we meet?”

He held up a bag. “I brought a change of clothes. Let’s go to your house.”

On the walk from the transporter station, she said, “I think I know just which restaurant it is, too.
Phoebe and | took mom there several times. They have the most wonderful coffee.”

“Why am | not surprised?”

They walked fast and managed to avoid any reporters, most likely because of the time of day.
When they got back to her house, Kathryn changed quickly, added a little makeup, and brushed
out her hair. It had grown past her shoulders and she was looking forward to having it long
again.

“Is that the red jacket your sister was talking about?” Chakotay asked.

“Yes, do you like it?” She modeled it for him.

“It’s striking.”

“Thanks, I like it too.”



“Of course, you’d look beautiful in anything.” He kissed her lightly on the cheek. “Shall we
go?”

“Andiamo!”

The transporter station in Florence was a short walk from the piazza where the restaurant was
located. Because it was so late at night, they found the city quiet and peaceful. A few cafés and
a handful of street musicians were the only signs of life. Kathryn was thrilled that Chakotay had
gone to the effort of planning this little trip and happily walked with him hand-in-hand along the
River Arno.

When they arrived, Chakotay asked, “Is this the one you were thinking of?”
“Yes!” Kathryn beamed. “Thank you so much for arranging this.”

“You’re welcome.” He put his hand on the small of her back and let her walk ahead of him
through the outdoor seating area. The patrons were enjoying wine and cocktails, and were
blissfully unaware of the celebrities that were in their midst.

When they reached the entrance into the restaurant, a charming gentleman stepped out to open
the door for them. “Signora Janeway, Monsignor Chakotay... It is a pleasure to welcome you to
our ristorante. Per favore, | will show you to your tabella.”

Kathryn held Chakotay’s hand as they walked through the near-empty restaurant to a secluded
table near the back. She gasped quietly when she saw it. It was a private booth surrounded by
candlelight, and with an enormous bouquet of the most exquisite red roses in the center of the
table. Each flower was fully opened and breathtaking. “Oh, Chakotay! How beautiful.”

“You deserve a special evening, Kathryn.”

She felt delighted as she slid into the booth. Reaching out to touch a rose, she said, “These are
absolutely gorgeous.”

As he slid in next to her, he said, “I merely requested a bouquet of red roses. | had no idea
they’d be so pretty.”

She touched his arm. “Tell me something. Are you always this romantic?”
He chuckled. “Hard to say. | haven’t dated anyone who would’ve appreciated it before, but
when you mentioned last weekend that you hadn’t been anywhere that you could dress up, |

decided that | needed to take matters into my own hands.”

The waiter poured them each a glass of wine and presented a plate of antipasti. “Complimenti
del chef.”



“Grazie,” Kathryn replied and eagerly took a bite of the crostini. “Mmmm...delicious!”
As they enjoyed their antipasti, Chakotay said, “I can see why you like this restaurant.”
“l do... I can’t tell you how much | appreciate all of this.”

He cradled her cheek and said, “I can see it in your eyes.”

“Thank you.” Leaning into him, she gave him a soft kiss.

“You’re very welcome.”

“I hate to talk about work, but I'm dying to know what happened when you left with Admiral
Patterson.”

He pulled on his ear, a little embarrassed. “l was going to tell you over dessert. He took me to
meet with Admiral Thompson who is head of the Academy. They want me to re-assume my
teaching position.”

“Really? That’s wonderful!”

“| think so too, although | was surprised that | wasn’t stripped of rank and escorted right out the
building.”

“They wouldn’t do that... not now.”

He shrugged. “I wouldn’t put it past them, depending on who’s calling the shots. When 1 left, it
wasn’t under the best circumstances, and my record for those five years wasn’t exactly stellar.”

“A lot has happened since then.”

“Do | need to remind you that they sent their best captain to bring me in?” He raised his
eyebrows.

“I don’t know about ‘best,” but | was sent to make sure Tuvok was okay. Capturing you was just
a bonus.”

“You really would’ve arrested me?” he asked, amused.

“I did have my orders,” she sipped her wine. “Knowing how history worked out, though, |
would’ve gladly done it to keep you and your crew out of harm’s way.”

777

“l don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone refer to prison as ‘out of harm’s way.



“I’ve wondered about that — why they sent me out there with a brand new ship. | think it wasn’t
just because Tuvok was a member of my crew. It was because they wanted both me and
Voyager to have a test run.”

“Probably. I'm glad they did. There’s no way | would’ve endured seventy years with any other
captain... and it would have been seventy years because no one else would’ve managed any of
those shortcuts successfully.”

She shook her head and smiled. “You underestimate the rest of the fleet.”

“No, | don’t think so. I think you overestimate them. Remember, | taught a good number of
them — either as academy students or at tactical seminars. While | loved encouraging the
students to think about using more than just shields and weapons, | was amazed at how slow-on-
the-uptake some of those on the command track were.”

“Good thing they had you as a teacher, then. I'm thrilled you got this job. It’s just what you
wanted,” she beamed.

“Yes, it is. Far better than teaching about the Delta Quadrant, although I certainly would have
done that, too.”

“It’d be nice to have a book before a class is offered, though.”

“True. Maybe I’ll work on that on the side. We could have a variety of contributors.” He held
her hand as they waited for the next course. “I didn’t receive a promotion, but they did accept
my field commission and will reinstate me as full commander.”

“Well, that’s something.” She couldn’t tell if he was happy or not.

“I'm fine with it, just happy that I’ll be doing something that I enjoy.”

“Soam I.” She sighed. “At least one of us has something to look forward to.”

“The perfect job will come through for you.”

“I really irked Wilson, though. At least they’ve let both of us attend these evaluation meetings
for the crew. You’re so much more in-tune with the crew and better aware of what would
encourage them to excel. This process has been a lot easier and a lot more fun than | expected.”
“Thank you, I'm happy with what we’ve accomplished, too... and we’re almost halfway through.
I think in another week, we’ll be done with this part and we can start meeting with everyone

individually. I'm looking forward to that.”

“Owen told me over lunch today that the public affairs office is planning an elaborate awards
celebration at the end of the month. | hope I’ve got something in the works by then.”



“Maybe it’ll encourage the brass to get it together. Can you imagine if they handed out all the
senior staff promotions and commendations, but gave you none? The press would have a field-
day with that.”

“Hmmmm... yeah.”

“You’d come out smelling like a rose.” He nodded towards the bouquet in front of them.

“Could be.” She brightened up when the waiter served their pasta. “No need to worry about it
tonight, though.”

“Agreed. This marinara sauce looks wonderful.”
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After lingering over dessert, they strolled hand-in-hand in the moonlight along the river. She
casually twisted the stem of one large rose between her thumb and fingers, every so often
holding it against her lips to enjoy the softness of the petals and Chakotay’s distracted eyes as he
watched her.

When they arrived at a secluded spot under a large tree, she stopped to lean against a fence and
looked out over the water. “It’s so peaceful here at night.”

“Is it not during the day?” He stood behind her and put his hands on her hips, gently pulling her
back to rest against him.

“No,” she sighed. “It’s pretty touristy and this is a popular path for runners.”

“You love this city, don’t you?”

“Oh yes, there’s so much artwork here. It’s incredible. It reminds me of my Da Vinci holodeck
program. Or, | should say that I created that to remind me of here. Tuscany is one of my
favorite vacation spots. Just outside Florence, there are wonderful little villas available to rent

for a month at a time.”

“We’ll have to do that sometime.” He wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her in a warm
embrace.

Resting her arms on top of his, she nestled against him and whispered, “I’d like that.” Together,
they swayed slightly, listening to the breeze move through the leaves and the water lapping
against the side of the canal.

He asked quietly, “Can you believe we’re here?”

“In Tuscany?”



“On Earth. How many times did we go for a walk on an alien beach and dream about the Pacific
Ocean?”

“About a dozen, | think.” She looked up at the familiar stars. “Although never holding each
other quite like this.”

“No, not quite,” he said lovingly.

“Another trip 1I’d like to take is into the dessert on a clear evening to look at the stars.”

“I’ll add it to the list. We’ve got a lot of destinations already, you know.”

“You have Hawaii and the Rocky Mountains from earlier this week?”

“Got ‘em. And to New England in the fall, too.”

“Oh, yes. 0o00... we should go pick berries this summer.”

He chuckled and squeezed her gently. “I love your spirit.”

Sighing heavily, she relished the warmth of his body against hers. She had yearned for this so
many times that she couldn’t even begin to count them all. And now, here they were, safe and at
home, and it was a glorious feeling.

They held each other in the quiet, watching the rippling water of the river softly lap against a
buoy. Chakotay hugged her tighter, and one of his hands drew up to barely touch the underside
of her breast. The contact made her jump slightly.

He froze and dropped his hands to tentatively hold her waist. “I'm sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Turning around in his arms, she looked into his apologetic eyes. “Chakotay.” She
put a finger under his chin and kissed him softly.

Lips only centimeters from his, she whispered, “It has been over seven years since a man has
touched my breast. | was unprepared for the little spark.”

“That gave you a spark?” he smiled against her lips.
“Does that surprise you?”
“That was hardly anything.”

“l know.” She smiled devilishly. “So you can imagine what your kisses have been doing to me
this week.”

He returned the grin. “Well, I'm imagining it now.”



They kissed again, and this time, his touch was bolder as he stroked the side of her breast, his
thumb barely grazing her nipple. The eroticism of the moment left her feeling a little dizzy and
she hand to hold onto him to keep herself steady. Foreheads touching, she whispered, “I love
you.”

“I love you too, Kathryn. I have for a long time.”

“I wish | could’ve been more than your captain out there.”

“l know.” He hesitated before saying, “Kathryn, there’s something | want to talk to you about
tonight.”

She raised her head. “Oh?”

“With my new position, and all that’s going to change in the fall, I’ve been thinking that we have
the summer free of obligations, and 1’d like to take advantage of that.”

“What would you like to do?” she asked, suddenly anxious that he might be about to propose.

“I know the timing of this isn’t the best, considering what you’re dealing with right now, with
the press and Starfleet.”

“What is it?” It seemed, to her, that his timing wasn’t quite right, although she wouldn’t want to
turn him down.

“After we’re done with the crew’s reassignments... I'm sorry, Kathryn. This is a lot to ask.”
“Just ask me,” she encouraged.

“Will you go to Banora with me?”

“What?” She did a double-take.

“Banora colony, to visit Sekaya. Her baby is due in May, and I’d like to spend some time with
her.”

She looked away, trying to reign in her slight embarrassment for letting her thoughts get ahead of
her. “For how long?”

“Until the end of the summer. 1’ll need to be back in early August to prepare for the start of the
fall semester.”

“Three months?” she asked in dishelief.



“I’d like to help her a little, do what | can. And 1I’d like to spend some time with my new niece
or nephew.”

Kathryn knew how important his family was to him. “I understand. It’s the same way | feel
about mom and Phoebe.”

“Spending time with your family last weekend made me want more time with mine.”

She nodded. “I think it’s something you should do, but I can’t leave for that long. Not while
things are so unsettled.”

“I thought it might be good for you to get away.”

“But | don’t want to get away. This is where | want to be. With mom, here on Earth. 1’d be
happy to visit your sister for a week. Perhaps after the baby is born?”

“I’d like that.” He hugged her. “Although I feel a little blue because | want to be with you, too.”
“We can still talk.”

“I know, and we will.” He looked at her sad eyes. “But, hey, that’s not for another few weeks,
and | haven’t even talked to Sekaya about it yet.”

“Come on... let’s go back to my house so we can have a little privacy.”

They joined hands again and walked slowly back to the Italian transporter station. The Starfleet
technician on duty said, “Captain, Commander, | have a message from the station you arrived
from.”

“Is there a problem?” Chakotay asked the young lady.

“Yes, sir. There’s a gathering of reporters waiting for your return. Ensign Young suggests that
you use an alternate station.”

“Ah,” Kathryn said. “Yes, the reporters have been following me all week. Go ahead and send us
back there, Ensign. We’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?” Chakotay asked.

“Yes, it’s just after ten o’clock there — still a respectable hour. Do I look presentable?” She ran
her fingers through her hair.

Chakotay held her close and wiped his thumb under her lips. “Only slightly smudged.”

The technician offered, “I have a mirror in my bag, sir.”



Kathryn accepted the offered mirror with a smile. “Thank you. The press would have a field
day if we returned from an evening out looking anything but immaculate.” Kathryn ran her
fingers through her hair, rubbed the lipstick into submission, and called it good. “Better, I think.
Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, sir.”

Kathryn looked kindly at the young lady, “No need to call me sir, Captain will suffice.”

“Yes, Captain.” She reddened slightly. “It’s an honor to meet you, Captain and Commander. |
hate to admit that 1’ve been reading the news about you, and if | may say so, I'm personally
thrilled that you came through my station tonight. You both are such an inspiration.”

“Thank you.” Kathryn was pleased that she could bring a little joy into this young lady’s
evening. “What’s your name, Ensign?”

“Elizabeth Blair.”

Kathryn extended a hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, too, Ensign Blair.” She realized that she
was still holding the rose and offered it to the young lady. “Would you take this for me?”

“Yes, thank you. It’s a beautiful.”
Chakotay asked, “I trust that you’ll keep our destination and any observations to yourself?”

“Of course, Commander,” she grinned broadly. “You can trust me, but I'm ecstatic that it
appears that the romantic rumors just might be true about you.”

“Thank you,” Chakotay smiled warmly and he joined Kathryn on the transporter pad, standing a
discreet distance apart. “Ensign Blair,” he nodded, “energize.”

When they arrived, the technician on duty spoke immediately. “Captain, Commander, | hope
that you received my message?”

“Yes, Ensign Young, thank you. | appreciate the warning,” Kathryn responded and looked
outside to the gathered press. “How long have they been waiting?”

Young had experienced her press entourage several times that week. “Since about nineteen-
hundred. One of them tried to get information on your whereabouts, but | was discreet.”

“Thank you, Ensign. | appreciate it.” She and Chakotay exited the small station into a crowd of
waiting journalists.

They immediately began shouting questions at her, so many at once that she couldn’t decipher
them. She held up a hand to stop them and then waited until they were quiet. “Ladies and
Gentlemen, | recognize a few of you from earlier encounters this week, but some of you are new,



so I’ll restate my expectations of the press. I'm happy to speak to you, but I prefer to hear only
one question at a time. Also, | hope that whoever pestered the station technician for our
whereabouts will respect my privacy in the future.” She looked at the group, and found a
reporter she had seen several times, but who had not yet asked her a direct question. “Now, the
young man in the green tunic may ask me a question. What would you like to know?”
Chakotay stood at a discreet distance behind her as the young man tentatively asked, “Captain
Janeway, I'm with the ‘Dine and Dash’ magazine, and would like to ask where you had dinner
this evening and if you enjoyed it.”

She smiled softly. “You’d like me to endorse a restaurant for you?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“The restaurant was delightful, but since none of you found me there, 1’d like to keep the
location private.”

He looked disappointed. “Yes, ma’am, of course.”

Kathryn couldn’t help but smile at his nervousness. “However, next time you encounter me
leaving a restaurant, I’ll be happy to talk to you about it.” She asked another reporter, “Your
question?”

“Is it true that you and Commander Chakotay are romantically involved?”

She glanced at Chakotay to read his expression. He was as poker-faced as ever so she felt free to
answer as she chose. “Commander Chakotay and | are very good friends and had an enjoyable
meal together this evening. We’ve had a busy week following up on VVoyager’s debriefings and
took this evening to enjoy a wonderful meal. Next question?” she asked another.

“Can you confirm that you will be accepting an ambassadorial posting?”

“Ambassador?” Kathryn asked, finding the question hitting a little too close to home. “Where
did you hear that?”

“A rumor that is circulating.”
“It’s a false rumor.”

Another reporter jJumped in with a question. “Does that mean you might be continuing as
Captain of VVoyager?”

“My next position has not been determined yet, nor has the future of Voyager. She’s a fine ship
and served us well.”

“Have you received any offers?” asked another.



Kathryn phrased her answer carefully, “My next position will be announced by Starfleet when
the time is right.”

Another reported asked, “Commander Chakotay, has Starfleet discussed any options with you
yet? Will you be promoted to Captain?”

He stepped forward to join her. “As with the Captain’s next assignment, I'm confident that an
announcement will be made once everyone’s future has been determined.”

Kathryn said, “Now, if you’ll excuse us, | think that’s enough for this evening. Thank you all for
your continued interest in our wellbeing.”

She smiled graciously and touched several shoulders as she stepped through the group of
reporters. When they were out of earshot, Kathryn said, “I was going to ask you in for a
nightcap, but if they’re watching us this closely, I'm not sure that’d be a good idea.”

He said, “We have nothing to hide.”

“No, but until everything settles a bit, I’d rather the media focus on us professionally, as opposed
to romantic rumors. They could help me if | play it right.”

“Agreed.”
“That doesn’t mean you can’t come inside for a couple minutes though,” she said playfully.

*khkkk

After Chakotay left that evening, Kathryn sat down at her comm terminal to check her messages.
She touched her tingling lips, an end result of a very long and very passionate kiss that left her
body humming with arousal. He’d taken advantage of her invitation to touch her body more
intimately, and although he’d only gone so far as fondling her breasts, she’d loved every minute
of it.

After skimming through various messages from her crew, she saw that her mom had left one
earlier asking for a return call when Kathryn had a chance. She placed the call and when her
mom answered wearing her robe, Kathryn said, “I hope I didn’t wake you.”

“Of course not. | asked you to call me, no matter what time it was.”

“Is everything okay?”

“l was going to ask you that.” Gretchen widened her eyes. “So?”

“What?” Kathryn wondered what she might be missing.



“Any news from tonight?”
“No, why do you ask?”
“A romantic dinner in Tuscany? | thought perhaps he might... well... propose!”

Kathryn sighed and looked wistfully at her mother. “You know, for a couple minutes, | thought
he might.”

“He didn’t?” Gretchen looked shocked.

“No, but he asked me to go with him to visit his sister for three months.” She held up a hand,
“Before you worry, | said no.”

“Three months? That’s an awfully long visit.”

“I think so too, but I can also understand that he wants to reconnect with his family, and his sister
is expecting the baby soon.”

Gretchen looked crestfallen. “I really thought he might propose.”

“I know,” Kathryn interrupted. “I did, too.”

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but do you want to marry him?”

“This rekindled relationship is still pretty new.”

“He’s good for you.”

“Yes, he is,” she remembered saying that exact thing to him just a few days ago. “Eventually, I
hope we’ll arrive at the point of discussing marriage, but I'm relieved that he wasn’t thinking

about it just yet. Things are too unsettled with our careers right now.”

“All right, although you’ve known him a long time. 1 don’t think anyone could say you two
were ‘jumping’ into anything. When will he be leaving?”

“Not for a few weeks.”
“After he goes, we’ll have to take another spa trip. | imagine you’ll need it.”

“Sounds wonderful, Mom. Let’s planit.” She fought a yawn. “For now, we need sleep. I’ll bet
you’re even more tired than I.”

“Goodnight, dear. We’ll talk more tomorrow.”
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Halfway through the following week, Kathryn and Chakotay were in the middle of a heated
argument with the crew’s review board over the future of the former Equinox crew when
Admiral Patterson said, “All right everyone, let’s try to focus on just the facts. Captain, your
report of the incident with the Equinox indicates that you believed the entire crew to be guilty of
these crimes, either directly or indirectly, because they followed immoral orders. Did you not?”

Kathryn was relieved that Patterson had taken over the lead of the discussion because Admiral

Hayes was getting on her nerves. “At the time of the incident, yes, | did. However, I’ve already
noted that we have several follow-up reports on each of the five individuals which state that they
are capable officers who found themselves in an impossible situation. | believe that they were all
in a no-win situation because of Ransom’s incomprehensible decisions and deficient leadership.”

“Yet you stripped them of rank and did not reinstate it. Why do you ask that we reinstate their
rank now?” Patterson asked calmly.

“They have all proved themselves worthy. There has not been one incident that gave me concern
about their ability to make sound ethical decisions.”

Captain Johnson remarked, “Except of course, killing countless life-forms to create fuel.”

Patterson said to Kathryn, “I appreciate that you earned their loyalty over time, but I have my
doubts as to whether you or any other commanding officer would knowingly put them in a
leadership position. Personally, I can’t imagine any starship captain would want them on their
ship.”

Chakotay said, “They are hard workers and eager to make amends. It’s quite possible that none
of them will want to go into space again. They suffered through a very traumatic situation. The
Equinox was nothing like Voyager. There was ho community development, no desire to
explore... only fear and isolation.”

“All right,” Patterson said. “If that’s true, then I think we should recommend that each of them
undergo further psychological evaluation before we can make a decision. Meanwhile, we need
to decide what to offer them as enlisted personnel.”

Kathryn said, “I’ll agree to that on one condition: They should have the choice on whether or
not they want to accept positions until those evaluations are complete. Regardless of their
decision to remain on active duty, | want Starfleet counselors available to them for the rest of
their lives, if needed. We will not simply cut them loose. They were in this situation because
they were in Starfleet, and | won’t stand for turning our backs on them.”

“Of course, Captain.” Patterson assured her. “I’d like to make that option available for everyone
on Voyager.”

Chakotay said, “I suggest a research position in engine design for Gilmore. Morrow and Sofin
would enjoy biological or chemical research. Lessing and Tassoni would do well in security.”



As Patterson was about to comment, Kathryn felt the tingle of a transporter beam grab hold of
her. Before she was completely gone, she heard Chakotay yell, “Kathryn!” and Patterson shout,
“Security!”

She re-materialized standing face to face with a disdainful Captain Braxton on the Timeship
Relativity. With great contempt, he sneered, “Well, well, well... Janeway. We meet again.”

Kathryn could feel a headache starting already. “Be sure that when you send me back, you put
me right back where you found me. Chakotay is about to have a coronary.”

“Who says you’re going back?” Braxton looked far too smug for her liking.
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Kathryn was escorted by two security officers through the corridors of the Relativity to a briefing
room where she was instructed to wait. She sat down in one of the chairs and tried to clear her
mind of everything she had just come from so she could concentrate on where she was now.

Braxton had not been forthcoming about why she was there. She was worried that it had
something to do with Admiral Janeway’s travel through time, but Kathryn thought they would’ve
done something about that long before now. This might be about some other temporal incursion
that she knew nothing about.

She waited ten minutes before the door opened again. Her jaw dropped when she saw her older
self walk in.

Braxton said with a sneer, “I’ll let the two of you catch up while we make the final part of our
journey.”

“Where are we going?” Admiral Janeway asked as she sat down.
“To stand trial for the largest temporal incursion ever recorded. Personally, I'm pleased to see

that you’ll finally have to face the consequences of your blatant disregard of time travel ethics.”
He stormed out of the room.



Admiral Janeway turned to Kathryn and said, “I’d venture to say that he’s a little irritated with
us.”

“I’d say he’s irritated with you.” Kathryn rubbed the bridge of her nose as she looked at her
older self. “Care to tell me when, exactly, you were pulled from?”

“| see by your uniform that you’re not part of my past, so that’s good news.”

Looking down at her gray shoulders, Kathryn said, “I like the old uniform better.”

The Admiral leaned back in her chair and explained, “I just left Voyager and was about to enter
the nebula. We spoke only five minutes ago. | hope this doesn’t take long, or I'm going to need

to figure out how to get another dose of that pathogen.”

Kathryn remembered injecting her with the pathogen and again felt the emotional burden of what
the Admiral was about to do. “I am four months into that revised future.”

“You made it home.”
“Yes, thanks to you.”

“You’re welcome.” The Admiral pursed her lips. “Although it seems you were prophetic. The
Relativity has intervened.”

“What | don’t understand,” Kathryn held a finger up as she thought, “Is why they brought me
from four months into that future, instead of pulling us both from where you were just now.”

“That does seem odd. Did you do something recently to cause trouble?”
Kathryn grimaced. “Of course not.”

A flash of light startled them and now, standing before them, were Q and Q, Jr. “You’re
absolutely right, Kathy. You haven’t done a thing, but I have.” Q waggled his eyebrows.

“What is this about, Q?” the two ladies asked in unison.
“Don’t | even get a hello, Aunt Kathy?”

Kathryn smiled almost-sincerely, “Hello, Q. It’s a pleasure to see you again. What have you
and your father been up to?”

“You’ll find out!” Q, Jr.’s eyes widened in excitement and both Q suddenly disappeared in
another flash of light.



Both Kathryn Janeways looked at each other and sighed in unison. Admiral Janeway said,
“Well, this just got a lot more interesting.”

“| feel a headache coming on.”
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Six hours later, when she rematerialized in her own timeline, Kathryn knew at once that the
Relativity hadn’t sent her back to the exact time she left. There were fewer people in the room,
and those that were there looked frantic. She needed to buy some time until she figured out what
to tell them.

Chakotay saw her first, and he exhaled slowly to release tension. “Kathryn,” he said thankfully
as he crossed the room. “Are you okay?”

Patterson was not nearly as calm when he saw her. “What the hell happened? Who did this,
Katie?”

“How long was | gone?” Feeling dizzy from her experience, she steadied herself by holding
onto the back of a chair.

Johnson answered, “Ten minutes, exactly.”
Barely audible, she asked herself, “That’s all?”
Chakotay responded, “Ten very long minutes. Are you hurt?”

“I'm fine,” she assured him and took hold of his arm for balance. Addressing Patterson, she
asked, “You recall Voyager’s encounters with the Timeship Relativity?”

L‘Yes. ”

“| just had another one, and Q was involved.” She rubbed her neck and decided not to tell them
how long she’d actually been gone. She was exhausted and needed time to think.

Chakotay asked, “How bad is your headache?”

“Pretty severe, actually.”

Admiral Thompson asked, “Is any action required?”

“No, there’s no threat. It’s over.” She sat down and took a long drink of water.

Patterson responded, “Very well. Jones, cancel the red alert and send the Sol Squadron back to

their posts. Tell ‘fleet security to stand down. The crisis is over.” He touched his commbadge
to contact Fleet Admiral Khurma to give him an update and to inform him that Kathryn was safe.



Kathryn took a moment during the flurry of activity to catch her breath and gather her thoughts.
She looked at Chakotay to gauge his reaction to the situation.

He sat down next to her and asked, “You sure you’re okay? You don’t look well.”
“I'm a little disoriented, nothing to worry about.” She saw that he was handling everything as
professionally as he usually did. It appeared that their relationship would not impact his ability

to maintain his composure under duress.

After Admiral Khurma joined them, Patterson redirected their attention to the issue at hand.
“Captain Janeway, could you give us a report?”

Kathryn looked around to see who was in the room. “Before | begin, | want to know how many
of you are privy to the confidential circumstances behind VVoyager’s return?”

Admiral Khurma asked, “Does this pertain to that?”
“Yes.”

Admiral Paris joined them as Khurma replied, “Command Authorization Clearance Level
Twelve and above.”

The rear admirals, captains, and aides rose to leave the room. When Chakotay remained,
Admiral Wilson asked, “Commander Chakotay? Do you have clearance that | am unaware of?”

“No, sir, but I am aware of what transpired to get VVoyager back to the Alpha Quadrant.”

Fleet Admiral Khurma said, “The Commander may stay, but | must have your full agreement
that anything said here will not go beyond this room.”

“Absolutely, sir.”

When the room was clear, Kathryn began her report with a slight delay tactic. “As you know
from Voyager’s logs, we encountered time travel on two separate occasions. The first was when
we were taken back to twentieth century Earth, and the second was to help the twenty-ninth
century timeship Relativity apprehend Captain Braxton who was attempting to sabotage
Voyager.”

“Yes, although you weren’t as forthcoming about your experiences as we would have liked,”
Wilson said.

“l invoked the temporal prime directive. That applies today, as well, sir.”

Wilson was not pleased and demanded, “Captain, are you suggesting that you plan to purposely
withhold information from us?”



“Yes, sir, | am,” she said calmly in the face of his rising anger.
“What do you hope to gain?” Hayes challenged.

“Only the safety of the timeline as it currently exists, Admiral. | do not wish to jeopardize our
future.”

Paris jJumped in before Wilson could respond and said, “She’s completely within her rights to
make this judgment. Please continue, Captain.”

Kathryn nodded, trying to figure out how much to tell them of her experiences. “During our
encounter with my future self, Admiral Janeway, | was curious about why the Relativity didn’t
intervene. Today, | got my answer. The entity, Q, has been keeping them at bay for the last four
months. Needless to say, nerves were frazzled on that ship when Q finally released them to do
their jobs.”

“Is this the same Q that Picard encountered?”” Admiral Johansen asked.

“Yes, sir, and the same one we encountered on three occasions. By delaying the Relativity from
resetting the timeline, a second timeline was allowed to fully develop. | don’t grasp the temporal
mechanics of it, but | was told that the events that have transpired over these four months have
created a drastically different future than the one Admiral Janeway experienced.”

Patterson asked, “So you were pulled out today to correct that?”

“That was Captain Braxton’s intention, but because this was such an enormous temporal
incursion, an advisory panel comprised of individuals from the two twenty-ninth century
timelines convened to determine the best course of action. Braxton merely brought me and
Admiral Janeway in to meet with that panel.”

“Both of you were taken into custody?” Patterson asked with surprise.

She evaded the question by continuing with her story. “It was the panel’s decision to allow this
timeline to continue, and that’s why 1’ve been allowed to return.”

Admiral Khurma said, “That must have been a real struggle for them — how to decide the fate of
the human race based on one incident.”

“Yes, | believe it was, and if Q’s exaggerations are to be believed, it was humanity’s fate that
hung in the balance. | only heard the outcome, not the debate. | am happy to report, however,
that the current timeline’s pros and cons will produce a far better outcome than those of the
other.”

“Can you be more specific?” Khurma asked.



“Sorry, temporal prime directive.” She hoped she was being evasive enough not to arouse any
suspicion.

“Do you know anything of your future, Captain?” Khurma asked.

She recognized the leading question and decided to not rise to the bait. “I know that | won’t be
time-traveling anymore. The panel seemed to think that if | traveled back in time once, I could
do it again. They’re going to keep watch on the Klingons that built the device that Admiral
Janeway used twenty-six years from now, but I’ve been outfitted with an implant that will
prevent me from time travel in the future. If I come across anything resembling chronitons, I’ll
find myself transported to the Relativity.”

Patterson asked, “They can do that? | wonder how that works.”

She wished they could run with that tangent and explore the engineering behind it, but she knew
this wasn’t the time or place. “You’re welcome to scan the implant, but | doubt there’ll be any
way | can get rid of it.”

“I just might do that,” he said and then asked, “Is there anything else to report?”

“No, you have the gist of it.” She sat back in her chair and took a deep breath. Out of her
peripheral vision, she saw Chakotay tapping his fingers on the table — a very clear sign that he
wanted to say something but was holding back.

Patterson asked everyone, “Are there any other questions?” Seeing nothing but shaking heads,
he concluded the briefing. “Very well then, I think with all the excitement of this situation, we
should resume our VVoyager crew discussions tomorrow. Captain, if you have a moment, I’d like
to speak with you alone.”

“Of course, Admiral,” she remained seated as everyone else in the room rose.

Chakotay said, “I’ll wait for you in the atrium.” He gave her a look that made it clear he wanted
to talk, too.

When everyone was out of the room, Patterson came around the table to sit with her. He had
been a very good friend of her father’s and Kathryn thought of him as family. He’d been her
favorite professor at the academy, and had been instrumental in giving her command of VVoyager.
She thought him very likeable and affectionate.

He said, “Katie, I'm worried about you.”

She turned her chair to face him and folded her hands in her lap. “Because of my excursion
today?”



“A little, but mostly because of events over the last two weeks. 1 left you alone after you turned
down the promotion because you needed some cooling-off time, and I know that Owen spoke to
you.”

“Do you agree with him?”

“Wholeheartedly. However, there’s been a lot of talk about you ‘round the tables upstairs and
it’s not all good.”

“Because | don’t want to be a commodore?”
“No, it’s more about your continued dealings with the press.”
“I’ve told the press nothing, Admiral.”

“I know, | know. 1I’ve been impressed with how you’ve handled them. The flip side is that
you’re generating quite a positive following from the media. People adore you.”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

“It gives you a lot of power over the public, Katie. 1’d venture to say that it’s more power than
anyone else in Starfleet has at the moment, Admiral Khurma included.”

“Starfleet could take advantage of that. The Fleet Admiral doesn’t have to be afraid of my
influence.”

“l agree, but I know you well. He doesn’t.”

“I'm not going to stop talking to the press, Admiral, but I will continue to be positive about
Starfleet and the Federation.”

“Yes, I'm sure you will. You have a knack for making people think you’ve given them what
they want without giving away a thing. It’s quite astonishing.”

She laughed gently to avoid aggravating her headache. “The VVoyager senior staff all became
good at that. You wouldn’t believe how often we managed to exchanged little things like maps,
fiction, and music for food and mineral rights. It made for some interesting trade negotiations.”

“They learned from the best.” He looked at her pointedly. “Tell me something else, if I may ask
a personal question?”

“You may ask.”
He looked amused at her response. “I'm only asking because of the current politics, and, well,

because I'm curious and like to watch out for you in your father’s absence. What’s going on
between you and Chakotay?”



Kathryn could see that question coming a light year away. “Will my answer affect my career?”
“It might, but only because we like to place couples in the same city, if possible.”

She frowned at him, not believing his excuse. She had sensed some disfavor towards Chakotay
from a few of the brass, and knew that could affect both their careers. “I imagine that his Maquis
background is looked upon critically by some.”

Patterson pursed his lips in thought for a moment before answering. “There’s a proposal coming
your way, Katie, and the individual behind it likes that you root for the underdog, so to speak. |
don’t believe there’s any harm in your friendship with Chakotay, and what others believe about
the Maquis won’t matter a hill of beans in the long run.”

“My friendship? Are you telling me to keep it there?”

“Things will settle in the next two weeks. | trust that you can hold off on any unwanted publicity
until then?”

“l don’t see a problem with that.” She added, “For two weeks.”

“Splendid.” He clapped his hands together. “Now, about your little adventure today — are you
okay? Do you need any help?”

“I'm fine. A little shaken, but fine.” She rubbed her neck to try to ease the painful pressure that
was steadily increasing where the implant had been placed.

“This implant — | take it that it’s some kind of restraining order?”
“Yes,” she sighed. “My punishment for abusing time travel twenty-six years from now.”
“Do you feel any pain from it? You don’t look well.”

“Only a little. | trust that Starfleet’s physicians continue to know what they’re doing in four
hundred years.”

“Still, you might consult with your EMH. He’ll be able to evaluate it without needing an
explanation.”

“I’ll do that.” She touched the tender spot on the base of her skull.
“And this Q, do you think we’ll be seeing more from him?”

“It’s possible, but we’ll have to wait and see. He’s fond of testing me.” She decided that this
wasn’t the best time to discuss Q’s motives.



“As he has been with Jean-Luc.” He paused. “I was slipped a note during the meeting to find
out what you’re not telling us.”

Kathryn rolled her eyes. “I'm not surprised.”

“The problem is that you’re not sitting at the table with the brass yet. It’s hard for some admirals
to accept your lack of candor. | sense that you’re holding something back and | assume others
sense it as well.”

“Tell me something. If Picard had the same experience, would they trust him?”

Patterson thought for a moment and nodded. “Probably so.”

“Then they’ve got to trust me.”

“Can you be cryptic with me? Make me feel like you’ve told me something without giving it
away?” He winked.

She laughed outright. “There’s nothing more to tell.”

“I don’t believe you.” He looked at her pointedly.

As she gathered her thoughts, she asked, “Perhaps you can advise me?”

“Always a pleasure.”

“If you were faced with the choice between disobeying the temporal prime directive versus
satisfying the curiosity of a handful of admirals, which would you choose? And what if you

knew that any information shared could jeopardize the security of the Federation?”

“Hmmmm. | see your dilemma.” He rubbed his chin. “Is there any chance that you’re putting
anyone in danger by withholding information?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Surely you trust me enough to know the answer to that question.”
“Yes,” he sighed. “But | must ask it, regardless.”
“You’ll have to convince them to trust me.”

“I’ll do what I can.” He changed the subject. “Now, onto other business. We’ll start tomorrow
with the five from the Equinox again, but | think we came to a reasonable conclusion today.”

“|l think so, too. The Equinox is a difficult situation for me.”

“l know, but it’s for the best if we put it behind us and move on. Those five are going to be well
cared for, | promise you, as will every other member of VVoyager’s crew.”



“Thank you.”

“My aide is setting up interviews for your senior officers next week to discuss potential job
offers. That also includes you.”

“All right. Is there anything I should know?” She felt her heart beat a little heavier in her chest.

“Yes, actually. Read up on President Zife and Admiral Khurma. | haven’t decided how | feel
about it yet, but they’ve taken an interest in you.”

“They have?” Kathryn was genuinely surprised, even with the information she had about the
future.

“Mmm hmmm,” he said as if trying to sound distracted. “And tell B’Elanna Torres to give some
thought as to whether she’d like to stay with \Voyager’s analysis, work with new ship design, or
go out into space again. She’s so talented that everyone wants her, including me.”

“What about her hushand?”

“We’ll get her situated first, and I'm sure we can find something exciting for him to do wherever
she ends up.”

“I’ll do that. Thank you, Admiral.”

“You’re welcome.” He stood and extended a hand. “Soon, | think you’re going to have to start
calling me Matt, though.” When she stood and accepted his handshake, he pulled her into a hug.
“Katie, I couldn’t be prouder of you if you were my own daughter.”

Tears welled in her eyes as she felt enfolded in his fatherly affection. “That means a lot to me.”
“It does to me, t0o.” He pulled back and held her by her upper arms. “I hope that if anything
develops between you and that maverick waiting for you out there, that you’ll let me walk you
down the aisle?”

She was not expecting that and had to stifle her surprise. “l... don’t know what to say.”

He gathered up his padds and chuckled to himself. “I’d suggest that when he asks, you should
say yes.” He widened his eyes suggestively and left the room, leaving her standing there
shocked and amazed.

She gathered up her things and headed out to meet Chakotay. He stood up quickly when he saw
her coming, and she could tell that he was worried. Smiling to reassure him, she said, “We need

keep a low profile. Would you meet me at my mother’s house in an hour?”

“Of course. Is everything okay?”



“Yes,” she assured, unwilling to elaborate. “I have a few things that | need to do before I leave
here and | want to avoid the press if at all possible today. | don’t think they’ll expect you to go
through the Bloomington station mid-week. I'm going to transport directly into Mom’s front
yard.”

“Are you sure you’re all right?”

“Yes. I'm not feeling my best, but I'm okay.” At his questioning look, she added, “Trust me.”
“Of course.”

She smiled gratefully and asked, “You know how to get there?”

“Yes, I’ll see you soon.” He reached out to touch her hand and then thought better of it, so he
smiled apologetically and left the building.

Kathryn took a deep breath and went to Admiral Paris’s office where she knew there was a
private meeting room she could use. When she was settled, she pulled up the comm unit and
contacted her mother to let her know they would be at her house when she got home from work.
Then she placed a call to the Doctor on Jupiter Station.

The Doctor beamed. “Captain! It’s good to hear from you!”

“How are you faring with Dr. Zimmerman?”

“He’s as pleasant as ever.”

“You sound upbeat.” Kathryn smiled.

“We’re bonding, much to his chagrin. He’s been doing some maintenance and making
improvements to my program. 1’1l be able to change my clothing myself! Next time you see me,

I’ll be a new hologram.”

She was amused with the joy he found at being able to change his appearance. “Tell me, Doctor,
will a name be part of the new program?”

“I hadn’t thought of that. | should ask him,” the Doctor agreed. *“After all, it is up to the parent
to name the child.”

“That’s true. But, remember, you’ll have to live with whatever name he gives you.”

“Hmmm... good point. I’ll have to think about it.” The Doctor thought for a moment and then
realized that she might need something. “So, Captain? What can | do for you today?”

“Probably nothing today, but I wondered when will you be returning to Earth?”



“l haven’t decided. Am | needed?”
“1’d like to see you next time you’re here.”

The Doctor looked at her carefully and with sudden concern. “Are you ill? You don’t look
well.”

“Not ill exactly, but I do need your expertise. You’re the only physician that | can talk to
because the circumstances are confidential.”

“Captain? You’ve got me worried.”
“You don’t need to be concerned. Is there anyone within earshot who could hear me?”

The Doctor looked around and said, “Possibly. Let me transfer you to another terminal. One
moment.”

Kathryn put her elbows on the table and rubbed her eyes while she waited. It had been a terribly
long day and it was only two o’clock.

“Okay, Captain. We’re on a secure channel and this is a sealed room. What are your concerns?”
“Today, | was taken by the Timeship Relativity. Do you recall it?”

“Of course. They were involved when we couldn’t detect the cause of some damage to Annika’s
ocular implant.”

“Right,” she sighed. “They pulled both Admiral Janeway and me out of our respective timelines
to discuss her temporal incursion.”

“Are you suffering from some ill-effects?”

“They’ve implanted something in my brain to prevent me from doing any more time travel.”
He was aghast. “A brain implant? Where is it connected?”

“It’s at the base of my skull.”

“With your proclivity towards headaches, that’s not the location I would have chosen.”

“Yes, | know. My head is hurting quite a bit, but that could just be from the stress and tension.”

“Is it worse than usual?”



“It’s getting there, but you wouldn’t exactly approve of the amount of caffeine I’ve had today.
I’d go see a physician, but I want to know if this implant is going to show up on basic medical
scans first. | don’t want to have to explain it.”

“Of course.” He rubbed his chin. “There’s nothing urgent here right now, and I'm sure
Zimmerman wouldn’t mind a break from me. I'll catch the next transport to Earth.”

“That’s a five-hour trip, Doctor. You don’t need to do that.”

“No, but I'm going to. That will put me on Earth this evening at approximately eight o’clock,
San Francisco time. Would you like me to see you tonight or wait until the morning?”

“Call me when you arrive this evening, if you would. 1’ll be at my mother’s home. Look up
Gretchen Janeway in Bloomington, Indiana.” Before he could say it, she held up a hand to stop
him, “I promise that I’ll eat a good meal and drink a lot of water. | hope that’ll help my
headache. If not, I’ll probably want to see you tonight.”

“Very well. Have you taken an analgesic yet?”

“No, not since Sunday.”

“If you can stand it, don’t. 1’d like to see if this implant is causing any inflammation.”
“Understood. Thank you, Doctor.”

“I’ll see you soon, Captain.”

After closing the comm, Kathryn pondered whether to call B’Elanna about her career options,
but decided to wait for another day. She pulled out a PADD to write some things down before
she forgot. All the information she’d been expected to remember from her 29" century briefing
was boggling her mind, and she wondered why they couldn’t have implanted that in her brain as
well. Her thoughts were taken back to the meeting with the temporal incursion panel.
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Kathryn and the Admiral had been transported down to Earth to meet with a temporal review
board. When they walked into the room, they were faced with ten Starfleet officers wearing two
different styles of uniforms and sitting at a long table. Kathryn and the Admiral were seated at a
much smaller table in the middle of the room. Captain Braxton and Lieutenant Ducane sat on
each side of them.

The officer in the middle said, “Admiral Kathryn Janeway and Captain Kathryn Janeway, | am
Admiral Jenkins. You have been summoned to hear the final decision of this Temporal Judiciary
Board for the temporal incursion of Admiral Kathryn Janeway on Stardate 70649.4.



Admiral Janeway asked, “The final decision? Has Starfleet become such an autocracy that it
doesn’t allow defense representation at trials?”

“This is not a trial, Admiral. This is a panel that determines how best to proceed with severe
temporal incursions.”

“Still, 1 would like to give a defensive argument before you decide my, or rather, her, future.”
The Admiral pointed at Kathryn.

Jenkins said, “Trust me when | say that we have debated this at great length for weeks.”

“Weeks?”” Kathryn asked. “Couldn’t you have summoned us sooner so that we could have
participated in this debate?”

“Your input is irrelevant, because you don’t know the outcome of your actions.”

Admiral Janeway said, “I disagree. | know exactly what happens in the last twenty six years of
my timeline.”

Jenkins glared at her, “But you don’t know what happens in the next twenty six years of the
Captain’s timeline.”

Q and Q, Jr. appeared in the familiar flash of light. *““Surely they should have some input in the
matter, don’t you think, Admiral Jenkins?”’

“No, Q, I do not.”” Jenkins was obviously furious with Q.

Braxton turned red in the face. ““You and your son are not welcome here, Q. You’ve caused
enough trouble. Go back to the Continuum and harass somebody else.”

Kathryn looked at her older self with a raised eyebrow and saw a mirror of her bemused
expression.

Q strutted into the middle of the room and struck an ostentatious pose. “Tell the Kathryn
Janeways what you have planned for them, why don’t you? What retribution would you force
upon one of the most brilliant officers in your limited Starfleet history?”’

Kathryn said with a strong warning tone in her voice, “Q!”

“Aunt Kathy, you don’t understand.”

Kathryn held up a hand to silence her godson. ““Don’t make this worse.”

Admiral Jenkins said, “Q, that’s the best advice I’ve heard all week. Don’t make this worse than
itis. Your interference has created a temporal incursion that is off the charts.”



Admiral Janeway asked, “Q’s interference?”

Braxton explained with a scathing look, “Q has made my job impossible and prevented us from
arresting you the minute you came through the temporal rift.”” He glared at Admiral Janeway.

Jenkins said, ““You’re out of line, Captain Braxton. Please refrain from future comments or I’ll
have you removed from the room.”

“Great idea.”” Q, Jr. snapped his fingers and Braxton disappeared.
“QUI"” Jenkins stood and yelled. “Bring him back!”

Q, Sr. said, “Absolutely not. My son is indisputably justified. Braxton is nothing but a hot-
tempered nuisance.”

Kathryn agreed, but decided not to give voice to her opinion.

Jenkins’ temper seemed to be flaring too, but he was able to keep it in check. ““If you’ll keep
quiet for just a few minutes, Q, we’ll get this review underway.”

“By all means. I’d love to know how you’re going to proceed. How will humanity determine its
own fate?”

Jenkins addressed the Janeways again. ““Q has prevented us from fixing the temporal incursion
made by Admiral Janeway until four months have elapsed for you, Captain Janeway, in 2378.
The time that has gone unchecked by this board has allowed for a second time-line to be fully
established.”

Looking extremely proud of himself, Q said, “Do tell her, please, the outcome of this new
timeline.” Q was giddy with excitement.

Jenkins glared at Q and then continued, “The new timeline, we call it Timeline B, is significantly
different than the original Timeline A.”

Admiral Janeway asked, ““In what way?”’

“In Timeline A, the Borg eventually devastate both the Alpha and Delta Quadrants and cause
profound loss of life across the galaxy. This has already happened in my history.”

Kathryn asked Admiral Janeway, “Didn’t you tell me that you defeated the Borg?”
Hesitantly, she said, ““I defeated them in battle and developed the technology that you already

know about. However, we never developed an offense to completely destroy them. Earth was
attacked in 2386, but we were unable to help from our position in the Delta Quadrant.”



Kathryn felt like a heavy weight had been dropped on her chest. To have had the technology to
help Earth but not able to reach them would have been devastating.

Q, Jr. surprised Kathryn when he jumped in, practically singing, ““But in Timeline B...”
He stopped when Jenkins glared at him. Kathryn was impressed with the power of that glare.

Jenkins finished, “But in Timeline B, your actions, Captain and Admiral, have resulted in the
complete and total annihilation of the Borg.”

Kathryn and the Admiral looked at each other in shock and then back at Jenkins. “Complete?”
the Admiral asked. ““How is that possible?”

Q proudly told the story, “You see, after what Admiral Kathy is about to do, every Borg in,
around, and near any trans-warp hub and the uni-complex is going to be destroyed.” Making a
‘tally-ho” motion with his hand, Q continued, “It took almost fifty years, but eventually, every
Borg ship is obliterated by one species or another.”

Jenkins said, “By the year 2385, Timeline B shows zero Borg activity.”

“That’s phenomenal,” Kathryn said in shock.

“Yes, it is,”” Jenkins said. “This panel, which includes representatives from both timelines, has
been specifically created to address this incident. This is where our ethical problem has
developed.”

Q said, “What’s there to discuss? In one future, you’re close to losing everything, in the other,
you’ve gained everything. Despite our testing of Jean-Luc Picard and William T. Riker, the Q
happen to find humanity amusing. We don’t wish to see it destroyed.”

Jenkins continued, ignoring Q’s interruption. “In addition to the Borg, having you, Captain
Janeway, back in the Alpha Quadrant has made an enormous impact on the Federation. You
and your descendants are vital to Timeline B’s success.”

Kathryn did a double take. ““My descendants? Surely you mean my sister’s descendents.”

Q said, “No, no, no, dear Kathy. He’s referring to the brood that you and Chuckles produce. |
always knew that you’d bear his children.” Q looked suggestively at her.

Admiral Janeway leaned over and whispered, ““Now that sounds like something to look forward
to.”

Kathryn rolled her eyes at the Admiral and then looked back at the board. “Surely you’re
affecting the timeline by telling me this.”

Another Admiral spoke up and said, ““Yes, but we’ll get to that later.”



Kathryn looked at this Admiral for a long moment, wondering why she hadn’t noticed her
sooner. “You look familiar.”

“I’m Admiral Kate Murphy, one of your descendants, Captain.”

Kathryn’s jaw dropped for a second time that day.

Q distracted her by saying, “So you’re going to allow this timeline continue?”” He rubbed his
hands together and said, ““Oh splendid. Redoing all this again would be such a hassle. Don’t

you think so, son?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Dad. I'm sure we could find a way to make it more interesting the second
time around.”

Jenkins glared at both Qs and stated, “It is the final decision of this review board to let Timeline
B continue, but with stipulations.”

Q announced, “Our work here is done.” He sauntered over to Kathryn, gallantly took her hand,
and kissed it. “My Dear Kathy, always a pleasure.” He did the same with Admiral Janeway
and then the Qs disappeared in a flash of light.
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Her thoughts were cut short when she heard a knock at the door.

Owen peaked in. “May | interrupt?”

“Come on in. | hope you don’t mind that | set up office in here.”

He sat down next to her and said, “Of course not. My aide just now told me you were here. Can
I help you with anything?”

“l needed a quiet place to make some calls and write a few notes about today. | don’t feel up to
dealing with the press, so | decided to hide out in here before heading to Indiana.”

“Are you feeling all right? You don’t look well.”

“It’s just a headache and I'm exhausted.” She smiled at him, grateful for his support.
“Voyager’s EMH is en route and will take a look at this implant.”

“Good. | was worried about that. | don’t like the idea, not one bit.”
“I'm not thrilled with it, either, but I didn’t exactly get a choice in the matter.”

“Maybe we can figure out how to get it removed if it causes you trouble.”



“We’ll see,” Kathryn said. “There might not be any reason for concern.”

“Still, it gave Hayes some satisfaction that you won’t go change up the timeline again. He seems
a bit over-concerned about it, if you ask me.”

“He wouldn’t even know it if it happened.”

“No, he wouldn’t. I’ll keep a watch for the Doctor’s shuttle and make sure he has access to
whatever he needs.”

“Thank you.”

He paused to gather his thoughts before hesitantly asking, “When Patterson spoke to you after
the briefing, did he mention what could be on the table for you?”

“Nothing specific, but he said that the President is interested. | don’t know why.”
Owen tapped his fingers on the table in thought before saying, “Zife is having some trouble now
that the war is over. In my opinion, he was elected based on fear of what was coming, and now

that it’s over, he needs help. He’s not a good diplomat.”

Kathryn tried to get her thoughts around the issue, but she was having trouble concentrating
because of the building pain. “Let’s find some time to talk about this tomorrow, if we could.”

“Of course. | didn’t mean to add more to your day, but 1’d like to talk to you privately about
this.”

“| appreciate that. It sounds intriguing.”

“This could be a positive step for the Federation. I’ll have a slew of press releases sent to you so
you can read all the official policies and communications before next week.” He patted her arm
and said, “I’ll let you get back to your notes. Feel free to use the Admirals’ transporter so you
can get home without fuss. Tell my aide whenever you’re ready.”

“Thank you, Owen.”

“Give your mother my best.” He ducked out of the room and closed the door.

Kathryn leaned back in the chair and closed her eyes. The pain in her head was escalating

quickly, and she was beginning to have difficulty thinking. Before heading out, she scribbled
down a few key words that would trigger her memory later.
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As she materialized on her mother’s lawn, the first thing she saw was Chakotay getting up off the
front porch steps and coming towards her. It was the most comforting sight she could’ve
possibly imagined at the end of a long, weary day. She soon found herself engulfed in his
embrace and felt like doing nothing more than staying there.

“I'm worried about you,” he said quietly, running his fingers through her hair.

“It seems to be a common affliction.”

“It does?”” He pulled back to look at her.

“You’re the fourth person in the last hour to say that to me,” she smiled sadly. “My head is
killing me. The Doctor’s ETA from Jupiter Station is about ten o’clock here, and | really want to

lie down.”

“Let’s get you inside, then.” He took her bag and put his arm around her back. “The Doctor is
coming to treat you?”

“Mmm hmmm.” She keyed in the code to unlock the front door. “Since it’s confidential and he
knows my headaches well.”

“The implant?”

“Right.” She sat down on the sofa and put her head in her hands. “This is almost as bad as when
those damn aliens were sticking pins into my head.”

He kneeled in front of her and helped her get her boots off. “Can | get you anything?”

“l promised the Doctor 1’d drink water. He doesn’t want me to take any medication until he gets
here, though.” She unzipped her jacket and he helped her take it off.

“I’ll be right back.” While he was gone, she pulled off her turtleneck, leaving the gray tank. He
returned with a tall glass of water and handed it to her. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.” She sipped it slowly. “I’d ask for some coffee, but I fear it would be a colossal
mistake.”

“Probably.”
She set the water on the coffee table. “I have so much to tell you, but I'm so tired.”

“It’1l keep.” He arranged the throw pillows for her as she reclined. “I have a lot of questions,
but as long as you’re safe, they can wait.”

She groaned in pain as her back relaxed into the sofa. “Safe, but a little overwhelmed by the
magnitude of what happened today.”



Covering her with a blanket, he said, “We’ll figure it out together.”

“Mmm hmm...” Her head hurt too much to open her eyes. She reached out for his hand and felt
comforted when he held it gently. “Thank you.”

“For what?” He gently brushed her hair back from her face.
“Loving me, believing in me. Everything.”

“Easy to do,” he whispered as he kissed her forehead. “Get some rest. 1’ll be here when you
wake up.”
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Kathryn opened her eyes and looked at the clock on the mantle to see that it was a little before
seven o’clock. The curtains on the windows had been drawn shut, but there was a little sunlight
peeking in. She stretched her neck, trying to relieve some of the pressure in her head, but it
didn’t seem to help. She gingerly sat up and took a long drink of water. Voices were coming
from the next room so she went to investigate.

“Hi there,” Chakotay smiled sweetly when she opened the door to the kitchen. “Any better?”
“Not really,” she squinted against the light even though it wasn’t very bright.

Gretchen asked, “Would you like some soup or a sandwich?”

Kathryn nodded carefully. “Sure.”

“Why don’t you have a seat,” Chakotay guided her to the table and pulled out her chair for her.
“I’ll freshen up your water.”

She put her elbows on the table and rested her head in her hands.

Chakotay returned with her dinner and set it down in front of her. He laid a hand on her
shoulder. “Would it help if | rubbed your neck?”

“l don’t know, but I'm not sure | could tolerate a massage right now.”
He squeezed her arm before sitting down across from her. “Try to eat a little.”
Gretchen sat down too. “I hope you don’t mind that we ate without you.”

“*Course not.” She picked up a spoon and sipped the warm broth. “I didn’t mean to sleep that
long.”



“You needed it,” her mother said. “Chakotay was just telling me about your day. It sounds
pretty tense.”

Kathryn’s spoon froze in midair as she raised her eyes to Chakotay. “You told her?”
“Only a little.”

She gave him a look that indicated she was clearly not happy about him telling her mom
anything.

“Katie, all he said was that there was some time travel involved in VVoyager getting home, and
today the time travel police took you to their ship to discuss it.”

Kathryn swallowed another spoonful of soup and found it soothing. “The time travel element is
extremely confidential.”

“Why?” Gretchen asked. “It sounds fascinating.”

Chakotay said, “I'm sure there are many who would find it a little too fascinating.”
Hunkering down to conspire, Gretchen asked, “Are you from the future, Katie?”
“No, I just look old.” She took a tiny bite of her sandwich and chewed it carefully.
Chakotay laughed quietly. “No you don’t, Kathryn.”

“What’s the story, then?”” Gretchen asked.

“Mom?”

“Yes?”

“You’re wheedling.”

Gretchen sat back in feigned annoyance. “Fine. Don’t tell me.”

Chakotay changed the subject. “Admiral Patterson called while you were asleep.”
“Oh?”

“He sent you a report that he wants to discuss over lunch tomorrow.”

“If this headache doesn’t get better soon, | might have to ask you to read it to me.”

“Sure. Do you know what it’s about?”



“Politics, I assume. Patterson said that President Zife and Admiral Khurma have taken an
interest in me. Owen implied that they want to discuss a position that would assist Zife with
diplomacy.”

“Really?” Gretchen was impressed. “The Federation President?”

Kathryn barely nodded and took another bite of sandwich.

Chakotay said, “I'm not sure if Zife is someone you’d want to get in bed with, Kathryn.”

Her spoon froze again and she slowly lifted her eyes to stare at Chakotay. Gretchen smothered a
laugh.

“What?” Chakotay asked.

Kathryn said nothing, but Gretchen patted Chakotay’s shoulder and said, “I think Katie’s already
got someone in mind for that job, son.”

Chakotay looked confused for a moment and then blushed a charming shade of pink. He smiled
at Kathryn before correcting himself. “What | mean to say is that Zife’s popularity isn’t good
and there are rumors that he might be involved in embezzlement. | think his days in office are
numbered.”

“Must be why he wants help,” Kathryn said after eating another bite. “I'm not going to jump into
anything without giving it a lot of thought, especially if those rumors are true.”

“A good plan,” Chakotay responded.

Gretchen asked, “Would you two excuse me for just a minute? I’ll be right back.”

Kathryn thought that now was probably a good time to tell him a bit more about her adventure
into the future. “While I was gone today, | was given an assignment, more or less, that will have
to take precedence over any position that | accept.”

“An assignment from the future? Won’t that affect temporal mechanics?”

She decided not to tell him everything. He didn’t need to know, but she had to tell him part of it
so he’d understand what she had to do. “There’s a reason that Q held the Relativity off for four
months. He wants me to do something for him.”

Chakotay’s eyes widened. “Is he blackmailing you?”

“Not exactly. | don’t believe he’ll take back what he’s done for us, and | can choose whether or
not to follow through.”



Voice gravely serious, Chakotay responded, “Q can do whatever the hell he wants, and he
usually does. Nothing could stop him from resetting all of this and starting over.”

Kathryn sighed. “I know you don’t trust him, and I didn’t for a long time, but my intuition tells
me that he’s on my side.”

“What is it that he wants you to do for him?”

“Work towards a permanent alliance with Romulus.”

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Chakotay said.

“I'm not.”

“The Romulans?” Chakotay pointed out, “You failed to mention this during the debriefing.”

“How am | supposed to tell my superior officers that I have to accomplish what they failed to do
following the brief Romulan alliance during the war?”

Chakotay shook his head in denial. “This is too much. He can’t ask you to do this.”

Kathryn sighed heavily and rubbed her neck. “Yes, he can, and he did. He believes I can do it.”
“You can’t back down from the challenge, can you?” Chakotay accused.

“l don’t know that | have a choice.”

“Of course you have a choice. Why does it have to be you?”

“The Q, Quinn specifically, were responsible for the hundred-year war between the Vulcans and
the Romulans. Since Q has been preaching enlightenment and the virtues of humanity to the
continuum, they’ve charged him with the responsibility of fixing Quinn’s mistakes. One major
one being this chasm between the Vulcans and the Romulans.”

“That doesn’t answer my question. Why you? Why not ask a Vulcan do it? Or even Picard?”

“Because they’ll need an intermediary that wasn’t part of the politics with the war, and because
Q thinks I'm in a unique situation to actually make this work.”

“Do you have any idea how dangerous this is?”

She looked at him sympathetically, knowing this was hard for him. *“I need you to have faith in
me to find a way to work towards this without putting myself in danger.”

He looked away and closed his eyes.



“Chakotay...” She held out her hand across the table for him to take. “Give me some time to
figure this out.”

Not meeting her eyes, he squeezed her hand before getting up and busying himself at the kitchen
sink.

“I don’t believe that Q would ask me to do this if | wasn’t capable, and there may be unknown
forces at work that will help me. If there’s a chance that the Federation and the Romulan Empire
could find a peaceful co-existence, the benefits would be astronomical. 1 just need to wait for an
opportunity to present itself.”

Gretchen came back into the room and looked back and forth between them. “What’s wrong?”

Chakotay pushed away from the counter and said, “Excuse me, ladies, | need to take a walk.
Clear my head a little.”

After he walked out the door, Kathryn closed her eyes and let her head fall back until she
realized how much pain that caused. She pushed her half-empty plate away and buried her face
in her hands again.

Gretchen asked, “What happened?”

Rubbing her eyes, Kathryn said, “I was asked to do something today that Chakotay doesn’t agree
with, but it’s vitally important to the Federation.” She shrugged. “Don’t worry. This isn’t the
first time we’ve been through this.”

“What do you mean?”

She frowned as she answered, “I’ve taken chances on a number of occasions to fight for the
greater good. He never approves. He always gets upset. But in the end, he always supports
me.”

“He had to. You were his captain.”

“Yes, but it was more than that.”

“Why? Because he’s in love with you?”

“He supports me because I’ve asked him to.”

Gretchen folded her hands on the table. “Katie, a good marriage requires give and take from
both of you. He needs you to cherish his goals and dreams just as much as you need him to

support yours, and | imagine that his dreams probably revolve around having a quiet life with
you.”



Kathryn pursed her lips and frowned. “If that’s really what he wants, then a marriage between us
wouldn’t work. As long as | have responsibilities, I’ll never have a quiet, risk-free life. 1 would
be profoundly surprised if he wanted me to sit around and keep house.”

“You can’t just push him away. You’re in love with him, and you’ve already suffered too long
from not acting on your feelings. This affects both of you and you’re going to have to decide
together, with Chakotay, whether or not you’re going to pursue whatever it is that Starfleet has
asked of you. Don’t cut him out.”

“If that was my intention, | wouldn’t have told him about it. Whether he and | are to maintain
the same friendship we’ve had for years or manage a marriage, I'm well aware that our
relationship requires compromise and mutual support. We’re adept at balancing each other.”
“Yes, but he can’t always be on the lower side of the scale. It’s not healthy.”

Kathryn studied her hands for a minute before looking back up at her mom. “What do you want
me to do, Mom?”

“Oh, Katie,” Gretchen reached for her daughter’s hands. “If I could, I’d do anything to keep you
safe. You’re my baby girl, and you’ve been through too much already. | thought I’d lost you,
and | can’t bear the thought of going through it again.”

“Mom...” Kathryn felt her eyes grow hot with threatening tears.

“But I can’t clip your wings. | love you too much.”

Kathryn got up and came around the table. Gretchen stood and they hugged each other tightly.
Kathryn said, “I'm so sorry.”

“No, honey, it’s not your fault. You have so many God-given talents. I just wish your job
wasn’t so dangerous.”

Kathryn pulled back and looked into her mother’s eyes. “I love you, Mom.”

“I love you, too.” Gretchen laid a hand on Kathryn’s cheek. “And just so you know, I'm falling
in love with your Chakotay, too.”

She said quietly, “That’s easy to do.”

“Go...” Gretchen urged her into the sun room. “Lie down for a bit. When he comes back, I’ll
tell him you’re in there. You’ll talk, and he’ll be okay.”

“Thanks.” Kathryn followed her Mother’s instructions, but she couldn’t fall asleep with so much
on her mind. She thought about Q and the way he’d re-appeared to her after Admiral Janeway
had been returned to her shuttle. He’d been adamant that she would be the one and only human



capable of making the Romulans believe they could trust the Federation. She wasn’t sure how
she could do that when she didn’t trust the Federation herself.

She wondered about the role that Romulus would be playing in the eventual destabilization of
the Federation. Was Q giving her a hint? Was it a complete coincidence that the possibility of
working for the President was dropped in her lap the same day that she was directed to seek a
high-profile position? Could she, one short, middle-aged, human woman really accomplish what
the temporal review board had asked of her?
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“Admiral and Captain Janeway,” Jenkins said. “Now that Q is gone, we need to address the
stipulations for allowing the temporal incursion to continue. | think it’s important that you,
Captain, understand that we are not disregarding the temporal prime directive, but instead,
salvaging what we can of Timeline A.”

“Understood,” Kathryn replied. “It seems to me that the only difference, beyond the Borg
situation, is the location of Voyager during the next twenty-six years. If circumstances in the
Alpha Quadrant are better with us there, what are the repercussions in the Delta Quadrant?”

Admiral Janeway asked, “May 1?”
Jenkins nodded his approval, “Be prudent.”

“Captain,” Janeway said. ““Because of Tuvok’s illness and other matters that affected our
senior staff, I did my best to eliminate contact with alien species. To most, we were nothing
more than a passing nuisance or an opportunity for exploitation. 1’d venture to say that
everything we accomplished for the good was internal to Voyager only.”

“That’s a correct assessment, Admiral,”” Jenkins said.

Kathryn squeezed the Admiral’s arm in sympathy, unable to imagine such a lonely existence. It
would have been extremely difficult, especially without Chakotay’s friendship and support.

One of the others on the board said, “I'm Admiral Richardson of Timeline A. Could you also
explain, Admiral Janeway, the state of the Federation when you returned home?”’

“We’re just full of cheery topics, aren’t we?”” Janeway sighed. ““After the war, the public
attitude towards the Federation and Starfleet became cynical, as you have no doubt already
observed.” Kathryn nodded as the Admiral continued. ““Confidence in the ability of the
government and military to protect the citizens was low, and this ate away at public morale.”

Kathryn nodded in agreement. “This is happening now, but | have confidence that we’ll pull out
of it.”



Janeway said, “By the time my Voyager made it home, Starfleet’s ability to police the Alpha
Quadrant was severely limited by a lack of qualified personnel and a general distrust of the
Federation by its citizens.”

Richardson said, “In the case of Timeline A, this problem snowballed and made the Federation
weak. We were not able to adequately defend ourselves.”

“Just because of low public morale?” Kathryn asked.

“Yes, because competent individuals stopped seeking careers in public office and Starfleet,”
Janeway said. ““When we returned, there was an entire generation of Starfleet officers who
couldn’t hold a candle to the competence level of what our peers could do, even fresh out of the
Academy.”

Kathryn had a knot in her gut. ““And you want me to fix this?”

Jenkins said, ““We want you to seek a high-profile position within Starfleet and do what you can
to affect positive change. We can’t tell you any more than that.”

“I'm only one person.”

As half of the panel chuckled, Admiral Murphy, Kathryn’s descendant, said, “A very inspiring
person.”

Kathryn looked at the members who were smiling and noticed they were all from Timeline B.
“Out with it. 1 know you want to tell me something.”

Murphy asked, “You recently gave a highly publicized interview, correct?”

“Yes, last week. The press has been hounding me ever since.”

“Interview?”” Admiral Janeway asked.

Kathryn shrugged. “Evidently, the people wanted to meet the woman behind the uniform.”
“Did you show them?”

“Not entirely,” Kathryn answered, knowing how the experience made her feel exposed.
Murphy said, “That interview put you in the public spotlight.”

“I’ve noticed,” she said with unease.

Murphy struggled to not smile. “Timeline B experienced a similar loss of confidence in the
Federation, but Voyager’s return was a sign of hope that Starfleet could beat the odds. The



result is not as severe, but the political decisions of your century have lasting repercussions on
the health of the Federation.

“You wouldn’t be telling me this unless you need me to do something more than just offer hope.
How does this play into protecting one of the timelines?”

Jenkins said, “It doesn’t. We are not merely interested in protecting the timeline. We are also
interested in preserving the Federation.”

“But you’re creating a temporal incursion by telling me about the future.”

“Only because we have an opportunity caused by a temporal incursion. The impacts of Admiral
Janeway’s actions are too significant to ignore, and because we’ve brought you here, we want
you to help protect the future of the Federation. If the Federation disbands, Starfleet disbands,
and this review board disbands. In turn, temporal incursions would go unmonitored.”

Kathryn groaned while Admiral Janeway patted her back in sympathy. Kathryn asked, *““So you
want me to prevent future temporal incursions by causing one?”

“Captain,” Jenkins added, “All you need to do is make sure you stay in the public spotlight, look
for opportunities to sway public opinion towards the positive, and initiate change for the better.”

Kathryn looked at Admiral Janeway. “What do you think?”’

Janeway pursed her lips in thought, preparing her words carefully. ““I think if you’re as
inspiring as they say you are, then you could work the system to affect change. You know who
you can trust and you’ve got a lot of friends.”

She pinched the bridge of her nose. Her headache was growing. “It’s daunting.”

“It’s exciting,” Janeway said. ““l wish | were in your shoes.”

Kathryn looked down at the Admiral’s boots and said, “You are.”

Janeway rolled her eyes with amusement and then said seriously, “You have no idea how
justified I feel regarding my actions.”

“No, but I'm getting there.”

Jenkins asked, “Can you do it, Captain?”’
I can give it my best shot.”

“That’s all we can ask,”” Murphy said.
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Her thoughts returned to the present, not wanting to think about all of the other things they’d
asked her to do regarding the preservation of advances from Timeline A. She needed to start
shutting down her over-active brain if she was going to get any sleep, so she decided to sit up
and watch the nightfall.

Chakotay returned just a few minutes later, shutting the door quietly behind him. She extended
her hand to him, and he wrapped it in his own, sinking down on the settee next to her. He didn’t
look at her and his smile didn’t reach his eyes.

He caressed her hand for a minute before whispering, “Seventeen times.”

“Seventeen?”

“That’s how many times that | almost lost you or that you asked for my support when it could’ve
been fatal for you.”

“That many?” She glanced at him and he nodded solemnly, not making eye contact. “I thought
for sure you out-numbered me on that.”

“How so?” He finally looked at her.

“l kept track, too. You almost died eleven times.”

“Ah.”

She added with a crooked smile, “But only two of them were your fault.”
“My fault?”

“Running off to get back the transporter that Seska stole and staying in that damned graviton
ellipse to get the Ares IV module.”

“Ah, yes. Not two of my finer moments.”

Kathryn picked up his hand and absently studied the back of it. She saw a dark birthmark near
his wrist that she’d never noticed before.

Chakotay said, “I’ve always supported you in the past because I had no choice.”
“Because | ordered you to?”
“No,” he shook his head. “Because I’ve been falling in love with you since the day | met you.”

“Chakotay...”



“Please, hear me out.” He paused to gather his thoughts. *“I can’t imagine not supporting your
decisions, because your seemingly insatiable longing to help the greater good is the very essence
of who you are, and I love that part of you just as much as I love the way your eyes touch the
deepest part of my heart. 1’ve never been comfortable with you putting your life on the line to
save others, and | can’t give you my blessing any more today than | could four years ago when
you formed the alliance with the Borg. However, I will remain by your side, no matter what,
because I love you.”

She closed her eyes, unable to bear the intensity of the devotion behind his words. Her heart felt
unbearably heavy because of what she’d put him through, knowing she’d have to put him
through it again.

“Kathryn?” he whispered.

Still unable to face him, she merely shook her head, but he seemed to know instinctively what
she needed. He pulled her into his arms and held her close. She didn’t deserve his love, but she
was so very grateful that she had it.

They held each other for a long time before her emotions finally calmed down enough for her to
speak. Her voice was hoarse as she said, “My very wise mother had some advice for me.”

“Oh? What’s that?”

“She seems to think this should be a mutual decision for us.” When he didn’t answer, she lifted
her head to look at him. “You don’t agree?”

“| already told you that | support you.”

“Yes, thank you. But that doesn’t mean you agree with me.”

“l don’t.”

She nodded and sat up all the way.

“Kathryn, I don’t have to agree with you to support you.”

“l know, but I want you to. 1’d like you to help me figure out how to do this.”
“It’s not up to me.”

“Chakotay, I'm offering you the right to help me choose the direction our lives will take. Please
accept it.”

He studied her carefully before responding. “This is unlike you.”

“I'm taking my mother’s advice. It’s not easy.”



Frowning slightly, he said, “I think we should sleep on it.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You don’t think I can do it, do you? Relinquish a little control?”
Smirking, he asked, “What if I challenge you to it?”

She couldn’t help but laugh, and then regretted it because of the pain it caused. “Oh...”
“You’re still in a lot of pain.” He put a comforting hand on her back.

Rubbing her forehead, she said, “I’ve been so caught up in thinking about temporal incursions
that I forgot about it.”

“It’s after nine. The Doctor should be here soon.”

“It seems silly to pull a doctor from across the solar system just to treat a headache.”

Chakotay situated himself sideways on the sofa and motioned for her to lie against him. She
nestled in comfortably and he wrapped his arms lovingly around her. He said, “But this isn’t just
any headache, on just any head.”
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“This head belongs to my Kathryn.” He nuzzled her hair. “She’s something special.”

She closed her eyes and snuggled against him, feeling loved and treasured. After a few minutes
of silence, she offered, “I think I know how we can do this.”

“Do what?”

“Figure this out together.”

“Okay, how?”

“You can help me decide what job to take, and what my conditions of employment are.”
He caressed her arm. “I can offer advice, but the decision is ultimately yours.”

“And I can make a decision based on your advice, and do what’s best for us.” She looked up at
him and added, “For both of us.”

“Thank you for that, but I won’t hold you to it.”



She crumpled her forehead and frowned. “I'm just going to have to prove it to you, then.” There
would be more than one high-profile job that could affect change, and she’d wait for the right
one.

He squeezed her gently. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.” She laid her head back down on his chest, and lightly ran her fingers across
his shoulder and bicep until she fell asleep.
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Later, she heard movement in the room, but didn’t feel like lifting her head from its very
comfortable spot until she heard Chakotay whisper, “She’s asleep.”

Opening her eyes, she saw the Doctor standing over her with a tricorder. “Not anymore.”

“Hello, Captain. | would have called ahead, but Admiral Paris seemed to think I should come
see you tonight, regardless.”

Kathryn slowly sat up and noticed her mom had arrived, too. “Owen tends to worry about me,
but I would’ve asked you to come.” She touched her forehead. “This headache is pretty bad.”

He studied the readings. “I can see why, but I don’t see any kind of implant.”
“Implant?” Gretchen asked.

Kathryn chose not to answer her mom, but addressed the Doctor instead. “That’s good. 1’d
rather that standard medical scans didn’t detect it.”

The Doctor entered something into the tricorder, kneeled in front of her, and scanned her head
again. “Not showing up now, either.”

Chakotay asked, “Do you see any signs of neurological strain? She was dizzy when she first
returned.”

“None,” the Doctor said. “But before I dig any deeper, let’s make you more comfortable,
Captain. | need you to lie on a bed or a table.”

Gretchen said, “I’ll show you to her bedroom, Doctor.”
Kathryn let Chakotay help her to her feet, and they followed them back into the house.
The Doctor said, “Captain, Commander, there’s a Starfleet Ensign out here.”

“Why?” Chakotay asked.



“In case | need anything and to take me back to San Francisco.”

When Kathryn saw the young man, she had to bite back a smile because he stood at full attention
as soon as they entered the room. “Ensign, thank you for helping the Doctor this evening.”

“It was an absolute honor to be able to help you, Captain. Meeting you means so much to me. |
hope that you’ll be feeling better soon.”

“Thank you,” she smiled as kindly as she could manage with the throbbing in her head. “Please
make yourself at home.”

The Doctor had Kathryn lie on her back, sideways across the bed. He said, “Try to relax,
Captain,” as he picked up her head and gave her neck an adjustment with two resounding pops.

“Ahh...” She could feel the tension leaving as soon as he was done.

“Wow,” Chakotay, who had taken a chair by the door, said. “I could hear that from all the way
over here.”

“She has a knack for getting her neck out of alignment,” the Doctor commented as he continued
to make adjustments.

Kathryn sighed gratefully as the Doctor worked.

He ran an instrument over her head and injected a hypospray into her neck. “That will help the
inflammation and alleviate the pain.”

“Thank you, Doctor.”

“You’re welcome. Now, if you’ll turn on your side, I’d like you to continue to relax while | take
a look at this implant with some non-standard scanning devices.”

She did as instructed and was happy to see that she was now facing Chakotay. She smiled at him
and felt like a love-sick teenager when he smiled in return, showing his adorable dimples.

The Doctor said, “Tell me something, Captain, Commander.”
“What’s that?” Chakotay responded.

“Is this relationship between the two of you public knowledge? Besides the rumors the media is
generating, that is.”

Kathryn said, “It’s no secret that we’re good friends.”



The Doctor hummed a little and then said, “I think I’ve become a keen observer of human
behaviors, especially the behaviors of the VVoyager crew members, but even without knowing the
two of you as well as | do, your feelings toward each other are blatantly obvious.”

“And he did catch you sleeping on me, Kathryn.”

She answered the Doctor’s original question. “As far as the media knows, there are only
invalidated rumors, and it needs to stay that way for just a little longer.”

“Why’s that?” The Doctor asked as he picked up another scanner.

Chakotay responded, “Her future isn’t settled yet, and we’d like the media to focus on that rather
than on more personal issues.”

The Doctor said, “Mums the word then, but if you two spend any time around the VVoyager crew,
it won’t be a secret for long.”

Smiling at Chakotay, Kathryn said, “I trust that the VVoyagers, as we’ve started calling them, will
keep things in the family.”

“Aha!” The Doctor said to Kathryn’s head. “There you are.”
Her eyes glanced towards the Doctor and then back at Chakotay. “What scanner did you use?”

“One | developed for detecting objects that are slightly out of phase, and that’s what we’ve got
here. This won’t be detectable unless someone is specifically looking for it.”

“That’s good,” Kathryn said.

Chakotay listened with interest as the Doctor continued, “It is placed on the surface of your skull,
not connected to any nerves. | suspect the dizziness you felt was the phase variance, but it
appears to be stable now.”

“So nothing to worry about?” she asked.

“Not that I can see. It’s made of the same poly-deutonic alloy that my emitter’s made of, and it
bears a striking resemblance to the neural interface | found in Admiral Janeway’s brain. |
wonder if | invented this, too.”

Kathryn said, “It’s possible. Have you thought about developing that interface?”

“I’ve put it on a list of things 1’d like to research, but I haven’t done anything with it yet.”

“I think you should definitely pursue it. A great deal could be developed from that technology.”

Kathryn glanced at Chakotay, who was giving her a very odd look. She figured she should stop
talking about the future to avoid arousing suspicion.



“All finished, Captain. | don’t believe that the implant is going to cause you any problems.”
The Doctor started putting his tools in his bag. “I think the best thing you can do now is to get a
good night’s rest. 1I’ll leave another dose of strong analgesic for in the morning.”

She slowly sat up, “Thank you, Doctor. | feel much better.”

Chakotay saw the Doctor and Ensign out while Kathryn got ready for bed. She had washed up
and was in her nightgown when she heard a knock on the bedroom door. He looked surprised
when he saw her. “Hi, | brought you a fresh glass of ice water.”

“Thank you,” she smiled as she took a sip. Leaving the door open, she set the glass on the
nightstand and turned down the bed. “Mom said she’s got you situated?”

“Yes. She replicated some clothes for me to sleep in and showed me where the refresher is for
my uniform.” He picked her discarded uniform up off the bed, not quite able to take his eyes off
her. “I’ll do yours, too.”

“Thank you.” Kathryn could see that her nightgown was attracting Chakotay’s attention and that
made her feel pleasantly alluring. She figured if they were destined to procreate, there wasn’t
much harm in enticing him. She took her uniform out of his hands and set it on the chair by the
door. Her mouth crooked in a mischievous grin as she pulled him further into the room and shut
the door behind him.

“Kathryn?” he questioned when her arms wrapped around his neck.

She raised an eyebrow. “I'm going to kiss you, if that’s okay?”

He smiled nervously. “Of course. I'm just a little taken with what you’re wearing, or rather,
what you’re not wearing.”

“What? This old thing?” she asked playfully as she glanced down at the low-cut gown.

He groaned as she pressed her body against him. “You’re trouble. You know that, don’t you?”
She stood on her tip-toes and kissed him softly. “Yes, but I'm your trouble.”

He smiled devilishly as he took her mouth into a deeply passionate kiss while his hands explored
the satiny fabric. As always, when the heat of his lips and hands touched her, her body spiraled
into a state of arousal that left her breathless.

When the kiss ended, they continued to hold each other, cherishing the intimate contact. Kathryn

laid her head on his chest and mused, “If you continue to kiss me like that for the rest of our
lives, I don’t think you’ll have any problem convincing me to do whatever you want.”



His laugh was low in his chest. “I wish.” He continued to caress her back, dipping his hand low
to cup her satin-covered bottom. “Kathryn, as much as 1’d love to continue this, | don’t think it
would be entirely appropriate considering we’re in your mother’s house.”

“I don’t think she’d mind. In fact, she’d probably say it was about time.” Kathryn lifted her
head to focus on his beautiful brown eyes. “But you’re right, we’d probably be distracted, and |
want to be completely focused on you when the time comes.”

He cleared his throat before taking a step back. “I uh... yeah. I'm going to call it a night. Sleep
well.” He quickly closed the door behind him.

Kathryn had to laugh when he opened the door a crack and his hand reached in to retrieve her
uniform before closing it again. She turned out the lights and crawled into bed, feeling
deliciously sexy — a nice change from her mood earlier that evening. Her thoughts turned back
to her private conversation with Admiral Janeway about Chakotay. The Admiral would be
tickled pink at Chakotay’s reaction just now.
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Admiral Janeway said, “While we have a few minutes alone, tell me what you’ve been up to.
Tell me about Chakotay.”

“You want to see if I’ve lived up to my promises?”’
“Of course, grant a dying woman her last request.”

“Don’t be so dramatic.” Kathryn didn’t want to think about it. *“Very well. We made it
home...”

“Tell me the good stuff. Have you kissed him?”’

“Yes, quite a few times.”

“Was it as good as | remember?”

“Even better.”

“And the sex. How is that?”” Admiral Janeway looked like she was about to drool.
“We haven’t had sex yet.”

“What?!? Why the hell not?”

Kathryn shook her head in dismay. “These things can’t be rushed.”



“See, that’s where you’re wrong. You’re too cautious. Just rip his shirt off, for crying out loud,
and get down to it.”

“The romance between us is wonderful — only a couple weeks old.”

Admiral Janeway rolled her eyes. ““And here | was hoping you’d tell me how good it was. I’ve
often wondered how intense he’d be. If you’ve kissed him, you must have some idea.”

“Itis intense, yes. He’s very attentive.”
“Do you suspect that you’ll writhe and moan under his touch? 1 often thought I might.”
“You have a dirty mind, you know, and you sound like Phoebe.”

“My mind is no dirtier than yours.” Admiral Janeway added, “I’ll bet he’s a lot more skilled
than Mark. Won’t fumble around so much. And willing to spend a lot more time on the buildup
than Justin ever was. | bet Chakotay’s adventurous, too — maybe even a ‘take charge’ kind of
man.”

Kathryn laughed. ““I bet you’re right.”
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Part 6 - “Holding the Cards”

By Dawn
Rated PG-13 to NC-17

Summary: The plot thickens and Kathryn has to make a decision.
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Kathryn waited in Patterson’s private dining room for him to arrive for their lunch appointment.
She noticed that a third place had been set at the table, but decided that she would find out who it
was for soon enough. In the meantime, she took advantage of the quiet time to read over the
report he had sent, because she hadn’t felt like reading it the night before.

She soon came to the conclusion that although there was a vast amount of information, the report
was basically an outline of the formations and dissolutions of Federation members and alliances
during and since the war. It was all a bit dry.

Admirals Patterson and Paris walked in together. “Hello, Katie. | didn’t think you’d mind if |
invited Owen?”

“Of course not,” Kathryn smiled at her two favorite admirals, both old friends of her father’s.
“Saves me from listening to each of you prattle on separately,” she joked.



“Come now, Katie,” Paris said as he took a chair. “We can’t be as bad as some we know, can
we?”

They unfolded their napkins as Kathryn said, “Not quite at the windbag stage, no.”

After the meal was served and they were alone, Patterson asked, “Did you have a chance to read
the report?”

“I skimmed through it.” She held up the PADD. “There are a lot of details here.”

“What’s your take on it?”” he asked.

Kathryn gathered her thoughts. “Without studying each set of circumstances, it seems like it’s a
considerable amount of activity for just four years. However, | assume that would be the norm

in the midst of a war when fear is a controlling factor.”

Patterson commented, “I won’t deny that fear has a lot to do with it, but in my opinion, it’s an
exorbitant amount of activity.”

“Is that Starfleet’s take on it, as well?” She was afraid she might say something that would tip
her hand about her knowledge of the future.

Paris said, “Not exactly. Starfleet is being passive about all the changes in Federation
membership. They’re leaving it to the ambassadors and Federation council rather than taking
any initiative to let our captains be proactive. Things have been changing so fast that we’re
handing out orders that make it appear that our right hand doesn’t know what our left hand is
doing.”

Patterson added, “From day to day, we can’t be certain who is in and who is out.”

Kathryn asked, “You must suspect a cause?”

“Of course we do,” Paris said, “But it’s not something we can bring to the table without stirring
up a heap of trouble.”

“And since | seem to be good at trouble?” Kathryn guessed.

“Of course not,” Patterson interrupted. “However, you’re an unbiased party because you haven’t
been involved in the politics of the war.”

“I have been a little, by supporting the Maquis.”
“That’s small potatoes compared to what we’re dealing with now. Entire systems left the

Federation during the war because they didn’t support our wartime policies and because being a
member meant your home world might’ve been vulnerable to attack.”



“It’s natural to feel vulnerable.”

Patterson put down his fork to say, “In the last two years, most of those former members have
discussed rejoining the Federation now that the war has ended. Some have followed through,
some haven’t. We don’t have a definitive reason why, except for public statements that usually
spout isolationism and non-interference. 1’d say that the general feeling in the Federation is that
President Zife has something to do with it, but that’s not confirmed.”

Paris said, “The Magquis have been heralded by a few delegates as having been on the right track
about the war, which absolutely infuriated others. 1’d say that public opinion was split until your
interview, and now the public seems to be coming out in full support of what the Maquis did.”

Patterson waved the comment away. “That’s neither here nor there at this point, but Katie, your
public views have aroused some interest amongst the Federation Council. They’re hearing
comments from some of the more disagreeable members that you’re someone in Starfleet who
knows what they’re talking about and has the fortitude to do something about it.”

“Surely that must be a small minority?” Even though her future descendent, Admiral Murphy,
had told her as much yesterday, she still found it surprising that she could have stirred up this
much of a public uproar.

“A minority that has a lot of supporters on the council and from past members,” Paris said. “Not
to mention the public opinion that seems to back it up.”

“This minority is quickly growing,” Patterson said. “And they don’t like Zife, which doesn’t
bode well for him.”

Paris added, “He’s quickly losing political ground, and he wants to use you to help him win
favor and boost his ratings.”

Kathryn frowned. “Sounds like a political hotbed.”
“Itis,” Patterson stated. “As Zife’s chief security advisor, Admiral Khurma is trying to find a
way to help him before this gets out of control, and things are escalating quickly. We believe

that this was inevitable, but your arrival on the scene has been the catalyst.”

Kathryn sighed deeply. Their take on the situation seemed to mirror what the board had said the
day before. “I certainly didn’t intend cause a political upheaval.”

“You aren’t the cause,” Paris responded. “But you’re the answer.”
“For whom?” she challenged.

“For everyone,” Patterson said. “Or rather, every party seems to believe that you’re the one to
make things right.”



“But I can’t be everyone’s advocate.”

“No, but they can think you are, and you can discretely work for more than one boss and pass
information to us.”

“You want me to be a double agent?” She had a sick feeling. “I don’t like where this is
headed.”

“Do you trust us, Katie?”
She sighed. “Of course I trust you, but how else would I answer that question?”
“l want you to answer it honestly. Do you absolutely, without any doubts, trust Owen and me?”

“Yes,” she could answer it honestly. “I don’t believe either of you would lie to me, but I can’t
say that I'm entirely confident that you know what you’re getting yourselves and me into.”

Paris looked at Patterson and said, “She has a point, Matt.”

Patterson said, “Okay, help us think through this, then. President Zife wants to appease the
Federation council, bring members back into the Federation, and increase his ratings.”

“And how am | supposed to help him do that?”

“By working for him as a diplomat. He needs someone with a fresh outlook to initiate new
conversations with the wavering members. You’re very adept at that.”

Paris added, “Fleet Admiral Khurma wants to prevent a military incident by appeasing the
divergent members until the next election.”

“No one wants another war, but doesn’t that seem spineless?” she asked.

Patterson gave her a look, but didn’t answer. “These divergent members think you’re their
answer because you embody the strength that they think we’ve lost because of Zife’s actions.
It’s likely that he is the very reason they’re pulling out, and because you’ve been gone, it’s clear
that you’ve had nothing to do with him.”

“How do you know all of this?” Kathryn was dubious.

“Khurma asked me to talk to you,” Patterson said.

“And we have friends on the council,” Paris said secretly. “Your name has come up in the
security sub-council meetings a lot in the last two weeks.”

“Have any other names come up?”



“No.”

Kathryn stretched her neck, trying to absorb all of what they were saying. “All-right, so we have
three parties, who all think 1’d be working for them. Who would I really be working for?”

“Us,” Patterson answered.
“You?” She raised an eyebrow. “As in Starfleet?”
“No, as in Owen and me, in a matter of speaking.”

Kathryn rubbed her eyes and groaned. “Now I really don’t believe you two know what you’re
getting into.”

“We’re thinking long-term, here, Katie,” Patterson said. “We’re part of a group of patriots
determined to remove Zife from office, because we believe he’s the problem.”

“This is not reassuring me,” Kathryn said. She, too, believed that Zife was a problem, but he
might not be worth all the effort when she had bigger fish to fry.

Patterson ignored her comment and continued, “We’d like you to gather proof and report back to
us regarding what’s really going on with the vacillating members. We think they’ll talk to you,
when they wouldn’t consider talking to anyone else.”

“And what would | tell Zife and Khurma?”

Paris said, “Khurma’s only interest at the moment is preventing a military incident. He’s willing
to bide his time on the rest of the issues until Zife’s term ends. These patriots are not willing to
wait that long.”

“I really hope, for your sake, that this room isn’t bugged,” Kathryn looked around suspiciously.
“We’ve taken safety precautions,” Patterson said. “Zife’s only interest is appeasing the
Federation Council and increasing his ratings. As long as you’re publicly making progress, he
will probably believe that you’re image is going to help his image.”

“Even if | don’t agree with him?” Kathryn asked. “Not that | know much about him, yet.”

“You don’t have to support him to work for him. Besides, you’ll still be in Starfleet and
therefore, you report to Khurma, not him.”

“What rank?” she asked.

“Rear Admiral, likely.”



Kathryn pursed her lips in thought. If she were to take this on, here was her chance to push
herself into a higher profile position. “If, and that’s a big if, I accept this challenge. I’ll need
more clout than rear admiral.”

Patterson said, “I don’t think your rank is going to affect your influence, but Khurma will
ultimately be the one to decide. I'm sure you can make some demands. You’ll need to in order
to protect yourself.”

Paris added, “If you accept this, we need to put some safeties in place to protect you in the event
of his demise.”

“You believe that I might be implicated if | were to help him?”

“Not if you keep your public image clean,” Patterson said. “Don’t forget that the Federation and
United Earth citizens think you’re the cat’s meow. Your popularity is what’s going to make this
all work. Zife will piggy-back onto it, the vacillating members will think you’re the one who can
make a difference, the Federation Council will believe you’re making progress, and Khurma will
be content if everyone else feels like things are going their way. But this all needs to be about
you, and what you’re doing to help the Federation.”

“You want me to become a politician?” She found the suggestion incredulous.

“More like a statesman. You’re definitely someone who’s widely respected for integrity and
impartial concern for the public good. 1’d say that you have a knack for it, Katie.”

Paris leaned forward and looked at her pointedly. *“In your interview you said that the Federation
needs to believe in something. We think that something is you.”

Kathryn blinked slowly, having trouble accepting what they were suggesting. “l don’t know
about this.”

Patterson glanced at the clock. “We’re running short on time. Khurma and Zife want to meet
with you in Paris on Saturday. Will you consider it?”

“I'm willing to talk to them, but I'm not ready to make a decision about this.”

“Fair enough,” Patterson said. “My aide will make the arrangements for you.”

As they were standing up, Kathryn thought of something. “One more question, if | may?”

“Of course,” Patterson said.

“You mentioned yesterday that | need to keep my relationship with Chakotay quiet for now, but

I'm not willing to continue that once my next assignment is determined. Will this be an issue for
anyone? If it is, there’s no need for me to meet with the President.”



Paris and Patterson glanced at each other and then Patterson answered. “Admiral Khurma isn’t
thrilled about it, but 1’d say that you’re the one holding the cards. The other admirals who have
taken issue with your friendship don’t have any say in this.”

“Very well,” Kathryn sighed. “I’ll be in touch after this weekend.”
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Because the lunch ran long, Kathryn was late for the afternoon discussion. She was glad that
Patterson wouldn’t be attending, because if they had arrived together, it might have been obvious
that they’d had lunch together.

The meeting was just beginning as she arrived. Its purpose was to discuss the placement options
for Voyager’s science team. She was more interested in protecting the futures of this group than
any other. As a former science officer herself, she had a special place in her heart for the likes of
Billy Telfer, Gerron Tem, Scott Murphy, and Samantha Wildman.

The only seat available in the room was two seats down from Chakotay, so she couldn’t say
anything to him about her lunch meeting without attracting attention. As she walked to her
place, she used one of their old signals; she made eye contact and rubbed her ear to assure him
that there was nothing to worry about at the moment. He nodded in return.

During the afternoon break, she still didn’t have a chance to say anything to him because there
were so many people in the room. Whenever she and Chakotay tried to get close enough to
whisper, someone would interrupt them. This was the first time some of the Academy and
Starfleet science officers had met the famous command team, and they all wanted to shake hands
and ask about VVoyager. She and Chakotay spent the entire break answering a lot of excited
questions about VVoyager’s scientific discoveries.

As they were being called back to their seats, Chakotay whispered, “Can we talk over dinner?”
Kathryn asked, “My house?”
Chakotay nodded and smiled just enough to show his dimples.

The afternoon dragged by slowly because they kept getting off-topic. Admiral Johansen had a
hard time keeping the group focused on the crew rather than on the discoveries that they made.
To Kathryn’s surprise, they managed to find at least two options to offer each of VVoyager’s
scientists and still adjourn the meeting at a reasonable hour.

Because of their popularity, Kathryn and Chakotay were frequently detained on their way to the
door. When they thought they had finally broken free, Captain Hernandez, chair of the Academy
Sciences department stopped them. He extended them an invitation to join a large group for
dinner so they could talk more about the Delta Quadrant, and he wouldn’t take no for an answer.



Kathryn could see that Chakotay was trying to contain his amusement with the situation, and she
answered for both of them. “Thank you, Captain, we’d be honored to join you. However, before
we go, I’d like just a moment to speak with Commander Chakotay alone.”

“Of course! Absolutely!” He ushered everyone quickly out of the room. “We’ll meet you in the
atrium,” he said as he closed the door behind him.

When they were alone, Chakotay laughed and said, “I'm sorry, Kathryn.”

She found it amusing, too. “It’s fine. After all, we should start socializing with new people at
some point. Why not now?”

Chakotay put his hands on her hips and brought them together. “We’ve just been alone for so
long that it seems strange, doesn’t it?”

“A little, but this group seems nice. Some of them will be your colleagues at the Academy, and |
do like to spend time with fellow scientists. Helps me get back to my roots.”

“So, how did your lunch go? You indicated that there was nothing to worry about?”

“Nothing to worry about this afternoon, but it was daunting. 1 think that’s a good description.”
It had been the same word she’d used to describe her visit to the Timeship Relatively the day
before, but it was equally as appropriate.

“Oh?” He looked worried.

“President Zife wants to meet with me about opening a dialogue with the wavering Federation
members, disillusioned past-members, and nervous allies.”

Chakotay furrowed his brow. “I have no doubt that you’re perfect for the job, but it doesn’t
sound like you’d be on Earth much.”

“Perhaps, perhaps not. | might be able to work around that depending on who I’d be talking to.”
Looking around, she tried to decide whether this room was secure or not. Unsure, she stood on
her toes to get as close to his ear as possible and tried to make it appear like she was kissing his
neck. She whispered, “There’s a group that wants me to report back to them without certain
parties knowing.”

He turned his head to look her in the eye, his face showing anxiety. “Double agent?” he
whispered.

She nodded discreetly, hoping he could read in her face how uncertain she was about it.
“I have a bad feeling about this, Kathryn.”

“I share your concerns, but 1’d like to keep an open mind until I return from Paris this weekend.”



“This weekend?”

“Yes, | think I’ll learn a lot by talking to Zife, and | need to do some reading. Then we can talk
about it.”

His face showed disappointment. “l was orchestrating a plan for taking a weekend trip alone
without the press getting wind of it. | wanted to surprise you.”

She touched his face, smiling. “Thank you, I would love that. I’ll let Patterson’s aide know that
I'll go to Paris next week. I'm sure you can handle the crew’s conferences without me.”

“No, you can’t put this off,” he said with understanding.

She laid a hand on his chest and fingered his zipper. “I don’t want to put us off, either.”
“We’ll have some time next week.”

“Maybe we can get away for a couple of days after the celebration,” she suggested.

“Tom is planning a big picnic for the Voyagers on that Sunday, and then I'm leaving the next
day.”

“You are? So soon?”

“I didn’t tell you?”

She felt sad. “You said it’d be a couple of weeks. I just didn’t expect the time to fly by so fast.”
“Sekaya invited me to attend a harvest festival next Wednesday and it’s a two-day trip.”

She thought for a moment and asked, “Is the invitation still open for me to join you?”

“Of course, but can you?”

“Well, people keep telling me I'm holding the cards here, so why not? | don’t know how long |
can stay, but 1’d love to meet your sister.”

“It would mean so much to me.”
“We can take a private transport and have some time alone on the trip.”
“l don’t know. That could be costly.”

“Don’t worry; I’ll take care of it. It’ll be nice to have the privacy.”



“If you’re sure?”
“l am.” She stretched up and kissed him. “We’d better go, they’re waiting on us.”
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Kathryn got back to her hotel room in Paris, took her boots off, and lay down on the bed. She
felt exhausted, both physically and mentally. The time change had disrupted her sleep schedule,
and all of her waking hours during the last two days had been spent reading, listening, or talking
about politics.

“Computer, play a recording of Tchaikovsky’s Symphony No. 4.” She let her breathing deepen
in hopes that she’d fall asleep, but after fifteen minutes, she decided it was a hopeless cause. It
was early evening in Paris, so that meant it was still Saturday morning in San Francisco.

She sat at the comm terminal and called Chakotay, not sure if he’d be at home. Smiling in relief
when he answered the call, she merely said, “Hi.”

“Hey there. You look exhausted.”

“I am,” she groaned.

“Are you on a break? How’s it going?”

She rubbed her eyes and said, “I'm done. He wants a decision by Tuesday morning.”

“You’re already done?”

“Mmm hmmm... I’ve met with Zife, Khurma, and two Federation sub-councils. There was so
much information that my head is spinning, but thankfully, they appointed an ensign to be with
me to take notes for most of it. | wish Harry could’ve been the one. He got so good at knowing
exactly what | wanted written down.”

“What was it like?”

“Intense.” She tilted her head and looked at him with longing. “Have you made plans for the
rest of the weekend?”

“I'm having dinner with Captain Hernandez and his wife tonight, and B’Elanna invited me over
tomorrow afternoon.”

“B’Elanna...” Kathryn slapped her forehead. “I completely forgot that | was supposed to talk to
her.”

“About what?”



“What she wants to do next. 1’ve been so preoccupied.”
“It’s understandable. There’s still time before her conference on Monday.”

Kathryn felt terrible about it. “To be honest, I'm not sure | have the mental energy to help her
think through it.”

“You’ve got your own future to mull over.” He was very sympathetic. “I’ll talk to her. What
does she need to know?”

“Just ask her to give some thought about what she wants to do next before her conference on
Monday. Does she want to stay with VVoyager’s analysis, do ship design at Utopia Planetia, or go
back into space as a chief engineer? All | know is that she’s in high demand, and Patterson said
he’d find something exciting for Tom to do wherever she ends up.”

“Okay, I’ll call her as soon as we’re done. Are you coming home?”

“Actually...” she felt sneaky. “If you didn’t have plans, | was going to ask you to meet me
somewhere.”

“Oh? Well, I can postpone my dinner plans, and if you let me tell B’Elanna why I'm cancelling
on her, I don’t think she’d mind one bit.”

Kathryn chuckled at that. B’Elanna had been trying to get them to date for two months. She
sighed. “l don’t want you to drop your plans at the last minute just because | happen to become
available.”

“And you know | made those plans so | wouldn’t miss you while you were gone, don’t you?”
She laughed again. “How are you going to manage the whole summer without me?”

“I hope Sekaya has enough work to keep me busy.”

“And what about me? I’ll miss you!”

“If you take this job, I suspect you’ll be so busy that it wouldn’t matter if I was here or not.”

“l don’t want to be that busy,” she said sadly. “I really need to talk through this with you,
probably after I’ve had some sleep.”

“Let’s go somewhere, then. Where would you like to meet?”

“Hmmm... it’s late March. How about Colorado? We could get in a little skiing tomorrow. |
feel like 1’ve been sitting in a meeting room for a month.”



“Hard to believe it’s only been two weeks. Colorado sounds perfect, but I’ve never been there.
Where should we go?”

“Aspen, | think. I’ll call Phoebe. She and Mike go there a couple times a year.”
“I’ve only seen holodeck re-creations, so whatever you think is fine with me.”

She started feeling a little more energetic. “Okay, I’ll call you back. Go ahead and call
B’Elanna. And yes, tell her what you’re up to. I'm done hiding this.”

He was beaming as they said goodbye, and for the first time all week, a sense of peace washed
over her.

She immediately put in a call to Phoebe, and when she saw her sister’s face on the screen, her
heart felt at home. “Hi. Are you busy?”

“Not too busy for you. What’s up? Mom said you went to Paris for the weekend about a job?”
“Yes, a really big job, but | haven’t decided if I'm going to take it.”
“It’s probably too much work.”

Kathryn laughed. “It is definitely too much work, but you never know, I could change the
world.”

“Knowing you, it wouldn’t surprise me in the least if that’s exactly what you’d do. However, if
you want my advice?”

“l know what you’re going to say.”

“And what’s that?” Phoebe asked with amusement.

“That | work too much and that | shouldn’t take the job.”

Phoebe laughed. “Almost. | was going to say that unless your job in Paris is to get rid of that
good-for-nothing President and re-unite the Federation, you shouldn’t take it. Anything else
would just be a waste of time.”

Kathryn shook her head in amazement. “Did Mom put you up to saying that?”

“No, but Mike and I were talking about it. Why?”

“It’s just... never mind. We can talk about it later.”

Phoebe’s eyes widened and Kathryn quickly added, “And don’t try to guess either. Thisisn’ta
secure line.”



“Okay,” she said uncertainly.
“I'm calling because | need some advice.”
“From me?”

Kathryn smiled, “Not career advice. Vacation advice. Chakotay and | want to spend the rest of
the weekend in Colorado, but we have no idea where to go.”

“You’ve come to the right place. Do you want to ski or just stay in bed?”
Kathryn’s eyes widened as she answered, “Both.”

“That’s great news! Let me make a couple of calls and get it arranged for you. Do you want one
or two nights?”

“We need to be in San Francisco Monday morning at 8:00, but we can transport from Colorado
as easily as we can transport from our houses.”

“That’s true. Do you need to go home to pack?”

Kathryn thought about what she brought with her and then answered, “Yes, probably so.”
“Okay, go home, and call me when you get there. I’ll get you all set up.”

“Thanks so much, Phoebe.”

“You’re welcome. I'm so excited about this!”

Kathryn laughed, “I didn’t say you were invited.”

“Even better!” Phoebe looked knowingly at her sister. “Tell me, honestly. How long has it
been since you’ve had sex?”

“Phoebe!” Kathryn said in shock, but not at all surprised that her sister would ask.
“Don’t look at me like that. I'm serious about this... how long?”

Kathryn rolled her eyes and mumbled, “I spent the weekend with Mark before | took command
of Voyager.”

“Good lord, Katie.” Phoebe was exasperated. “Don’t make any decisions about this job until
Monday. I think you’ll have a whole new perspective.”

“l wonder if | remember how.”



“Riding a man is just like riding a bicycle. You don’t forget.”
Kathryn said suddenly, “Good bye, Phoebe.”

Phoebe laughed as she cut the link.
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The press was waiting for Kathryn as she arrived at the transporter station near her home.
Ensign Young was apologetic, but Kathryn assured him that it was fine. She took a deep breath
before stepping outside. Thankfully, there were only a handful of reporters lingering.

She asked with sincerity, “Do you have nothing else to do but wait around for me all day?”

They all stood up at the same time, seemingly surprised that they actually encountered her. One
of the reporters that Kathryn had taken a liking to answered, “You’re the hot topic right now,
Captain, and my only assignment.” The others nodded in agreement.

Kathryn sighed, thinking how this was as good an opportunity as any to continue boosting that
positive public image that everyone thought was so important. “Very well. What can | do for
you today?”

The cameras started rolling as the first reporter asked, “Captain Janeway, we have reports that
you’ve been to Paris to meet with the Federation President and Council. Can you confirm
them?”

“The schedule and proceedings of the Council are available to the public,” Kathryn answered.

The reported asked again, “Yes, but did you meet with the President?”

“l did. President Zife and | had a long conversation about whether I could do anything to further
the goals of the Federation.”

“What goals, specifically, did you discuss, Captain?”

Kathryn gave her standard Delta Quadrant reply that described the Federation, “Bringing
together planetary governments to work in peaceful cooperation through the sharing of
knowledge, resources, and the desire to explore.”

“Is there anything you can do, Captain?”” another reported asked with a sense of expectation in
her voice.

Kathryn was touched by the reporter’s expression and the look of hope in her eyes. She
recognized that this wasn’t just a reporter, but also a citizen of the Federation... one of the many
who needed something to believe in. Answering carefully, Kathryn said, “President Zife, the



Federation Council, and I discussed some options today, but I haven’t yet decided how I want to
serve the Federation.”

Another reported asked, “What can the citizens do to convince you that we want your help?”

The tone of this interview had become a lot different than any before it, and it struck her that this
was probably the most meaningful conversation she’d had with the press, except for the
interview that started it all. “That’s an interesting question. First of all, 1’d like to remind every
Federation citizen that the Council is a remarkable group of representatives who have made it
their life’s work to achieve the peaceful co-existence that we have enjoyed for most of the last
several hundred years. That’s a monumental achievement, and | want each of you to have faith
in your Council that they will continue to look out for your needs.”

A reporter asked, “There are many citizens who would love to see you in a leadership position
within the Council. Have you considered running for office?”

Kathryn was slightly taken aback by this question. “That idea hadn’t occurred to me.”
The same reporter asked, “Is it an idea that interests you?”
“l don’t know,” she answered honestly.

“What is your opinion about the fact that so many Federation members have dropped their
membership in the last five years?”

This was the question she had been expecting. “I'm saddened that these governments have lost
faith in the Federation, but as every one of you knows all too well, war is a frightening concept.
One of our most basic needs is safety, and | believe the need for protection is the primary reason
why our worlds have united. But when our fears begin to outweigh our trust in each other, it’s
only natural to lean towards isolationism.”

“Do you have a suggestion for rebuilding that trust?”
“We need to start listening to each other. Listening, not talking,” she emphasized.
“Do you have anything else you’d like to tell the citizens of the Federation today?”

“Yes,” she nodded. “I believe that we can all help strengthen the Federation by keeping an open
mind and remembering that regardless of what planet, moon, colony, station, or ship you call
home, we’re all interested in the same five basic needs — environmental resources, safety,
belonging to something greater than ourselves, the search for knowledge, and personal
fulfillment. It doesn’t matter what your station in life is, your thoughts and ideas can make an
impact on the people around you. It doesn’t take long for that ripple effect to make a huge
difference. I challenge everyone to focus their energy on what we can do to make this situation
better and let go of what we think has gone wrong.”



“Thank you, Captain Janeway,” the hopeful reporter said earnestly.

Kathryn knew they weren’t just thanking her for the impromptu interview. “You’re welcome.”
Once the cameras were off she said, “Now, go home and take the rest of the weekend off. |
won’t be coming through here tomorrow.”

When she got to her house, Kathryn closed the door and breathed a sigh of relief. She went into
the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror asking, “Why didn’t you freshen up before you
left Paris?” She took a quick shower, dressed in a pair of comfortable slacks and light sweater,
and then repacked her bags for the next two days. When she was done, she called her sister.
Phoebe answered, “Katie Janeway. You are something else.”

“Why do you say that?”” Kathryn was dumbfounded.

“You’re going to run for office, aren’t you?”

“Noooo.” Kathryn said slowly. “Don’t tell me that interview has already been broadcast?”
Phoebe emphasized every word, “On every single Fed News channel.”

She rubbed her eyes and said, “Did I look all right? I'm so tired.”

“You weren’t as immaculate as you usually are, but you looked like you’ve been working hard
and that you’re energized.”

Kathryn shrugged, “That’s good, | suppose. | wasn’t prepared for that today. | hope I didn’t say
anything that I shouldn’t have.”

“You’re going to change the world,” Phoebe said with assurance. “But first, you’re going to
Aspen. I’ve sent you the coordinates and taken care of everything. Our ski gear has been sent to
the house, and a delivery service should be stocking it with groceries and other essentials as we
speak.”

“A house?”

“Yes, we own it with some other families. You’ll love it.”

“Thanks, Phoebe.”

“Any time, Sis. Oh, and Mike says to tell you that you’re too brilliant to work for Zife. He’s
afraid that he’ll suck the intelligence right out of you.”

Kathryn laughed and said, “I’ll keep that in mind, and thank you. I’ll call you next week.”



Moments later, she called Chakotay. Without saying hello, he jumped right into the
conversation. “l was talking to B’Elanna when that interview started broadcasting.”

“You saw it?”

“I did,” he gave her a meaningful look.

“What? Did I have food in my teeth or something?”

He laughed. “No, Kathryn, you looked fine. Your Mom was right when she said you should be
an inspirational speaker. There’s a reason that the Voyagers would follow you to the end of the
galaxy and back.”

“It sounded coherent?”

“Absolutely. You’re always articulate and graceful, even when you’re exhausted. Although, I
think our title of Ambassador of Peace and Goodwill is fitting,” he joked.

She chuckled quietly. “That was Commander-in-Chief, thank you very much. | just hope my
comments weren’t overstated. | got caught up in the moment.”

“Not at all, I think you said what people want to hear. A little beacon of hope. Maybe you
should run for office.”

“I don’t know about that. It might be too much for me right now. Maybe in fifteen or twenty
years.”

He said sarcastically, “And this job you’re considering would be just a breeze in the park in
comparison?”

“Well, no, not exactly.”
“I think you’re going to have to accept this job or a similar one, though.”

She sighed. “Let’s talk about it tomorrow. I'm ready to get out of town before more calls start
coming in.”

“Sounds wonderful.”
“Although the very first thing | want to do is take a nap.”
He agreed. “You have been up for a long time.”

“Phoebe has everything set for us in Aspen. So that we don’t attract attention, would you meet
me there? I’ve had more than enough for one day.”



“1’d love to.”

“Great, I’ll send you the coordinates. Bring your uniform for Monday. I’ve planned for two
nights.”

“Perfect. I'll see you there. Oh, and ah... bring that nightgown, would you?”

Kathryn smirked. “I hadn’t planned on wearing one.”
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When she arrived at the house in Aspen, Kathryn immediately felt peaceful and relaxed. It was a
large, spacious home overlooking a beautiful Rocky Mountain vista. There were large windows
so that the view could be enjoyed from anywhere inside the house. The gas fireplace was
already glowing and had filled the house with soothing warmth.

Kathryn looked around for a few minutes while she waited for Chakotay, but soon decided to
kick off her shoes and relax in a super-sized leather recliner that was nestled in front of the fire.
She pulled a soft throw over her and didn’t last two minutes before she fell asleep.

She didn’t know when Chakotay arrived, but when she woke up, he was sitting across from her
on the enormous couch, completely immersed in something he was reading. Because he was
unaware that she was awake, she had a long moment to do nothing but look at him. The newness
of their romance and the public secrecy hadn’t afforded her the opportunity to really take the
liberty of simply admiring him.

She knew what he looked like, of course, but she hadn’t really focused on all of the little details
that were him. The way he nibbled on his lower lip while reading attracted her attention the
most, but the strong line of his jaw was a close second. Her eyes traveled down his torso to the
strong legs that were stretched out in front of him, and her imagination immediately sought what
might lie between.

The mere thought filled her with fluid warmth so she quietly stood and dropped the blanket back
onto the chair. He noticed the movement and looked up, his eyes bright in the glow of the fire,
despite the low light of dusk coming through the windows.

“Hi there,” he said, with dimples blazing.

She said nothing, but smiled secretly as she took the PADD he held and tossed it aside. In one
graceful movement, she sat astride his lap, close enough to him that her knees touched the back
cushion of the couch. His hands grasped her hips and pulled her even closer.

Looking down at him, she ran her fingers through his hair, enjoying the slightly longer length
that he had grown since VVoyager. She kissed his forehead, loving that he’d closed his eyes to
enjoy the nearness of their bodies and her touch. Guiding him to relax his head back against the
cushions of the sofa, she turned his face up to her.



While she touched his face, he massaged her thighs, stirring up the warmth within her. She fully
explored the dark lines of the tattoo, each crease of his golden skin, and even the small crinkles
at the corners of his eyes. She eventually worked down to touch his full, succulent lips which he
parted ever so slightly to kiss the pads of her fingertips, pulling one inside to softly suckle.
When she couldn’t wait any longer, she cradled his strong jaw and she lowered her mouth to his.

The resulting kiss was full of passion, each of them knowing that they wouldn’t have to hold
back, but still taking the time to delve fully into each intimate step on the way to total bliss. As
he kissed down her neck, Kathryn could feel her body craving that ultimate moment and moaned
in anticipation.

His hands caressed her waist and then slipped up under her shirt as his lips nibbled along the
edge of the low neckline. Needing more, she crossed her arms in front of her and pulled the shirt
off over her head to reveal her ivory satin bra that thoroughly accentuated her modest bosom.
His slight intake of breath accompanied a twitch between his legs. He whispered, “So beautiful.”

She held his shoulders as he touched her. His fingertips traced along the edge of each cup and
down into the valley between. She gasped as his palms cupped each breast to feel their volume
and weight. He said, “I’ve imagined this for so long, but nothing I’ve dreamed holds a candle to
the real thing.”

Smiling, she reached behind her and unclasped the bra, opening herself up to his full adoration.
“I usually try to conceal them with the clothes | wear.”

He glanced up at her and smiled guiltily. “That didn’t keep me from looking for them, though.”

“I’d hoped it wouldn’t,” she admitted, gasping again as he rubbed his thumbs across her
hardening nipples. Her breathing deepened as he brought her into a high arousal using only his
fingers on her breasts. She took hold of hands, saying, “It’s almost too much.”

He backed off by dropping his hands to her waist, but he didn’t let her recover for long before his
mouth descended to kiss the swell of a breast, slowly working his way down to her areola before
pulling the tip into his mouth. She held his head while his tongue swirled and flicked, making
her forget all coherent thoughts. He released her nipple and leisurely kissed down into the valley
between. His tongue licked sensuously up to the swell of her other breast and then around to her
other nipple as if her breasts were ice cream and he was a very, very hungry man. Low,
sensuous moans came from deep within her chest as she arched her back to offer him more.

She could feel how aroused he was and wanted nothing more than to undress him, but she didn’t
want to end the sweet torture. Trying her best to concentrate, she pulled on his shirt until he had
no choice but to release his kiss long enough to pull it over his head. Her fingers went
immediately to explore his smooth, muscular chest and his pebbled nipples, trying to bring him
as intense a feeling as he was giving her.



As he continued to love on her breasts, she traced the small line of fur down to his naval and
beyond to where it disappeared under his waistband. Frustrated that she couldn’t get anywhere
by merely unbuttoning his pants, she was thankful when he took mercy on her. He helped them
stand up so they could both shed their remaining clothing. Picking up her discarded blanket, he
laid it on the couch before retaking his seat and reaching for her.

Kathryn wouldn’t sit just yet. She wanted to look at him, and allow him an opportunity to look
at her. His golden skin glowed in the firelight, his thighs were as strong and muscular as she’d
imagined, and his thick erection caused her breath to catch and her legs to turn to gelatin.

He extended a hand and said, “Come here, love.” She let him guide her to sit astride him again,
without quite joining them together.

He whispered, “I want to touch you.” Gently grasping her hips, he guided her pelvis forward to
open her up to him. His fingers touched her inner thighs, making her gasp and tense slightly. He
smiled lovingly up at her and asked, “Are you okay with this?”

It took her a moment to find her voice, but she answered with a deep, husky sound. “Very okay,
but it’s been a long time.”

“Far too long. | should’ve seduced you years ago.”

Her quiet laughter broke the tension as she replied, “There were times when you wouldn’t have
encountered much of a struggle.”

His fingertips caressed slowly up her thighs as he replied, “If only 1’d known.” Sliding a finger
across the opening of her well of moisture, he added, “But I really don’t mind making up for lost
time.”

She rocked her hips forward, her mouth opening with short gasps as he dipped, stroked, and
caressed. Her hands held onto his arms, not quite sure what else to do with them as she felt like
she was about to explode. When her body started to quiver, he backed off, leaving her in an
intense state of arousal that had her humming all over.

He reached up to bring her face down for a deep kiss, giving her body a moment to come down
from its near climax. While kissing her, he shifted her weight back on his legs, and then hooked
his arms under her knees to pull her forward. She took the cue and lifted herself up as he scooted
lower on the couch so that she hovered over him. He held her hips as she descended in one
smooth, slow movement to join them together.

“Ahhh,” she cried out, shaking with the powerful stretch and sensation of being completely
filled. Her body was on fire, spirals of heat swirling up from her center to make her light-headed
with pleasure.

“Shhh...” He caressed her arms softly, giving her a body a moment to adjust and come down
from yet another almost-climax.



“I don’t think I’ve ever felt this aroused,” she said huskily.

“You feel wonderful,” he groaned softly. “This is a dream come true.” They began to move
slowly, but couldn’t quite find the right tempo. He hugged her close to his body and turned them
together to lay her down. They lost contact in the transition, allowing for another full thrust of
penetration. Once he was nestled into her warmth, they found a tender and sensuous rhythm
together. He slowly moved within her, sliding his thick member in and out of her tight, wet
channel, escalating sparks of desire as he maintained the unhurried motion. His loving caresses
on her legs, stomach, and breasts were only a slight indication of how much he adored and
cherished her. He ever-so-gradually brought her body up to the edge of another plateau just as
he released his.

Realizing that she hadn’t climaxed with him, he started to pull out, but she grabbed him and said,
“Don’t move. | love the way you feel inside.”

He joined them again deeply and caressed her tight bud, bringing her back to a breathtaking high.
She whimpered under the exquisite touch, panting and moaning as he swirled around her nub
until she finally went over the edge into a sparkle of sensation. Her body shook uncontrollably
for long moments afterwards as she enjoyed Chakotay’s soothing caresses on her hips and legs.
When she settled down, he whispered, “I’ll be right back.”

She was completely and totally limp, but as her body began to cool off, a chill came over her and
she wanted nothing more than to cuddle up close to his warmth. When he returned, he had a
warm, damp cloth that he wiped gently on her thighs. She looked up at him and smiled. “Where
did you learn to do that?”

“Make love?”

“No,” she laughed quietly. “To bring a warm cloth afterwards.”

“Ah, just something | felt the need to do since we’re visitors here.”

She took the cloth from him and finished, eliciting more aftershocks from her body. He slipped
back into his boxers and sat at one end of the couch. Kathryn picked up a second large, fluffy

afghan, settled back against him, and covered both of them up.

He held her as they watched the fire, his fingers making soft, slow circles around her naval. “I'm
completely in love with you, Kathryn.”

She stilled his hand by covering it with her own. “I know. | love you, too.” Tilting her head
back, she said, “Thank you for this. It felt wonderful.”

“The pleasure was all mine, I assure you.”



Laughing, she said, “No, it wasn’t. | certainly had my share.”
“Was it okay?” he asked with uncertainty. “I know it’s been awhile for both of us.”

With her back to him, she couldn’t read the expression on his face, but she could tell by his voice
that he was a little unsure. She picked up his hand and kissed his palm. “It was perfect.”

His voice rumbled deep in his chest as he said, “Then we’ll have to try for that every time.”

“I'm already looking forward to it.” She lifted up the blanket and laid his hand under her breast.
His finger drew long, slow lines along the curve underneath. She thought about her conversation
with Admiral Janeway and laughed quietly to herself.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Oh, just thinking about something I talked to Admiral Janeway about.”

“Me?”

She laughed. “Yes, actually.”

“Last week or back on Voyager?”

“Last week. She wanted to know if I’d been successful in seducing you, yet.”

“Oh, is that what you were doing?” His chest rumbled with quiet laughter.

“Back on Voyager, we talked about how I should try to win you back. 1 assured her last week
that I had, and she wanted to know how good the sex was. She had some interesting assumptions
about what you’d be like.”

He fondled her breast more brazenly. “How did | measure up?”

Kathryn leaned her head back, surprised that she was enjoying his fondling even though it was so
soon after orgasm. “Pretty damn well.”

“Glad to hear it,” he chuckled lightly and tucked the blanket around them, hugging her tightly.
Snuggled together, they dozed in front of the warm fire.
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Over a dinner late that evening, Kathryn filled him in on the details of her conversation with
Admirals Patterson and Paris, in addition to her meetings with the Federation Council, Admiral
Khurma, and President Zife. Before she’d begun to talk, she used her tri-corder and a security
scanner to make sure the house and their belongings weren’t bugged, and then she set up a mid-
level dampening field just to be safe.



She described everything as best she could without looking at her notes, but there was so much
to talk about that she wasn’t sure it was coherent. She knew she was jumping back and forth
between conversations, but Chakotay listened quietly and only asked a few questions for
clarification.

Kathryn said, “So now, we just need to make a decision on this.”
“Do you want to follow up with Paris and Patterson before deciding?”

“I think if 1 do, they’ll either boost my confidence so much that I’ll think I can do anything, or
they’ll make me anxious about whether they know what they’re doing.”

“Is it possible that they don’t?”

“I don’t know. | trust them implicitly, and | know they’re both intelligent and very astute. | just
wish | knew who the other “patriots’ were. | don’t have a feel for how well they can handle
under-cover espionage.”

Chakotay’s face was hard-set in deep thought. After a couple minutes, he said, “I think it would
help us to get a better picture of how everyone relates to each other if we can make a diagram, of
sorts.”

“Okay,” she said as she watched him get up and find paper and pencil.

He came back and drew a circle in the middle of the paper. “This is you,” he said, pointing to
the circle. Then he drew satellite circles orbiting around her. “The one at the top, your ‘official’
job and top priority, is to the Federation Security Council. You’re certain about their desire to
engage in open, honest communication with the vacillating members.”

Kathryn nodded, “With the final goal to achieve complete re-unification. No one will ever be
completely happy, and never has been, but they want everyone sitting at the table again.”

“Is there any part of that specific piece of the puzzle that gives you concern?”

She wanted to tell him about her assignment from the temporal review board, but didn’t want to
complicate things more at this point. “I believe that whatever position | choose should be one
that keeps me in the public eye, but I worry that this one might take me away from Earth for
extended periods of time.”

He wrote the word Earth between the Security Council satellite and her circle. “Okay, what’s
your second priority?” His pencil hovered over the next satellite to the right.

“Since 1’d be a Starfleet officer, I’d say it’s to my senior officer, Admiral Khurma.”



He wrote Khurma’s name in that circle. “And your concern there is that he’s just putting you in
this position to appease everyone else?”

“Yes and no. | don’t think there’s any reason not to accept the job based on him being my C.O.,
but put the words pacifist next to him. He has a different agenda than the Council in that he
wants to appease governments as opposed to uniting them.”

“All right, third priority. The President?”

“l suppose he has to be.” She took a deep breath. “He’s my least favorite part of this. | think
the public’s negative perception of him is right on track. He’s not pleasant to be around, and |
get the distinct impression that he’s lecherous towards his subordinates.”

Chakotay wrote Zife in the next circle and asked, “What shall we write next to him?”

“Idiot,” she said flatly. When he started to write that, she stopped him, “Don’t write that!”

“It’s the first thought that came to your mind, unless you want me to write lewd?”

“It’s not a reasonable concern. I’ve certainly dealt with worse individuals. He was gracious to
me, but | didn’t like the way he treated others. Write fraudulent, | guess. That’s a huge concern
about accepting this position to help him, because I don’t know if he’s honest. It will be hard to
encourage worlds to trust us when he’s not trustworthy. | don’t really care about whether he

wants to piggy-back onto my public image.”

“Everyone, except him, is smart enough to know that he’s not going to gain honor by
association.” Chakotay pointed to the next one. “Fourth?”

“Can | go back and renumber them?”
L‘Why?11
“Because | want to put you in a circle, but you’re not my fourth priority.”

He tried to contain his smile as he said, “Thank you. Before | write my name down, do you have
concerns in regards to me that make you not want to take this job?”

“Yes, absolutely,” she answered immediately.
“Really? What?”

“Our safety. With so many unknowns about the real problems going on, I think it’s a valid
concern. Who knows what I'm likely to uncover and someone might not like it.”

“It is a valid concern.” He wrote his name in a circle and the word safety between her and him.



“In the next circle, write Patriots.”

“Paris and Patterson?”

“Mmm hmm,” she said. “And put the word espionage between us.”

“Okay,” he did as instructed. “Next one?”

“Federation Citizens.”

“A good one.” He nodded as he wrote. “Anything about them that worries you?”

“Yes, letting them down.”

“I’Il write it, but | don’t agree,” he said. “As long as you stick to your principles and don’t forget
\I/(\;giiﬁ(g)]ufg;% you needn’t worry. Just being in this position will give them the hope that they’re

“I really hope so.”

“Do you remember a speech you gave to the senior staff after we tried to form an alliance with
the Kazon and the Trabe?

She thought back and asked, “Something about being alone, probably.”
He shook his head. “When it seems as if there are few rules that people live by, it’s more
important than ever to hold fast to our own, and the principals and ideals of the Federation are

the best allies we could have.”

“Wow,” she said as she absently scratched her cheek. “It’s rather unfortunate that the same
speech applies to dealing with both the Kazon and the Federation President.”

“Yes it is. Next?”

“Divergent members. They’re asking for me because they think I'm the only person that can
understand them.”

“I doubt you’re the only one, but if they believe that, it becomes true.”
“Go ahead and write ‘letting them down’ between us, too.”

Chakotay asked, “How should I write the one you’re avoiding?”
“Romulans?”

He nodded. “Or should it be Q?”



She said, “I briefly mentioned to each group today the idea of initiating diplomacy with the
dropped alliances in addition to the dropped members, and was told by everyone that it wasn’t a
priority. I'm not sure how I can work that into this.”

“The opportunity might present itself without you searching for it. | think if this is as important
to Q as you believe, he’s going to make it happen. Not that I'm happy about that, but | also
believe that Q doesn’t want harm to come to you.”

She nodded slowly, thinking hard about it. “Write the word Alliances, and list the concern as ‘a
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low-priority’.
Chakotay did as instructed and asked, “Anyone else?”

“Voyagers,” she said. “Concerns are friendships and timeline.” She studied the chart and said,
“Add one more — Family, with the concern being time and safety.”

“That’s ten constituencies.”
“It looks like I'm being pulled in ten directions at once.”

“Not really,” Chakotay studied the diagram with her. “I think that all ten really want the same
thing.”

“What’s that? A piece of me?”

“Yes, but that’s not what 1 mean. Look at the first priority. It boils down to engaging in
diplomatic communication with a group of unhappy people.”

“Right,” she said hesitantly, not sure where he was going.

“That’s what everyone else wants, t00.”

“Not you and my family. | suspect that you’d all be thrilled if I just retired.”

“No, I wouldn’t.” He shook his head. “I think you’d get bored. You’re very goal oriented and
need a goal to work towards. Honestly, I can’t think of anything that would do more good for
the Federation than getting these people talking. Diplomacy is a gift you have in abundance, and
I believe you’ll find it very fulfilling.”

“You’re serious?”

“l am,” he nodded. “If you’re clear with the divergent members that you are not the President’s
emissary and can make them accept that you’re really looking out for their best interests, |

believe that they’ll start talking to you. 1 suspect that you’ll get a feel for the over-arching
problems very quickly, and even if you can’t solve them, you can acknowledge them. | would



hazard a guess that these people have felt insulted by the current political climate, and as you
said in that interview today, their fears are outweighing their trust. You’re in a unique situation
to start earning that trust back, and by doing that, you could make this re-unification start
happening as quickly and easily as possibly. I'm not saying it couldn’t be done by others at some
point, but it could take years.”

“Phoebe told me today that | shouldn’t accept any job unless it was to overthrow the President
and re-unite the Federation, because anything else that | could possibly be considering in Paris
would be a waste of my time.”

“I agree. | wish there was someone else who could do this because I'm worried about the strain
it’s going to put on you, but I also realize that the Federation is headed for trouble right now.
Fortunately or unfortunately, you’ve been placed in the limelight, and there are many who have
faith that you’re their hero.”

Kathryn clasped her hands together and rested her chin on them. His words were uncanny in
their resemblance to those of the temporal review board. She studied the satellite circles on the
chart, periodically glancing at him too. “l don’t want to live halfway across the Earth from you.”

“The Federation Council also has offices in San Francisco. And California is halfway across the
world from Zife’s lechery.”

“Good point.” She considered the obstacles for a moment before pointing out, “I’ll have to
travel a lot.”

“I believe your desire to be Earth-bound right now is homesickness, and that’s not such a bad
thing as we begin our relationship. You still have some leave time, then you’ll need to get your
feet wet, and some of this can be done from Earth. Eventually, you’ll travel and that’s okay
because you like being in space.”

“But you’re on Earth.”

“Yes, and while I'm not thrilled with the idea of you being away, | understand that this is
extremely important. Just think how great the sex will be when you come home.”

She laughed and looked at him affectionately, her love for him making her feel both happy and
anxious at the same time. She broke eye contact by stretching her arms over head and rotating
her head to relax her neck muscles. She picked up the diagram he drew and studied each satellite
in turn, giving the situation thought. When she got to the Patriots one, she asked, “What if the
espionage blows up and I get caught in the middle?”

“| think that if anyone besides me is looking out for your best interests, it’s those two Admirals.”
She nodded. “I agree, but who is looking out for them?”

“I don’t know, but you aren’t obligated to tell them anything until you feel safe doing so.”



“That’s true. 1 can learn a lot more once | get into it. They only need me to gather evidence for
an official action. If I don’t find any evidence, there’s nothing they can do.”

“Right. As unpopular as Zife is, he’s not going to be re-elected. The unpleasant part of this can
only last another two years, regardless.”

Kathryn noted, “It could take longer than that to establish an effective dialogue with all of the
concerned governments.”

“That’s true. There isn’t going to be any quick fix for this.” After a moment of quiet, he said,
“You haven’t told me what your rank and title would be.”

“Khurma told me today. Vice Admiral and Envoy for the Federation Security Council.”

“Impressive,” he nodded appreciatively. “A lot better than Commodore and Chief
Ambassadorial Ass-Wiper.”

She shouldn’t have taken that sip of water. It came shooting out her nose.
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Part 7 - “Preparing for the Future”

By Dawn
Rated PG

Summary: Now that we've got that decided, there's work to do.
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Late Monday morning, Kathryn was waiting to see Fleet Admiral Khurma and found herself
rather annoyed with his receptionist, an officious woman who didn’t appear to have a high
opinion of anyone. Kathryn tried not to take the haughtiness personally, but it was irritating
nonetheless.

She’d never been to this office before. It was significantly more elaborate than any other part of
Headquarters. The elevator opened onto a corridor with plush red carpet, solid wood paneling,
and chandeliers. Kathryn thought the extravagance was misplaced and it looked more like a
grand hotel than a military building.

That morning, she and Chakotay had transported directly from Aspen. They’d spent a wonderful
Sunday morning lying in the luxurious king-sized bed, an afternoon skiing in the beautiful Rocky
Mountains, and an evening enjoying a nice dinner in front of the fireplace. She delighted in the
memories of how much they’d also enjoyed each other.



Her first stop that day had been to Admiral Paris’s office to ask if she could set up residence in
his conference room for the week. He was thrilled to have her there, and even more ecstatic
about the response to her unplanned press statements on Saturday. Kathryn had put that out of
her mind after leaving town, but Paris informed her that her comments had been re-broadcast all
weekend and that journalists had picked apart and over-evaluated everything she said, all in a
positive light.

Patterson joined their conversation a few minutes after she arrived, and the three of them
discussed her trip to Paris. She informed them of her decision to accept the assignment, but
added that she wasn’t accepting their espionage request until she had more information about the
issues and the people involved. They weren’t thrilled, but they understood her concerns and told
her that they respected her decision. All three came to the conclusion that the matter wouldn’t be
addressed until she officially started her new assignment and after the Admirals had a chance to
talk to the rest of their group.

Chakotay was spending the day greeting the VVoyagers as they arrived for their conferences
which would be taking place all day Monday and Tuesday, with follow-up meetings on
Wednesday and Thursday. There were six detailers handling the thirty-minute conferences, and
Kathryn was thankful that Chakotay was there to help the Voyagers feel more comfortable.

Kathryn’s attention was brought back to the officious receptionist when the com-terminal
signaled a message had arrived from the inner-sanctum, as Kathryn had decided to call Khurma’s
private office.

The self-important receptionist raised her chin. “Captain Janeway, Admiral Khurma will see you
now.”

Kathryn stood and graciously said, “Thank you.” As the doors opened automatically, she took a
deep breath and put on her best ‘captain’s mask.’

“Captain Janeway, please come in,” Khurma came around from behind the desk. He motioned to
a sitting area near an inactive fireplace. “May | get you anything? Coffee, tea?”

“Coffee would be lovely, thank you.” Kathryn took a good look around the sanctum while he
ordered their coffees from the replicator. The décor matched the outer office in extravagance,
but the colors were blue and gold.

Khurma said, “I see that you’re taking stock of your surroundings, Captain.”

“Yes, Admiral. | was noticing how the décor is so ornate on this floor.”

He looked around and nodded. “If you ask me, I think it’s a bit excessive. | try to spend as little
time here as | can. My study at home and the office in Paris are both preferable.”

Kathryn smiled. “Paris is a lovely city.”



“And my overbearing receptionist, who came with the position, isn’t there. She is at least quite
good at managing my schedule.”

“There’s something to be said for that.” Kathryn hadn’t really engaged in small talk with him
before. She found him different and much more personable than she had expected.

“Tell me what’s on your mind, Kathryn.”

“At the moment, | was thinking how much more relaxed you seem to be today than you were on
Saturday.”

“Yes, I'm afraid that one of my failings is that I let President Zife affect my disposition,” he
sighed. “My wife often points out that after I meet with him, I'm a little on edge. He’s putting a
lot of pressure on Starfleet to fix the problems in the Federation.”

“I noticed that. | worry that he believes sending me out there will be a quick fix. 1 don’t think
my presence will do anything but placate people until the real problems, whatever they might be,
are addressed.”

“| agree, and for now, that’s all I’m expecting you to do. If you’re successful and bring a few
members back, we’ll all be thrilled. But the problems run deep, and at this point, I'll be happy
just to open a dialogue and diffuse some tense situations.”

“Understood,” she said, although she thought they could do a whole lot more if they put their
minds to it.

“I'm perfectly aware of what the problems are, and | know there is no quick fix. Meanwhile, the
President will want to ride on the coat-tails of your achievements and fame. How do you feel
about that?”

Kathryn waved her hand and shrugged. “I think he can believe he’s taking advantage of my
sudden popularity, but | suspect that the public is smart enough to figure it out. The questions
that I’ve been receiving from reporters have recently addressed concerns about the safety of the
Federation.”

“Yes, I’ve been following your statements to the press.”

“What’s your take on their questions?” She was hoping to lead the conversation toward the
press’s interest instead of her responses.

“The statements you made on Saturday were a surprising change from your previous evasive
maneuvers, but | thought you handled it well. 1t’s exactly the kind of press coverage that the
President will like, as long as you can continue to steer interviews away from pointing fingers
and towards your ideals about everyone thinking positively.”

“It felt like that’s what they wanted to hear.”



“The President loved it. He called me yesterday to congratulate me on coaching you to say the
right things.” Khurma laughed. “I hope you don’t mind that I didn’t correct his assumption.”

“Of course not.” Kathryn smiled, and after a moment’s pause she informed him, “I’ve come to
give you my answer about this assignment.”

“l was hoping that was the case. What did you decide?”

“I’d like to accept, but with a few stipulations.”

“Well, that depends on what they are.”

“President Zife implied that my office would be in Paris. 1’d rather be here.”

Khurma nodded. “I’d rather you be here, too, although you will have to attend some Security
Council meetings in Paris. My intention is to be a buffer between you and the President. |
believe that he’d like to keep you under his thumb, but I think you’ll be more successful if you
have a certain amount of separation from him. You don’t need him looking over your shoulder
and meddling in your discussions. So yes, you can set up office here at Headquarters or at the
San Francisco Federation Council building. What else?”

“What size staff would | have?”

“Typical staff of a vice admiral is one lieutenant and one ensign, but that can be easily amended.
You’ve got a big job to do, and I'm sure having the right people, regardless of rank, would be
beneficial. I'm happy to give you as many resources as you need.”

“I’1l start with two aides for now and see how that goes, but I’d like to choose them.”
“Of course, all Admirals do.”

“Also, | feel the need for two security officers on my staff. I'm concerned that with the amount
of publicity I’ve been receiving, someone might try to take advantage of the public’s perception
that I'm valuable.”

“You’re quite valuable to us, Kathryn. | think that’s a sensible precaution, although when you’re
traveling, you’ll also have the security of whatever ship you’re on.”

“Thank you. My last request concerns my working style. 1’ve become accustomed to working
on my own. I'm happy to give daily reports, happy to attend briefings and committee meetings
as needed, but I would like the autonomy to proceed with this assignment as | see fit.”

Khurma thought about the request for a long moment before replying. *“I can appreciate that you
don’t want to be micro-managed, but ultimately, you report to me, and | report to the Federation
President. He has a specific agenda in mind, as do I, about where we’d like you to start.”



“Do your agendas match?”

“No, unfortunately. I'm concerned that if you bring a third agenda to the table, we’ll have
trouble before we ever get out the door.”

“I’ll follow orders and would appreciate your guidance. I'm more concerned with President
Zife’s interference, than yours.”

“I'm glad to hear it. Once you get a little deeper into the assignment, if you find that your ideas
drastically differ from mine, we can discuss it. | try to keep an open door with my immediate
staff, and your assignment is one of my top priorities at the moment.”

“| appreciate that.”

Zhurma finished his coffee and set the empty cup on the side table. “Anything else?”

“When would this assignment begin?”

“Immediately. There are a couple of situations that are rather heated, although President Zife has
some other ideas about where he’d like to send you, first.”

“I’d really like to take leave next week for personal reasons.”

“Just one week?”

“Yes, to honor a promise to a friend.”

“May | assume that friend is Commander Chakotay?”

“Yes. We’ve made plans to leave for the Banora colony on Monday to visit his sister.”

Khurma nodded. “Thank you for being up front with me about your plans. | think that would be
fine, especially considering how busy you’ve been over the last month. A week away might
even provide some rejuvenation. 1’d like you to keep your travel plans private, however, or the
media might think the Banora colony’s membership is up for debate.”

“Understood. 1°d rather not have the media follow me there, either.”

“Also, to ensure your safety, 1’d like to send a starship to that sector while you’re there. I'm sure
we could find some nebula for it to study.”

“If you feel that’s necessary, that would be fine, although we’ve made arrangements to take a
private transport.”



Khurma scratched his chin in thought for a moment. “Private transport. 1'm not sure that’s a
good idea. You are, of course, free to do that, but it might put you in a vulnerable position if
someone unsavory learns of it. Would you be opposed to having a Starship take you, since we’ll
have one going in that direction anyway? It’s perfectly acceptable to do that, and you’d get there
faster.”

“I’ll consider it, but 1’d like to discuss it with Chakotay.”

“Tell him that it’s for your safety and I think he’ll agree. Otherwise, you might have a Starship
on your tail the entire time to keep a watch on you.”

“He does worry about my safety.” She nodded in agreement, “All right, we’ll travel on a
starship.”

“Good, that’s settled.” Khurma stood and Kathryn followed suit. “If that’s all, Captain, 1’d like
to officially welcome you to this assignment.” He extended his hand for a handshake and she
took it.

“Thank you, Admiral.”

“You’ll turn over command of VVoyager on Saturday night and receive your promotion
immediately following. That’s also when we’ll announce it to the press. Please try to have your
staff in place before Saturday so we can announce that as well. You might appease a few
interested parties if one or two of your staff were former Maquis.”

“I’ll consider that, but probably as security. They get a little heated when it comes to Federation
politics.”

“Understandable. Perhaps your staff can begin working while you’re gone.” He walked her to
the door. “Don’t hesitate to call me if you have any questions or concerns.” Extending his hand
for another handshake, he said, “Welcome to the brass, Admiral Janeway.”

“Thank you, Sir.”
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Kathryn felt a sense of wellbeing when she rounded the corner and saw Chakotay standing in the
corridor talking to B’Elanna. She thought back to the first time she met them and found it
incredible how close they had become. B’Elanna had gone from hating her to becoming a very
good friend, but she was still the same brilliant, strong-willed woman that challenged Kathryn
every chance she could. And Chakotay... Kathryn just smiled to herself thinking about their
relationship.

He looked towards her, almost as if he sensed her coming before the sound of her footsteps
could’ve reached him. At first, his expression was concerned, but then he saw something in her
smile that reassured him, because his dimples quickly lit up the already bright corridor.



When she was close enough, Chakotay asked, “So, how did it go?”

Kathryn answered with relief, “It’s done.” She laid a hand on B’Elanna’s shoulder. “How are
you, Lanna? Have you had your conference?”

“Just finished it.”
“l want to apologize for not helping you prepare for it.”

“Don’t worry about it, Captain. It was an easy choice for me, and it sounds like you’ve had more
than enough on your plate.”

“It’s been a little full, yes.” Kathryn sighed. “So, what did you decide?”

“Starship design at Utopia Planetia. 1’ll be leading a design team on a completely new concept
that incorporates a lot of what we did to VVoyager.”

“Oh, Lanna! That’s wonderful! | can’t imagine anything more perfect for you.”

“Thank you, Captain, for everything.” B’Elanna glanced at Chakotay and then back at Kathryn.
“And that includes making this old man happier than 1’ve ever seen him.”

“You’re welcome. He’s made me pretty happy too, you know.”

“I can tell,” B’Elanna laughed. “So, Captain, did you just come from deciding what you’re
going to do?”

“l did,” Kathryn took a deep breath.

“And are you going to tell us?” B’Elanna probed.

“Yes, on Saturday night.”

“A hint?”

Chakotay answered, “She’s going to move mountains.”

“That’s a given,” B’Elanna laughed. “All right, I’ll be patient, but I'm not good at it.”
“Thank you for understanding,” Kathryn said.

“l do.” She looked between them and said, “Well, I'm sure Miral’s getting hungry, so I’ll catch
up with you later.”



“Have a good day, B’Elanna,” Chakotay said as the young woman left. He turned to Kathryn
and asked, “So it went well?”

“Very well, actually. I had nothing to be nervous about.”

He glanced at the clock and said, “We have about ten minutes before the next round comes
through. Do you have time to sit with me?”

“Sure.” She followed him to the row of chairs against the wall and sat down. “Admiral
Khurma’s demeanor was remarkably different today, and | believe that I'm going to like working
for him, after all.”

“Really? That’s quite a change from what you said yesterday when you thought he’d just get in
your way.”

“I know.” She shrugged. “He admitted to being irritable after talking with the President, and
other than Saturday, I’ve never spoken with him alone. He’s surprisingly easy to talk to and
seems like he’ll be as open as he can to my suggestions.”

“I'm relieved to hear it. That will make your job a lot less stressful.”

Kathryn nodded. “We agreed on my office being here, and he wants to act as a buffer between
me and the President. I'm not sure how the President will take it, but I'm pleased with it. Oh, he
also agreed with putting two security officers on my staff. | didn’t tell him that was your
suggestion, however.”

He chuckled. “That’s quite all right.”

“l also spoke with my two favorite admirals.”

L‘And?11

“They respect my decision not to cooperate until | feel safe doing so.”

Chakotay frowned. “That doesn’t sound very positive.”

“It was fine,” she said as she looked up and down the nearly-empty corridor. “This isn’t the best
place to talk about it.”

“You can tell me later.”

“I will,” she smiled and took his hand. “Khurma is giving me a week to go to Banora, but he’s
insisting that a starship take us.”

Chakotay frowned. “An entire starship? To take us on vacation?”



“When I told him where we’re going, he said he wanted a starship in that sector for my safety
and protection.”

“Okay, | can see that.”

“And then he said if we were to take a private transport, he’d assign that same starship to protect
us.”

“So it’s going our way whether we want it to or not?”
“Exactly.”
“All right. It seems unnecessary, but I'm all for keeping you safe.”

“Khurma thought you might agree.” Kathryn squeezed his hand. “Well, I’ve got a lot to do, so
I’d better hop to it.”

“What’s on your docket?”

“Public affairs wants to meet with me about the banquet Saturday night. | need to get with
facilities to look at available offices and decide where I'm going to set up shop. | have a staff of
four to recruit, and Tuvok will be here this afternoon and wants to talk.”

“That reminds me. Annika was here and she’d like to see you sometime this week, t0o0.”

“You spoke to her?”

“Mmm hmm.” He looked away.

“How did that go?”

“The conversation was a bit stilted, but it was fine,” he answered guardedly.

She took note of his sudden tension as she asked, “When Tuvok is finished this afternoon, would
you direct him to Paris’ conference room? | suspect that’ll be around 2:30.”

“I will,” he said quietly. “Enjoy your day.”
“Chakotay?” She looked at him carefully. “Are you okay?”
“I'm fine,” he assured with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

She stared at him for a long moment and could tell that he wasn’t. “Did | say something
wrong?”

“No, love.” He squeezed her hand. “I'm fine. Really.”



“I'm not convinced.” She narrowed her eyes. “Just tell me if it’s me, my job, Annika, or
Tuvok.”

He waved it away. “It’s just Annika. | don’t want to talk about it.”

“Okay, but I'm sure I can help you with that.”

“How so?” He picked at a piece of lint on his trousers.

Kathryn leaned into him and grazed her lips along his jaw, whispering, “I feel confident that my
feminine wiles can make you forget all about any other woman. You’re just going to have to

wait about six hours until we’re alone so I can show you exactly what you do to me.”

He laughed out loud. “Thank you.” His eyes were full of emotion as he looked at her. “I love
you, Kathryn.”

Her eyes widened suggestively. “Yes, you most certainly do... and you do it quite well.”

He began to blush and pointed in the direction she had arrived from. “Go before you cause a
problem, you lecherous woman.”

As she walked away with a little more swing in her hips than usual, she turned and asked, “How
many was it? Four? Five times? | lost count.”

“Go!” He glared at her with amusement sparkling in his eyes.

Next day...

“Captain Janeway?”

Kathryn sighed as she heard her name being called from behind her. So many people were
pulling at her and all she wanted to do was get a cup of coffee and a bagel. She schooled her

features and turned around.

“Captain!” Harry Kim smiled brightly. “I was hoping to see you today. Do you have a few
minutes?”

“Harry,” she said with relief, having no qualms whatsoever about talking with him. “Walk with
me, would you?”

“Of course, Captain.”

“I'm headed to the commissary for a much needed cup of coffee. Are you hungry?”



“Alittle.”

“Good, I’d love some company.” She thought that a few minutes of quiet would be better, but
since that wasn’t likely to happen, his company would be preferable to most. “Have you had a
conference with your detailer, yet?”

“Yes, Captain, first thing this morning.”

“How did it go?”

Harry scratched his cheek before he said, “It was fine, overall, but I'm unsure about what to do.”

“Oh? Anything I can help with?” she asked as they walked through the doors into the seating
area.

“I hope so.” He paused before asking, “Could we sit for a minute, Captain? Do you have time?”
“I’ll make time.”
“I know you’re busy.”

She squeezed his arm in reassurance. “Not too busy for you, Harry. Let’s get a bite to eat first.
I skipped breakfast this morning and am regretting it.”

Once they got their coffee and snack, they took a seat at a table in the far corner of the dining
area. Kathryn wasn’t sure why Harry led her so far away, but she assumed he wanted privacy.
She asked, “So, are you not sure about your choice of assignments?”

“I don’t know what | expected, but the three options aren’t it. | have until Thursday to decide,
but...”

“Do you want more time? We don’t need to announce your posting Saturday night.”

“I'm not sure that more time is going to help. Captain Blair of the Phoenix has invited me to be
his second officer.”

“Oh, really? That’s wonderful! | knew that operations officer on a ship would be an option, but
I hadn’t heard which one.”

“It’s a galaxy-class ship, and I think 1’d enjoy it, but I'm not sure 1’d be happy on any ship that’s
not VVoyager.”

She smiled sympathetically. “I know exactly how you feel, but we all have to move on.”



“I know, but the VVoyager family has become so important to me that | don’t want to be away
from everyone. It feels like I’d be losing part of me.”

“It’s a great opportunity, though. Second officer on a galaxy-class is a really great post, and
you’re perfect for it. Even with only seven years under your belt, you’re a fine officer, quick
thinker, and very adept at encouraging and developing the skills of those under your command.”
Harry blushed slightly, “Thank you, Captain. It means a lot to hear you say that.”

“I mean every word. Would you like examples?”

“No,” he chuckled as he stopped her. “But thank you, Captain. The other two posts are both in
ship design — one overseeing a new project that will study how to use the Borg technology to
enhance sensors, and the other is to join the shuttle design team. They want both Tom and me
because of our work on the Delta Flyer.”

“Those are incredible opportunities, too. You certainly excel in both.”

“Thank you, but I’ve already accomplished those. It would be teaching the rest of the designers
to incorporate what we’ve already done.”

“True,” Kathryn nodded. “I see your dilemma. You want something new, but you’re not sure if
you want to be on another ship.”

“My real dilemma is that | know what | want, and it’s not one of these three.”

“Ah,” Kathryn perked up. “Maybe I can help. What is it that you want?”

“l want to work for you, Captain,” he said quietly.

She was touched, but knew that he didn’t know what he was asking. “Harry...”

“Before you say no, hear me out.”

“You don’t even know what I'm going to be doing.”

“l can guess, and | think that I’ve gotten to know you well enough that | bet it’s not far from the
truth. The Voyagers have been discussing it for the last couple of weeks, and we believe that
we’ve figured it out.”

“Have you?” she asked, a little amused that they’d been speculating so much.

“I'm sorry if that bothers you, Captain.”

“Of course not, and it doesn’t surprise me, either. 1I'm quite used to being the focus of gossip and
speculation. What have you come up with?”



“I think you’ll be promoted to Admiral and that you’re going to work in Paris for Admiral
Khurma to act as a deputy security advisor to coordinate the diplomatic and tactical movements
of the entire fleet.”

She bit back a smile. *“You think they’d let me direct the assignments of the entire fleet? That’s
what the Fleet Admiral does.”

“I know, but I think he wants you to advise him.”

Kathryn tried to contain her mirth. “I'm honored that you think so highly of me, but no, that’s
not what I’ll be doing. | can see why you’d want to work for me if it was, though.”

“But it’s got to have something to do with diplomacy, doesn’t it?”

She took a sip of coffee and tried to decide how much to tell him. “I trust that you’ll keep what
I'm about to say in the strictest confidence.”

“Absolutely, Captain,” he said eagerly.

“It cannot enter into the speculative arguments of the VVoyagers, in any way. Don’t even hint that
you know anything, and after Saturday night, don’t suggest that you had any prior knowledge.”

“Okay,” he said confidently. “You can trust me, Captain.”
“I trust you completely. | just want to be clear that I'm not telling you this lightly.”
He nodded. “I understand, Captain.”

“You’ve just about got it, but not quite. The title’s not right, and | won’t be coordinating the
fleet.”

He looked confused. “I’ve got it right, except for the title and the assignment? What part of that
is correct, then?”

“The diplomatic part. There’s been no mention of a large scale effort, just me.”

“You’re going to be a solitary diplomat to fix all the problems of the entire Federation?” he
asked disbelieving.

“You’re making assumptions.” She sipped her coffee before saying, “I can’t explain it in detail
right now, but | don’t think that working for me is the right thing for you.”

Harry looked down, “I understand. After seven years with the same people, I'm sure you need a
break.”



“No,” she said quickly. “That’s not it at all. Like many others, I'm actually finding it difficult to
socialize with anyone except the VVoyagers because no one knows what we’ve been through.”

“I’ve found that to be true for me, too. My old friends just aren’t the same, and | even found it
difficult to relate to the woman you saw me with last week.”

Empathetically, she said, “What | meant to convey is that you need a change. I'm the only
commanding officer you’ve ever served under. You should get some new experiences. Go out
there and show Starfleet how talented you are. If you don’t break from me at this point, you’ll
be limiting your career.”

“May | speak freely?”
“Of course.”

Harry said, “I don’t care about my career right now. What | care about is that the home that I
thought 1I’d never see again has changed, and | don’t like what it has become.”

“Your family?” she asked with concern.

“Not that home. They’re exactly the same as they’ve always been, and they don’t understand
that I'm a changed man.”

“That’s not unexpected.”

“What | mean by home is Earth and the Federation. There doesn’t seem to be any pride left.
There’s no excitement about exploring or that unquenchable urge for scientific discovery. It
seems that all anyone cares about is pointing fingers at whomever they think is to blame for the
problems.”

Kathryn replied, “Earth was attacked while we were gone. It’s normal to feel threatened, and
people have to move beyond that basic need before they can start thinking in terms of self-
actualization.”

“l agree, and 1’ve heard what you’ve said in every interview and press statement. But I’ve also
looked around me at the people listening to you, and that’s the only time that | see a spark of
energy and hope. | want to help you restore that, and | can’t imagine that anything else would be
fulfilling. No matter what job I’d have, my foremost concern wouldn’t be sensors or
encouraging junior crewman to succeed. It would be how I could restore that essence of
whatever it was that made me want to go into Starfleet.”

“You sound like me.”

“I'm glad you think so, because | want to help you. If I may be a little presumptuous, | think we
made a good team when 1 assisted you in first contacts and negotiations.”



“We made a great team and you are almost as intuitive to my needs as Chakotay is. I really
missed not having you at my side last weekend in Paris.” She took a deep breath, giving herself
a moment to mull it over.

“Will you consider it?”

“In your conference, did you talk about a promotion or are they saving it to be a surprise on
Saturday?”

Harry said, “I was told that 1’d receive one.”

She didn’t want to spoil the surprise for him, so she spoke generally. “I can have two aides, and
both would be beneath what your rank will be.”

“l don’t need a promotion.”

She laughed. “Yes, you do. It’s just that the skill level required is lower than what you’re
capable of.”

“That doesn’t matter to me, because it would be something new and would be for a cause 1 really
believe in.”

“l won’t be in Paris much, | hope. Was that where you were hoping to live?”
“Where | live isn’t important as long as I'm making a difference.”

She smiled at hearing her own words come back at her. “I’ll likely be going into space
frequently.”

“| expected that you might.”
She grinned, “Have you had enough of your mom’s apple pie?”
He patted his belly, “More than enough. Truth be told, it’s not as good as | remembered.”

Laughing, she said, “Not many things are. Distance makes the heart grow fonder.” She looked
at her coffee cup, “Although nothing is quite like the taste of fresh brewed coffee.”

“We’ll have to take some coffee beans with us this time.” Harry said, “Replicators don’t do the
real thing justice.”

“No, they don’t. But they’re nice to have.”
“Do you have time for a quick story?”

“Sure.” She loved talking to him.



“The replicated apple pie never tasted like home because it wasn’t mom’s apple pie, but it was
more than the fact that it wasn’t made by her. | never told anyone because | was often given a
piece of apple pie to cheer me up. My mom, although Chinese, is very dedicated to cooking
Korean cuisine because she thinks it makes my Dad happy, and he goes along with it because he
thinks it makes her happy. He once told her that she should try her hand at apple pie because he
liked a piece he had somewhere. So, she decided that she could make the Korean version of an

apple pie.”
“Oh?”

“There aren’t many who can tolerate her pie. Most think it’s just awful, but would never tell it to
her face. She combines three or four Korean dessert recipes to create this weird concoction of
boiled apples, peppercorns, not quite enough sugar, and pine nuts in a rice flour crust, topped
with toasted bean powder and edible flowers.”

Kathryn couldn’t help but make a face. “That sounds terrible.”

“It is, when you compare it to real apple pie. But it’s Mom, and it’s home. 1 just wish it was as
good as | remembered. It’s hard to believe, but I got used to Neelix’s blend of herbs and they
were nothing like Korean flavors. | wrote to her in one letter that | really missed her pie, and
she’s inundated me with those pies since the day we got home.”

Kathryn laughed. “So you want to leave just to get away from those pies? | don’t think I’ll
mention that when | talk to Admiral Patterson about you.”

“So you’ll consider it?” he asked hopefully.

“I’ll do more than that,” she smiled affectionately. “You’ve convinced me, but | need to run it
by Patterson because he’s overseeing all the VVoyager reassignments. 1’d love to have you with
me, just so long as you understand that it will be a lot of politics, and it isn’t the best career
move. The job has absolutely nothing to do with operations, sensors, ship design, or
engineering.”

“l understand completely, Captain.”

“Good. Now I need to find an ensign who knows a lot more about recent history than you and |
do, and I’d like to find two security officers that | trust who are willing to take this on, preferably
former Maquis. I'm afraid that if I don’t act quickly, the choice will be made for me.” She stood
up to go.

“Can | help you with that?” He took her dirty dishes for her. “Finding security staff, | mean.”

“You have some ideas?”

“l do. Justin Jarvin and Mark Yosa, assuming all the Maquis will keep their commissions.”



“They will if they want them. You’re sure of their interest?”

“Yes, if you have time, | can explain.”

“Not now.” She gave it only a moment’s thought because she’d trust any of VVoyager’s security
officers with her life and much more. “Would you do something for me today if you have
time?”

“Absolutely, Captain. | have nothing else on my schedule.”

“Please find Chakotay and fill him in on this conversation. I'm sure he’ll be surprised that I’ve
told you as much as | have. Tell him your thoughts and ask for his assessment. I’ll be happy
wi